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Gant's Star -- James P. Hogan

(Version 1.0 -- 12/08/2001)

Pr ol ogue

By the beginning of the fourth decade of the twenty-first century, it seemed that the
human race was finally beginning to learn to live together and that it was on its way to the
stars. Havi ng abandoned the crippling arns race and di sbhanded the bul k of their strategic forces,
t he superpowers were instead pouring their billions into a massive transfer of Wstern technol ogy
and know how to the nations of the Third Wrld. Wth the increased wealth and |iving standards
that came universally with global industrializalion, and the security and variety that acconpanied
nmore affluent life-styles, popul ation becane self-limting, and hunger, poverty, along with nost
of mankind's other traditional age-old scourges, at |last |ooked as if they were on the brink of
bei ng eradi cated permanently. Wiile the US -- US SR rivalry transfornmed itself into a war of
wits and dipl omacy for econonic and political influence anong the stabilizing nation-states, Man's
adventure lust found its expression in a revitalized, nultinational space program which bur st
outward across the solar systemin a new wave of exploration and expansi on coordi nated under a
specially formed UN Space Arm Lunar devel oprment and exploitation proceeded rapidly, permanent
bases appeared on Mars and in orbit above Venus, and a series of |arge-scale manned m ssi ons
reached the outer planets.

But probably the greatest revolution of the tinmes was the upheaval in science that had
foll owed sonme of the discoveries made on the Moon and out at Jupiter in the course of these
explorations. In the space of just a few years, a series of astonishing discoveries had toppled
bel i ef s unquesti oned since the begi nnings of science, forced a conplete rewiting of the history
of the solar systemitself, and culmnated in Man's first encounter with an advanced alien
speci es.

A hitherto unknown planet, christened Mnerva by the investigators who unraveled its
story, had once occupied the position between Mars and Jupiter in the solar systemas originally
forned,

and had been inhabited by an advanced race of eight-foot-tall aliens who cane to be known
as the "Ganyneans" after the first evidence of their existence cane to |ight on Ganynede, | argest
of the Jovian noons. The Ganynean civilization, which flourished up until twenty-five mllion
years before the present, vani shed abruptly. Sone of Earth's scientists believed that
deteriorating environinental conditions on Mnerva m ght have forced the "G ants" to nmigrate to
some ot her star system but the matter had not been settled conclusively. Mich |ater-sonme fifty
thousand years prior to the current period in Earth's history-M nerva was destroyed. The bul k of
its mass, thrown outward into an eccentric orbit on the edge of the solar system becane Pl uto.
The renai nder of the debris was dispersed by Jupiter's tidal effect and forned the Asteroid Belt.

Wil e the pieces of this puzzle were still being fitted together, a starship fromthe
anci ent Ganynean civilization returned. Having undergone a relativistic tinme dilation that was
conmpounded by a technical problemin the vessel's spacetine-distorting drive system the net
result was that an elapsed tine of twenty-odd years for the ship corresponded to the passing of
sonmething on the order of a mllion tinmes that nunber on Earth. The Shapi eron had departed from
M nerva before the onset of whatever had befallen the rest of the Ganynean race, and its occupants
were therefore unable to either confirmor refute the theories of the terrestrial researchers
i nvol ved with the subject. The G ants stayed for six nonths, conbining their efforts with those of
Earth's scientists in a search for nore clues and ningling harnmoniously into Earth's society.
Manki nd had found a friend, and the remants of the Ganynmean race had, it was assumed, found a
hone.

But it was not to be. Investigations uncovered a hint that the Ganynean civilization had
mgrated to a star |ocated near the constellation of Taurus-a star that cane to be called the
"G ants' Star"; there was no guarantee, but there was hope. Shortly afterward the Shapieron
departed, |eaving behind a sad, but in nmany ways w ser, world.

Radi o observatories on lunar Farside beaned a signal toward the Gants' Star to forewarn
of the Shapieron's com ng. Though the signal would take years to cover the distance, it would
still arrive well ahead of the ship. To the astoni shnent of the scientists who conposed the
transm ssion, a reply purporting to have cone

fromthe Gants' Star and confirnming that it was indeed the new honme of the Ganyneans was
received only hours after they first began sending. But by that time the Shapi eron had al ready
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left, and news of the message could not be relayed to it because of the spacetine distortion
i nduced around the craft by its drive, which prevented el ectromagnetic signals from being received
coherently. There was nothing nmore that the scientists on Earth could do; the Shapi eron had
vani shed back into the void fromwhence it had cone, and nmany nore years of uncertainty woul d pass
bef ore the Ganyneans aboard it woul d know whether or not their quest was in vain.

The transmitters on lunar Farside continued sending intermttently during the three nonths
that followed, but no further reply was evoked.

Chapter One

Dr. Victor Hunt finished combing his hair, buttoned on a clean shirt, and paused to
contenpl ate the sonewhat sl eepy-eyed but otherw se presentabl e image staring back at himfromthe
bathroommirror. He detected a couple of gray strands here and there among his full head of dark
brown waves, but sonebody woul d have had to be | ooking for themto notice them H's skin had an
acceptably healthy tone to it; the lines of his cheeks and jaw were solid and firm and his belt

still rested | oosely on his hips to serve its intended purpose of keeping his pants up and not to
keep his waistline in. Al in all, he decided, he wasn't doing too badly for thirty-nine. The face
inthe mrror frowned suddenly as the ritual rem nded himof a typical specinen of mniddle-age nmale
wreckage in a TV conmercial; all it wanted now was for the mentally defective, bottle-brandi shing

wife to appear in the doorway behind to deliver the nmessage on bal dness cures, body deodorants,
renedi es for bad breath, or whatever. Shuddering at the thought, he tossed the conb into the
medi ci ne cabi net above the sink, closed the door, and anbled through into the apartnment's kitchen

"Are you through in the bathroom Vie?" Lyn's voice called fromthe open door of the
bedroom It sounded bright and cheerful, and should have been illegal at that time in the norning.

"Go ahead." Hunt tapped a code into the kitchen termnal to sumon a breakfast nenu onto
its screen, studied the display for a few seconds, then entered an order to the robochef for
scranbl ed eggs, bacon (crisp), toast with marnmal ade, and coffee, twice. Lyn appeared in the
hal | way outside, Hunt's bathrobe hanging | oosely on her shoulders and doing little to hide her
Il ong, slimlegs and gol den-tanned body. She flashed hima smile, then vanished into the bathroom
inaswrl of the red hair that hung hal fway down her back

"It's comng up," Hunt called after her.

"The usual ," her voice threw back fromthe doorway.

"You guessed?”

"The English are creatures of habit."

"Way nake |ife conplicated?"

The screen presented a list of grocery itens that were getting | ow, and Hunt okayed the
conmputer to transmit an order to Al bertson's for delivery later that day. The sound of the shower
being turned on greeted himas he energed fromthe kitchen and wal ked through into the living
room wondering how a world that accepted as normal the nightly spectacle of people discussing
their constipation, henorrhoids, dandruff, and indigestion in front of an audience of a mllion
strangers coul d possibly find sonething obscene in the sight of pretty girls taking their clothes
off. "There's nowt so strange as folk," his grandnother from Yorkshire would have said, he
t hought to hinself.

It wouldn't have needed a Sherlock Holmes to read the story of the night before fromthe
scene that confronted himin the living room The half-fflled coffee cup, enpty cigarette pack
and the remains of a pepperoni pizza surrounded by scientific papers and notes strewn untidily in
front of the desk termnal told of an evening that had begun with the best and purest of
intentions to explore another approach to the Pluto problem Lyn's shoul der bag on the table by
the door, her coat draped across one end of the couch, the enpty Chablis bottle, and the white
cardboard box containing traces of a beef-curry dinner-to-go all added up to an interruption in
the form of an unexpected but not exactly unwel come arrival. The crunpled cushions and the two
pairs of shoes |lying where they had fallen between the couch and the coffee table said the rest.
Ch well, Hunt told himself, it wouldn't make much difference to the rest of the world if the
solution to how Pluto had wound up where it was had to wait an extra twenty-four hours.

He wal ked over to the desk and interrogated the terminal for any mail that m ght have cone
in overnight. There was a draft of a paper being put together by Mke Barrow s team at Law ence
Li vernore Labs, suggesting that an aspect of Ganymean physics that they had been studying inplied
the possibility of achieving fusion at |ow tenperatures. Hunt scanned it briefly and rerouted it
to his office for closer reading there. A couple of bifis and statenents of account...file away
and present again at the end of the nonth. Videorecording fromUncle WIlliamin N geria; Hunt
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entered a command for a replay and stood back to watch. Beyond

the cl osed door the shower noises stopped, then Lyn sauntered back into the bedroom

Wlliamand the fanily had enjoyed having Vie over on vacation recently and had especially
Ii ked hearing his personal account of his experiences at Jupiter and |ater back on Earth with the
Ganyneans. .. Cousin Jenny had gotten an adnin job at the nucl ear steel maki ng conpl ex that was just
going into operation outside Lagos...News fromthe fanmily in London was that all were well, except
for Vie's older brother, George, who had been charged with threatening behavior after an argunent
about politics at his local pub...The postgraduate students at Lagos University had been
enthralled by Hunt's | ecture about the Shapieron and were sending on a list of questions that they
hoped he'd find tinme to reply to.

Just as the recording was finishing, Lyn canme out of the bedroom wearing her chocol ate
bl ouse and ivory crepe skirt fromthe night before, then disappeared again into the kitchen
"Who's that?" she called, to the acconpani nent of cupboard doors bei ng opened and cl osed and
pl ates being set down on a working surface.

"Uncle Billy."

"The one in Africa that you visited a few weeks ago?"

“Uh huh."

"So how are they doi ng?"

"He | ooks~fine. Jenny's got herself fixed up at the new nuplex | told you about, and
brother George is in trouble again.”

"Uh- oh. What flow?"

"Doing his pub | awyer act by the sound of it. Somebody didn't agree that the governnent
ought to guarantee paychecks to anybody on strike."

"What is he-sonme kind of nut?"

"Runs in the famly."

"You said it, not ne."

Hunt grinned. "So never say you weren't warned."

"I''"l'l remenber that...Food's ready."”

Hunt flipped off the terminal and wal ked into the kitchen. Lyn, perched on a stool at the
breakfast bar that divided the roomin two, had already started eating. Hunt sat down opposite

her, drank sone coffee, then picked up his fork. "Wiy the rush?" he asked. "It's still early.
We're not pushed for tine."
"I"'mnot comng straight in. | ought to go hone first and change."

"You | ook okay to nme-in fact, not a bad piece of wonanry at all."
"Flattery will get you anywhere you like. No...Gegg s got sone special visitors com ng

down from Washi ngton today. | don't want to | ook 'groped' and spoil the Navcomms inmage." She
smiled and m micked an English accent. "One nust maintain standards, you know. "

Hunt snorted derisively. "It needs nore practice. Wio are the visitors?"

"Al'l I knowis they're fromthe State Departnment. Some hush-hush stuff that Gregg' s been
mxed up with lately...lots of calls comng in on secure channels, and couriers showing up with

for-your-eyes-only things in sealed bags. Don't ask nme what it's about."

"He hasn't let you in on it?" Hunt sounded surprised.

She shook her head and shrugged. "Maybe it's because | associate with crazy, unreliable
foreigners.”

"But you're his personal assistant," Hunt said. "I thought you knew about everything that
happens around Navcoms. "

Lyn shrugged again. "Not this tinme...at least, not so far. |I've got a feeling | night find
out today, though. Gregg's been dropping hints."

“"Mm ..odd..." Hunt returned his attention to his plate and t hought about the situation
G egg Caldwel |, Executive Director of the Navigation and Comuni cations Division of the UN Space
Arm was Hunt's inmmedi ate chief. Through a conbi nati on of circunstances, under Caldwell's
direction Navconms had played a leading role in piecing together the story of Mnerva and the
Ganyneans, and Hunt had been intimately involved in the saga both before and during the Ganyneans
stay on Earth. Since their departure, Hunt's main task at Navconms had been to head up a group
that was coordinating the researches being conducted in various places into the vol une of
scientific informati on bequeathed by the aliens to Earth. Al though not all the findings and
specul ati ons had been made public, the working atnosphere inside Navcoms was generally pretty
frank and open, so security precautions taken to the extrene that Lyn had described were virtually
unheard of. Sonething odd was going on, all right.

He | eaned agai nst the backrest of the bar chair to light a cigarette, and watched Lyn as
she poured two nore coffees. There was sonet hi ng about the way her gray-green eyes never quite
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| ost their mschievous twi nkle and about the hint of a pout that was always danci ng el usively
around her nouth that he found both anusing and exciting -- "cute," he supposed an Anerican would
have sai d. He thought back over the three nonths that had el apsed since the Shapieron |eft, and
tried to pinpoint what had happened to turn sonebody who had been just a smart-headed, good-

| ooking girl at the office into sonebody he had breakfast with fairly regularly at one apart nment
or the other. But there didn't seemto be any particul ar where or when; it was just somnething that
had happened sonehow, sonmewhere along the line. He wasn't conpl aini ng.

She gl anced up as she set the pot down and saw him | ooking at her. "See, I'"'mquite nice to
have around, really. Wuldn't the nmorning be dull with only the viscreen to stare at." She was at
it again...playfully, but only if he didn't want to take it seriously. One rent nmde nore sense
than two, one set of utility bills was cheaper, et cetera, et cetera, et cetera.

"Il pay the bills," Hunt said. He opened his hands appealingly. "You said it yourself
earlier-Englishnen are creatures of habit. Anyhow, |'m maintaining standards."

"You sound |ike an endangered species,"” she told him

"l am chauvini sts. Sonebody's got to nake a |ast stand sonewhere."

"You don't need ne?"

"Of course not. Good Lord, what a thought!" He scow ed across the bar while Lyn returned
an inpish smle. Maybe the world could wait another forty-eight hours to find out about Pl uto.
"What are you up to tonight-anything special ?" he asked.

"I got invited to a dinner party over in Hanwell...that marketing guy | told you about and
his wife. They're having a big crowmd of people in, and it sounded as if it could be fun. They told
me to bring a friend, but | didn't think you'd be all that interested."”

Hunt wrinkled his nose and frowned. "lIsn't that the ESP-andpyram d bunch?"

"Right. They're all excited because they' ve got a superpsychic going there tonight. He
predi cted everything about M nerva and

the Ganyneans years ago. It has to be true-Amazing Supernature magazi ne said so."

Hunt knew she was teasing but couldn't suppress his irritation. "Ch for Christ's sake...

t hought there was supposed to be an educational systemin this bloody country! Don't they have any
critical faculties at all?" He drained the Iast of his coffee and banged the nug down on the bar.
"If he predicted it years ago, why didn't anybody hear about it years ago? Wiy do we only hear
about it after science has told himwhat he was supposed to predict? Ask hi mwhat the Shapi eron
will find when it gets to the Gants' Star and nmake himwite it down. | bet that never gets into
Amazi ng Supernat ure nagazi ne."

"That would be taking it too seriously,” Lyn said lightly. "I only go there for the
| aughs. There's no point in trying to explain Cccanis Razor to people who believe that UFGs are
ti meshi ps from another century. Besides, apart fromall that, they're nice people."

Hunt wondered how this kind of thing could still go on after the Ganyneans, who flew
starships, created life in |laboratories, and built self-aware conputers, had affirmed repeatedly
that they saw no reason to postul ate the existence of any powers existing in the universe beyond
those reveal ed by science and rational thinking. But people still wasted their lives away with
daydr eans.

He was beconing too serious, he decided, and dismissed the matter with a wave of his hand
and a grin. "Cone on. We'd better do sonething about sending you on your way."

Lyn headed for the living roomto collect her shoes, bag, and coat, then net him again at
the front door of the apartnent. They ki ssed and squeezed each other. "I'Il see you later, then,"
she whi spered.

"See you later. Watch out for those crazies."

He waited until she had disappeared into the elevator, then closed the door and spent five
m nutes clearing the kitchen and restoring sone senbl ance of decency to the rest of the place.
Finally he put on a jacket, stuffed some itens fromthe desk into his briefcase, and left in an
el evator heading for the roof. Mnutes later his airnobile was at two thousand feet and cli nbing
to nmerge into an eastbound traffic corridor with the rai nbow towers of Houston gleamng in the
sunl i ght on the skyline ahead.

Chapter Two

G nny, Hunt's slightly plunp, mddle-aged neticul ous secretary, was al ready busy when he
sauntered into the reception area of his office, high in the skyscraper of Navcomrs Headquarters
in the center of Houston. She had three sons, all in their late teens, and she hurled herself into
her work with a dedication that Hunt sonetines thought m ght represent a gesture of atonenent for
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having inflicted themon society. Wwnen |like G nny always did a good job, he had found. Long-
| egged bl ondes were all very nice, but when it cane to getting things done properly and on tine,
he'd settle for the ol der nommas any day.

"Good norning, Dr. Hunt," she greeted him One thing he had never been able to persuade
her to accept fully was that Englishnmen didn't expect, or really want, to be addressed fornally
all the tine.

"Hi, G nny. How are you today?"

"Ch, just fine, | guess."

"Any news about the dog?"

"Good n~ws. The vet called last night and said its pelvis isn't fractured after all. A few
weeks of rest and it should be fine."

"That's good. So what's new this norning? Anything pani cky?"

"Not really. Professor Speehan fromMT called a few nminutes ago and would like you to

call back before lunch. I'"mjust finishing going through the mail now. There are a coupl e of
things | think you'll be interested in. The draft paper from Livernore, | guess you've already
seen. "

They spent the next hal f-hour checking the mail and organi zing the day's schedul e. By that
time the offices that forned Hunt's see-lion of Navconms were filling up, and he left to update
hi nsel f on a couple of the projects in progress.

Duncan WAtt, Hunt's deputy, a theoretical physicist who had transferred from UNSA's
Materials and Structures Division a year and a half earlier, was collecting results on the Pluto
probl em from a nunber of research groups around the country. Conpari

Sons of the current solar systemwth records fromthe Shapieron of how it had | ooked
twenty-five mllion years before established beyond doubt that nost of what had been M nerva had
ended up as Pluto. Earth had been forned originally without a sateffite, and Luna had orbited as
the single noon of Mnerva. \Wen M nerva broke up, its moon fell inward, toward the Sun, and by a
freak chance was captured by Earth, about which it had orbited stably ever since. The probl em was
that so far no nmathemati cal nodel of the dynam cs invol ved had been able to explain how Pluto
coul d have acquired enough energy to be lifted against solar gravitation to the position it now
occupi ed. Astrononmers and specialists in celestial nechanics fromall over the world had tried al
manner of approaches to the problem but wi thout success, which was not all that surprising since
the Ganymeans thensel ves had been unable to produce a satisfactory sol ution

"The only way you can get it to work is by postulating a threebody reaction,” Duncan said,
tossing up his hands in exasperation. "Maybe the war had nothing to do with it. Maybe what broke
M nerva up was sonet hing el se passing through the solar system"

Thirty minutes later and a few doors farther along the corridor, Hunt found Marie, Jeff,
and two of the students on |oan fromPrinceton, excitedly discussing the set of partial-
differential tensor functions being displayed on a |arge mural graphics screen

"It's the latest fromMke Barrow s team at Livernore," Marie told him

"I'"ve already seen it,"” Hunt said. "Haven't had a chance to go through it yet, though
Sonet hi ng about cold fusion, isn't it?"

"What it seenms to be saying is that the Ganyneans didn't have to generate hi gh thernal
energi es to overcone proton-proton repul sion," Jeff chipped in.

"How d they do it then?" Hunt asked.

"Sneakily. They started off with the particles being neutrons so there wasn't any
repul sion. Then, when the particles were inside the range of the strong force, they increased the
energy gradient at the particle surfaces sufficiently to initiate pair production. The neutrons
absorbed the positrons to becone protons, and the electrons were drawn off. So there you've got it-
two protons strongly coupled. Pow Fusion."

Hunt was i npressed, although he had seen too much of Gany

mean physics by that time to be astounded. "And they could control events |ike that down
at that |evel ?" he asked.

"That's what M ke's people reckon."

Shortly afterward, an argunent devel oped over one of the details, and Hunt |eft the group
as they were in the process of placing a call to Livernore for clarification.

It seemed as if the information left by the Ganyneans was all starting to bear fruit at
once, causing sonething new to break out every day. Caidwell's idea of using Hunt's section as an
i nternational clearinghouse for the research into Ganynmean sci ences was starting to produce
results. Wien the first clues concerning Mnerva and the Ganyneans were coming to |ight, Caidwell
had set up Hunt's original pilot group to do exactly this kind of thing. The organi zati on had
proved well suited to the task, and now it forned a ready-nmade group for tackling the | atest
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st udi es.

Hunt's last call was on Paul Shelling, whose people occupied a group of offices and a
conputer roomon the floor below. One of the npbst chall enging aspects of Ganynean technol ogy was
their "gravities," which enabled themto deformspacetinme artificially without requiring |arge
concentrations of nass. The Shapieron's drive systemhad utilized this capability by creating a

"hol e" ahead of the ship into which it "fell" continuously to propel itself through space; the
"gravity" inside the vessel was al so nmanufactured, not sinulated. Shelling, a gravitationa
physici st on a sabbatical from Rockwell International, headed up a mathematical group which had

been delving into Ganynean field equations and energy-netric transforns for six nonths. Hunt found
himstaring at a display of isochrons and distorted spacetinme geodesics, and | ooking very
t hought ful .

“"It's all there," Sheffing said, keeping his eyes fixed on the softly glow ng col ored
curves and speaking in a faraway voice. "Artificial black holes...just switch 'emon and off to
order."

The information did not cone as a big surprise to Hunt. The Ganyneans had confirned that
the Shapieron's drive had in fact achieved this, and Hunt and Shelling had tal ked about its
theoretical basis on nmany occasions. "You've figured it out?" Hunt asked, slipping into a vacant
chair and studying the display.

"W're on our way, anyhow. "

"Does it get us any nearer instant point-to-point transfers?" That was sonething the
Ganyneans had not achi eved, although

the possibility was inplicit in their theoretical constructs. Black holes distantly
separated in nornmal space seened to link up via a hyperreal mw thin which unfam liar physica
principles operated, and the ordi nary concepts and restrictions of the relativistic universe
simply didn't apply. As the Ganyneans had agreed, the pronises inplied by this were staggering,
but nobody knew how to turn theminto realities yet.

"It's in there,” Shelling answered. "The possibility is in there, but there's another side
to it that bothers me, and it's inpossible to separate Qut."

"What's that?" Hunt asked.

"Time transfers," Shelling told him Hunt frowned. Had he been tal king to anybody el se, he
woul d have all owed his skepticismto show openly. Shelling spread his hands and gestured toward
the screen. "You can't get away fromit. If the solutions adnmit point-to-point transfers through
normal space, they admt transfers through time too. If you could find a way of exploiting one,
you'd automatically have a way of exploiting the other as well. Those nmatrix integrals are
symetric."”

Hunt waited for a nmonent to avoi d appearing derisive. "That's too nuch, Paul,"’
"What happens to causality? You'd never be able to unscranble the ness."

"l know. ..l know the theory sounds screwy, but there it is. Either we're up a dead end and
none of it works, or we're stuck with both solutions."

They spent the next hour working through Sheffing' s equations again but ended up none the
wi ser. Groups at Cal Tech, Canbridge, the Mnistry of Space Sciences in Mscow, and the University
of Sydney, Australia, had found the same thing. Cbviously Hunt and Shelling were not about to
crack the problemthere and then, and Hunt eventually left in a very curious and thoughtful nood.

Back in his own office, he called Speehan at M T, who turned out to have some interesting
results froma simnulation nodel of the climatic upheaval s caused fifty thousand years earlier by
the process of lunar capture. Hunt then took care of a couple of other urgent itenms that had come
in that norning, and was just settling down to study the Livernore paper when Lyn called from
Caldwell's suite at the top of the building. Her face was unusually serious.

"Gregg wants you in on the neeting up here," she told himw thout preanble. "Can you get
up right away?"

Hunt sensed that she was pushed for tine. "Gve me two mnutes.” He cut the connection
wi t hout further ado, consigned Livernore to the uncharted depths of the Navcomms dat abank, told
G nny to consult Duncan if anything desperate devel oped during the rest of the day, and left the
office at a brisk pace.

he sai d.

Chapter Three

From the web of conmunications |inks interconnecting UNSA's manned and unmanned space
vehicles with orbiting and surface bases all over the solar system to the engineering and
research establishnments at places such as Houston, responsibility for the whole ganut of Navcomrs
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activities ultimately resided in Caldwell's office at the top of the Headquarters Building. It was
a spaci ous and opulently furnished roomw th one wall conpletely of glass, |ooking down over the

| esser skyscrapers of the city and the ant col ony of the pedestrian precincts far bel ow. The wall
opposite Caldwell's huge curved desk, which faced inward froma corner by the wi ndow, was conposed
al nost totally of a battery of display screens that gave the place nore the appearance of a
control roomthan of an office. The remaining walls carried a display of color pictures show ng
sonme of the nore spectacul ar UNSA projects of recent years, including a seven-mle-Ilong photon-
drive star probe being designed in California and an el ectromagnetic catapult being constructed
across twenty mles of Tranquilitatis to hurl |unar-manufactured structural conmponents into orbit
for spacecraft assenbly.

Cai dwel | was behind his desk and two ot her people were sitting with Lyn at the table set
at a Tto the desk's front edge when a secretary ushered Hunt in fromthe outer office. One of
themwas a worman in her nmid- to late forties, wearing a hi gh-necked navy dress that hinted of a
firmand well-preserved figure, and over it a w de-collared jacket of white-and-navy check. Her
hair was a carefully styled frozen sea of auburn that stopped short of her shoul ders, and the
I ines of her face, which was not unattractive in a natural kind of way beneath her sparse nakeup,
were clear and assertive. She was sitting erect and seened conposed and fully in command of
hersel f. Hunt had the feeling that he had seen her somewhere before.

Her conmpanion, a man, was snartly attired in a charcoal threepiece suit with a white shirt
and two-tone gray tie. He had a fresh

cl ean-shaven | ook about himand jet-black hair cut short and brushed flat in college-boy
fashi on, although Hunt put himat not far off his own age. H s eyes, dark and constantly nobil e,
gave the inpression of serving an alert and quick-thinking m nd.

Lyn flashed Hunt a quick smle fromthe side of the table opposite the two visitors. She
had changed into a crisp two-piece edged with pale orange and was wearing her hair high. She
| ooked distinctly un -- "groped."

"Vie," Caldwell announced in his gravelly bass-baritone voice, "lI'd |ike you to neet Karen
Hel ler fromthe State Departnent in Washi ngton, and Norman Pacey, who's a presidential advisor on
foreign relations.” He nade a resigned gesture in Hunt's direction. "This is Dr. Vie Hunt. W send
himto Jupiter to look into a fewrelics of sone extinct aliens, and he comes back with a shipfu
of Iive ones."

They exchanged formalities. Both visitors knew about Hunt's exploits, which had been well
publicized. In fact Vie had nmet Karen Heller once very briefly at a reception given for sone
Ganyneans in Zurich about six nmonths earlier. O course! Hadn't she been the U S. Anbassador to-
France, wasn't it, at the tinme? Yes. She was representing the U.S. at the UN now, though. Norman
Pacey had nmet sone Ganyneans too, it turned out-in Washington

-- but Hunt hadn't been present on that occasion

Hunt took the enpty chair at the end of the table, facing along the length of it toward
Cal dwel | ' s desk, and watched the head of wiry, gray, crose-cropped hair while Cal dwell frowned
down at his hands for a few seconds and drunmed the top of his desk with his fingers. Then he
rai sed his craggy, heavily browed face to look directly at Hunt, who knew better than to expect
much in the way of prelimnaries. "Sonething s happened that | wanted to tell you about earlier
but couldn't," Caldwell said. "Signals fromthe Gants' Star started coming in again about three
weeks ago."

Even though he shoul d have known about such a devel opment if anyone did, Hunt was too
taken aback for the nonent to wonder about it. As nonths passed after the sole reply to the first
message transmitted from G ordano Bruno at the tine of the S/iapieron's departure, he had grown
i ncreasingly suspicious that the whol e thing had been a hoax-that sonebody with access to the UNSA
communi cati ons net had sonehow arranged a nmessage to be relayed back from sone pi ece of UNSA
har dwar e | ocat ed out

in space in the right direction. He was open-nmi nded enough to admt that with an advanced
alien civilization anything could be possible, but a hoax had seenmed the nost |ikely explanation
for the fourteen-hour turn-around tine. If Caldwell were right, it nade so nuch nonsense of that
convi cti on.

"You're certain they're genuine?" he asked dubi ously when he had recovered fromthe
initial shock. "It couldn't all be a sick joke by a freak sonewhere?"

Cal dwel | shook his head. "W have enough data now to pinpoint the source
interferonetrically. It's way out past Pluto, and UNSA does not have anythi ng anywhere near it.
Besi des, we've checked every bit of traffic through all our hardware, and it's clean. The signals
are genui ne."

Hunt rai sed his eyebrows and exhaled a | ong breath. Ckay, so he'd been wong on that one
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He shifted his gaze from Caldwell to the notes and papers lying along the niddle of the table in
front of him and frowned as another thought occurred to him Like the original nessage from
Farside, the reply fromthe G ants' Star had been conposed in the ancient Ganynean | anguage and
conmuni cations codes fromthe tine of the Shapieron. After the ship's departure, the reply had
been transl ated by Don Maddson, head of the Linguistics section |ower down in the building, who
had made a study of Ganynean during the aliens' stay. That had required considerable effort, short
though the reply had been, and Hunt knew of no one el se anywhere who coul d have handl ed the nore
recent signals that Caldwell was talking about. As a rule Hunt didn't have rmuch tine for protoco
and formality, but if Maddson was in on this, he sure-as-hell should have known about it too. "So
who did the translating?' he asked suspiciously. "Linguistics?"

"There wasn't any need," Lyn said sinply. "The signals are conming through in standard
dat acomm codes. They're in English."

Hunt sl unped back in his chair and just stared. Ironically that said definitely that it
was no hoax; who in their right mnd woul d forge nmessages fromaliens in English? And then it cane
to him "O course!” he exclained. "They nust have intercepted the S/iapieron sonehow. Well,
that's good to -- " He broke off in surprise as he saw Cai dwel | shaki ng his head

"Fromthe content of the dialogue over the |ast few weeks, we're pretty certain that's not
the case," Caldwell said. He | ooked

at Hunt gravely. "So if they haven't talked to the Ganynmeans who were here, and they know
our comuni cations codes and our |anguage, what does that say to you?"

Hunt | ooked around and saw that the others were watching himexpectantly. So he thought
about it. And after a few seconds his eyes wi dened slowy, and his nouth fell open in undisguised
di sbelief. "Je-sus!" he breathed softly.

"That's right," Norman Pacey said. "This whol e planet nust be under sone kind of
surveil l ance...and has been for a long tinme." For the nonment Hunt was too flabbergasted to offer
any reply. Little wonder the whol e busi ness had been hushed up.

"That supposition was backed up by the first of the new signals that cane in at Bruno,"
Caidwel |l resuned. "It said in no uncertain ternms that nothi ng whatsoever relating to the contact
was to be conmunicated via |l asers, consats, datalinks, or any kind of el ectronic nedia. The
scientists up at Bruno who received the nessage went along with that directive, and told ne about
it by sending a courier down fromLuna. | passed the word up through Navconms to UNSA Corporate in
the sane way and told the Bruno guys to carry on handling things locally until sonebody got back
to them"

"What it neans is that at |east part of the surveillance is in the formof tapping into
our comuni cations network," Pacey said. "And whoever is sending the signals, and whoever is
running the surveillance, are not the sane...' people,' or whatever. And the ones who are tal king
to us don't want the other ones know ng about it." Hunt nodded, having figured that much out
al ready.

"I"l1l let Karen take it fromthere," Caldwell said and nodded in her direction

Karen Heller leaned forward to rest her arns lightly along the edge of the table. "The
scientists at Bruno established fairly early on that they were indeed in contact with a Ganynean
civilization descended frommgrants from M nerva," she said, speaking in carefully nodul at ed
tones that rose and fell naturally and made |istening easy. "They inhabit a planet called Thurien
in the planetary systemof the Gants' Star, or "Gstar,' to use the contraction that seens to
have been adopted. Wile this was going on, UNSA in Washington referred the matter to the UN." She
paused to | ook over at Hunt, but he had no questions at that point. She went on, "A special
wor ki ng party reporting to the Secretary General was

forned to debate the issue, and the ruling finally cane out that a contact of this nature
was first and forenmpst a political and diplomatic affair. A decision was nade that further
exchanges woul d be handl ed secretly by a small del egation of selected representatives of the
per manent - menber nations of the Security Council. To preserve secrecy, no outsiders would be
informed or involved for the tinme being."

"I had to hold things right there when that ruling cane down the line," Cal dwell
interjected, looking at Hunt. "That was why | couldn't tell you about any of this before." Hunt
nodded. Now that it had been explained, at least he felt a little better on that score.

He was still far from conpletely happy, however. It sounded as if there had been a typica
bureaucratic overreaction to the whole thing. Playing safe was all very well up to a point, but
surely this supersecrecy was taking things too far. The thought of the UN keepi ng everybody out of
it apart froma handful of select individuals who had probably had few, if any, dealings wth
Ganynmeans was i nfuriating.

"They didn't want anybody el se included?" he asked dubiously. "Not even a scientist or two-
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sonebody who knows Ganyneans?"

"Especially not scientists," Caldwell said, but volunteered nothing further. The whol e
thing was begi nning to sound nonsensi cal

"As a permanent nenber of the Council, the U S.A was infornmed fromhigh up in the UN and
applied sufficient pressure to be represented on the del egation,” Heller continued. "Nornman and
mysel f were assigned that duty, and for nost of the tine since then we've been at G ordano Bruno,
participating in the exchange of signals that has been continuing with the Thuriens."

"You nmean everything is being handled locally fromthere?" Hunt asked.

"Yes. The ban on conmunicating anything to do with it electronically is being strictly
adhered to. The people up there who know what's going on are all security-cleared and reliable.”

"I see." Hunt sat back and braced his arns along the table in front of him So far there
was a nystery and sone reason for being unconfortable, but nothing that had been said so far
expl ai ned what Heller and Pacey were doing in Houston. "So what's been going on?" he asked. "Wat
have you been tal king to Thurien about?"

Hell er notioned with her head to indicate a | ockabl e docunent folder |ying by her el bow.
"Conpl ete transcripts of everything received and sent are in there," she told him "G egg has a
full set of copies, and since you'll no doubt be involved fromnow on, you'll be able to read them
for yourself shortly. To sumup, the first nmessages from Thurien asked for information about the
Shapi eron-its condition, the well-being of its occupants, their experiences on Earth, and that
ki nd of thing. Whoever was sending the nessages seened concerned...as if they considered us a
threat to it for some reason."” Heller paused, seeing the | ook of non-conprehension that was
spreadi ng across Hunt's face.

"Are you saying they didn't know about the ship before we beaned that first signal out
from Farsi de?" he asked.

"So it would appear," Heller replied.

Hunt thought for a noment. "So again, whoever is handling the surveillance isn't talking
to whoever is sending these nessages," he said.

"Exactly," Pacey agreed, nodding. "The ones handling the surveillance could hardly have
not known about the Shapieron while it was here if they have any access to our comunications
networ k. There were enough headlines about it."

"And that's not the only strange thing," Heller went on. "The Thuriens that we have been
in contact with seemto have forned a conpletely distorted picture of Earth's recent history. They
think we're all set for Wrld War 11l only this tine interplanetary, with orbiting bonfs
everywhere, radiation and particl e-beam weapons comrandi ng the surface fromthe Mon...you nane
it."

Hunt had been growi ng even nore benused as he listened. He could see now why it | ooked as
i f the Shapieron couldn't have been intercepted-at |east not by the Thuriens who were talking to
Earth; the Ganynmeans from the ship would have cleared up any mi sunderstandings |ike that straight
away. But even if the Thuriens who were doing the talking hadn't intercepted the Shapieron, they
had an inpression of Earth nonethel ess, which nmeant that they could only have obtained it fromthe
Thuri ens who were handling the surveillance. The inpression they had obtai ned was w ong.
Therefore, either the surveillance wasn't very effective, or the story being passed on was being
distorted. But if the nessages had been coming in conposed in English, the surveillance nethods
had to be pretty effective, which therefore inplied that

the Thuriens passing on the story weren't passing it on straight. But that didn't nmake a
| ot of sense, either. Ganyneans didn't

pl ay Machi aveffian ganmes of intrigue or deceive one another knowi ngly. Their mnds didn't
work that way; they were far too rational...unless the Ganyneans who now exi sted on Thurien had
changed significantly in the course of the twenty-five mllion years that separated them from
their ancestors aboard the S/iapieron. That was a thought. A |lot of changes could have taken pl ace
inthat tine. He couldn't arrive at any definite conclusions now, he decided, so the information
was sinply filed away for retrieval and analysis |ater

"It sounds strange, all right,"” Hunt agreed after he had sorted that nuch out in his head.
"They must be pretty confused by now. ',

"They were already," Caldwell said. "The reason they reopened the dial ogue is that they
want to come to Earth physically- | guess to straighten out the whole ness. That's what they've
been trying to get the UN people to arrange."

"Secretly," Pacey explained in answer to Hunt's questioning |ook. "No public spectacles or
anything like that. What it seens to add up to is that they're hoping to do sone quiet checking up
wi thout the outfit that's running the surveillance know ng about it."

Hunt nodded. The plan nade sense. But there was a note in Pacey's voice that hinted of
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t hi ngs not having gone so snoothly. "So what's the probl enP" he asked, shifting his eyes to gl ance
at both Pacey and Hell er.

"The problemis the policy that's been handed down fromthe top levels inside the UN,"
Heller replied. "To put it in a nutshell, they're scared of what it mght nean if this planet
sinmply opens up to a civilization that's nmllions of years ahead of us...our whole culture could
be torn up by the roots; our civilization would cone apart at the seans; we'd be aval anched with
technol ogy that we're not ready to absorb...that kind of thing."

"But that's ridiculous!" Hunt protested. "They haven't said they want to take this place
over. They just want to cone here and talk." He made an inpatient throwi ng-away notion in the air.
"Ckay, 1'll accept that we'd have to play it soffly and exerci se sonme caution and comobn sense,
but what you're describing sounds nore |ike a neurosis."

"It is," Heller said. "The UN's being irrational-there's no other word for it. And the
Farsi de delegation is following that pOl-icy to the letter and operating in go-slow, stall-stall-
stall mode." She waved toward the fO der she had indicated earlier. "You'll see for yourself.
Their responses are evasive and ambi guous, and do nothing to correct the wong inpressions that
the Thuriens have got. Norman and | have tried to fight it, but we get outvoted."

Hunt caught Lyn's eye as he sent a despairing |ook around the room She sent back a faint
hal f-smile and a barely perceptible shrug that said she knew how he felt. A faction inside the UN
had fought hard and for the sane reasons to prevent the Farside transni ssions being continued
after the first, unexpected reply had cone in, he remenbered, but had been overruled after a
deafening outcry fromthe world' s scientific community. That sane faction seened to be active
agai n.

"The worst part is what we suspect night be behind it," Heller continued. "Qur brief from
the State Departnment was to help nmove things snmoothly toward broadeni ng Earth's conmuni cati ons
with Thurien as fast as devel opnents allowed, at the same tinme protecting this country's interests
where appropriate. The Department didn't really agree with the policy of excluding outsiders, but
had to go along with it because of UN protocols. In other words, the U S. has been trying to play
it straight so far, but under protest.”

"I can see the picture," Hunt said as she paused. "But that just says that you're becom ng
frustrated by the slow progress. You sounded as if there's nore to it than that."

"There is," Heller confirmed. "The Soviets al so have a representative on the del egation-a
man cal | ed Sobroskin. Gven the world situation-with us and the Soviets conpeting everywhere for
things like the South Atlantic fusion deal, industrial-training franchises in Africa, scientific-
aid progranms, and so on-the advantage that either side could get fromaccess to Ganynean know how
woul d be enornous. So you'd expect the Soviets to be just as inpatient to kick sone life into this
damm del egation as we are. But they aren't. Sobroskin goes along with the official UN line and
doesn't bitch about it. In fact he spends half his time throwing in conplications that slow things
down even further. Now when those facts are laid down side by side, what do they seemto say?"

Hunt thought over the question for a while, then tossed out his hands with a shrug. "I

don't know," he said candidly. "I"mnot a political animal. You tell ne."
"It could nean that the Soviets are planning to set up their own private channel to fix a
landing in Siberia or sonewhere so that they get exclusive rights," Pacey answered. "If that's so,

then the UN Iine would suit themfine. If the official channel stays clogged up, and the U S

pl ays straight and sticks with the official channel, then guess who wal ks off with the bonanza.
Think of the difference it would make to the power balance if a few heads of select governnents
around the world were quietly tipped off that the Soviets had access to |ots of know how that we
didn't. You see

-- it all fits with the way Sobroskin is acting."

"And an even nore sobering thought is the way in which the UN's policy fits in with that
so conveniently," Heller added. "It could nean that the Soviets have ways that we don't even know
about of pulling all kinds of strings and levers right inside the top levels of the UNitself. If
that's true, the global inplications for the U S. are serious indeed."

The facts were certainly beginning to add up, Hunt admitted to hinself. The Soviets could
easily set up another |ong-range comruni cations facility in Siberia, up in orbit, out near Luna
maybe, and operate their own link to whatever was intercepting Farside's signals out beyond the
edge of the solar system Any reply com ng back would probably be in the formof a fairly w de
beam by the time it got to Earth, which meant that anybody could receive it and know t hat sonmebody
somewhere ot her than the UN was cheating. But if the replies were in a prearranged code, nobody
woul d be able to interpret themor know for whomthey were in-tended. The Soviets m ght be
accused, in which case they would deny the charge vehenently...and that woul d be about as nuch as
anybody woul d be able to do about it.
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He thought he could see now why he had been brought in on all this. Heller had given
herself away earlier when she said that the U S. had been trying to play it straight, "so far." As
i nsurance the State Departnment had decided that it needed its own private line too, but nothing
crude enough to be detected anywhere within a few hundred thousand mles of Earth. So who woul d
they have sent Heller and Pacey to talk to? Wwo el se but someone who knew a | ot about Ganyneans
and Ganynean technol ogy, sone

body who had al so been anpng the first people to receive themon Ganynede?

And that was anot her point-Hunt had spent a lot of tinme on Ganyniede, and he still had
many cl ose friends anong the UNSA personnel there with the Jupiter Four and Jupiter Five nissions.
Jupiter was a long, long way fromthe vicinity of Earth, which neant that no receivers anywhere
near Earth woul d ever know anything about a beam ained toward Jupiter fromthe fringe of the solar
system whether the beam di verged appreciably or not. And, of course, the J4 and J5 comand shi ps
were |linked permanently to Earth by |aser channels...which Caidwell and Naycomms just happened to
control. It couldn't possibly be all just a coincidence, he decided.

Hunt | ooked up at Caldwell, held his eye for a second, then turned his head to gaze at the
two people from Washington. "You want to set up a private wire to Gstar via Jupiter to arrange a
| andi ng here, w thout any nore nessing around, before the Soviets get around to doing sonething,"
he told them "And you want to know if | can come up with an idea for telling the people at
Jupiter what we want themto do, without the risk of any Thuriens who night be bugging the |aser
link finding out about it. Is that right?" He turned his eyes back toward Caidwell and inclined
his head. "Wat do | get, Gegg?"

Hel | er and Pacey exchanged gl ances that said they were inpressed.

"Ten out of ten," Caldwell told him

"Nine," Heller said. Hunt | ooked at her curiously. There was a hint of laughter in her
expression. "If you can cone up with sonmething, we'll need all the help we can get handling
what ever cones afterward,"” she explained. "The UN m ght have decided to try going it al one without
their Ganymean experts, but the U. S hasn't.”

"In other words, welcone to the team ™ Norman Pacey conpl et ed.

Chapt er Four

Joseph B. Shannon, M ssion Director of Jupiter Five, orbiting two thousand mles above the
surface of Ganynede, stood in an instrunentation bay near one end of the mile-and-a-quarter-Iong
ship's command center. He was watching a large nmural display screen from behind a knot of
spel | bound ship's officers and UNSA scientists. The screen showed an undul ati ng | andscape of
oranges, yellows, and browns as it lay cringing beneath a bl ack sky nade hazy by a steady
i ncandescent drizzle falling from sonmewhere above, while in the far distance half the skyline was
erupting in a boiling colum of colors that exploded upward off the top of the picture.

It had been fifty-two years before-the year that Shannon was born-when ot her scientists at
the Jet Propul sion Laboratory in Pasadena had nmarveled at the first close-ups of o to be sent
back by the Voyager | and |l probes, and dubbed the extraordinary disk of nottled orange "the
great pizza in the sky." But Shannon had never heard of any pizza being cooked in the way this one
had.

O biting through a plasma flux of mean particle energies corresponding to 100, 0000 Kel vin
sustai ned by Jupiter's magnetic field, the satellite acted as an enornous Faraday generator and
supported internal circulating currents of five mllion anperes with a power dissipation of a
thousand billion watts. And as nuch energy again was released inside it as heat fromtida
friction, resulting fromorbital perturbations induced as Europa and Ganynede lifted | o resonantly
up and down through Jupiter's gravity. This amount of electrically and gravitationally produced
heat maintained |arge reservoirs of molten sul fur and sul fur conpounds bel ow t he nmoon's surface,
whi ch eventual |y penetrated upward through faults to explode into the virtually zero-pressure of
the outside. The result was a regul ar successi on of spectacul ar vol canoes of solidifying sul fur
and sul fur-dioxide frost that ejected at

velocities of up to a thousand neters per second, and sonetines reached hei ghts of 300
kil oneters or nore.

Shannon was | ooking at a view of one of those vol canoes now, sent back froma probe on b's
surface. It had taken the m ssion's engineers and scientists nore than a year of back-to-the-
drawi ng- board experiences to devise an instrunentation package and shiel di ng nethod that woul d
function reliably under Jupiter's incessant bonbardnment of radiation, electrons, and ions, and
Shannon had felt an obligation to be present in person to observe the results of their eventua
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success. Far from being the chore he had expected, the occasion had turned out an exhilaration and
served as a rem nder of how easy it was for supreme conmanders of anything to allow thenselves to
becone renote and | ose touch with what was happening in the trenches. In future, he thought to

hi nsel f, he would nmake a point of keeping nore up to date on the progress of the mssion's
scientific projects.

He remained in the comand center discussing details of the probe for a full hour after he
was officially off duty, and then at |ast excused hinmself and retired to his private quarters.
After a shower and a change of clothes he sat down at the desk in his stateroom and interrogated
the terminal for a listing of the day's nail. One itemthat had cone in was qualified as a text
message from Vie Hunt at Navcomms Headquarters. Shannon was both pleasantly surprised and
intrigued. He had had many interesting talks with Hunt during the latter's stay on Ganynede, and
didn't perceive himas being somebody with much tine for idle socializing, which suggested that
sonet hing interesting was afoot. Curious, he keyed in a command for Hunt's nmessage to be
di spl ayed. Five minutes later he was still sitting there staring at the nmessage, his brows knitted
inanystified from. It read:

Joe,

To avoid any further cross words on this subject, |I |ooked for some clues in the
book you nentioned and came across sone references on pages 5, 24, and 10. Wien you get down to
sections 11 and 20, it all nmakes nore sense.

How they got 786 is still a puzzle.

Regar ds

Vic

Not a word of it meant anything to him He knew Hunt well enough to be reasonably sure
t hat somet hi ng serious was behind the nmessage, and all he could think of was that Hunt was trying
to tell himsonething highly confidential. But why would Hunt go to this kind of trouble when UNSA
possessed a perfectly adequate system of security codes? Surely it wasn't possible that sonebody
coul d be eavesdroppi ng on the UNSA net, sonmebody equi pped with enough conputer power to render its
protective neasures unreliable. On the other hand, Shannon reflected soberly, the Gernmans had
t hought exactly that in Wrld War 11, and the British, with their "Turing Engine" at Bl etchley,
had been able to read the conplete radio traffic between Hitler and his generals, frequently even
before the intended recipients. Certainly this nessage would mean nothing to any third party even
though it had come through in plain English, which nmade it appear all the nore innocuous. The
problemwas that it didn't nean anything to Shannon, either

Shannon was still broodi ng about the nessage early the next norning when he sat down for
breakfast in the senior officers' dining quarters. He liked to eat early, before the captain, the
first navigation officer, and the others who were usually on early shift appeared. It gave him
time to collect his thoughts for the day and keep up with events el sewhere by browsing through the
Interplanetary Journal -a daily newspaper beaned out fromEarth by UNSA to its vari ous ships and
installations all over the solar system The other reason he liked to be early was that it gave
hi m an opportunity to tackle the Journal's crossword puzzle. He'd been an incurable addict for as
I ong as he could renmenber, and rationalized his addiction by claining that an early-norning puzzle
sharpened the nmental faculties in preparation for the denmands of the day ahead. He wasn't really
sure if that were true, and didn't care all that much either, but it was as good an excuse as any.
There was not hing sensational in the news that norning, but he skinmed dutifully through the
various itens and arrived gratefully at the crossword page just as the steward was refilling his
coffee cup. He folded the paper once, then again, and rested it against the edge of the table to
scan through the clues casually while he felt inside his jacket for a pen. The heading at the top
read: joui NAL CROSSWORD PUZZLE NUVMBER 786.

Shannon stiffened, his hand still inside his jacket, as the nunber caught his eye. "How
they got 786 is still a puzzle" replayed itself instantly in his mind. Every word of Hunt's
myst eri ous nmessage had becone firmy engraved by that time. "786" and "puzzle" both appearing in
the sane sentence. It couldn't be a coincidence, surely. And then he renmenbered that Hunt had been
a keen crossword solver too in his rare nonments of free tinme; he had introduced Shannon to the
particularly cryptic puzzles contained in the London Tines, and the two of them had spent nmany a
good hour solving them over drinks at the bar. Suppressing the urge to leap fromhis chair with a
shout of Eureka!, he pushed the pen back into his pocket and felt behind it for the copy of the
nmessage tucked inside his wallet. He drew out the sheet of paper, unfolded it, and snoothed it
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flat on the table between the Journal and his coffee cup. He read it once again, and the words
took on a whole new |ight of meaning.

Right there in the first line it said "cross words,” and a little further on, "clues."
Their significance was obvi ous now. What about the rest of it? He had never nentioned any book to
Hunt, so that part had to be just padding. Presumably the nunbers that followed neant sonething,

t hough. Shannon frowned and stared hard at them 5, 24, 10, 11, and 20...The sequence didn't

i medi ately junp out and hit himfor any reason. He had already tried conmbining themin various
ways and gotten nowhere, but when he read through the nmessage again in its new context, two of the
phrases that he had barely noticed before did junp out and hit him "...canme across...,"
associated with 5, 24, and 10, and imediately after: "...get down to...," associated with 11 and
20, had obvi ous connotations to do with crosswords: they referred to the across and down sets of
clues. So presunably whatever Hunt was trying to say would be found in the answers to clues 5, 24,
and 10 across, and 11 and 20 down. That had to be it.

Wth rising excitenment he transferred his attention to the Journal. At that noment the
captain and the first navigation officer appeared in the doorway across the room talking jovially
and | aughi ng about sonething. Shannon rose fromhis seat and picked up the Journal in one
nmovenent. Before they were three paces into the roomhe had passed them wal king briskly in the
opposite direction and tossing back just a curt "Good norning, gentlenen," over his shoul der. They
exchanged puzzl ed | ooks, turned to survey the doorway through which the M ssion Director had
al ready vani shed, | ooked at each other again and shrugged, and sat down at an enpty table.

Back in the privacy of his stateroom Shannon sat down at his desk and unfol ded t he paper
once nore. The clue to 5 across read, "Fnd the neaning of a poemto Digital Equipnent Corporation
(6) ." The conpany nane was well known anong UNSA and scientific people; DEC conputers were used
for everything from preprocessing the datastreans that poured incessantly through the laser |ink
bet ween Jupiter and Earth to controlling the instruments contained in the robot | anded on Jo.
"DEC'! Those letters had to be part of the solution. What about the rest of the clue? "Poem" A
list of synonyms paraded through Shannon's head: "verse"..."lyric"..."epic"..."elegy." They were
no good. He wanted sonething of three letters to conplete the single-wrd answer of six letters
indicated in the parentheses. "(Qde"! Added to "DEC' it gave "DECODE," which neant, "Find the
meani ng of ." Not too difficult. Shannon penned in the answer and shifted his attention to 24
acr oss.

"Di anna's | ock causes heartache (8)." "Dianna's" was an unmnedi ate gi veaway, and after some
refl ecti on Shannon had succeeded in obtaining Di's tress (lock of hair), which gave heartache in
the form of "DI STRESS. "

10 across read, "A guiding light in what could be a confused voyage (6)." The phrase
"could be a confused voyage" suggested an anagram of "voyage," which conprised six letters.
Shannon played with the letters for a while but could formtheminto nothing sensible, so noved on
to 11 down. "Let's fit a date to reorganire the experinental results (4,4,4)." Three words of four
letters each nade up the solution. "Reorganize" |ooked Iike a hint for an anagram agai n. Shannon
searched the clue for a conbination of words containing twelve letters and soon picked out "Let's
fit a date." He scribbled themdown randomy in the margin of the page and juggled with themfor a
few m nutes, eventually producing "TEST DATA FILE," which his instinct told himwas the correct
answer .

The clue for 20 down was, "Argon beammatrix (5)." That didn't mean very nuch, so Shannon
began wor ki ng out some of the other clues to obtain sone cross-letters in the words he had nissed.
The "guiding light" in 10 across turned out to be "BEACON," which was in the remai nder of the clue
and staring himin

ACRCSS

1 Watery Irish flower (7)

5 Find the neaning of a poemto Digital Equipnment Corporation (6)

9 @uilty of having no noney after the pub? Quite the opposlte! (8)

10 A guiding light in what could be a confused voyage (6)

12 Witer, junping into action, arrives at a profound conclusion (4, 3)
13 The ultimate In text remedles (7)

14 Oriental rule changed by Swi ss nmat hematician (5)

16 WId riot about the point of a short preanble, coUoquiafly speaking (5)
17 Expert |loses two-thirds but takes back art for sonething nore (5)

18 A separated plece (5)

20 Continental one-fan car, nmaybe (7)

21 Ringlng around to abolish a right (7)
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23 Keep the elephant's head and tail in the rain (6)
24 Dianna's | ock causes heartache (8)

25 Aftersl xnont hs, nenandl f | ndat ypeof Ar ab( 6)

26 Surrounds North Carolina with ease, to a point (7)

DOMN
1 Wn In a sled, perhaps? It's not fair! (7)
2 But the arms this noted | ady was advised to get wouldn't have been much good to Venus!

(5)

Power ful response, right fromthe heart? (7, 8)

Possibly did on gin? Can't-it's not habit-formng (3-9)

A wave froma charge of the Light Brigade (15)

Hydrogen makes harnony in turbul ent star-core (9)

Norman's head in the | ake? No-sone ot her guy (5)

11 Let's fit a date to reorganize the experinental results (4, 4, 4)
15 It sounds |like a lunberjack's nusical nunber (9)

19 Hoover, Initially in trust over the South, urges progress (7)
20 Argon beam matrix (5)

22 Deposit nothing in the smaller anount (5)

ONO bW

the face all the tine as it had said: "...could be a confused
anagram had been made deliberately

to m slead. He wondered what kind of warped nentality was needed to qualify as a crossword
conpiler. Finally the "argon beam was revealed as "Ar" (chem cal synbol) plus "ray" (bean), to
give "ARRAY," i.e., a matrix. Interestingly the answer to the first clue of all, 1 across, was
"SHANNON, " a river in Ireland, presumably slipped in as a confirmation to himpersonally.

The conpl ete nmessage with the words placed in the same order as the nunbers that Hunt had

gi ven now read:

The suggestion of an

DECCODE DI STRESS BEACON
TEST- DATA- FI LE ARRAY.

Shannon sat back in his chair and studied the final result with some satisfaction
although it so far still told himfar fromevery --

thing. It was evident, however, that it had sonething to do with the Ganyneans, which tied
inwith Hunt's being invol ved.

Sone tine before the Shapi eron appeared out of the depths of space at Ganynede, the UNSA
m ssions exploring the Jovian noon system had di scovered the weck of an anci ent Ganynean
spaceship fromtwenty-five mllion years back entonbed beneath Ganynmede's ice crust. In the
process of experinenting with sone of the devices recovered fromthe vessel, Hunt and a group of
engi neers at Pithead-one of the surface bases on Ganynede-had nanaged to activate a type of
Ganynmean energency transmitter that utilized gravity waves since the propul sive nmethod used by
Ganymean shi ps precluded their receiving el ectromagnetic signals while under main drive; that was
what had attracted the Shapieron to Ganynede after reentering the solar system Shannon renenbered
that there had been a suggestion to use that same device to relay the news of the surprise reply
fromthe Gants' Star on to the Shapieron after its departure, but Hunt had grown suspicious that
the reply was a hoax and had vetoed the idea.

That had to be the "Distress Beacon" in Hunt's nmessage. So what was the "Test-Data-File
Array" that Shannon was supposed to decode? The Ganynmean beacon had been shipped to Earth al ong
with many other itenms that various institutions had wanted to experinment with firsthand, and the
researchers conducting those experinents usually made a point of sending their results back to
Jupiter via the laser link to keep interested parties there inforned. The only thing that Shannon
could think of was that Hunt had somehow arranged for sone information to be sent over the link
di sguised as a file of ordinary-looking experinental test data purportedly relating to the beacon
and probably consisting of just a long list of nunmbers. Now that Shannon's attention had been
drawn to the file, the way the nunbers were supposed to be read woul d hopefully, with close enough
scrutiny, make itself clear

If that was it, the only people likely to know anythi ng about unusual files of test data
comng in fromEarth woul d be the engi neers down at Pithead who had worked on the beacon after it
was brought up from beneath the ice. Shannon activated the terninal on his desk and entered a
command to access the Jupiter Five personnel records. A few ninutes later he had identified the

file:/l/F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Giant's%20Star.txt (14 of 137) [2/4/03 10:56:13 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Gi ant's%20Star .txt

engi neering project leader in charge of that work as a Californian called Vincent Carizan, who had
joined J5 from UNSA's Propul sion Systens and Propellants Division, where he had worked for ten
years

after obtaining a master's degree in electrical and el ectronic engineering at Berkel ey.

Shannon's first inpulse was to put a call through to Pithead, but after a mnute or two of
further reflection he decided against it. If Hunt had taken such pains to avoid any hint of the
subj ect being interpretable fromwhat went over the conmunications network, anything could be
happeni ng. He was still pondering on what to do when the call-tone sounded fromthe termnal
Shannon cl eared the screen and touched a key to accept. It was his adjutant officer calling from
t he conmand center

"Excuse me, sir, but you are scheduled to attend the Qperations Controller's briefing in O-
327 in five mnutes. Since nobody's seen you this norning, | thought maybe a reni nder might be
called for."

"Ch...thanks, Bob," Shannon replied. "Look, sonething's come up, and | don't think I'm
going to be able to make it. Make excuses for ne, would you?"

"WII do, sir."

"Ch, and Bob..." Shannon's voice rose suddenly as a thought struck him

The adj utant | ooked up just as he had been about to cut the call. "Sir?"

"Cet here as soon as you've done that. |'ve got a nmessage that | want couriered down to

the surface.”

"Couriered?" The adjutant appeared surprised and puzzl ed.

"Yes. It's to go to one of the engineers at Pithead. | can't explain now, but the matter
is urgent. If you don't waste any time, you should be able to nake the nine o' clock shuttle down
to Main. 1'll have it sealed and waiting by the tine you get here. Treat this as grade X-ray."

The adjutant's face at once becane serious. "I'lIl be there right away," he said, and the
screen went bl ank

Shannon received a brief call from Pithead shortly before lunch, advising that Carizan was
on his way up to Jupiter Five via Ganyni ede Main Base. Wen Carizan arrived, he brought with hima
printout of a ifie of data, supposedly relating to tests performed on the Ganynean beacon, that
had materialized in the computers at Pithead that very norning after comng in fromEarth over the
link and being rel ayed down to the surface. The engineers at Pithead had been puzzl ed because the
i fie header was out of sequence

and contained references that didn't match the database indexi ng system And nobody had
known anyt hi ng about any tests being schedul ed of the kind that the header nentioned.

As Shannon had anticipated, the file contained just nunmbers- nmany groups of nunbers, each
group consisting of a long list of pairs; it was typical of the |layout of an experinmental report
giving readings of interrelated variables and woul d have neant nothing nore to anybody who had no
reason not to accept it at face value. Shannon called together a small team of specialists whose
discretion could be trusted, and it didn't take themlong to deduce that each group of pairs
fornmed a set of datapoints defined by x-y coordinates in a 256-by-256 natrix array; the hint had
been there in the crossword. \Wen the sets of points were plotted on a conputer display screen
each set forned a pattern of dots that |ooked just like a statistical scattering of test data
about a straight-line function. But when the patterns of dots were superposed they forned |ines of
words witten diagonally across the screen, and the words forned a nessage in English. The nessage
contai ned pointers to other ifies of nunbers that had al so been beaned through from Earth and gave
explicit instructions for decoding them and when this was done the ampbunt of information that
they yielded turned out to be prodigious.

The result was a set of detailed directions for Jupiter Five to transmit a | ong sequence
of Ganynean comuni cations codi ng groups not into the UNSA net but outward, toward coordi nates
that |lay beyond the edge of the solar system The contents of any replies received fromthat
direction were, the directions said, to be disguised as experinental data in the way that had thus
been established and conmmuni cated to Navcomms via the laser |ink

Shannon was weary and red-eyed due to lack of sleep by the time he sat down at the
termnal in his stateroom and conposed a message for transm ssion to Earth, addressed to Dr.

Victor Hunt at Navconmms Headquarters, Houston. It read:

Vic,

I've talked to Vince Carizan, and it's all a lot clearer now. W' re running sone
tests on it as you asked, and if anything positive shows up I'll have the results sent straight
t hr ough.
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Best wi shes,
Joe

Chapter Five

Hunt | ounged back in the pilot's seat and stared absently down at the toytown suburbs of
Houston while the airnmobile purred along contentedly, guided by intermttent streams of binary
being directed up at it from somewhere below. It was interesting, he thought, how the patterns of
movenent of the groundcars, flow ng, nerging, slowing, and accelerating in unison on the roadways
bel ow seened to reveal sonme grand, centrally orchestrated design

-- as if they were all parts of an uni nagi nably conpl ex score conposed by a cosni ¢ Bach
But it was all an illusion. Each vehicle was programmed with only the details of its own
destination plus a fewrelatively sinple instructions for handling conditions along the way; the
conpl exity energed as a consequence of large nunbers of theminteracting freely in their synthetic
environnent. It was the sanme with life, he reflected. Al the magical, nystical, and supernatural
forces invoked through the ages to explain it were inventions that existed in the mnds of msled
observers, not in the universe they observed. He wondered how nmuch untapped human tal ent had been
wasted in futile pursuit of the creations of w shful thinking. The Ganyneans had entertai ned no
such illusions, but had applied thenselves diligently to understanding and nastering the universe
as it was, instead of howit seened to be or how they night have wanted it to be. Maybe that was
why the Ganyneans had reached the stars.

In the seat next to him Lyn | ooked up fromthe hal f-conpleted crossword in the
Interplanetary Journal of a few days earlier. "CGot any ideas for this-'It sounds like a
| umberj ack' s nusical nunber.' Wat do you nake of that?"

"How many letters?" Hunt asked after a few monments of thought.

"N ne."

Hunt frowned at the ifight-systens status sunmaries being routinely updated on the consol e
display in front of him "Logarithm" he said after another pause.

Lyn thought about it, then smled faintly. "Ch, | see sneaky. It sounds |ike 'l ogger
rhythm:*"

"Right."

"It fits okay." She wote the word in on the paper resting on her lap. "lI'mglad that Joe

Shannon had fewer problens with it than this.”

"You and nme both."

Shannon's confirmation that the nessage was understood had arrived two days earlier. The
i dea had occurred to Hunt and Lyn one evening while they were at Lyn's apartnment, solving a puzzle
in one of Hunt's books of London Tines crosswords. Don Maddson, the |inguistics expert at Navcoms
who had studied the Ganynean | anguage, was one of the regular conpilers of the Journal puzzles and
also a close friend of Hunt's. So with Caldwell's blessing, Hunt had told Maddson as nmuch as was
necessary about the G star situation, and together they had constructed the nessage transnitted to
Jupiter. Now there was nothing to do but wait and hope that it produced results.

"Let's hope Murphy takes a day off," Lyn said.

"Never hope that. Let's hope sonebody renenbers Hunt's extension to the Law "

"What's Hunt's extension?"

"Everything that can go wong, will...unless somebody nakes it his business to do
sonet hing about it."

The stub wing outside the wi ndow di pped as the airnobile banked out of the traffic
corridor and turned to commence a shall ow descent. A cluster of large white buildings standing to
attention on a river bank about a mle away noved slowy around until they were centered in the
wi ndshield and |ying dead ahead.

"He nust have been an insurance sal esman,” Hunt murnured after a short silence.

"Who?"

“"Murphy. 'Everything's going to screw up-sign the application now' Wo else but an
i nsurance sal esman woul d have t hought of saying sonething |ike that?"

The buil di ngs ahead grew to take on the snooth, clean |lines of the Wstwood Biol ogi ca
Institute of UNSA's Life Sciences Division. The vehicle slowed to a halt and hovered fifty feet
above the roof of the Biochem stry building, which with Neurosci ences and Physiology fornmed a trio
facing the el ongated bul k of Adm nis

tration and Central Facilities across a plaza of colorful npsaic paving broken up by | awns
and a bevy of fountains playing in the sun. Hunt checked the |anding area visually, then cleared
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the conputer to conplete the descent sequence. Mnutes |later he and Lyn were checking in at the
reception desk in the building s top-floor |obby.

"Prof essor Danchekker isn't in his office,"” the receptionist in-forned them as she
consul ted her screen. "The route-through code entered against his nunber is for one of the
basement labs. I'Il try there." She keyed in another code, and after a short delay the characters
on the screen vanished in a blur of colors which i mediately assenbl ed thensel ves into the
features of a | ean, balding nan wearing a pair of anachronistic gold-rimed spectacl es perched at
the top of a thin, somewhat aquiline nose. Hs skin gave the inpression of having been stretched
over his bones as an afterthought, with barely enough left over to cover his defiant, outthrust
chin. He didn't seemtoo pleased at the interruption

"Yes?"

"Prof essor Danchekker, top |obby here. | have two visitors for you."

"I amextremely busy," he replied curtly. "Who are they and what do they want?"

Hunt si ghed and pivoted the flatscreen display around to face him "It's us, Chris-Vic and

Lyn. You're expecting us."

Danchekker's expressi on softened, and his nouth conpressed itself into a thin line that
twitched briefly upward at the ends. "Ch, of course. | do apol ogi ze. Conme on down. I'min the
di ssecting lab on Level E "

"Are you working al one?" Hunt asked.

"Yes. We can talk here."

"We'|| see you in a couple of mnutes."

They wal ked on through to the elevator bank at the rear of the |obby. "Chris nust be
working with his aninals again," Lyn renmarked as they waited.

“I don't think he's come up for air since we got back from Ganynede," Hunt said. "I'm
surprised he hasn't started | ooking |ike some of them"

Danchekker had been with Hunt on Ganymede when the Shapi eron reappeared in the solar
system |In fact Danchekker had made the nmajor contribution to piecing together what was proba

bly the npost astounding part of the whole story, the nore sensitive details of which stil
had not been cleared for publication to an unsuspecting and psychol ogi cally unprepared worl d.

Not surprisingly, the Ganyneans had nade visits to Earth during the period that their
civilization had flourished on Mnerva- twenty-five mllion years before. Their scientists had
predi cted an epoch of deteriorating environnental conditions on Mnerva in the formof an
i ncreasi ng concentration of atnospheric carbon di oxide, for which they had only a | ow i nherent
tol erance, so one of the reasons for their interest in Earth had been to assess it as a possible
candidate for migration. But they soon abandoned the idea. The Ganyneans had evol ved from
ancestors whose bi ochemni stry had precluded the energence of carnivores, thus inhibiting the
devel opnent of aggressiveness and ruthl essness together with nost of the related traits that had
characterized the survival struggle on Earth. The savagery that abounded in the environment of
| ate-Aigocene, early-Mocene Earth made it altogether too inhospitable for the placid Ganynean
tenperanment, and the notion of settling there unthinkable.

These visits to Earth did, however, have one practical outconme in addition to satisfying
the Ganyneans' scientific curiosity. In the course of their studies of the forns of animal life
they discovered, they identified a totally new, gene-based mechani sm for absorbing C02, which gave
terrestrial fauna a far higher and nore adaptabl e inherent tolerance. It suggested an alternative
approach to solving the problemon M nerva. The Ganyneans inported | arge nunbers of terrestria
ani mal species back to their own planet to conduct genetic experinents ained at transplanting the
functional terrestrial coding groups into their own species, thereafter to be inbred automatically
into their descendants. Sonme well-preserved speci nens of these early terrestrial animals had been
recovered fromthe wecked ship on Ganynede, and Danchekker had brought many of them back to
Westwood for detail ed studies.

The experinments were not successful, and soon afterward the Ganyneans di sappeared. The
terrestrial species left on Mnerva rapidly wi ped out the virtually defensel ess native forns,
adapted and radiated to flourish across the planet, and continued to evolve..

Al nost twenty-five mllion years later-around fifty thousand years before the current
period on Earth-an intelligent, fully

human form had established itself on Mnerva. This race was nanmed the "Lunarians" after
the first traces of their existence cane to light in the course of |unar explorations being
conducted in 2028, which was when Hunt had first gotten involved and noved from England to join
UNSA. The Lunarians were a violent and warli ke race who devel oped advanced technol ogy rapidly and
eventual ly polarized into two superpowers, Cerios and Lanbia, which clashed in a final
cataclysmic war fought across the entire surface of Mnerva and beyond. In the violence of this
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conifict Mnerva had been destroyed, Pluto and the Asteroids born, and Luna orphaned.

A few survivors were left stranded on the lunar surface at the end of these events.
Sonmehow, when at |ast the Moon stabilized in orbit around Earth after being captured, sone of
t hese survivors succeeded in reaching the only haven left for themin the entire solar systemthe
surface of Earth itself. For mllennia they clung precariously to the edge of extinction
reverting to barbarismfor a period and in the process losing the thread that traced their
origins. But in time they grew strong and spread far and wi de. They suppl anted the Neandert hal s,
who were descended fromthe prinmates that had continued to evol ve undi sturbed on Earth, and
eventually cane to donminate the entire planet in the formof Mdern Man. Only rmuch | ater, when at
| ast they rediscovered the sciences and ventured back into space, did they find the evidence to
reconstruct the story of their origins.

They found Danchekker attired in a stained white |ab snock, measuring and exam ning parts
taken froma large, brown, furry carcass lying on the dissection table. It was powerfully nuscl ed,
and its fearsonme, well-devel oped carnivore's teeth were exposed where the | ower jaw of the snout
had been renpbved. Danchekker informed themthat it was an intriguing exanple of a relative to
Daphoenodon of the Lower M ocene. Despite its evidently distinct digitigrade node of |oconotion
nmoderately long | egs, and heavy tail, its three upper nolars distinguished it as an ancestor of
Anmphi cyon and through it of all mnodern bears-unlike Cynodesnus, of which Danchekker also had a
speci nen, whose upper dentition of two nolars put it between Cynodictis and contenporary Cani dae.
Hunt took his word for it.

Hunt had practically insisted to Caldwell that if they succeeded

in arranging a landing for a ship from Thurien, Danchekker woul d have to be included in
the reception party; he probably knew nore about Ganynean bi ol ogy and psychol ogy than anybody el se
inthe worid' s scientific community. Caldwell had broached the subject confidentially with the
Director of the Westwood Institute, who had agreed and advi sed Danchekker accordingly. Danchekker
had not needed very much persuading. He was far from happy at the manner in which the em nent
personages responsi ble for nanaging Earth's affairs had been handling things, however.

"The whol e situation is preposterous,” Danchekker declared irritably while he was | oading
the instrunents he had been using into a sterilizer on one side of the room "Politics, cloak-and-
dagger theatrics-this is an unprecedented opportunity for the advancerment of know edge and
probably for a quantumleap in the progress of the whole human race, yet here we are having to
pl ot and schene as if we were dealing in illicit narcotics or sonething. | nean, good God, we
can't even talk about it over the phone! The situation's intolerable."

Lyn straightened up fromthe dissecting table, where she had been curiously studying the
exposed i nnards of Daphoenodon. "I guess the UN feels it has an obligation to humanity to play
safe," she said. "It's a contact with a whole new civilization, and they figure that up front it
ought to be handl ed by the professionals.™

Danchekker closed the sterilizer Iid with a bang and wal ked over to a sink to rinse his
hands. "Wen the Shapieron arrived at Ganynede, the only representatives of Honp sapiens there to
meet it were, as | recall, the scientific and engi neering personnel of the UNSA Jupiter m ssions,"
he pointed out coolly. "They conducted thenselves in exenplary fashion and had established a
perfectly civilized relationship with the Ganyneans | ong before the ship came to Earth. That was
wi t hout any 'professionals' being involved at all, apart from sending i nane advice fromEarth on
how t he situation should be nmanaged, and which those on the spot sinmply |laughed at and ignored."

Hunt | ooked across froma chair by a desk that stood in one corner of the |ab, alnpst
surrounded by conputer term nal equi pnent and di splay screens. "Actually there is sonething to be
said for the UNIline," he said. "I don't think you' ve thought yet just how big a risk we night be
t aki ng. "

Danchekker sniffed as he came back around the table. "Wat are you tal ki ng about ?"

"If the State Department wasn't convinced that if we don't go it alone and fix a | anding
the Soviets will, we'd be a ot nore cautious too," Hunt told him

"l don't follow you," Danchekker said. "What is there to be cautious about? The Ganymean
m nd is incapable of conceiving anything that could constitute a threat to our, or anybody else's,
wel | - bei ng, as you well know. They sinply have not been shaped by the factors that have
conditi oned Hono sapiens to be what he is.” He waved a hand in front of his face before Hunt could
reply. "And as for your fears that the Thuriens may have changed in some fundanmental way, you may
forget that. The fundanental traits that deternine hunan behavi or were established, not tens but
hundreds of millions of years ago, and | have studied M ner-van evolution sufficiently to be
satisfied that the sane may safely be said of Ganynmeans al so. On such tinescales, twenty-five
mllion years is scarcely significant, and quite incapable of giving rise to changes of the
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magni t ude that your suggestion inplies."”

"I know that," Hunt said when he could get a word in. "But you're going off at a wong
tangent. That's not the problem The problemis that we m ght not be talking to Ganyneans at all."

Danchekker seemed taken aback for a nmonent, then frowned as if Hunt should have known
better. "That's absurd," he declared. "W else could we be talking to? The original transm ssion
from Farside was encoded i n Ganynmean conmmuni cations format and understood, was it not? Wat reason
is there to suppose its recipients were anything el se?"

"They're talking in English now, but it's not com ng from London," Hunt replied.

"But they are talking from Q star,"” Danchekker retorted. "And isn't that where, from
i ndependently derived evidence, we deduced that the Ganynmeans went?"

"W don't know that those signals are conming fromG star," Hunt pointed out. "They say
they are, but they've been saying all kinds of other strange things as well. Qur beans are being
aimed in the direction of Gstar, but we've no idea what's out there past the edge of the solar
system pi cking themup. It could be sonme kind of Ganymean relay that transforms signals that our
physi cs

knows not hi ng about into el ectromagneti c waves, but then again it mght not."

"Surely it's obvious," Danchekker said, sounding a trifle disdainful. "The Ganyneans | eft
some ki nd of nonitoring device behind when they mgrated to G star, probably to detect and alert
themto any signs of intelligent activity."

Hunt shook his head. "If that were the case, it would have been triggered by early radio
over a hundred years ago. W'd have known about it [ong before now "

Danchekker thought about it for a nmoment, then showed his teeth. "Wich proves ny point.
It responded only to Ganynean codes. We've never sent anything out encoded in Ganynean before,
have we? Therefore it must be of Ganymean origin."

"And now it's tal king English. Does that nmean it was nmade by Boei ng?"

"Cbviously the | anguage was acquired via their surveillance operation."

"And maybe they | earned Ganynmean the same way."

"You're being absurd.”

Hunt threw out his arns in appeal. "For Christ's sake, Chris, all I'"'msaying is let's be
open-m nded for now and accept that we might be letting ourselves in for sonmething we didn't
expect. You're saying they have to be Ganyneans, and you're probably right; I'msaying there's a
chance they mght not be. That's all |I'msaying." --

"You said yourself that Ganynmeans don't play cl oak-and-dagger ganes and tw st facts
around, Professor,” Lyn injected in a tone that she hoped would calmthings a little. "But whoever
it is seenms to have some funny ideas about how to open up interplanetary relations...And they've
got sonme pretty weird ideas on how Earth is com ng al ong these days, so sonebody hasn't been
tal king straight to sonebody sonewhere. That hardly sounds |ike Ganyneans, does it?"

Danchekker snorted but seemed hard-pressed for a reply. The ternminal on a side table by
the desk saved himby enitting a calltone. "Excuse me," he nmuttered, |eaning past Hunt to accept.
"Yes?" Danchekker inquired.

It was G nny, calling from Navcorms HO "Hello, Professor Danchekker. | believe Dr. Hunt
is with you. | have an urgent nes

sage for him Gegg Caidwell said to find himand | et himknow right away."

Danchekker noved back a pace, and Hunt rolled his chair forward in front of the screen
"H, Gnny," he acknow edged. "What's new?"

"A nessage has cone in for you fromJupiter Five." She | ooked down to read sonething bel ow
the edge of the screen. "It's fromthe Mssion Director-Joseph B. Shannon. It reads, 'The |lab
tests worked out just as you hoped. Conplete ifie of results being assenbled for transm ssion now.
Good luck." G nny | ooked up again. "lIs that what you wanted to know?"

Hunt's face was radiating jubilation. "It sure is, Gnny!" he said. "Thanks...a lot."

G nny nodded and tossed hima quick smle; the screen bl anked out.

Hunt swiveled his chair around to find two awed faces confronting him "I guess we can
stop arguing about it," he told them "It looks as if we'll know for sure before very nuch
| onger."

Chapter six

The main receiver dish at G ordano Bruno was |ike a gigantic Cycl opean eye-a four-hundred-
foot-diameter paraboloid of steel latticework towering into the starry bl ackness above the
Iifel ess desolation of lunar Farside. It was supported by twin lattice towers noving in dianetric
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opposition around the circular track that forned the nost salient surface feature of the

observatory and base. As it stood notionless, listening to whispers fromdi stant gal axies, the
lines of its |engthening shadow | ay draped as a distorted nmesh across the donmes and | esser
constructions huddled around it, spilling over on one side to becone indistinct and | ost anong the

boul ders and craters scattered beyond.

Karen Hel l er stood gazing up at it through the transparent wall of an observation tower
protruding fromthe roof of the two-story Miin Block. She had gone there to be al one and reconpose
herself after yet another acrinonious neeting of the el even-person UN Farside del egation, which
had gotten nowhere. Their | atest scare was that the signals mght not be com ng from Ganyneans at

all, which was her own fault for ill-advisedly introducing the thought that Hunt had voi ced when
she was in Houston a week earlier. She wasn't sure even now why she had brought that possibility
up at all, since with hindsight it provided an opportunity for procrastination that they were

bound to latch onto. As she had conmented to a surprised Norman Pacey afterward, it had been a
badly cal cul ated attenpt at a shock tactic to spur any positive reaction, and had m sfired.
Perhaps in her frustration she hadn't been thinking too clearly at the tinme. Anyway it was done
now, and the |atest transm ssion sent out toward G star had di scounted the possibility of any
landing in the inmediate future and instead tal ked reans of insignificant detail to do with rank
and protocol. lronically this in itself should have said clearly enough that the aliens, Ganynean
or not, harbored no hostile intentions; if they did, they would surely have just arrived, if that
was what they wanted to do, without waiting for a cordial invitation. It all made the UN

policy nore enigmatic and reinforced her suspicions, and the State Departnment's, that the
Soviets were setting thenselves up to go it alone and were nani pul ati ng the UN sonehow.
Neverthel ess the U S. would continue to follow the rules until Houston succeeded in establishing a
channel via Jupiter-assum ng Houston succeeded. If they did, and if none of the efforts to speed
things up at Bruno had borne fruit by that tine, the U S would feel justified in concluding that
its hand had been forced.

As she gazed up at the Iines of nmetal etched against the bl ackness by the rays of the
setting sun, she narveled at the know edge and ingenuity that had created an oasis of life in a
sterile desert a quarter of a mllion mles fromEarth, and built instruments such as this, which
even as she watched might be silently probing the very edges of the universe. One of the
scientific advisors fromNSF had told her once that all of the energy collected by all the world's
radi ot el escopes since the begi nnings of that branch of astronony alnost a century earlier was
equi valent to no nmore than that represented by the ash froma cigarette falling through a distance
of several feet. And sonehow the whole fantastic picture painted by nodern cosnol ogy-of coll apsed
stars, black holes, X-ray-enmitting binaries, and a universe consisting of a "gas" of gal axy
"mol ecul es” -- had all been reconstructed fromthe information contained in it.

She had anbi val ent vi ews about scientists. On the one hand, their intellectua
acconpl i shnents were baffling, and at tines like this awesone; on the other, she often felt that
at a deeper level their retreat into the realmof the inaninmate represented an abdi cation-an
escape fromthe burdens of the world of human affairs within which the expression of know edge
acqui red neani ng. Even biol ogists seened to reduce life to terns of nolecules and statistics.

Sci ence had created the tools to solve hunanity's problenms a century ago, but had stood by

hel pl essly while others took the tools and forged theminto neans of attaining other ends. It was
not until the 2010s, when the UN energed as a truly coherent gl obal influence to be reckoned with,
that strategic disarnmament had beconme fact and the resources of the superpowers were at | ast
mobi | i zed toward building a safer and better world.

It was all the nore tragic and inexplicable that the UNuntil so recently the epitone of
the world's commtnent to nmeani ngful progress and the realization of the full potential of the
hurman race

-- should be the obstacle in the road al ong which the arrow of that progress surely
pointed. It seemed a | aw of history for successful novenents and enpires to resist further change
after the needs that had notivated theminto pronoting change had been satisfied. Perhaps, she
reflected, the UN was already, in keeping with the universally accel erating pace of the tines,
begi nning to show the eventual senility synptomof all enpires-stagnation

But the planets continued to nove in their predicted orbits, and the patterns being
reveal ed by the conputers connected to the instrunents at G ordano Bruno didn't change. So was her
"reality” an illusion built on shifting sands, and had scientists shunned the ifiusion for sone
vaster, unchanging reality that was the only one of permanence that mattered? Sonehow she coul dn't
picture the Englishman Hunt or the American she had net in Houston as fugitives who would idle
their lives away tinkering in ivory towers.

A noving point of light detached itself fromthe canopy of stars and enl arged gradually
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into the shape of the UNSA surface transporter ship due in from Tycho. It came to a halt above the
far side of the base, and after pausing for a few seconds sank slowy out of sight between Optica
Done 3 and a clutter of storage tanks and | aser transceivers. Aboard it would be the courier with
the latest information from Houston via Washi ngton. The experts had decreed that if Ganynean
technol ogy was behind the surveillance of Earth's comunications anything was possible, and the
ban on using even supposedly secure channels was still being rigidly enforced. Heller turned away
and wal ked across the floor of the done to call an elevator at the rear wall. A minute or two

| ater she stepped out into a brightly Iit, white-walled corridor three | evels bel ow the surface
and began wal king in the direction of the central hub of Bruno's underground | abyrinth.

M kol ai Sobroskin, the Soviet representative on Farside, cane out of one of the doors as
she passed and turned to walk with her in the sane direction. He was short but broad, conpletely
bal d, and pi nk-skinned, and he wal ked with a hurried, jerking gait, even in lunar gravity, that
made her feel for a noment |ike Snow White. From a dossier that Norman Pacey had procured,
however, she knew that the Russian had been a |lieutenant-general in the Red Arnmy, where he had
specialized in electronic warfare and counterneasures, and a counterintelligence expert for many
years after

that. He cane froma world about as far renoved fromWalt Disney's as it was possible to
get.

"I spent three nonths in the Pacific conducting equipnent trials aboard a nuclear carrier
many years ago," Sobroskin remarked. "It seened that it was inpossible to get fromanywhere to
anywhere without intermnable corridors. | never did find out what lay in between half those
pl aces. This base remnds nme of it."

"I'"d say the New York subway," Heller replied.

"“Ah, but the difference is that these walls get washed nore regularly. One of the problens
with capitalismis that only the things that pay get done. So it wears a clean suit which conceal s
dirty undershorts.”

Heller snmled faintly. At least it was good that the differences that erupted across the
table in the conference roomcould be left there. Anything el se would have nade |life intolerable
in the cranped, comunal atnobsphere of the base. "The shuttle from Tycho has just |anded,"” she
said. "I wonder what's new. "

"Yes, | know. No doubt some nmail from Moscow and Washi ngton for us to argue about
tomorrow. " The original UN charter had rul ed agai nst representatives receiving instructions from
their national governments, but nobody at Farside kept up any pretenses about that.

"I hope not too rmuch," she sighed. "W should be thinking of the future of the whole
pl anet. National politics shouldn't cone into this." She gl anced si deways as she spoke, searching
his face for a hint of a reaction. Nobody at Washington had yet been able to decide for sure if
the UN stance was being dictated fromthe Kremin, or if the Soviets were sinply playing al ong
with something they found expedient to their own ends. But the Russian remained inscrutable.

They canme out of the corridor and entered the "comon roont

-- normally the UNSA O ficers' Mess, but assigned tenporarily for off-duty use by the
visiting UN del egation. The air was warm and stuffy. A m xed group of about a dozen UN del egates
and pernanent residents of the base was present, sone reading, two engrossed in a chess gane, and
the others talking in small groups around the roomor at the snmall bar at the far end. Sobroskin
conti nued wal ki ng and di sappeared through the far door, which led to the roons allocated for
of fice space for the del egation. Heller had

i ntended goi ng the same way, but she was intercepted by N els Sverenssen, the del egation's
Swedi sh chai rman, who detached hinself froma small group standi ng near where they had entered

"Ch, Karen," he said, catching her elbow lightly and steering her to one side. "I've been
| ooking for you. There are a few points fromtoday's neeting that we ought to resol ve before
finalizing tomorrow s agenda. | was hoping to discuss thembefore it's typed up." He was very tal

and | ean, and he carried his elegant crown of silver hair with a haughty uprightness that always
made Heller think of himas the |last of the true bl ue-bl ooded European aristocrats. H s dress was
al ways i npeccable and formal, even at Bruno where practically everyone el se had soon taken to nore
casual wear, and he gave the inpression sonmehow of |ooking on the rest of the hunman race with
sonet hi ng approaching disdain, as if condescending to nix with themonly as an inposition of duty.
Hel l er was never able to feel quite at ease in his presence, and she had spent too nuch time in
Paris and on ot her European assignments to attribute it sinply to cultural differences.

"Well, I was on ny way to check the mall," she said. "If the discussion can wait for an
hour or so, | could see you back here. We'll go through it over a drink nmaybe, or use one of the
offices. Was it anything inportant?"

"A few questions of procedure and sone definitions that need clarifying under one or two
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headi ngs." Sverenssen's voice had fallen fromits public-address node of a nonent earlier, and as
he spoke he noved around as if to shield their conversation fromthe rest of the room He was
| ooking at her with a curious expression

-- an intrigued detachnment that was strangely intinmate and distant at the sane tine. It

made her feel like a kitchen wench being | ooked over by a nedieval |ord-of-the-nmanor. "I was
t hi nki ng of sonething perhaps a little nore confortable later," he said, his tone now oninously
confidential. "Possibly over dinner, if |I night have the honor."

“I"'mnot sure when |'ll be having dinner tonight," she replied, telling herself that she

was getting it all wong. "It mght be late.”

"“A nore conpani onabl e hour, wouldn't you agree,"” Sverenssen nurnured pointedly.

It was getting to her again. H's words inplied that the honor woul d be his, but his manner
| eft no doubt that she should consider it hers. "I thought you said that you needed to talk before
the agenda gets typed," she said.

"We could clear that matter up in an hour as you suggest. That woul d make dinner a far
nmore rel axi ng and enj oyabl e occasi on

later."

Hel l er had to swallow hard to nmaintain her conposure. He was propositioning her. Such
t hi ngs happened and that was life, but the way this was happening wasn't real. "I think you must
have m sjudged sonething," she told himcurtly. "If you have business to discuss, I'll talk to you
in an hour. Now would you excuse ne please?" If he left it at that, it would all soon be
forgotten.

He didn't. Instead he noved a pace closer, causing her to back away a step instinctively.
"You are an extrenely intelligent and anbitious, as well as an attractive, wonman, Karen," he said
quietly, dropping his former pose. "The world has so many opportunities to offer these days-
especially to those who succeed in nmaking friends anong its nore influential circles. | could do a
lot for you that you would find extrenely hel pful, you know. "

Hi s presunption was too nuch. "You're naking a nmistake," Heller breathed harshly, striving
to keep her voice at a level that would not attract attention. "Please don't compound it any
further."

Sverenssen was unperturbed, as if the routine were faniliar and mldly boring. "Think it
over," he urged, and with that turned casually and rejoined the group he had left. He'd paid his
dol l ar and bought a ticket. It was no nore than that. The fury that Heller had been suppressing
boil ed up inside as she wal ked out of the room managing with some effort to keep her pace nornal

Nor man Pacey was waiting for her when she reached the U S. delegate's offices a few
mnutes later. He seened to be having trouble in containing his excitement over sonething. "News!"
he exclai med wi thout preanble as she entered. Then his expression changed abruptly. "Hey, you're
| ooki ng pretty mad about sonething. Anything up?”

"I't's nothing. What's happened?"

"Malliusk was here a little while ago." G egor Mlliusk was the Russian Director of
Astronomy at Bruno and one of the privileged few anong the regular staff there who knew about the
dialogue with Gstar. "A signal cane in about an hour ago that isn't intended for us. It's in sone
kind of binary nuneric code. He can't nake anything out of it."

Hel | er 1 ooked at himnunbly. It could only nean that sonebody el se, either sonewhere on
Earth or inits vicinity, had begun

transmitting to Gstar and wanted the reply kept private. "The Soviets?" she asked
hoar sel y.

Pacey shrugged. "Wio knows? Sverenssen will probably call a special session, and Sobroskin
will deny it, but 1'd stake a nonth's pay."

H's voice didn't carry the defeat that it should have, and what he had said didn't account
for the jubilant |Iook that Heller had caught on his face as she entered. "Anything el se?" she
asked, praying inwardly that the reason was what she thought it m ght be.

Pacey's face split into a wide grin that he could contain no |onger. He scooped up some
papers froma wad lying in front of the opened courier's bag on a table beside himand waved t hem
triunmphantly in the air. "Hunt got through!" he exclained. "They've done it via Jupiter! The
landing is already fixed for a week fromnow, and the Thuriens have confirmed it. It's al
arranged for a disused airbase in Alaska. It's all fixed up!"

Hel I er took the papers fromhimand snmiled with relief and elation as she scanned rapidly
down the first sheet. "We'Il do it, Norman," she whispered. "W'IlI| beat those bastards yet!"

"You've got a recall to Earth fromthe Departnent so you can be there as planned. You'l
be getting space-happy with all these lunar ifights." Pacey sighed. "I'll be thinking about you
while I"'mholding the fort up here. | only wish | was coning too."
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“"You'll get your chance soon enough," Heller said. Everything | ooked bright again. She
lifted her face suddenly fromthe papers in her hand. "I'll tell you what-tonight we'll both have
a special dinner to celebrate...a kind of farewell party until whenever. Chanpagne, a good w ne,
and the best poultry the cook here's got in his refrigerator. How does that sound?"

"Sounds great," Pacey replied, then frowed and rubbed his chin dubiously.

"Al though...would it really be a good idea? | mean, with this unidentified signal conming in only
an hour ago, people m ght wonder what the hell we're celebrating. Sverenssen might think it's us,
not the Soviets, who are being underhanded."

"Well we are, aren't we?"

"Yeah, | guess so-but for a good reason. That's different."

"So let them If the Soviets think the heat's on us, they nmight get a fal se sense of
security and not nove too fast." A look of grimsatisfaction came into Heller's eyes as she
t hought of something else. "And | et Sverenssen think anything he damm well |ikes," she said.
Chapt er seven

Clad in a standard-i ssue UNSA arctic jacket, quilted over-trousers, and snowboots, Hunt
stood in the center of a small group of nmuffled figures stanping their feet and breathing frosty
cl ouds of condensation into the air on the concrete apron of McC usky Air Force Base, situated in
the foothills of the Baird Muntains one hundred nmiles inside the Arctic Crcle. The ground fog of
the previous day had thinned sonewhat to becone a | ayer of overcast through which the washy bl ob
of the sun was just able to inpart a drab nmix of off-white and grays to the texture of the
surroundi ng | andscape. Mst of the signs of |ife anong the huddl e of sem derelict buil dings behind
them were concentrated around the former ness hail, which had been hastily patched up and
wi ndproof ed to provi de nakeshift accommpdati on and a comand post for the operation. A gaggle of
UNSA aircraft and other vehicles parked anbng a litter of supplies and equi prent al ong the near
edge of the apron, and a team of handpi cked UNSA personnel positioned in the background wth
canmeras and m crophone boons set up ready to record the inpending event, conpleted the scene. The
command post had landline links into the area radar net, and a hom ng beacon had been set up for
the Ganynean ship. A strangely tense silence predoni nated, broken only by the intermttent cries
of kittiwakes wheeling and diving above the frozen narshes beyond the perineter fence, and the
hunm ng of a notor generator supplying power fromone of the parked trailers.

McC usky was about as far from popul ation centers and major air-traffic lanes as it was
possi ble to get without going outside the U S., but Iike every other point on the Earth's surface
it was still subject to satellite scrutiny. In an attenpt to mask the |anding, UNSA had given
notice that tests of a new type of reentry vehicle would be conducted in the area during that
week, and had requested airlines and other organizations to reroute ifights accordingly unti
further notice. To accustomthe region's radar controllers to an abnornmal pattern of activity,
UNSA had al so been

staging irregular ifights over Al aska for several days and altering their announced flight
pl ans at short notice. Beyond that there was little they could do. How anything like the arriva
of a starship could be kept secret fromterrestrial observers, never mnd an advanced alien
surveil l ance system was sonet hi ng nobody was quite sure of. Wioever was sendi ng the nessages
t hrough Jupiter had seened satisfied with the arrangenents, however, and had stated that they
woul d take care of the rest.

The | ast nessage to go out via Jupiter had given the nanes of the persons who woul d nake
up the reception party, their positions, and a brief summary of what they did and why each was in-
el uded. The aliens had reciprocated with a reply advising that three of their menbers woul d be
prom nent in conducting their dealings with Earth. The first was "Cal azar,” who was descri bed as
personi fying the government of Thurien and its associated worlds-the figure nearest to a
"president" that the planet seened to possess. Acconpanyi ng hi mwoul d be Frenua Showm a fenale
"anmbassador" whose function had to do with affairs between the various sectors of Thurien society,
and Porthi k Eesyan, who was involved with policies of scientific, industrial, and econonic
i mportance. \Wether or not nore than just these three would be involved, the aliens hadn't said.

"This is all a striking contrast to the Shapieron's arrival on this planet,"” Danchekker
nmuttered, surveying the scene around them That event Qfl the shore of Lake Geneva had been
wi t nessed by tens of thousands and shown |ive over the news grid.

“"I't reminds me of Ganynmede Main," Hunt replied. "All we need is helnmets on and a few Vegas
around. What a way to start a new eral!”

On Hunt's other side, Lyn, looking lost in the outsize, fur-trinmed hood pulled closely
around her face, thrust her hands deeper into her jacket pockets and ground down a bl ock of slush
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with her foot. "They're about due," she said. "I hope they' ve got good brakes." Assuming all was
on schedul e, the ship would have left Thurien, over twenty |light-years away, just about twenty-
four hours earlier.

"I don't think we need entertain any fears of ineptitude on the part of the Ganyneans,"
Danchekker said confidently.

“"If they turn out to be Ganyneans," Hunt remarked, even

though by this tine he no | onger had any real doubts about the matter.

"Of course they're Ganynmeans," Danchekker snorted inpatiently.

Behi nd them Karen Hell er and Jerol Packard, the U S. Secretary of State, stood notionless
and silent. They had persuaded the President to go ahead with the operation on the strength of the
inmplication that the aliens, Ganynmean or not, were friendly, and if they were wong they could
well have conmitted their country to the worst blunder in its history. The President had hoped to
be present in person, but in the end had accepted reluctantly the advice of his aides that the
absence of too nmany inportant people at the same tine w thout explanation would be inviting
undesi rabl e attention

Suddenly the voice of the operations controller inside the ness hall barked over the
| oudspeaker nounted on a mast at the rear. "Radar contact!" The figures around Hunt stiffened
visibly. Behind themthe team of UNSA technicians hid their nervousness behind a frenzi ed out break
of last-mnute preparations and adjustnments. The voice cane again: "Approaching due west, range
twenty-two miles, altitude twelve thousand feet, speed six hundred niles per hour, reducing." Hunt
swung his head around instinctively to peer upward along with all the others, but it was
i npossi bl e to make out anything through the overcast.

A mnute went by in slownotion. "Five mles," the controller's voice announced. "It's
down to five thousand feet. Visual contact any tine now " Hunt could feel the bl ood punping
solidly in his chest. Despite the cold, his body suddenly felt clamy inside his heavy cl othing.
Lyn wiggled her armthrough his and pulled herself closer

And then the wind bl owi ng down fromthe mountains to the west brought the first snatch of
a |l ow moaning sound. It lasted for a second or two, faded away, then cane back again and this tine
persisted. It swelled slowy to a steady drone. A frown began form ng on Hunt's face as he
|istened. He turned and gl anced back, and saw that several of the UNSA peopl e were exchangi ng
puzzl ed | ooks too. There was somet hing wong. That sound was too fanmiliar to be from any starship.
Mutterings started breaking out, then ceased abruptly as a dark shape materialized out of the
cl oud base and continued descending on a direct line toward the

base. It was a standard Boeing 1227 nedi um haul, transonic VIOL. -- a nodel wi dely used by
domestic carriers and UNSA's preferred type for general - purpose duties. The tension that had been
buil ding up around the apron released itself in a chorus of groans and curses.

Behi nd Hel l er and Packard, Caldwell, his face dark with fury, spun around to confront a
bewi | dered UNSA officer. "I thought this area was supposed to have been cleared," he snapped.
The officer shook his head helplessly. "It was. | don't understand...Somebo -- "

"Cet that idiot out of here!”

Looking flustered, the officer hurried away and di sappeared through the open door of the
mess hall. At the sane tine voices fromthe control roominside began pouring out over the
| oudspeaker, evidently left inadvertently live in the confusion

"l can't get anything out of it. It's not responding."

"Use the energency frequency."

"We've already tried. Nothing."

"For Christ's sake, what's happening in here? Caldwell just chewed ny balls off outside.
Find out fromVYellow Six who it is."

“I'"ve got 'emon the line now. They don't know, either. They thought it was ours."

"G me that goddam phone!"

The pl ane | evel ed out above the edge of the marshes about a nmile away and kept coning,
heedl ess of the volley of brilliant red warning flare~ fired fromthe top of McCO usky's contro
tower. It slowed to a halt above the open area of concrete in front of the reception party, hung
noti onl ess for a nonent, and then started sinking toward the ground. A handful of UNSA officers
and technicians ran forward naking frantic crossed-arms signals over their heads to wave it off,
but fell back in disarray as it cane on down regardl ess and settled. Caldwell strode ahead of the
group, gesticulating angrily and shouting orders at the UNSA figures who were convergi ng around
the nose and meki ng signs up at the cockpit.

"I nmbecil es!" Danchekker nuttered. "This kind of thing should never happen.™

“I't looks as if Murphy's back fromvacation," Lyn said resignedly in Hunt's ear. But Hunt
only half heard. He was staring hard at the Boeing with a strange | ook on his face. There was

file:/l/F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Giant's%20Star.txt (24 of 137) [2/4/03 10:56:13 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Gi ant's%20Star .txt

sonet hing very odd about that aircraft. It had landed in the md --

die of a sea of watery snow and slush churned up by the activity of the |last few days, yet
its landing jets hadn't thrown up the cloud of spray and vapor as they should have. So maybe it
didn't have any landing jets. If that were so it mght have | ooked |ike a 1227, but it certainly
wasn't powered like one. And there didn't seemto be nuch response fromthe cockpit to the antics
of the people below. In fact, unless Hunt's eyes were deceiving him there wasn't anybody in the
cockpit at all. Suddenly his face broke into a wide grin as the penny dropped.

"Vie, what is it?" Lyn asked. "What's funny?"

"What's the obvious way to hide something in the middle of an airfield froma surveill ance
systen?" he asked. He gestured toward the plane, but before he could say any nore a voice that
coul d have belonged to a natural -born American booned out across the apron fromits direction

"Greetings from Thurien to Earth, et cetera. Wll, we nade it. Too bad about the |ousy
weat her. "

Al'l movenent around the craft ceased instantly. A total silence fell. One by one the heads
on every side jerked around and gaped at each other speechlessly as the nessage percol ated
t hr ough.

This was a starshi p? The Shapi eron had stood nearly half a nmle high. It was |like having a
little old | ady show up at Tycho on a bicycle.

The forward passenger door opened, and a flight of steps unfolded itself to the ground.

Al'l eyes were riveted to the open doorway. The UNSA people up front drew back slowy while Hunt
and his conpanions, with Heller and Packard a pace behind, noved forward to close in behind

Cal dwell and then slowed to a halt again uncertainly. Behind themthe expectant cameras focused
unwaveringly on the top of the steps.

“"You'd better conme on in," the voice suggested. "No sense in catching colds out there."

Hel | er and Packard exchanged benused gl ances; none of their talks and briefings in
Washi ngt on had prepared themfor this. "I guess we just ad-lib as we go," Packard said in a | ow
voice. He tried to summon up a reassuring grin, but it died somewhere on its way to his face.

"At least it's not happening in Siberia,"” Heller murmured.

Danchekker was fixing Hunt with a satisfied look. "If those utterances are not indicative
of Ganynean hurmor at work, |'Il ac

cept creationism" he said triunphantly. The aliens could have warned them about the
shi p's di sqguise, Hunt agreed inwardly, but apparently they had been unable to resist making a mld
joke out of it. And they obviously had little time for ponp and formality. It sounded like
Ganyneans, all right.

They began nmoving toward the steps with Caldwell in the | ead while the UNSA peopl e opened
up to let them pass through. Hunt was a coupl e of paces behind Caidwell as Caldwell was about to
step onto the first stair. Caldwell enmtted a startled exclamation and seened to be lifted off the
ground. As the others froze in their tracks, he was whisked upward over the stairway w thout any
part of his body seeming to touch it, and deposited on his feet inside the doorway apparently none
the worse for wear. He seened a trifle shaken when he turned to | ook back down at them but
conposed hinself rapidly. "Well, what are you waiting for?" he grow ed. Hunt was obviously next in
line. He drew a long, nil-steady breath, shrugged, and stepped forward.

A strangely pleasant and warm sensation envel oped him and a force of sone kind drew him
onward, carrying his weight off his |legs. There was a blurred inpression of the steps flow ng by

beneath his feet, and then he was standi ng beside Caldwell, who was watching himclosely and not
wi thout a hint of amusenment. Hunt was finally convinced-this was not a 1227.
They were in a fairly small, bare conmpartnent whose walls were of a translucent anber

mat erial and gl owed softly. It seened to be an antechanber to whatever |ay beyond another door

| eading aft, fromwhich a stronger |ight was emanating. Before Hunt could take in any nore of the
details, Lyn sailed in through the doorway and landed lightly on the spot he had just vacated.
"Smoki ng or nonsnoki ng?" he asked.

"Where's the stewardess? | need a brandy."

Then Danchekker's voice shouted in sudden alarmfrom out-#side. "What in God's nane is
happeni ng? Do sonething with this infernal contraption!" They | ooked back down. He was hangi ng a
foot or two above the stairway, flailing his arms in exasperation after having apparently cone to
a halt hal fway through the process of joining them "This is ridiculous! Get nme down from here!"

"You're crowdi ng the doorway," the voice that had spoken before advised from sonewhere
around them "How about noving on through and maki ng nore roon®?" They noved toward the

i nner doorway, and Danchekker appeared behi nd somewhat huffily a few seconds later. Wiile
Hel | er and Packard were follow ng, Hunt and Lyn followed Caidwell into the body of the craft.

They found thenselves in a short corridor that ran twenty feet or so toward the tai
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bef ore stopping at another door, which was closed. A series of partitions extending fromfloor to
ceiling divided the space on either side into a half-dozen or so narrow cubicles facing inward
fromleft and right. As they noved along the corridor, they found that all the cubicles were

i dentical, each containing sone kind of recliner, luxuriously upholstered in red, facing i nward
toward the corridor and surrounded by a netal framework supporting panel inlays of a nmulticol ored
crystalline material and a bew |l dering |layout of delicately constructed equi pment whose purpose
coul d have been anything. There was still no sign of life.

"Wl come aboard," the voice said. "If you' d each take a seat, we can begin."

"Who's doing the tal ki ng?" Cal dwel | demanded, | ooki ng around and overhead. "W'd
appreci ate the courtesy of your identifying yourself."

"My nane is VISAR " the voice replied. "But I'monly the pilot and cabin crew. The people
you're expecting will be here in a few mnutes."

They were probably through the door at the far end, Hunt decided. It seenmed odd. The voice
rem nded himof his first meeting with the Ganymeans, inside the Shapieron shortly after it had
arrived in orbit over Ganynede. On that occasion, too, contact with the aliens had been through a
voi ce functioning as interpreter, which turned out subsequently to belong to an entity called
Zoi ~¢

-- a superconputer conplex distributed through the ship and responsi ble for the operation
of nmost of its systens and functions. "VISAR " he called out. "Are you a conputer systembuilt
into this vehicle?"

"You could say that,"” VISAR answered. "It's about as near as we're likely to get. A snal
extension is there. The rest is scattered all over Thurien plus a whole list of other planets and
pl aces. You've got a link into the net."

"Are you saying this ship isn't operating autononously?" Hunt asked. "You're interacting
between here and Thurien in realtine?"

"Sure. How el se could we have turned around the messages from Jupiter?"

Hunt was astounded. VISAR S statenent inplied a communi cations network distributed across
star systens and operating with negligible delays. It nmeant that the point-to-point transfers, at
| east of energy, that he had often tal ked about with Paul Shelling at Navconms were not only
proved in principle, but up and running. No wonder Cal dwell was |ooking stunned; it put Navconins
back in the Stone Age.

Hunt realized that Danchekker was now i nmredi ately behind him peering curiously around,
with Heller and Packard just inside the door. Wiere was Lyn? As if to answer his unvoiced

question, her voice spoke frominside one of the cubicles. "Say, it feels great. | could stand
this for a week or two, nmaybe." He turned and saw that she was already |ying back in one of the
recliners and apparently enjoying it. He | ooked at Caldwell, hesitated for a noment, then noved

into the adjacent cubicle, turned, and sat down, allow ng his body to sink back into the
redliner's yielding contours. It felt right for human rather than Ganymean proportions, he noted
with interest. Had they built the whole craft in a week specifically for the occasion? That woul d
have been typical of Ganyneans too.

A warm pleasant feeling swept over himagain and nade himfeel drowsy, causing his head
to drop back automatically into the concave rest provided. He felt nore relaxed than he could ever
renenmber and suddenly didn't care if he never had to get up again. There was a vague i npression of
t he woman-he couldn't recall her name-and the Secretary of somethi ng-or-other from Washi ngton
floating in front of himas if in a dream and gazing down at himcuriously. "Try it. You'll Iike
it,"” he heard hinself murnuring distantly.

Sone part of his mind was aware that he had been thinking clearly only nonents before, but
he was unable to renenber what or really to care why. His mnd had stopped functioning as a
coherent entity and seened to have di sassenbled into separate functions that he could observe in a
det ached kind of way as they continued to operate as isolated units instead of in concert. It
shoul d be troubling him part of hinself told the rest casually, and the rest agreed...but it
wasn't.

Sonet hi ng was happening to his vision. The view of the upper

part of the cubicle collapsed suddenly into neani ngless blurs and snears, and then al nost
as quickly reassenbled itself into an image that swelled, shrank, then faded and finally
bri ghtened once again. Wen it stabilized all the colors were wong, |ike those of a false-color
conput er - generated di splay. The colors reversed into conplenentary tones for a few i nsane seconds,
overcorrected, and then suddenly were nornal

"Excuse these prelimnaries," VISAR s voice said from sonmewhere. At |east Hunt thought it
was VISAR'S; it was barely conprehensible, with the pitch sliding froma shrill whine through
several octaves to finish in an alnost inaudible runble. "This process..." sonething conpletely
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unintelligible followed, "...one time, and after that there will be no..." a confusion of
tel escoped syllables, "...wifi be explained shortly." The last part was free fromdistortion

And then Hunt becane acutely conscious of the pressure of the redliner against his body,
of the touch of his clothes against his skin, and even of the sensation of air flow ng through his
nostrils as he breathed. H's body started to convul se, and he felt a sudden spasm of alarm Then
he realized that he was not noving at all; the inpression was due to rapid variations in
sensitivity taking place all over his skin. He felt hot all over, then cold, itchy for a noment,
prickly for a monent, and then conpletely nunb-and then suddenly normal once nore.

Everything was nornmal. His mind had reintegrated itself, and all his faculties were in
order. He wriggled his fingers and found that the invisible gel that had been i nmersing hi mwas
gone. He tried noving an arm then the other arm everything was fine.

"Feel free to get up," VISAR said. Hunt clinbed slowy to his feet and stepped back into
the corridor to find the others emerging and | ooking as bewi |l dered as he felt. He | ooked past them
at the door blocking the far end, but it was still closed.

"What do you suppose nay have been the object of that exercise?" Danchekker asked, for
once | ooking at a loss. Hunt could only shake his head.

And then Lyn's voice sounded frombehind him "Vie." It was just one word, but its oni nous
tone of warning spun himaround instantly. She was staring w de-eyed along the corridor toward the
door through which they had entered. He turned his head farther to foll ow her gaze.

Filling the doorway was the huge franme of a Ganynean, clad in a silvery garment that was
hal | way between a short cape and a | oose jacket, worn over a trousered tunic of dark green. The
deep, liquid violet, alien eyes surveyed themfor a few seconds fromthe el ongated, protruding
face while they watched silently, waiting for a first nove. Then the Ganynean announced, "I am
Bryom Cal azar. You are the people we have been expecting, | see. Please step this way. It's a
little too crowded in here for introductions." Wth that he noved out of sight toward the outer
door. Danchekker thrust out his jaw, drew hinmself up to his full height, and went back into the
ant echanber after him After a nmoment's hesitation Lyn foll owed.

"This is absurd."” Danchekker's voice reached Hunt just as he was stepping through behind
Lyn. The statenent was uttered in the tone of sonebody clinging obstinately to reason and flatly
denying that what his senses were reporting could be real. A split second |ater Lyn gasped, and an
instant after that Hunt could see why. He had assunmed that Cal azar had cone from anot her
cornpartment | eading forward fromthe antechanber, but there was no such conpartment. There didn't
need to be. The other Ganynmeans were outside.

For McC usky Air Force Base, Al aska, and the Arctic had all gone. Instead he was | ooking
out at a conpletely different world.

Chapt er ei ght

The plane, starship, or whatever the vessel was no |onger stood in the open at all. Hunt
found hinself staring out at the interior of an enornous encl osed concourse forned by a nind-
defying interpenetration of angled planes and flow ng surfaces of gl ow ng anmber and shades of
green. It seened to be the hub of an intricate, three-dinmensional dovetailing of thoroughfares,
galleries, and shafts extendi ng away up, down, and at all angles through a conjunction of
variously oriented spaces that baffled the senses. He felt as if he had stepped into an Escher
drawi ng as he fought to extract some shred of sense fromthe contradictions of the sane surfaces
serving as floors here, wails there, and transfornming into roofs overhead el sewhere, while al
over the scene dozens of Ganynean figures went unconcernedly about their business, sone in
i nverted subsets of the whole, others perpendicular, with one merging sonmehow into the other unti
it was inmpossible to tell which direction was what. Hi s brain bal ked and gave up. He couldn't take
in any nore of it.

A group of about a dozen Ganyneans was standing a short distance back fromthe doorway
with the one who had introduced hinself as Cal azar positioned a few feet ahead. They seened to be
wai ting. After a few seconds Cal azar beckoned. In a conplete daze and with his mnd only barely
able to register what was happening, Hunt felt himself being pulled al nost hypnotically through
the door and was aware only vaguely that he was stepping out at floor |evel

Everyt hi ng expl oded around him The whol e scene burst into a spinning vortex of color that
whirl ed around himon every side to destroy even the sense of orientation of his inmrediate
surroundi ngs that he had retained. The noise of a thousand banshees was crushing him He was
trapped inside a shrieking aval anche of |ight.

The vortex becane a spinning tunnel into which he was hurtling hel pl essly at increasing
speed. Shapes of light hurled thensel ves
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out of the form essness ahead and expl oded away into fragnments only inches fromhis face
Never in his life had he known true panic, but it was there, claw ng and tearing, paralyzing any
ability to think. He was in a nightnmare that he could neither control nor wake up from

A bl ack void opened up at the tunnel end and rushed at him Suddenly it was calm The
bl ackness was...space. Black, infinite, star-studded space. He was out in space, |ooking at stars.

No. He was inside somewhere, |ooking at stars on a large screen. Hi s surroundi ngs were
shadowy and indistinct-some kind of control roomw th vague suggestions of figures around him

human figures. He could feel hinmself shaking and perspiration drenching his clothes, but
part of the panic had let go and was allowing his nmind to function

On the screen a bright object was enlarging steadily as it appeared to be approaching from
t he background of stars. There was sonething famliar about it. He felt as if he were reliving
sonet hi ng he had experienced a long time ago. Part of a large netallic structure |looned in the
foreground to one side of the view, highlighted by an eerie reddish glow conming fromoffscreen. It
suggested part of whatever place the view was being captured froma spacecraft of sone kind. He
was aboard a spacecraft watchi ng somet hi ng approachi ng on a screen, and he had been there before

The object continued to enlarge, but even before it becane recogni zabl e he knew what it
was: |t was the Shapieron. He had gone back alnost a year in tinme and was back inside the comrand
center of Jupiter Five watching the arrival of the Shapieron as he had been when it first
reappeared over Ganynede. He had watched this sequence replayed from UNSA' s archives nany tinmes
since then and knew every detail of what was coming next. The ship slowed gradually and maneuvered
to come to relative rest standing five mles off in parallel orbit, swi nging around to present a
side view of the graceful curves of its half-mle length of astronautic engineering.

And then sonet hing happened that he was conpl etely unprepared for. Another object, noving
fast and blazing white at the tail, curved into the scene fromone side, passed close by the
Shapi eron' s nose, and exploded in a huge flash a short distance be

yond. Hunt stared at it, stunned. That wasn't the way it had happened.

And then a voice sounded fromthe screen-an Anerican voi ce, speaking in the clipped tones
of the mlitary. "Warning mssile launched. Attack salvo prinmed and | ocked on target. T-beans
being directed in near-mss pattern, and destroyers noving in to take up close-escort formation.
O ders are to fire for effect if alien attenpts evasion."

Hunt shook his head and | ooked wildly fromside to side, but the shadow figures around him
paid no heed to his presence. "No!" he shouted. "It wasn't like that! This is all wong!" The
shadows remai ned heedl ess.

On the screen a flotilla of black, sinister-looking vessels noved into view from al
directions to take up position around the Ganynean starship. "Alien is responding," the voice
announced neutrally. "Commencing descent into parking orbit."

Hunt shouted out again in protest and | eaped forward, at the sane tine wheeling around to
appeal for a response fromthe shadow figures. But they had gone. The conmand center had gone. Al
of Jupiter Five had gone.

He was | ooki ng down on a huddl e of nmetal dones and buil di ngs standi ng beside a |ine of
Vega ferries amd an icy wilderness that |ay naked beneath the stars. It was Main Base on the
surface of Ganynede. And on an open area to one side of the conplex, dwarfing the Vegas behind,
stood the awesone tower of the Shapieron. He had advanced by several days and was w tnessing again
t he nonent when the ship had just |anded.

But instead of the sinple but touching wel coning scene that he renenbered, he saw a col um
of forlorn Ganyneans being herded across the ice fromtheir ship between Iines of inpassive,
heavi |y arnmed conbat troops, under the nuzzles of heavy weapons being trained from arnored
vehi cl es positioned farther back. And the base itself had acquired defense works, weapons
enpl acenents, missile batteries, and all kinds of things that had never existed. It was insane.

He couldn't tell whether he was inside one of the dones and | ooki ng out over the scene as
he had been at the tine, or whether he was sonmehow floating di senbodi ed at sone ot her vi ewpoint.
Again his imedi ate surroundi ngs were indistinct. He swing around, nmoving in a dreamike way in
whi ch his body had lost its

substance, and found that he was al one. Even surrounded by ice and endl ess enpty space he
felt clamy and cl austrophobic. The terror that had gripped himwhen he first stepped out of the
alien vessel was still there, gnawi ng insistently and stripping away his powers of reason. "What
is this?" he demanded in a voice that choked somewhere at the back of his throat. "I don't
under st and. What does this nean?”

"You don't renenber?" the voice booned deafeningly from nowhere and everywhere.

Hunt | ooked wildly in every direction, but there was nobody. "Renmenber what?" he
whi spered. "I renmenber none of this."
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"You do not remenber these events?" the voice challenged. "You were there."

An anger surged up inside himsuddenly-a delayed-action reflex to protect himfromthe
merciless assault on his mnd and senses. "No!" he shouted. "Not |ike that! They never happened
like that. What kind of lunacy is this?"

"How, then, did they happen?"

"They were our friends. They were wel coned. We gave gifts." Hi s anger boiled over into a
qui vering rage. "Who are you? Are you mad? Show yourself."

Ganynede vani shed, and a series of confused inpressions poured by in front of his eyes,
whi ch inexplicably his mnd assenbl ed together into coherent nmeaning. There was a vision of the
Ganyneans being taken into captivity by a stern and unconprom sing Anerican military...being
allowed to repair their ship only after agreeing to divulge details of their technol ogy.

being taken to Earth to keep their side of the bargain...being dispatched ignoniniously
back into the depths of space.

~"Was it not so?" the voice demanded.

"For Christ's sake, NO Whoever you are, you're insane!"

"What parts are untrue?"

"All of it. Wat is the -- "

A Sovi et newscaster was tal king hysterically. Although it was in Russian, Hunt sonmehow
understood. The war had to start now, before the West could turn its advantage into sonething
tangi bl e

# .. speeches froma bal cony; crowds chanting and cheering.

| aunchings of U S. MRV satellites...propaganda from Washi ngton...tanks, mssile
transporters, marching |ines of Chinese infantry...high-power radi ati on weapons hi dden in deep
space

across the solar system A race that had gone insane was marching off to doonmsday with
bands pl ayi ng and flags wavi ng.

"NO-OOO" He heard his own voice rise to a shriek that seened to conme fromall sides to
engul f him and then die sonewhere far off in the distance. Hi s strength evaporated abruptly, and
he felt hinself collapsing.

"He speaks the truth," a voice said fromsonewhere. It was cal mand decisive, and sounded
like a lone rock of sanity amid the mael strom of chaos that had swept himout of the universe.

Col l apsing...falling...blackness...nothing.

Chapter nine

Hunt was dozing in what felt like a soft and very confortable arnthair. He was rel axed and
refreshed, as if he had been there for sone tine. The nenory of his experience was still vivid,
but it lingered only as sonething that he regarded in a detached, al nobst acadenically curious,
kind of way. The terror had gone. The air around himsnelt fresh and slightly scented, and subdued
musi ¢ was playing in the background. After a few seconds it registered as a Mbzart string quartet.
What kind of insanity was he part of now?

He opened his eyes, straightened up, and | ooked around. He was in an arnchair, and the
chair was part of an ordinary-1ooking room furnished in contenporary style with another, simlar
chair, reading desk, a |arge wooden table in the center, a side-table near the door set with an
ornate vase of roses, and a thick carpet of dark brown pile that blended fairly well with the
predom nantly orange and brown decor. There was a single w ndow behind him covered by heavy
drapes that were closed and billow ng gently in the breeze coming through fromthe outside. He
| ooked down at hinmself and found that he was wearing a dark bl ue, open-necked shirt and Iight gray
sl acks. There was nobody else in the room

After a few seconds he got up, found that he felt fine, and strolled across the roomto
part the drapes curiously. Qutside was a pleasant, summery scene that could have been part of any
major city on Earth. Tail buildings gleaned clean and white in the sun, faniliar trees and open
green spaces beckoned, and Hunt could see the curve of a wide river imediately bel ow, an ol der-
style bridge with a rail ed parapet and rounded arches, famliar nodels of groundcars moving al ong
the roadways, and processions of airnobiles in the sky. He let the drapes fall back as they had
been and gl anced at his watch, which seened to be working nornmally. Less than twenty ninutes had
passed since the "Boeing" touched down at MC usky. Nothing nade sense.

He turned his back to the wi ndow and thrust his hands into his

pockets while he thought back and tried to remenber sonething that had been puzzling him
even before he stepped out of the spacecraft. It had been something trivial, something that had
barely registered in the few nonents that had el apsed between Cal azar's brief appearance inside
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the craft and Hunt's first glinpse of the stupefying scene that had greeted hi moutside just
bef ore everything went crazy. It had been sonething to do with Cal azar

And then it cane to him In the Shapieron, zoaAc had interpreted between Ganyneans and
humans by neans of earpiece and throat-m ke devices that provided nornal -soundi ng synthesi zed
voi ces, but which did not synchronize with the facial novenents of the original speakers. But
Cal azar had spoken without any such aids, and apparently quite effortlessly. Wat nade it all the
nmore peculiar was that the Ganynean | arynx produced a low, guttural articulation and was utterly
i ncapabl e of reproducing a human pitch even approxi mately. So how had Cal azar done it, and wi thout
| ooking like a badly dubbed novie at that?

Well, he wasn't going to get nearer any answers by standing here, he deci ded. The door
| ooked normal enough, and there was only one way to find out whether it was |ocked or not. He was
hal fway toward it when it opened and Lyn wal ked in, |ooking cool and confortable in a short-
sl eeved pullover top and sl acks. He stopped dead and stared at her while part of himbraced itself
instinctively for her to hurl herself across the roomand throw her arnms around his neck while
sobbing in true heroine tradition. Instead she stopped just inside the door and stood casually
i nspecting the room

"Not bad," she commented. "The carpet's too dark, though. It should be a nore red rust."
The carpet pronptly changed to a nore red rust.

Hunt stared at it for a few seconds, blinked, and then | ooked up nunmbly. "How the hell did
you do that?" he asked, |ooking down again to make sure that he hadn't imagined it. He hadn't.

She | ooked surprised. "It's VISAR It can do anything. Haven't you been talking to it?"

Hunt shook his head. Lyn's face becane puzzled. "If you didn't know, how cone you' re wearing
di fferent clothes? Wiat happened to your Nanook outfit?"

Hunt coul d only shake his head. "I don't know. | don't know how | got here, either." He
stared down at the red rust carpet again. "Amazing...| think | could use a drink."

"VISAR " Lyn said in a slightly raised voice. "How about a Scotch, straight, no ice?" A
glass half filled with an anmber liquid materialized fromnowhere on the table beside Hunt. Lyn
picked it up and offered it to himnonchal antly. He reached out hesitantly to touch it with a
fingertip, at the sane tine half hoping that it wouldn't be there. It was. He took the glass
unsteadily from her hand and tested it with a sip, then downed a third of the renainder in one
gul p. The warnth percol ated snoothly down through his chest and after a few nonments had worked a
small mracle of its owm. Hunt drew a long breath, held it for a few seconds, then exhaled it
slowy but still shakily.

"Cigarette?" Lyn inquired. Hunt nodded wi thout thinking. A cigarette, already lit,
appeared between his fingers. Don't even ask about it, he told hinself.

It all had to be sone kind of an el aborate hallucination. How, when, why, or where he
didn't know, but it seenmed that he had little choice for the nonent but to go along with it.
Perhaps this whole prelimnary interlude had been staged by the Thuriens to provide a period of
adjustment and fanfflarization or something like that. If so, he could see their point. This was
i ke dunping an alchem st fromthe Mddle Ages into the mddle of a conmputerized chem cal plant.
Thurien, or wherever this was, was going to take some getting used to, he realized. Having decided
that much, he felt that probably he was over the biggest hurdle already. But how had Lyn nanaged
to adapt so quickly? Maybe there were di sadvantages to being a scientist that he hadn't thought
about before.

VWen he | ooked up and studi ed her face, he could see now that her superficial cal mwas
being forced in order to control an underlying benusenent not far short of his own. Her mnd was
tenporarily blocking itself off fromthe full inpact of what it all neant, probably in a way
simlar to the del ayed shock that was a comobn reaction to exceptionally painfui news such as the
death of a close relative. He could detect no sign of her having been through anything as
traumatic as he had. At |east that was sonething to be thankful for

He noved over to one of the chairs and turned to perch hinself on an arm "So...how did
you get here?" he asked.

"Well, | was right behind you on the gravity conveyor, or whatever you'd call it, from
that crazy place that we all wal ked out into fromthe plane, and then..." She broke off as she
caught the

per pl exed expression creeping across Hunt's face. "You don't know what |'mtal king about,
do you?"

He shook his head. "Wat gravity conveyor ?"

Lyn frowned at himuncertainly. "W all wal ked out of the plane?...There was this big
bright place with everything upside down and sideways?...Sonmething |like whatever lifted us up the
stairs picked us all up and took us off along one of the tubes-a big yell ow and-white one?..." She
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was listing the itens slowmy and intoning themas questions, all the while watching his face
intently as if trying to help himidentify the point at which he had | ost the thread, but it was
obvi ous already that she had experienced sonething quite different right fromthe begi nning.

He waved a hand in front of his face. "Okay, skip the details. How did you get separated
fromthe others?"

Lyn started to reply and then stopped suddenly and frowned, as if realizing for the first
time that her own recollections were by no neans as conplete as she had thought. "I'mnot sure..."
She hesitated. "Sonehow | ended up...l don't know where it was...There was this big organization
chart-col ored boxes with nanes in them and lines of who reports to who-that had to do with somne
crazy kind of United States Space Force." Her face grew nore confused as she replayed the nenory
in her mnd. "There were lots of UNSA nanes on it that | knew, but with ranks and things that
didn't nake any sense. Gregg's nane was there as a general, and nmine was right underneath as a
maj or." She shook her head in a way that told Hunt not to bother asking her to explain it.

Hunt remenbered the transcripts he had read of the Thurien messages received at Farside,
whi ch had been baffling in their suggestion of a mlitarized Earth divided in an East-Wst |ineup
that was strangely rem niscent of the reconstructions of how M nerva had been just before the
final, cataclysmc Cerian-Lanibian war. And the grilling that he had just gone through, if that
was the right word for it, had echoed the sane theme. There had to be a connection. "Wat happened
t hen?" he asked.

"wsiu~ started tal king and asked nme if that was an accurate representation of the outfit I
worked for," Lyn replied. "I told it that nost of the nanes were right, but the rest was garbage
It asked sonme questions about a couple of weapons prograns that Gregg was supposed to be m xed up
with. Then it showed ne sone pic

tures of a surface-bonbardment sateffite that this U S.S. F. was supposed to have put in
orbit, and of a big radiation projector on the Mon that never existed. | told VISAR it was out of
its mnd. W talked about it for a bit, and in the end we got quite friendly."

Al'l that hadn't happened in ten mnutes, Hunt thought. There nust have been sone kind of
ti me-conpression process involved. "There wasn't anything..."'high-pressure' about all this?" he
i nquired.

Lyn | ooked at him surprised. "No way. It was all very civilized and nice. That was when
mentioned that | felt strange wearing those clothes indoors, and suddenly-zap!" She gestured down
at herself. "Instant outfit. Then | found out nore about VISAR S tricks. How | ong do you think
it'll be before IBMgets one on the market?"

Hunt stood up and began pacing across the room noting absently as he noved that his
cigarette didn't seemto be accunulating any ash to be disposed of. It was sone kind of
i nterrogation procedure, he decided. The Thuriens had obviously gotten confused over the situation
on today's Earth, and for some reason it was inportant to themto have the correct story. If that
was the case, they certainly hadn't wasted any tine over it. Perhaps Hunt's experience had been a
shock tactic designed to guarantee straight answers at the optimum noment when he had been totally
unprepared and too disoriented to have fabricated anything. If so, it had certainly worked, he
reflected grimy

"After that | asked where you were. VISAR directed ne oi 1t through a door and along a
corridor, and here | am" Lyn conpl et ed.

Hunt was about to say sonething nore when the phone rang. He | ooked around and noticed it
for the first time. It was a standard domestic datagrid ternminal and went so naturally with the
surroundings that it hadn't registered previously. The call-tone sounded again.

"Better answer it," Lyn suggested.

Hunt wal ked over to the corner, pulled up a chair, sat down, and touched a key on the
term nal to accept. His jaw dropped open in disbelief as he found hinmself staring at the features
of the operations controller at MO usky.

"Dr. Hunt," the controller said, sounding relieved. "Just a rou

tine check to see if everything s okay. You people have been in there for a while now. Any
probl ens?"

For what seened a long tinme, Hunt could only stare back blankly. He'd never heard of phone
calls fromthe real world intruding into hallucinations before. It had to be part of the
hal | uci nation too. Wat was sonebody supposed to say to hallucinatory operations controllers? "How
are you talking to us?" he managed at |ast, succeeding with sone effort in making his voice al nost
nor mal .

"W got a transmission fromthe plane a while ago saying it would be okay for us to use a
| ow power, narrow beam ained straight at it," the controller replied. "W set it up and waited,
but when not hing came through we thought we'd better try calling you."
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Hunt cl osed his eyes for a moment, then opened them again and gl anced si deways at Lyn. She

didn't understand it, either. "Are you saying that plane is still out there?" he asked, | ooking
back at the screen.
The controller |ooked puzzled. "Wiy...sure...l'"mlooking right at it out the w ndow "

Pause. "Are you sure everything' s okay in there?"
Hunt sat back woodenly, and his mind jamred up. Lyn stepped past him and stooped in front
of the screen. "Everything' s okay," she said. "Look, we're a bit busy right now Call you back in
a few mnutes, okay?"
"Just as long as we know. Ckay, talk to you later.

The controller vani shed fromthe

screen.

Lyn's conposure evaporated with the picture. She | ooked down at Hunt, visibly worried and
frightened for the first tine since entering the room "It's still out there..." Her voice was
com ng unevenly as she struggled to keep it under control. "Vic-what's happeni ng?"

Hunt scowl ed around the room as the indignation that he had been suppressing at |ast cane
surging up inside. "VISAB," he called on inmpulse. "Can you hear ne?"

“I'mhere," the famliar voi ce answered.

"That plane that |anded at Mcd usky-it's still there. W just talked to themon the
phone. "

"I know, " VISAR agreed. "I put the call through."

"Isn't it about tine you told us what the hell's going on?"

"The Thuriens were intending to explain it when you neet themvery shortly," VISAR
replied. "You are due an apol ogy, and they want to nmake it personally, not secondhand through nme."

"Then would you mind telling us where the hell we are?" Hunt said, not feeling very
mol lified by the statenent.

"Sure. You're in the perceptron, which as you've just told me is still on the apron at
McCl usky. " Hunt caught Lyn's eye in a nute exchange of baffled | ooks. She shook her head weakly
and sank down into one of the chairs. "You don't | ook very convinced," VISAR commented. "A snal
denonstration, perhaps?"

Hunt felt his nmouth opening and closing, and heard sounds com ng out. But he wasn't naking
it happen. He was noving like a puppet to the pulls of invisible strings. "Excuse ne," his nouth
said as his head turned itself toward Lyn. "Don't worry about this

-- VISAR will explain. I'Il be back in a few minutes."

And then he was |ying back on sonething yielding and soft.

"Voilal" VISAR s voice pronounced from sonewhere overhead. He opened his eyes and | ooked
around, but a few seconds went by before he realized where he was.

He was back in the recliner inside one of the cubicles in the ship that had | anded at
McCl usky.

Everyt hing seemed very quiet and still. He rose to his feet and noved out into the
corridor to peer into the adjacent cubicle. Lyn was still there, lying back in the recliner
| ooki ng rel axed, her eyes closed and her face serene. He | ooked down and noticed for the first
tinme that, like her, he was wearing UNSA arctic clothing again. He noved along to inspect the
ot her cubicles and found all the others were there too, |ooking nuch the sane.

"Take a wal k outside and check it out," VISAR S voi ce suggested. "We'll still be here when
you get back."

Hunt nade his way dazedly to the door at the forward end of the corridor, stopped for a
monment and braced hinsel f for anything, and stepped through into the antechanber. Md usky and
Al aska were back again. Through the open outer door he could see figures stirring and starting to
nmove forward as they saw him He noved toward the door, and seconds |ater was on his feet at the
bottom of the access stairway. The figures converged around him and excited questions assailed
himfromall sides as he began wal ki ng across the apron toward the mess hail

"What's happening in there?"

"Are there Ganyneans inside?"

"Are they com ng out?"

"How nmany of them are there?"

"Just...talking so far. What? Yes...well, sort of. I'mnot sure. Look, give ne a few
mnutes. | need to check sonething."

I nside the ness hall he made straight for the control room set up in one of the front
roons. The controller and his two operators had watched Hunt through the wi ndow that | ooked out
across the apron and were waiting expectantly. "Vic, hows it going?" the controller greeted as he
cane in the door.

"Fine," Hunt nurnured absently. He stared hard at the consol es and screens set up around
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the roomand forced his nind to go back over what had happened since they entered the craft. Wat
he was seeing right now was real. Everything around hi mwas real. The phone call had been part of
sonmet hing that hadn't been real. Qoviously it couldn't have worked the other way around; reality
couldn't comunicate into the real mof the hallucinatory via radio. Cbviously?

"Have you had any contact fromthat plane since we went in-side?" he asked, turning to
gl ance at the control -room crew.

"Why...yes." The controller |ooked suddenly worried. "You talked to us yourself a few
m nutes ago. You're sure everything's

all right?"

Hunt brought a hand up to nmassage his brow and give the confusion boiling inside his head
tinme to die down a little. "How did you get through?" he asked.

"W got a signal fromit earlier teffing us we could couple in via a | ow power beam |ike
I told you. | just asked for you by nane."

"Do it again," Hunt said.

The controller noved in front of the supervisory console, tapped a conmand into its
touchboard array, and spoke toward the two-way audio grille above the main screen. "Md usky
Control to alien. Alien vessel, cone in please."

"Acknow edged, " a voi ce answer ed.

"VI SAR?" Hunt said, recognizing it.

"Hi again. Convinced now?"

Hunt's eyes narrowed thoughtfully as he stared at the blank screen. At |ast the wheels of
his brain felt as if they were sorting thensel ves out and lining thenselves up on the right axles
agai n.

There was one obvious thing for himto try. "Put nme through to Lyn Garland," he said.

"One nonent."

The screen came to life, and a second later Lyn was |ooking out at him franed by the
background of the room he had recently been in. It nust have been equally clear that Hunt was
calling from MO usky, but her face did not register undue surprise. VISAR nust have been doing
sonme expl ai ni ng.

"You sure get around," she comented drily.

A shadow of a snmile forned on Hunt's face as the first glinmer of |ight began show ng
through it all. "H ," he said. "Question

VWhat happened after | last talked to you?"

"You vanished into thin air-just like that. It gave nme a bit of a fright, but VISAR S been
strai ghtening nme out about a lot of things." She held up a hand and wriggled her fingers in front
of her face, at the s'anme tine shaking her head wonderingly. "I can't believe |'mnot really doing
this. It's all happening inside nmy head? It's incredible!"

Ri ght at that moment she probably knew nore about what was going on than he did, Hunt
refl ected. But he thought he had the general idea now An instant communications link to Thurien.

mracles worked to order... Ganyneans tal king in English.

And what had VJSAR call ed that vessel -the perceptron? The pieces started dropping into
pl ace.

"Just keep talking to VISAR " he said. "I'lIl be back in a fewmnutes." Lyn smled the
kind of smile that said she knew everything would work out okay; Hunt wi nked, then cut off the
screen.

"Wuld you mind telling us what's going on?" the controller asked. "I nean...we're only
supposed to be running this operation.”

"Just give nme a second," Hunt said, entering the code to reactivate the channeL He turned
his face toward the grille. "VIsAR?"

"You rang?"

"That place we wal ked out of the perceptron into-does it exist, or did you invent it?"

"It exists. It's part of a place called Vranix, which is an old city on Thurien."

"Did we see it the way it is right now?"

"Yes, you did."

"So you have to be relaying instantly between here and Thurien."

"You're getting the idea."

Hunt thought for a second. "Wat about the roomw th the carpet?"

"I invented that. A special effect-faked. W thought that maybe sonme famliar-1 ooking
surroundi ngs woul d hel p you get used to how we do things. Figured the rest out yet?"

“I'"l1l try a long shot," Hunt said. "How about total sensory stinulation and nonitoring,
plus an instant communi cations |ink. W never went to Thurien; you brought Thurien here. And Lyn
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never answered any phone call. You punped it straight into her nervous systemalong with
everything el se she thinks she's doing, and you manufactured all the appropriate AV data to send
through the | ocal beam How s that?"

"Pretty good," VISAR replied, managing to inject a strong note of approval into its voice.
"So are you ready to rejoin the party? You're due to neet the Thuriens in a few mnutes."

“I'"I'l talk to you later,"” Hunt said, and cut the connection

“"Now woul d you mind telling us what the hell this is all about?" the controller invited.

Hunt's expression was distant, his voice slow and thoughtful. "That's just a flying phone
booth out there on the apron. It's got equipnent inside that sonehow couples directly into the
perceptual parts of the nervous systemand transfers a total inpression froma renote place. \Wat
you saw on the screen a nminute ago was extracted straight out of Lyn's mnd. A conputer translated
it into audiovisual nodul ations on a signal beamand directed it into your antenna. It processed
the transmi ssion fromhere in the opposite direction.”

Ten minutes |ater Hunt reentered the perceptron and sat down in the sane recliner that he
had occupi ed before. "Wiat do | say- 'Honme, James'?" he asked al oud.

This tinme there were no prelimnary sensory disturbances. He was instantly back in the
roomw th Lyn, who seenmed to have been expecting himto reappear; VISAR had evidently forewarned
her. He | ooked around the roomcuriously to see if he could detect any hint of its being a
creati on manufactured by a conputer, but there was nothing. Every detail was authentic. It was
uncanny. As with VISAR S conmand of English and the data needed to disguise

the perceptron as a Boeing, all the informati on nmust have been extracted fromEarth's
comruni cations links; practically everything necessary had been comruni cated el ectronically from
somewhere to sonewhere at sone tinme or another. No wonder the Thuriens had been particul ar about
keepi ng everything connected with this business out of the network!

He reached out and ran a finger experinentally down Lyn's arm It felt warmand solid. The
whol e thing was exactly what he had said to VISAR-a total sensory stimulation process, probably
acting on the brain centers directly and bypassing the neural inputs. It was astounding.

Lyn gl anced down at his hand, then | ooked up and eyed hi m suspiciously. "I don't know if
it's that authentic, either,"” she told him "And right now I'mnot that curious. Forget it."

Bef ore Hunt could reply, the phone rang again. He answered it. It was Danchekker, | ooking
ready to comit nmayhem

"This is nmonstrous! CQutrageous!" The veins at his tenples were throbbing visibly. "Have
you any idea of the provocation to which | have been subjected? Where are you in this conputerized
lunatic asylun? What kind of -- "

"Hold it, Chris. Cal mdown." Hunt held up a hand. "It's not as bad as you think. Al
that's -- "

"Not as bad? Where in God's nane are we? How do we get out of it? Have you tal ked to the
others? By what right do these alien creatures presume to -- "

"You're not anywhere, Chris. You're still on the ground at McClusky. So aml. W all are
VWhat' s happened is -- "

"Don't be preposterous! It's quite evident that --

"Have you talked to VISAR? It'Il explain it all far better than | can. Lyn's with ne and --

"No | have not, and what's nore | have no intention of doing anything of the kind. If
these Thuriens do not possess the common courtesy to -- "

Hunt sighed. "VISAR, take the professor honme and straighten himout, could you? | don't
think "'mup to dealing with himright now "

“I'I'l handle it," VISAR replied, and Danchekker pronptly vanished fromthe screen |eaving
an enpty roomin the frame.

"Amazing," Hunt nurnured. There were times, he thought,

when he woul d have liked to be able to pull that stunt wi th Danchekker hinself.

A knock sounded lightly on the door. Hunt and Lyn's heads jerked around to look at it,
turned back to neet each other's questioning | ooks, then stared at the door again. Lyn shrugged
and noved across the roomtoward it. Hunt switched off the terminal and | ooked up to find the
eight-foot-tall figure of a Ganynean strai ghtening up after ducking through the doorway. Lyn stood
speechl ess with surprise as she held the door open

"Dr. Hunt and M ss Garland," the Ganymean said. "First, on behalf of all of us, |
apol ogi ze for the somewhat bizarre welconme. It was necessary for sone very inportant reasons,
which will be expl ained when we all get together very shortly. | hope that our |eaving you on your
own like this hasn't seenmed too bad-mannered, but we thought that perhaps a short period of
adj ustment m ght be beneficial. | am Porthi k Eesyan-one of those you were expecting to neet."
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Chapter ten

Eesyan was subtly different in formfromthe Ganynmeans of the Shapi eron, Hunt noticed as
they wal ked. He had the sanme massive torso |lines beneath his |oose-fitting yellow jerkin and
el aborately woven shirt of red and anber netallic threads, and the same six-fingered hands, each
with two thunbs, but his skin was darker than the grays that Hunt renenbered-al nost bl ack-and
seened smoother in texture; his build was lighter and nore slender, his height slightly |less than
woul d have been nornmal, and his |ower face and skull, though still elongated significantly, had
receded and broadened into a nore rounded head that was closer to the human proffle.

"W can nove objects fromplace to place instantaneously by neans of artificially
generated spinning black holes,"” Eesyan told them "As your own theories predict, a rapidly
spi nning black hole flattens out into a disk, and eventually becones a toroid with the nass
concentrated at the rim In that situation the singularity exists across the central aperture and
can be approached axially wi thout catastrophic tidal effects. The aperture affords an 'entry port
into a hyperreal mdescribed by |aws not subject to the conventional restrictions of ordinary
spacetine. Creating such an entry port also gives rise to a hypersymmetric effect that appears as
a projection el sewhere in nornmal space, and which functions as a coupled exit port. By controlling
the di nensions, spin, orientation, and certain other paraneters of the initial hole, we can sel ect
with considerabl e accuracy the location of the exit up to distances in the order of several tens
of light-years."

Eesyan between Vic and Lyn, they were wal king al ong a broad, enclosed, brightly
illum nated arcade of soaring lines, gleaning scul ptures, and vast openings, which led into other
spaces. There were nore Escher-like distortions and inversions here and there in the scene, but
not hi ng as overwhel ning as the sight they had first seen fromthe perceptron. Apparently Ganynean
gravitic engineering tricks canme with the architecture on Thurien. For this

was Thurien. They had enmerged fromthe room and wal ked through a series of galleries and a
huge doned space bustling with Ganyneans, eventually to this place, the illusory blending so
snoothly into reality that Hunt had mi ssed the point along the way at which the switch fromone to
the other had taken place. The neeting between the two worlds was about to take place, Eesyan had
i nforned them and he had been assigned to escort themthere personally. No doubt VISAR coul d have
transferred themthere instantly, Hunt thought, but this seemed a nore natural way while they were
still "acclimatizing." And having an opportunity to get to know at |east one of the aliens
informally in advance hel ped the process further. Probably that was the idea.

"That rmust be how you got the perceptron to Earth," Hunt said.

"Alnost to Earth," Eesyan told him "A black hole | arge enough to take a sizabl e object
creates a significant gravitational disturbance over a |arge distance. Therefore we don't project
things like that into the nmddle of planetary systens; it would disrupt clocks and cal endars and
so on. W exited the perceptron outside the solar system and it had to make the last lap in a
nore conventional way."

"So a round trip needs four conventional stages,
ot her."

"Correct.”

"Whi ch explains why it took something like a day to make it from Thurien to Earth," Hunt

Lyn comented. "Two one way, and two the

sai d.

"Yes. Instant planet-to-planet hopping is out. But communications is another natter
entirely. W can send nessages by beanm ng a gamra frequency microlaser into a m croscopic bl ack-
hole toroid that can be generated in equi pment capable of operating on planetary surfaces wthout
undesirabl e side effects. So instant planet-to-planet data-links are practicable. Wat's nore,
generating the m croscopic black holes needed for them doesn't require the enornous anount of
energy that holes big enough to send ships through do. So we don't do a | ot of instantaneous
peopl e- movi ng unl ess we have to; we prefer noving infornmation instead."

It fitted in with what Hunt already knew he and Lyn were really at Mcd usky, and all the
i nformati on they were perceiving was being transmitted there through vJsA 1~. "That expl ai ns how

the information gets sent,” he said. "But what's the input to the systen? Howis it
originated in the first place?"

"Thurien is a fully '"wired" planet," Eesyan explained. "So are npost of the other planets
in the portions of the Gal axy where we have spread. VI SAR exists all over those worlds, and in
ot her places between, as a dense network of sensors |ocated inside the structures of buildings and
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cities, distributed invisibly across nountains, forests, and plains, and in orbit above planetary
surfaces. By conbining and interpolating between its data inputs, it is able to compute and

synt hesi ze the conpl ete sensory input that woul d be experienced by a person | ocated at any
particul ar pl ace.

"vl sAR bypasses the normal input channels to the brain and stinulates synbolic neura
patterns directly with focused arrays of high-resolution spatial stress-waves. Thus it can inject
straight into the nmind all the information that woul d be received by somebody physically present
at whatever place is specified. Also it nonitors the neural activity of the voluntary notor system
and reproduces faithfully all the feedback sensations that woul d acconpany nuscul ar novenents and
so forth. The net result is to create an fflusion of actually being at a renote |ocation which is
i ndi stinguishable fromthe real thing. Physically transporting the body would add nothing."

"Star travel the easy way," Lyn nurnured. She gazed around as they came to the end of the
arcade and turned off to begin wal king across a curved, sweeping surface that had | ooked like a
wall a mnute ago, but now seermed to be pivoting slowy as they noved onto it and lifting the
whol e of the arcade and the structures connected to it up at an increasing angle behind them
"This is all real and twenty light-years away?" she said, still sounding disbelieving. "I really
haven't conme here?"

"Can you tell the difference?" Eesyan asked her

"How about you, Porthik?" Hunt asked as a new thought struck him "Are you actually
here...there...whatever, in Vranix, or what?"

"I"'mon an artificial world twenty mifflon mles from Thurien,"” Eesyan replied. "Calazar
is on Thurien, but six thousand mles fromVranix at a place called Thurios-the principal city of
Thurien. Vranix is an old city that we keep preserved for sentinmental and traditional reasons.
Frenua Showm whom you were al so expecting to neet and will very shortly, is on a planet called

Crayses, which is in a star systemabout nine |light-years fromG star."

Lyn was | ooki ng puzzled. "I'mnot quite sure | get this," she said. "How do we all manage
to get consistent inpressions when we're in different places? How do | see you there, Vic next to
you, and all this around us when it's scattered all over the Gal axy?" Hunt was still too boggled

by what Eesyan had said a nonent earlier to be able to ask anything.

"VI sAR nmanuf actures conposite inpressions fromdata originated in different places and
delivers themas a total package," Eesyan replied. "It can conbine visual, tactile, audile, and
other details of an environment with data synthesized fromnonitoring the neural activity of other
persons linked into the system and provide each individual with a compl ete, personalized
i npression of being in that environnent and interacting physically and verbally with the others.
Hence we can visit other worlds, travel anobng other cultures, convene for neetings in other star
systens, and make visits to artificial worlds out in space...and be hone in an instant. W do nove
around physically to sone degree, of course, for exanple in recreation or for activities that
requi re physical presence, but for the nost part our |ong-range business and travel is conducted
via electronics and gravitics."

The surface continued curving over and brought themout into a wide circular gallery that
| ooked down over a railed parapet on a fairly busy plaza of sone kind a |l evel bel ow Between the
flowi ng curves and surfaces enclosing the space from above, they could see part of the floor of
the arcade that they had been wal king along a few mnutes earlier. At least, it had seemed like a
floor at the tinme. But by now they were beginning to get used to that kind of thing.

"When we first sat down inside that plane at MO usky, all ny senses went haywire for a
while,” Lyn said as she thought back. "Wat was that all about?"

"VISAR tuning in to your personal cerebral patterns and activity |levels," Eesyan told her.
"I't was making adjustnents until it obtained correct feedback responses. They vary sonewhat from
i ndividual to individual. The process is a one-time thing. You could think of it as sonewhat |ike
fingerprinting."”

"Porthik," Hunt said after they had continued for sone distance in silence. "That stunt
you pulled on ne right at the begin --

ni ng-you' ve been getting sone m xed-up stories about Earth, and you needed to check them
out. Right?"

"It was extremely inmportant, as Calazar will explain," Eesyan answered.

"But was it necessary?" Hunt queried. "If VISAR can access synbolic neural patterns
directly, why couldn't it have sinply pulled whatever it wanted to know straight out of ny menory?
That way there woul dn't have been any risk of wong answers.”

"Technically that woul d be possible," Eesyan agreed. "However, for reasons of privacy such
things are not permtted under our laws, and VISAR is programmed in a way that restricts it to
supplying primary sensory inputs to the brain and nonitoring notor and certain other term na

file:/l/F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Giant's%20Star.txt (36 of 137) [2/4/03 10:56:13 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Gi ant's%20Star .txt

outputs only. It comunicates only what woul d be seen, heard, felt, and so on; it does not read
m nds. "

"How about the others?" Hunt inquired. "Do you have any idea how they're getting al ong?
woul dn't exactly recommend your wel coming cerenonies as the best way of making friends."

Eesyan's nouth puckered in the way that Hunt had | ong ago recogni zed as the Ganynean
equi valent of a smile. "You needn't worry. They haven't all been getting to the bottom of VI SAR as
qui ckly as you did, so sone of themare still a little confused, but apart fromthat they're
fine."

The confusion had been intentional, Hunt realized suddenly. It was a deliberate neasure
calcul ated to defuse any aninosity left lingering as a result of the initial shock tactics.
Eesyan's showing up to escort themto wherever they were going was no doubt part of the plan too
"It didn't seemquite like that when | talked to Chris Danchekker on the phone a few m nutes
before you arrived," he said, grinning to hinmself as he caught the expression on Lyn's face.

"As a matter of fact, you and Professor~ Danchekker did have conparatively hard rides,"
Eesyan admitted. "We're sorry about that, but the two of you were unique in that you both
possessed firsthand know edge of certain events connected with the S/iapieron that we were
particularly anxious to obtain. The experiences of your conpanions were nore in the nature of
di scussions concerning their various specialized fields. Their accounts corroborated one another's
perfectly. It was very illumnating."

"What happened with you and Chris?" Lyn asked, |ooking across at Hunt.

"I"1l tell you about it later,” he replied. What they did m ght have been unconventi onal
but it had certainly worked, he told hinself with grudging adnmiration. In those first few mnutes
the Ganyneans had obtai ned and verified nore information than they could have in days of talking
If it was that inportant, he could hardly blame themafter the way they had been nessed around by
the UN at Farside. He wondered if Caldwell and the others saw things the sane way. It wouldn't be
| ong before he found out, he saw as he | ooked ahead of them They seemed to have arrived at their
desti nati on.

They were wal ki ng down a shall ow, fan-shaped ranp that was taking themthrough a fina
arch out into the open. They energed into a descendi ng arrangenent of interlocking geonetric
forns, terraces, and esplanades that formed one side of a large circular |ayout echoing the sane
thene. The | owernost, central part, directly ahead of them consisted of a forumof seats set in
tiers and facing one another fromall four sides of a rectangular floor. The whole place was a
vast composition of color and formset ampong poois of liquid fluorescence fed by slow notion
rivers and fountains of shimmering light. A nunber of figures were assenbled on three sides of the
floor, all Ganynmean. They were standing and seened to be waiting. At the front and in the center
of a raised section of seats on one side was Cal azar, recogni zable by his dark green tunic and
silvery cape.

And then Hunt saw Caidwel|l's stocky frame enmerge from another entrance on the far side of
an open area to his right, acconpanied by a Ganynean...and beyond Caidwell, Heller and Packard
appeared with anot her Ganynean, Heller wal king calmy and with assurance, Packard staring from
side to side and | ooking bew | dered. Hunt turned his head the other way in tinme to see Danchekker
wal ki ng through an archway, waving his arns and renonstrating to a Ganynean on either side;
evidently it was taking two of themto handle him The arrivals had been synchroni zed perfectly.
It couldn't have been accident al

Suddenly Lyn gasped and stopped, her face raised to stare at sonething overhead. Hunt
foll owed her gaze...and stopped

t hen gasped.

Fromthree sides beyond the raised rimof the place they were

in, three slimspires of pink ivory converged upward above their heads for an inestimable
di stance before blending into an inverted cascade of terraces and ranparts that broadened and
unf ol ded upward and away for what nust have been niles. Above it-it didn't nmake sense, but above
it, where the sky shoul d have been, the scene mushrooned out into a m nd-defying fusion of
structures of staggering dinmensions that marched away as far as the eye could see in one
direction, and fringed a distant ocean in the other. It had to be the city of Vranix. But it was
all hanging nmiles over their heads, and upsi de down.

And then the realization hit him They had wal ked out into the sky. The three pink spires
"rising" fromaround themin fact surnounted an enornous tower that projected upward fromthe
city, supporting a circular platformthat held the place they were in. But they had come out on
the underside of it! Their senses had becone sufficiently disoriented in the Ganynean | abyrinth
for themto have inverted without realizing it, and they had wal ked outside in sone locally
generated gravity effect to find thensel ves gazi ng down over the surface of Thurien stretching
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away over their heads.

Cal dwell and the others had seen it too, and were just standing, staring. Even Danchekker
had stopped tal king and was | ooki ng upward, his nmouth hanging half open. It was the Ganyneans
final trunp card and nmaster stroke, Hunt realized. Even if any of his conpani ons had been
harboring any lingering resentnents, they would be too overwhel ned by this-tined precisely to hit
them m nutes before the neeting was due to begin-to protest very strongly. He |liked these aliens,
he deci ded, strange though the thought seenmed in sonme ways at that particular nonment. He al ways
enj oyed seeing professionals in action

One by one the dazed figures of the Terrans cane slowy back to |life and began novi ng
again, down toward the central forum where the Ganyneans were waiti ng.

Chapter el even

"W owe you an apol ogy," Calazar said bluntly as soon as the introductions had been
completed. "I know that's not supposed to be the best way of starting a neeting by Earth's
customnms, but |'ve never really understood why. If it needs saying, let's say it and get it out of
the way. As you no doubt appreciate by now, we needed to check some facts that are inportant to
us, and to you too I would imagine. It seens just as well that we did."

It was going to be a far less formal affair than he had been half prepared for, Hunt noted
with relief. He wondered if what he was hearing was an accurate translation of Calazar's words or
a liberal interpretation concocted by VISAR He had assuned that an opening on this note would be
unavoi dabl e, and was ready for sone fireworks there and then. But as he | ooked around he coul d see
that the Ganynean defusing tactics appeared to be having their desired effect. Caidwell and Heller
seened in command of thenselves and were | ooking purposeful as if by no nmeans ready to let the
matter just go at that, but at the sanme tine they were subdued sufficiently to wait and see what
devel oped before maki ng an i ssue out of anything. Danchekker had obviously cone in spoiling for a
fight, but the psychol ogical |eft hook that the Ganynmeans had delivered out of the blue-literally-
at the last nmoment had tenporarily knocked it out of him Packard appeared to be in some kind of
trance; in his case the tranquilizer had, perhaps, worked too well.

After pausing, Calazar continued, "On behalf of our entire race, we welconme you to our
world and to our society. The threads that have traced the evolution of our two kinds, and which
have renmi ned separated until now, have at |ast crossed. We hope that fromthis point on they wll
continue to remain entwined for the benefit and greater learning of all of us." Wth that he sat
down. It was sinple, Hunt thought, and seened a good way of getting things noving.

The Terran faces turned toward Packard, who was officially the

nost senior in rank and therefore the designated spokesman. It took hima few seconds to
realize that the others were | ooking at him Then he | ooked uncertainly fromside to side, gripped
the sides of his chair, noistened his lips, and rose slowy and somewhat unsteadily to his feet.
"On behal f of the...government of..." The words dried up. He stood swaying slightly and staring
dunmbstruck at the rows of alien countenances arrayed before him and then raised his head and
shook it disbelievingly at the spectacle of the tower falling away into the netropolis of Vranix
and the panorama of Thurien stretching off on every side beyond. For an instant Hunt thought he
was going to collapse. And then he vani shed

"I regret that the Secretary of State appears to be tenporarily indisposed," VISAR
i nforned the assenbly.

That was enough to break the spell. At once Caidwell was on his feet, his eyes steely and
his mouth clanped in a dowmnturned line. Heller had also started to rise, but she checked herself
and sank back into her seat as Caidwell beat her to it by a split second. "This has gone too far,"
Caidwel | grated, fixing his eyes on Calazar. "Save the niceties. W canme here in good faith. You
owe us an explanation."

Instantly everything changed. The forum the tower, Vranix, and the overhead canopy of
Thurien were gone. Instead they were all indoors in a fairly |arge but not huge roomwi th a doned
ceiling, which contained a wide, circular table of iridescent crystal as a centerpiece. The
principal participants were placed around it in the sane relative positions as before with
Cal dwel | still standing; the other Ganyneans who had been present earlier were | ooking on from
rai sed seats behind. Conpared to the previous setting this one felt protective and secure.

"We underestinated the inpact," Calazar said hastily. "Perhaps this will be closer to what
you are used to."

"Never mind the Alice-in-Wnderland effects," Caidwell said. "Okay, you've made your point-
we're inmpressed. But we canme here at your request and sonebody just flipped out as a consequence
W don't find it anusing.”
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"That was not intentional," Calazar replied. "W have al ready expressed our regrets. Your
col l eague will be back to normal very soon.',

The exchange did not have the connotations that it would have

if this confrontation were taking place on Earth, Hunt knew as he |istened. Because of
their origins Ganyneans sinply didn't seek to intimdate nor did they respond to intinidation
They didn't think that way. Calazar was sinply stating the facts of the nmatter, no nore and no
| ess. The standards and conditioning of human culture did not apply to this situation. Caidwel
knew it too, but sonmebody had to be seen to set the linits.

"So let's get down to some straight questions and answers,"” Caidwell said. "You said that
our two races have evol ved separately until now. That's not entirely true-the two |ines cone
together a long way back in the past. Since the story you've been getting about us seens to have
beconme confused sonewhere, it night help clear up a ot of uncertainty and save us sone tine if |
sum up what we already know. " Wthout waiting for a response he went on, "W know that your
civilization existed on Mnerva until around twenty-five nillion years ago, that you shipped a | ot
of terrestrial life there, possibly to attenpt a genetic-engineering solution to the environnmental
probl ens, and that the Lunarians evol ved from ancestors included anobng them after you left. W
al so know about the Lunarian war of fifty thousand years ago, about the Moon being captured by
Eart h, and about oursel ves havi ng descended from Lunarian survivors that cane with it. Are we
tal ki ng the sane | anguage so far?"

A ripple of murmurings broke out anbng the Ganyneans. They seemed surprised. Evidently the
Terrans knew a lot nore than they had expected. That could put an interesting new perspective on
thi ngs, Hunt thought.

Frenua Showm the femal e anbassador of Thurien, who had been introduced at the
comrencenent of the proceedings, replied. "If you al ready know about the Lunarians, you shoul dn't
have any difficulty in finding the answer to one of the questions that you have no doubt been
asking," she said. "Earth has been under surveillance because of our concern that it might go the
way of its Lunarian ancestors and becone a technically advanced, belligerent planet. The Lunarians
destroyed thensel ves before they spilled out of the solar system Earth m ght not have. |In other
words we saw in Earth a potential threat to other parts of the Gl axy, and perhaps, one day, to
all of it." Showm gave the inpression that she was far from convinced, even now, that it wasn't
so. Definitely not a Terranophile, Hunt deci ded. The reason did not

cone as a surprise. Wth the Ganyneans being the way they were and the Lunarians havi ng
been the way they had, it had to be sonething |like that.

"So why all the secrecy?" Heller asked from beside Caldwell. Caldwell sat down to allow
her to take it fromthere. "You claimto represent the Thurien race, yet it's obvious that you
don't speak for everybody. You don't want this dial ogue brought to the attention of whoever is
responsi ble for the surveillance. So are you what you say you are? |If so, why do you need to
conceal your actions fromyour own people?"

"The surveillance is operated by an autononous...shall we say, 'organization' wthin our
system " Cal azar replied. "W had reason to suspect the accuracy of sonme of the information being
reported. It becane necessary for us to verify it...but discreetly, in case we were wong."

"Suspect the accuracy!" Hunt repeated, spreading his hands in an inploring gesture around
the table. "You're making it sound like just a mnor aberration here and there. Christ...they
didn't even tell you that the Shapieron had returned and was on Earth at all-your own ship with
your own people in it! And the picture you got of Earth wasn't just inaccurate; it was
systematically distorted. So what the hell's been going on?"

"That is an internal affair of Thurien that we will now be in a position to do sonething
about," Cal azar assured him He seened a little off., balance, perhaps as a result of his having
been unprepared for the Terrans knowi ng as nuch as Cal dwel |l had reveal ed.

"It's not just an internal affair,"” Hedler insisted. "It concerns our whole planet. W
want to know who's been nisrepresenting us, and why."

"W don't know why," Calazar told her sinply. "That's what we're trying to find out. The
first step was to get our facts straight. My apologies again, but | think we have now achi eved
that."

Cal dwell was scow ing. "Maybe you ought to let us talk to this 'organization' direct," he
rumbled. "We'll find out why."

"That's not possible," Calazar said.

"Why?" Heller asked him "Surely we've got a legitinate interest in all this. You' ve
carried out your discreet checking of facts now, and you've got your answers. |If you in fact
represent this planet, what's to stop you acting accordingly?"

"Are you in a position to make such demands?" Showm cha
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lenged. "If our interpretation of the situation is correct, you do not constitute an
officially representative group of the whole of Earth's society, either. That function surely
belongs rightfully to the United Nations, does it not?"

"We' ve been communicating with themfor weeks," Calazar said, taking Showr s point. "They
have done nothing to dispel any wong inpressions of Earth that we may have, and they seem
disinclined to neet us. But your transm ssions were directed fromanother part of the solar system
entirely, suggesting perhaps that you did not wi sh our replies to beconme general know edge, and
therefore that you are equally concerned with preserving secrecy."

"What is the reason for the UN s curious attitude?" Showm asked, |ooking fromone to
anot her of the Terrans and allowi ng her eyes to rest finally on Heller.

Hel | er sighed wearily. "I don't know," she adnitted. "Perhaps they're wary of the possible
consequences of colliding with an advanced alien culture."

"And so it might be with some of our own race," Calazar said. It seened unlikely since
Earth was hardly advanced by Thurien standards, but strange things were possible, Hunt supposed.

"So maybe we should insist on talking to that organization directly,” Showm suggested
poi ntedly. There was no response to that.

There was stifi sonmething Hunt didn't understand when he sat back and tried to reconstruct
in his mnd the probabl e sequence of events as the Thuriens would have perceived them For sone
time they had been building up a picture of a belligerent and nmilitarized Earth fromthe accounts
forwarded by the nysterious "organization," none of which had nentioned the Shapi eron. Then a
signal, coded in Ganynean, had suddenly come in direct to Calazar's side of the operation
advising that the ship was on its way honme. After that, the further transni ssions from Farside
woul d have accunul ated to hint of an Earth significantly different fromthat which the
surveil l ance reports had described. But why had it been so inportant for the Thuriens to establish
whi ch version was correct? The neasures that they had enployed to find out said very clearly that
the i ssue had been taken nuch nore seriously than could be explained by nmere academi c curiosity or
the need to straighten out some internal managenent probl ens.

"Let's start at the beginning with this relay device-or whatever

you'd call it-that you've got outside the solar system" he suggested when he had that
nmuch clear in his head.

"I't's not ours," Eesyan said at once fromhis position next to Cal azar, opposite Showm
"W don't know what it is, either. You see, we didn't put it there."

"But you must have," Hunt protested. "It uses your instant comunications technol ogy. It
responded to Ganynean protocols."”

"Nevertheless it's a nystery," Eesyan replied. "Qur guess is that it nust be a piece of
survei |l  ance hardware, not operated by us but by the organization responsible for that activity,
whi ch nmal functioned in sone way and routed the signal through to our equiprment instead of to its
i ntended destination.”

"But you replied to it," Hunt pointed out.

"At the time we were under the inpression it was fromthe Shapieron itself,"” Cal azar
answered. "Qur inmediate concern was to let its people know that their nmessage had been received,
that they had correctly identified Gstar, and that they were heading for the right place." Hunt
nodded. He woul d have done the sane thing.

Caidwell frowned in a way that said he still wasn't clear about sonething. "Okay, but
getting back to this relay-why didn't you find out what it was? You can send stuff from Thurien to
Earth in a day. Wiy couldn't you send sonething to check it out?"

“"I'f it was a piece of surveillance hardware that had gone faulty and given us a direct
line, we didn't want to draw attention to it," Ecsyan replied. "W were getting sone interesting
information through it."

"You didn't want this-'organization' to know about it?" Heller queried, |ooking puzzled.

"Correct."

"But they al ready knew about it. The reply from G star was all over Earth's newsgrid. They
must have known about it if they run the surveillance."

"But they weren't picking up your signals to the relay," Eesyan said. "W would have known
if they were." Suddenly Hunt realized why G star hadn't responded to the Farside transni ssions
that had continued for nonths after the Shapieron's departure: the Thuriens didn't want to reveal
their direct line via Earth's news network. That fitted in with their insistence on nothing being
com

nuni cated via the net when at |ast they had el ected to reopen the dial ogue.
Hel | er paused for a nonent and brought her hand up to her brow while she collected her
t houghts. "But they couldn't have left it at that," she said, |ooking up. "Fromwhat they picked
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up out of the newsgrid, they would have known that you knew about the Shapi eron-sonething they
hadn't been telling you about. They coul dn't have just done nothing...not wthout arousing
suspicion. They'd have to tell you about it at that point, because they knew if they didn't you'd
be going to them and aski ng sone awkward questions."

"Which is exactly what they did," Calazar confirnmed.

"So didn't you ask them why they hadn't gotten around to it earlier?" Caidwell asked. "I
mean- hel I, the ship had been there for six nonths."

"Yes, we did," Calazar replied. "The reason they gave was that they were concerned for the
Shapi eron's safety, and feared that attenpts to interfere with the situation nmight only jeopardize
it further. Rightly or wongly, they had cone to the decision that it would be better for us to
know only after it was out of the solar System"™

Cal dwel | snorted, obviously not inpressed by the nysterious "organi zation's" excuse.
"Didn't you ask to see the records they had acquired through their surveillance?"

"We did," Calazar answered. "And they produced ones that had every appearance of
justifying their fears for the Shapieron conpletely."

Now Hunt knew where the phony depictions that he had witnessed of the Shapieron's arriva
at Ganynede had cone from

the "organi zation" had faked them just as they had been faking their reports of Earth al
al ong. Those were the versions that Cal azar's people had been shown. |f those scenes with their
frighteningly authentic blending of reality and fantasy were typical of what had been going on, it
was no wonder that the deception had gone unsuspected for years.

"I'"ve seen sone of those records,” Hunt said. He sounded incredul ous. "How did you ever
conme to suspect that they m ght not be genuine? They're unbelievable."

"W didn't," Eesyan told him "VISAR did. As you nay be aware, the drive nethod of the
Shapi eron creates a spacetine

def ormati on around the ship. It is nbst pronounced when main drive is operating, but
exi sts to sone extent even under auxiliary drive-sufficient to displace the apparent positions of
background stars close to the vessel's outline by a nmeasurabl e amount. VI SAR noticed that the
predi cted displacenents were present in sone of the views we were shown, but conpletely m ssing
fromothers. Hence the reports of the Shapieron were suspect."”

"And not only those," Calazar said. "By inplication, every other report that we had ever
recei ved of Earth was in doubt too, but we had no conparable way of testing them" He noved his
eyes solemly along the row of Terran faces. "Perhaps now you can see why we were concerned. W
had two conflicting inpressions of Earth, and no way of knowi ng how rmuch of each m ght be true.
But suppose that Earth was as aggressive and as irrational as we had been led to believe for
years, and that the occupants of the Shapi eron had i ndeed been received and treated in the ways
described to us..." He left the sentence unfinished. "Well, in our position what night you have
t hought ?"

A sil ence descended around the table. The Thuriens woul dn't have known what to believe,
Hunt conceded inwardly. Their only way to check the facts would have been to reopen the dial ogue
with Earth secretly and establish face-to-face contact, which was precisely what they had done. So
why had it been so inportant?

Suddenly Lyn's nouth dropped open, and she stared w de-eyed at Cal azar. "You were afraid
that we m ght have bonbed the Shapieron or sonething!" she gasped, horrified. "If we were the way
those stories said, we'd never have let that ship get to Thurien to tell anybody about it." The
shocked | ooks coming fromaround her said that it suddenly all nade sense to the others too. Even
Cal dwel | seened deflated for the nonent. It was a shane about Jerol Packard, but nobody could
bl ane the Thuriens for acting as they had.

"But you didn't have to wait to find out," Hunt said after a few seconds. "You can project
bl ack-hol e ports across light-years. Wiy didn't you sinply intercept the ship and get it here
fast? Surely they'd have been the obvious people to check your surveillance reports with; they had
been on Earth for six months.”

"Techni cal reasons," Eesyan replied. "A Thurien vessel can clear a planetary systemin
about a day, but only because it carries on-board equi pnment that interacts with the transfer port
and keeps

the gravitational disturbance relatively localized. Naturally the Shapieron does not have
such equi pnent. We needed to give it nonths if we were to avoid perturbing your planetary orbits.
That woul d have been enbarrassing if our fears were groundl ess. But we've been taking a risk. W
finally reached the point where we had to know whether or not that ship was safe-now, w thout any
further delays and obstructions."

"W had deci ded to go ahead anyway when it becane clear that we were not naking progress
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with the UN," Calazar told them "Only when your nessages from Jupiter started conming in did we
decide to leave it a little longer. W had the necessary ships and generators ready then, and they
have been standing by ever since. Al they needed was one signhal fromus to commence the
operation."

Hunt sank back in his chair and released a long breath. It had been a close thing. If Joe
Shannon on Jupiter Five had not been thinking too clearly for a day or two, all of Earth's
astronom cal tables would have needed to be worked out all over again from square one.

"You'd better send the signal."

The voi ce sounded suddenly from one end of the Terran group. Everyone | ooked round,
surprised, and found Danchekker directing a challenging | ook fromone part of the table to another
as if inviting themto nake sone obvi ous deduction. A score of Terran and Ganynean faces stared
back at hi m bl ankly.

Danchekker renoved his spectacles, polished themw th a handkerchief, and then returned
themto his nose in the manner of a professor allowing a class of slow students time to reflect
upon sone proposition he had put to them There was no reason why VI SAR woul d rmake | enses t hat
exi sted only in sonebody's head go cloudy, Hunt thought to hinself; the ritual was just an
unconsci ous nmanneri sm

At | ast Danchekker | ooked up. "It seems evident that this, er, 'organization' responsible
for the surveillance activities, whatever its nature, would not see its interests served by the
Shapi eron reaching Thurien." He paused to let the full inplication sink in.

"And now |l et ne conjecture as to what night be nmy disposition now, were | in the position

of the | eaders of that organization,” he resuned. "I assunme that | know nothing about this neeting
or that any dial ogue between Thurien and Earth is taking place at al

since ny source of information would be the terrestrial comunications network, and al
references to such facts have been excluded fromthat system Therefore | would have no reason to
believe that ny falsified accounts of Earth have been questioned. Now, that being so, if the
Shapi eron were to encounter an unfortunate, shall we say, accident, somewhere in the void between
the stars, | would have every reason to feel confident that, if perchance the Thuriens should
suspect foul play, Earth would top their list as the nost likely culprit."” He nodded and showed
his teeth briefly as the appall ed expressions around the table registered the inpact of what he
was driving at.

"Precisely!" be exclainmed, and | ooked across at Calazar. "If you have at your disposal the
means of extracting that vessel fromits present predicament, | would strongly advise that you
proceed with such action without a nonent of further delay!"”

Chapter twelve

Ni el s Sverenssen | ay propped against the pillows in his executivegrade quarters at
G ordano Bruno, watching the girl dress by the vanity on the far side of the room She was young
and quite pretty, with the clear conplexion and open features typical of many Americans, and her
| oose black hair cut an intriguing contrast agai nst her white skin. She should use the sunray
facilities provided in the gymasi um nore often, he thought to hinself. As with nost of her sex,
her superficial layer of college-applied pseudointellectualismwent no deeper than the pignent in
her skin; beneath it she was as facile as the rest of thema regrettably necessary but not
unpl easant diversion fromthe nore serious side of life. "You only want nmy body," they had cried
i ndi gnantly down through the ages. "Wat el se can you offer?" was his reply.

She finished buttoning her shirt and turned toward the mirror to run a conb hurriedly
through her hair. "I knowit's a strange tinme to be leaving," she said. "Trust nme to be on early
shift this norning. 1'"mgoing to be late again as it is."

"Don't worry about it," Sverenssen told her, putting nore concern into his voice than he
felt. "First things nust cone first."

She pi cked her jacket up off the back of a chair next to the vanity and slung it over her
shoul der. "Have you got the cartridge?" she asked, turning back to face him

Sverenssen opened the drawer of the bedside unit, reached inside, and took out a matchbook-
size, conputer nicromenory cartridge. "Here. Renenber to be careful.”

The girl wal ked over to him took the cartridge and folded it inside a tissue, then
slipped it into one of the pockets of her jacket. "I will. Wen will | see you agai n?"

"Today will be very busy. I'Il have to let you know. "

"Don't nake it too long." She smiled, stooped to kiss himon the forehead, and Il eft,
cl osing the door softly behind her

Prof essor Gregor Maffiusk, the Director of Astronony at the G ordano Bruno observatory,

file:/l/F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Giant's%20Star.txt (42 of 137) [2/4/03 10:56:13 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Gi ant's%20Star .txt

was not | ooking pl eased when she arrived in the main-dish control roomten nminutes later. "You're
| ate again, Janet," he grunbled as she hung her jacket in one of the closets by the door and put
on her white working coat. "John had to |l eave in haste because he's going to Ptol eny today, and

I'"ve had to cover. I've got a neeting in less than an hour and things to do beforehand. This
situation is becoming intolerable.”
“I"'msorry, Professor," she said. "I overslept. It won't happen again." She wal ked qui ckly

across to the supervisory consol e and began going through the routine of calling up the night's
status logs with deft, practiced novenents of her fingers.

Mal i usk wat ched bal efully from besi de the equi prent racks outside his office, trying not
to notice the firm slimlines of her body outlined by the white nmaterial of her coat and the
raven black curls tunbling carelessly over her collar. "It's that Swede again, isn't it," he
grow ed before he could stop hinself.

"That's my business," Janet said w thout | ooking up, making her voice as firmas she
dared. "l've already said-it won't happen again." She conpressed her nmouth into a tight line and
st abbed savagely at the keyboard to bring another screen of data up in front of her

"The check correlation on 557B was not conpl eted yesterday,” Malliusk said icily. "It was
schedul ed for conpletion by fifteen hundred.".

Janet hesitated from what she was doing, closed her eyes nmonentarily, and bit her 1ip.
"Damm!" she muttered beneath her breath, then louder, "I'Il skip break and get it done then
There's not a lot of it left."

"John has already conpleted it."

"I"'m..sorry. I'lIl do an extra hour off his next shift to make up.,

Mal | i usk scow ed at her for a few seconds | onger, then turned on his heel abruptly and
| eft the control room w thout saying anything nore.

When she had finished checking the status |ogs, she switched off the screen and wal ked
over to the transm ssion subsystem cornmuni cati ons auxiliary processor cabinet, opened a cover
panel, and inserted the cartridge that Sverenssen had given her into an enpty slot. Then she noved
around to the front of the systemcon --

sol e and ran through the routine of integrating the contents of the cartridge into the
message buffer already assenbled for transmission later that day. Were the transm ssion was
i ntended for she didn't know, but it was part of whatever had brought the UN del egation to Bruno
Mal | i usk al ways took care of the technical side of that personally, and he never tal ked about it
with the rest of the staff

Sverenssen had told her that the cartridge contai ned sone mundane data that had cone in
late fromEarth for appending to the transm ssion that had been al ready conposed; everything that
went out was supposed to be approved formally by all of the delegates, but it would have been
silly to call themall together nerely to rubber-stanp sonething as petty as this. But a couple of
them coul d be touchy, he had said, and he cautioned her to be discreet. She liked the feeling of
being confided in over a matter of UN inportance, even if it had only to do with some m nor point,
especially by sonebody so sophisticated and worldly. It was so deliciously romantic! And, who
knew? From sone of the things that Sverenssen had said, she could be doing herself a really big
favor in the long run.

"He is a guest here, |like the rest of you, and we have done our best to be acconmopdati ng, "
Mal Iiusk told Sobroskin later that nmorning in the Soviet delegate's offices. "But this is
interfering with the observatory's work. | do not expect to have to be accommpdating to the point
of having ny own work disrupted. And besides that, | object to such conduct in ny own

establishment, particularly froma man in his position. It is not beconing."

"I can hardly intervene in personal matters that are not part of the delegation's
busi ness,” Sobroskin pointed out, doing his best to be diplomatic as he detected nore than nerely
outraged propriety beneath the scientist's indignation. "It would be nore appropriate for you to
try talking to Sverenssen directly. She is your assistant, after all, and it is the departnent's
work that is being affected.”

"I have already done that, and the response was not satisfactory," Mlliusk replied
stiffly. "As a Russian, | wish nmy cornplaint to be conveyed to whichever office of the Sovi et
Government is concerned with the business of this delegation, with the request that they apply
sonme appropriate influence through the UN

Therefore | amtalking to you as the representative here of that office."

Sobroskin was not really interested in Malliusk's jealousies, and he didn't particularly
want to stir up things in Mscow over sonething like this; too many people would want to know what
the del egati on was doing on Farside in the first place, and that would invite all kinds of
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questi ons and poki ng around. On the other hand, Mlliusk obviously wanted sonething done, and if
Sobr oski n declined there was no telling whomthe professor mght be on the phone to next. There
really wasn't a lot of choice. "Very well,"” he agreed with a sigh. "Leave it with me. 1'll see if
I can talk to Sverenssen today, or maybe tonorrow. "

"Thank you," Malliusk acknow edged fornally, then marched out of the office.

Sobroskin sat there thinking for a while, then reached behind hinself to unlock a safe,
fromwhich he took a file that an old friend in Soviet mlitary intelligence had sent up to Bruno
unofficially at his request. He spent sone time thunbing through its contents to refresh his
menory, and as he thought further, he changed his mind about what he was going to do.

There were a nunber of strange things recorded in the file on Niels Sverenssen-the Swede,
supposedly born in Malno in 1981, who had vani shed while serving as a nercenary in Africa in his
| ate teens a~id then reappeared ten years later in Europe with inconsistent accounts of where he
had been and what he had been doi ng. How had he suddenly reenerged fromobscurity as a man of
consi derabl e wealth and social standing with no record of his novenments during that tinme that
could be traced? How had he established his international connections without it being conmon
know edge?

The pattern of wonmani zing was long and clear. The affair with the German financier's wfe
was interesting...with the rival |over who had publicly sworn vengeance and then met with a skiing
accident less than a nmonth later in dubious circunmstances. A lot of evidence inplied people had
been bought off to close the investigation. Yes, Sverenssen was a man with connections he would
not like to see aired publicly and the ruthl essness to use themw thout hesitation if need be,
Sobroski n thought to hinself.

And nore recently-within the last nonth, in fact-why had Sverenssen been conmuni cati ng
regularly and secretly with

Veri koff, the space-communi cations specialist at the Acadeny of Sciences in Mscow who was
intimately involved with the top-secret Soviet channel to (3istar? The Soviet CGovernment did not
conprehend the UN s apparent policy but it suited them and that neant that the existence of the
i ndependent channel had to be conceal ed fromthe UN nore than from anybody el se; the Americans had
doubt | ess deduced what was happeni ng, but they were unable to prove it. That was their loss. If
they insisted on tying thenmselves down with their notions of fair play, that was up to them But
why was Veri koff talking to Sverenssen?

And finally, in years gone by Sverenssen had al ways been a prom nent figure in |eading the
UN drive for strategic di sarmanent, and a chanpion of worl d-w de cooperation and i ncreased
productivity. Wiy was he now vigorously supporting a UN policy that seened opposed to seizing the
greatest opportunity the human race had ever had to achi eve those very things? It seened strange
Everything to do with Sverenssen seened strange.

Anyhow, what was he going to do about Malliusk's assistant? She was an Anerican girl,
Mal i usk had said. Perhaps there was a way in which be could clear this irritating business up
wi thout inviting Sverenssen's close attention at a tine when he was particularly anxious to avoid
it. Their national |loyalties aside, he admred the way in which Pacey had continued battling to
pronote his country's views after Heller left, and he had got to know the Anerican quite well
socially. In fact it was a shane in some ways that over this particular issue the U S.S.R and the
U S.A were not together on the sanme side of the table; at heart they seened to have nore in
conmon with each other than with the rest of the delegation. Very probably it wouldn't make much
difference for a lot |onger anyway, be adnitted to hinself. As Karen Heller had said on one
occasion, it was the future of the whole race they should be thinking about. As a man he tended to
agree with her; if the contact with G star neant what he thought it nmeant, there would be no
nati onal differences to worry about in fifty years' tinme, nor maybe even any nations. But that was
as a man. In the nmeantinme, as a Russian, he had a job to do.

He nodded to hinself as he closed the ifie and returned it to the safe. He would talk to
Nor man Pacey and see if Pacey would talk to the American girl quietly. Then, with luck, the whole
thing woul d resolve itself with no nore than a few ripples that woul d soon di e away.

Chapter thirteen

Framed in the screen that took up nost of one wall of the roomwas the i mage of a pl anet,
captured fromseveral thousand miles out in space. Most of its surface was ocean blue or stirred
into spirals of curdled clouds through which its continents varied fromyell ow browns and greens
at its equator to frosty white at the poles. It was a warm sunny, and cheerful world, but the
image failed to recreate the sense of wonder at the energy of the life teening across its surface
that Garuth had felt at the tine the inage was captured nonths earlier
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As Garuth, commander of the |ong-range scientific nission ship Shapieron, sat in his
private stateroomstaring at the |last view to be obtained of Earth, he pondered on the incredible
race of beings that had greeted the return of his ship fromits long exile in the mysterious realm
of conmpoundly dilated tinme. Twenty-five nmillion years before, although only a little over twenty
by the Shapieron's clocks, Garuth and his conmpanions had |eft a flourishing civilization on
M nerva to conduct a scientific experinent at a star called Iscaris; if the experinent had gone as
pl anned, they woul d have been gone for twenty-three years of elapsed tine back home, having | ost
Il ess than five years fromtheir own lifetinmes. But the experinment had not gone as planned, and
before the Shapieron was able to return, the Ganyneans had vani shed from M nerva; the Lunarians
had energed, built their civilization, split into opposing factions, and finally destroyed
t hensel ves and the planet; and Hoi no sapiens had returned to Earth and witten several tens of
t housands of years of history.

And so the Shapi eron had found them Wat had been a pathetically deformed nutant left by
the Ganyrmeans to fend for itself against hopeless odds in a harsh and unconproni si ng environnent
had transformed itself into a creature of pride and defiance that had not only survived, but
| aughed its contenpt at every obstacle that the universe had tried to throwin its path. The sol ar
system once the exclusive donain of the Ganynean civilization

had becone rightfully the property of the hunan race. And so the Shapi eron had departed
once nore into the void on a forlorn quest to reach the Gants' Star, the supposed new hone of the
Ganyneans.

Garut h sighed. Supposed for what reasons? Specul ati ons based upon nothing that even the
nost el ementary student of |ogic woul d accept as evidence; a frail straw of possibility clutched
at to rationalize a decision taken in reality for reasons that only Garuth and a few of his
of ficers knew about; a fabrication in the minds of Earthmen, whose optinm smand enthusi asm knew no
bounds.

The incredible Earthnen.

They had persuaded thensel ves that the nyth of the Gants' Star was true and gathered to
wi sh the Ganyneans wel|l when the ship departed, believing, as nost of Garuth's own people stil

bel i eved, the reason he had stated-that Earth's fragile civilization was still too young to
wi t hstand the pressures of coexistence with an alien population that would have grown in nunbers
and influence. But there nust have been a few, |like the Anerican bi ol ogi st Danchekker, and the

Engl i shman Hunt, who had guessed the real reason-that |ong ago the Ganyneans had created the
ancestors of Honp sapiens. The human race had survived and flourished in spite of all the

handi caps that the Ganyneans had inflicted upon them Earth had earned its right to freedom from
Ganynean interference; the Ganyneans had already interfered enough

And so Garuth had allowed his people to believe the nyth and follow himinto oblivion. The
deci si on had been hard, but they deserved the confort of hope, at least for a while, he told
hi nsel f. Hope had sustained themthrough the |long voyage fromlscaris; they trusted himagain now
as they had then. Surely it was not wong to allow themthat until the tine cane when they woul d
have to know what only Garuth and a sel ect few knew at present, and probably what Earthnen |ike
Danchekker and Hunt already knew. But he woul d never be certain how much those two friends from
that astoundi ng race of inpetuous and at tinmes aggressively inclined dwarves had really known. He
woul d never see them agai n.

Garuth had stared silent and alone at this inmage many tinmes since the ship's departure
fromEarth, and at the star maps showing its distant destination, still many years away and
gl eam ng as

just another insignificant pinpoint anmong nmillions. There was a chance, of course, that
the scientists of Earth had been right. There was al ways a shred of hope that- He checked hinself
abruptly. He was allowing hinmself to slip into wishful thinking. It was all nothing but w shfu
t hi nki ng.

He straightened up in his chair and returned fromhis reverie. There was work to do.
"zorté&c," he said aloud. "Delete the image. |Inform Shilohin and Monchar that | would |ike to see
themlater today, imediately after this evening' s concert if possible.” The inmage of Earth
di sappeared. "Also |I'd |like to have another | ook at the proposal for revising the Third Leve
Educational curriculum" The screen cane to |ife at once to present a table of statistics and sone
text. Garuth studied it for a while, voiced some comments for zoi~c to record and append, then
called up the next screen in the sequence. Wiy was he worried at all about an educationa
curriculumthat was nothing nore than part of a pattern of normality that had to be preserved?
Condemmed by his decision along with the rest of his people, the children were destined to perish
i gnom ni ously and unnourned in the enptiness between the stars, knowi ng no hone other than the
Shapi eron. Why did he concern hinself with details of an educational curriculumthat woul d serve
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no purpose?
He pushed the thought firmy fromhis mnd and returned his attention fully to the task.
Chapter fourteen

"Look, I know | don't have any right to interfere in your private life, and I'mnot trying
to," Norman Pacey said froman arnchair in his private roomat Bruno sone hours after Sobroskin
had tal ked to himabout Janet. He tried to nake his voice reasonabl e and gentle, but at the sane
time firm "But when it gets to the point where | get dragged in and it affects the del egation's
busi ness, | have to say sonething."

From the chair opposite, Janet |istened w thout changi ng expression. There was just a
trace of npoisture in her eyes, but whether that was due to renporse, anger, or to a sinus condition
that had nothing to do with either, Pacey couldn't tell. "I suppose it was a bit silly," she said
at last in a small voice.

Pacey sighed inwardly and did his best not to showit. "Sverenssen should have known
better anyway," he said, hoping that it mght be a consolation. "Hell-look, | can't tell you what
to do, but at least be smart. If you want ny advice for what it's worth, 1'd say forget the whole
thing and concentrate on your job here. But it's up to you. If you decide not to, then keep things
so that they don't give Mlliusk anything to cone bitching about to us. There-that's as frank as
can be."

Janet stroked her lip with a knuckle and sniled faintly. "I'mnot sure if that woul d be
possi bl e," she confided. "If you want the real reason why it's bugging him it's because he's had
this thing about ne ever since | came up here."

Pacey groaned under his breath. He had felt hinmself slipping into a father role, and her
responding to it. Now her whole life story was about to come pouring out. He didn't have the tine.
"Ch Jesus..." He spread his hands appealingly. "I really don't want to get too involved in your
personal life. | just felt there was an aspect that | ought to say sonething about purely as the
U S. nenber of the del egation. Suppose we sinply leave it at that and stay friends, huh?" He
pushed his mouth into a grin and | ooked at her expectantly.

But she had to explain everything. "I guess it was just that everything here was so
strange and different...you know.

out here on the back of the Mboon.
it was nice to neet someone friendly."

"I understand." Pacey half-raised a hand. "Don't imagine you' re the first --

"And he was such a different kind of man to talk to...He understood things too, |ike you."
Her expression changed suddenly, and she | ooked at Pacey in a strange way, as if unsure about
voi ci ng sonet hing that was on her nind. Pacey was about to stand up and bring the matter to a
cl ose before she turned the roominto a private confessional, but she spoke before he coul d nove.
"There's sonething else |'ve been wonderi ng about

whet her | ought to nention it to sonmebody or not. It seened okay at the tinme, but...oh,
don't knowit's been kind of bothering me." She |ooked at himas if waiting for a signal to go on
Pacey stared back without the slightest indication of interest. She went on anyway. "He gave mne
sonme micronenories with sone additional data in for appending to the transni ssions that Mlliusk
has been handling. He said it was just sone extra trivial stuff, but...| don't know. ..there was
sonet hi ng strange about the way he said it." She released her breath sharply and seened relieved
"Anyhow, there-now you know about it."

Pacey's posture and manner had changed abruptly. He was | eaning forward and staring at
her, a shocked | ook on his face. Her eyes widened in alarmas she realized that what she had said
was nore serious than she thought. "How many?" he denmanded crisply.

"Three...The last was early this norning."

"When was the first?"

"A few days ago...nore maybe. It was before Karen Heller left."

"What did they say?"

"I don't know. " Janet shrugged hel pl essly. "How would |I know t hat ?"

"Aw, cone on." Pacey waved a hand inpatiently. "Don't tell ne you weren't curious. You' ve
got the equipnment to read a nenory onto a screen.”

"I tried to," she admitted after a few seconds. "But they had a

| ockout code that wouldn't permit a read fromthe console routine. They nmust have had a
built-in, one-tine activating sequence fromthe transmission call. They'd self-erased afterward."

"And that didn't rmake you suspi ci ous?"

"At first | thought it was just some kind of routine UN security procedure...Then | wasn't

She | ooked a little sheepish. "I don't know. ..l suppose
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so sure. That was when it started bothering nme." She | ooked across at Pacey nervously for a few
seconds, then added tinmidly, "He did say it was only some trivial additions." Her tone said she
didn't believe that now, either. Then she lapsed into silence while Pacey sat back with a distant
expression on his face, gnaw ng unconsciously at the knuckle of his thunb while his mnd raced

t hrough the possi bl e neani ng of what she had sai d.

"What el se has he said to you?" he asked at |ast.

"What el se?"

"Anything. Try and renenber anything strange or unusual that he m ght have done or tal ked
to you about-even things that sound stupid. This is inmportant.”

"Well..." Janet frowned and stared at the wall behind him "He told ne about all the work
he did for disarnanent and how he was mixed up in turning the UNinto an efficient global power
since then...all the people in high places that he knows all over."

"“Uh huh. We know about that. Anything else?"

A smle ffickered on Janet's nmouth for a second. "He gets nad because you seemto give him

a hard tine at the delegation neetings. | get the inpression he thinks you' re a nean bastard. |
can't think why, though."

"Yes."

Her expression changed suddenly. "There was sonething else, not |ong ago...Yesterday, it
was." Pacey waited and said nothing. She thought for a nmonment. "I was in his quarters-in the
bat hroom Sonebody el se fromthe del egation cane in the front door suddenly, all excited. |I'mnot

sure which one it was. It wasn't you or that little bald Russian guy, but sonebody foreign
Anyhow, he coul dn't have known | was in there and started talking straight away. N els shut himup
and sounded really nmad, but not before this other guy had said sonething about sone news conming in
that sonmething out in space a long way off would be destroyed very soon now. " She winkl ed her
brow for a nmonent, then shook

her head. "There wasn't anything else...not that | could make out, anyway."

Pacey was staring at her incredulously. "You' re sure he said that?"

Janet shook her head. "It sounded like that...l can't be sure. The faucet was running
and..." She let it go at that.

"You can't renenber hearing anything el se?"

"No...sorry."

Pacey stood up and wal ked slowy over to the door. After pausing for a while he turned and
came back, halting to stand staring down in front of her. "Look, | don't think you realize what

you' ve got yourself into," he said, injecting an om nous note into his voice. She | ooked up at him
fearfully. "Listen hard to this. It is absolutely inperative that you tell nobody el se about this.
Under st and? Nobody! If you're going to start being sensible, the time is right now. You nust not

| et one word of what you've told nme go a step further." She shook her head mutely. "I want your
word on that," he told her.

She nodded, then after a second or two asked, "Does that nean | can't see Niels?"

Pacey bit his Iip. The chance to learn nore was tenpting, but could he trust her? He
thought for a few seconds, then replied, "If you can keep your nmouth shut about what you heard and
what you've said. And if anything el se unusual happens, let nme know. Don't go playing at spies and
| ooki ng for trouble. Just keep your eyes and ears open, and if you see or hear anything strange,
| et me know and nobody el se. And don't wite anything down. Ckay?"

She nodded again and tried to grin, but it didn't work. "Ckay," she said.

Pacey | ooked at her for a nmonment |onger, then spread his arns to indicate that he was

through. "I guess that's it for now. Excuse nme, but |'ve got things waiting to get done."
Janet got up and wal ked quickly to the door. She was just about to close it behind her
when Pacey called, "And Janet..." She stopped and | ooked back. "For Christ's sake try to get to

work on tine and stay out of the hair of that Russian professor of yours."
"I will." She managed a quick snmile, and left.

Pacey had noted for sone tine that, |ike hinmself, Sobroskin seened excluded fromthe
clique that revol ved around Sverenssen

and he had cone to believe increasingly that the Russian was playing a | one game on behal f
of Mbscow and nerely finding the UN policy expedient. If so, Sobroskin would not be a party to
what ever i nformation Janet had caught a snippet of. Unwilling to break radio silence on Thurien-
related matters with Earth, he decided to risk playing his hunch and arranged to neet the Russian
|ater that evening in a storage roomthat fornmed part of a rarely frequented section of the base

"Cbviously | can't be sure, but it could be the Shapieron," Pacey said. "There seemto be
two groups of Thuriens who aren't exactly on open terns with each other. W' ve been talking to one
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group, who appear to have the best interests of the ship at heart, but how do we know that ot her
peopl e back here haven't been talking to the other group? And how do we know t hat the other group
feels the sane way?"

Sobroskin had been listening attentively. "You're referring to the coded signals," he
sai d. As expected, everybody had deni ed having anything to do with them

"Yes," Pacey answered. "W assunmed it was you because we know damm well it isn't us. But
I"'mwilling to concede that we might have been wong about them Suppose the UN has set up this
whol e thing at Bruno for appearance's sake while it plays sonme ot her ganme behind the scenes. They
could be stalling both of us while all the tine they' re tal king behind our backs to...l don't
know, nmaybe one Thurien side, nmaybe the other, or nmaybe even both."

"What ki nd of game?" Sobroskin asked. He was obviously fishing for ideas, probably through
having few of his own to offer just then

"Who knows? But what |I'mworried about is that ship. If I'mwong about it |I'mwong, but
we can't just do nothing and hope so. If there's reason to suppose that it m ght be in danger, we
have to |l et the Thuriens know. They might be able to do something."” He had thought for a long tine
about risking a call to Alaska, but in the end decided against it.

Sobr oski n t hought deeply for a while. He knew that the coded signals were coming inin
response to the Soviet transni ssions, but there was no reason to say so. Yet another oddity had
come to light concerning the Swede, and Sobroskin was anxious to follow it through. Myscow w shed
for nothing other than good rel ations

with the Thuriens, and there was nothing to be |ost by cooperating in warning them by
what ever means Pacey had in mnd. If the Anerican's fears proved groundl ess, no permanent harm
woul d result that Sobroskin could see. Either way, there was no tine to consult with the Krenlin.
"I respect your confidence," he said at |last, and neant it, as Pacey could see he did. "What do
you want ne to do?"

"I want to use the Bruno transmitter to send a signal," Pacey replied. "Qoviously it can't
go through the del egation, so we'd have to go to Malliusk directly to take care of the technica
side. He's a pain, but I think we could trust him He wouldn't respond to an approach from ne
al one, but he might fromyou."

Sobroskin's eyebrows raised a fraction in surprise. "Wiy did you not go to the Anmerican
girl?"

"l thought of it, but |I'mnot convinced she's reliable enough. She's too close to
Sverenssen.”

Sobroski n thought for a noment |onger, then nodded. "G ve nme an hour. I'Il call you in
your roomthen, whatever the news." He sucked his teeth pensively as if weighing up sonething in
his mnd and then added, "I woul d suggest taking things easy with the girl. | have reports on

Sverenssen. He can be dangerous."

They net Malliusk in the main-dish control roomafter the evening shift was over and while
t he astrononers booked for the night were away having coffee. Malliusk agreed to their request
only after Sobroskin had consented to sign a disclainmer stating that the action was requested by
him acting in his official capacity as a representative of the Soviet Governnent. Malliusk | ocked
the statenent anmobng his private papers. He then closed the control room doors and used the main
screen of the supervisory console to conpose and transmt the nessage that Pacey dictated. Neither
of the Russians coul d understand why Pacey insisted on appending his own nane to the transni ssion
There were sone things that he was not prepared to divul ge.
Chapter fifteen

Monchar, Garuth's second-in-conmand, was visibly tense when Garuth arrived in response to
the emergency call to the Shapieron's Command Deck. "There's something we've never seen before
affecting the stress field around the ship,"” he said in answer to Garuth's unvoi ced question.
"Sone kind of external bias is interfering with the |ongitudinal node pattern and degradi ng the
geodesi ¢ mani folds. The gridbase is going out of balance, and zoi ~& can't make sense of it. It's
trying to reconpute the transfornms now.'

Garuth turned to Shiohin, the nmission's chief scientist, who was in the center of a snall
group of her staff, taking in the information appearing on a battery of screens arrayed around
them "Wat's happeni ng?" he asked.

She shook her head hel plessly. "I've never heard of anything |like this. W' re entering
sonme ki nd of spacetinme asymretry with coordinates transformng inversely into an exponenti al
frane. The whol e structure of the region of space that we're in is breaking down."
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"Can we maneuver?"

"Not hi ng seems to work. The divertors are ineffective, and the | ongitudinal equalizers
can't conpensate even at full gain."

"zoi~tc, what's your report?" Garuth called in a | ouder voice.

"I npossible to construct a gridbase that couples consistently into normal space,"” the
conputer replied. "In other words |I'mlost, don't know where we are, where we're going, or even if
we' re goi ng anywhere, and don't have control anyway. O herw se everything's fine."

"System status?" Garuth inquired

"Al'l sensors, channels, and subsystens checked and working normally. No-1'm not sick, and
I"mnot imagining it."

Garut h stood nonplussed. Every face on the Command Deck was watching and waiting for his
orders, but what order could he give when he had no i dea what was happening and what, if any --

thing, could be done about it. "Call all stations to emergency readiness and alert themto
stand by for further instructions,” he said, nore to satisfy expectations than for any definite
reason. A crewran to one side acknow edged and turned toward a panel to relay the order

"Total stress-field dislocation,” Shilohin nurnured, taking in the | atest updates on the
screens. "We're dissociated fromany identifiable reference."” The scientists around her were
| ooki ng grim Monchar nervously gripped the edge of a nearby console.

Then zoi ~&c' s voi ce sounded again. "The trends reported have begun reversing rapidly.
Coupling and translation functions are reintegrating to a new gri dbase. References are rotating
back into bal ance.”

"We mght be coming out of it,"” Shilohin said quietly. Hopeful nutterings broke out al
around. She studi ed the displays again and appeared to rel ax somewhat.

"Stress field not returning to nornmal," zoa~c advised. "The field is being externally
suppressed, forcing reversion to subgravitic velocity. Full spatial reintegration unavoidable and
i mm nent." Sonething was slowi ng the ship down and forcing it to resunme contact with the rest of
the universe. "Reintegration conplete. We're in touch with the universe again..." An unusually
| ong pause followed. "But | don't know which part. W seemto have changed our position in space.”
A spherical display in the nmddle of the floor illum nated to show the starfield surrounding the
ship. It was nothing like that visible fromthe vicinity of the solar system which should not
have altered beyond recognition since the Shapieron's departure from Earth.

"Several large, artificial constructions are approaching us," zoi~c announced after a
short pause. "The designs are not famliar, but they are obviously the products of inteffigence.

I nplications: we have been intercepted deliberately by a means unknown, for a purpose unknown, and
transferred to a place unknown by a formof intelligence unknown. Apart from the unknowns,
everything is obvious."

"Show us the constructions," Garuth conmmanded.

Three screens around the Command Deck di spl ayed views oh.. tamed in different directions
of a nunber of imrense craft, the |like of which Garuth had never seen, moving slowy inward from
the background of stars. Garuth and his officers could only stand

and stare in silent awe. Before anybody could find words, zoa~4c informed them "W have
comuni cations fromthe unidentified craft. They are using our standard high-spectrumformat. |I'm
putting it on the main nonitor." Seconds later, the | arge screen overl ooking the floor presented a
picture. Every Ganynean in the Command Deck froze, stupefied by what they saw.

"My nane is Calazar," the face said. "G eetings to you who went to Iscaris |ong ago. Soon
you will arrive at our new honme. Be patient, and all w Il be explained."”

It was a Ganynean-a slightly nodified Ganynean, but a Ganynean sure enough. El ation and
joy mxed with disbelief surged in the confused enptions exploding in Garuth's head. It could only
mean that...the signal that the Earthmen had beanmed outward fromtheir Mon had been received.
Suddenly his heart went out to the inpetuous, irrepressible, unquenchabl e Earthnen. They had been
right after all. He loved them every one.

Gasps of wonder were erupting on every side as one by one the others realized what was
happeni ng. Monchar was turning circles and waving his arnms in the air in an uncontroll able rel ease
of enotion, while Shilohin had sunk into an enpty seat and was just gapi ng w de-eyed and
speechl ess up at the screen

Then zoa~c confirmed what they already knew. "I've matched the starfield with
extrapol ations fromrecords and fixed our location. Don't ask ne how, but it seens that the voyage
is over. W're at the Gants' Star."

Less than an hour later, Garuth led the first party of Ganynmeans out of the |ock of one of
t he Shapi eron's daughter vessels and into a brilliantly Iit reception bay in one of the craft from
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Thurien. They approached the line of figures that were waiting silently, and went through a short
wel coming ritual in which the damfinally broke and all the pent-up angui sh and hope that the
wanderers had carried with themburst forth in a flood of |aughter and not a fewtears. It was
over. The long exile was over, and the exiles were finally hone.

Afterward the new arrivals were conducted to a side chanber and required to recline on
couches for a few nminutes. The purpose of this was not explained. The Ganyneans experienced a
strange sequence of sensory disturbances, after which all was nornmal again. They were then told
that the process was conplete. M nutes

later, Garuth left the side chanber with his party to reenter the area where the Thuriens
wer e assenbl ed. .. and suddenly stopped dead in his tracks, his eyes popping in disbelief.

Slightly ahead of the Thuriens, grinning unashanedly at the Ganyneans' total benusenent,
stood a small group of fanmiliar pink dwarves. Garuth's nouth fell open, hung linply for a nonment,
and then cl osed again w thout making any sound. For the two figures noving toward him ahead of
the ot her humans, were none other than- "Wat kept you, Garuth?" Hunt asked cheerfully. "Did you

m ss a sign sonewhere along the way?"

"Do forgive ny anusenent at your expense," Danchekker said, unable to suppress a chuckle
"But I'mafraid the expression on your face is irresistibly provocative."

Behind them (laruth coul d see another faniliar figure-stocky and broad, with wiry hair
streaked with gray and deeply etched features; it was Hunt's superior from Houston, and next to
himwas the red-haired girl who al so worked there. Beside them were another man and wonman, neither
of whom he recogni zed. Garuth forced his feet to nove again, and through his daze saw that Hunt
was extending a hand in the customary manner of greeting of Earth. Garuth shook hands with him
warmy, then with the others. They were not optical inages of sone kind; they were real. The
Thuriens nmust have brought them from Earth for this occasion by nmethods unknown at the time of
M ner va.

As he stood back to allow his conpanions to surge forward toward the Terrans, Garuth spoke
quietly into the throat nicrophone that still connected himw th the Shapieron, riding not far
away fromthe Thurien vessel. "zoa~c, | amnot dreanmi ng? This is really happeni ng?" zoi~c could
nmoni tor visual scenes via the mniaturized TV-canera headbands that Ganyneans fromthe ship wore
nost of the tinme.

"I don't know what you mean," zoa&c's voice replied in the earpiece that Garuth was al so
wearing. "All | can see is a ceiling. You're all lying in chairs of sone kind in there, and you
haven't noved for alnost ten mnutes.”

Garuth was at a | oss. He | ooked around and saw Hunt and Cal azar meking their way toward
hi mthrough the throng of Ganyneans and Terrans. "Can't you see then?" he asked, nystified.

"See who?"
Bef ore Garuth coul d answer, another voice said, "Actually that wasn't zo~c. It was ne,
repeating and imitating zo~&. Allow nme to introduce nyself-ny nane is ws~i. Perhaps it's time we

expl ai ned a few things."

"But not in the Iobby,"” Hunt said. "Let's go on through into the ship. There's quite a | ot
that needs explaining." Garuth was even nore perpl exed. Hunt had heard and understood t he exchange
even though he was not wearing conmuni cations accessories and the exchange had been in Ganynean.

Cal azar stood waiting until the rest of the wel conmes and intro. ductions had been
conpl eted. Then he beckoned and | ed the nixed group of Ganyneans and Terrans into the body of the
huge spacecraft from Thurien, now only a nmatter of hours away.

Chapt er sixteen

Hunt and Danchekker were somewhere out in the vastness of space. Around themwas a |arge,
darkened area nmade up of walled enclosures that | ooked |ike booths and interconnecting stretches
of open floor, extending away beneath pools of subdued local lighting into the shadows on al
sides. The domi nant |ight was a soft, ghostly whiteness coming fromthe stars overhead, every one
bri ght and unbl i nki ng.

After the reception of the Shapieron sone distance outside the systemof G star, Jero
Packard, by then his nornal self once nore, had decided to | eave the two groups of Ganyneans al one
for sone tine without Terran intrusion. The others had agreed. They seized the opportunity thus
presented to nmake sone instant "visits," courtesy of VISAR to experience other parts of the
Thurien civilization. Packard and Heller went to Thurios to learn nore of the system of socia
organi zation while Caidwell and Lyn were taken on a tour of |ight-years between stops to observe
nmore of Thurien space engineering in action. Hunt and Danchekker, intrigued after follow ng the
operation that had been nmounted to intercept the Shapieron, were curious about how the energy had
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been generated to formthe enornmous bl ack-hole toroid throwm in the ship's path, and how it was
hurl ed across such an i mense di stance. ws~ had offered to show them a Thuri en power plant, and an
instant |ater they had found thensel ves here.

They were beneath a huge, transparent blister that fornmed part of sone form of
construction hanging in space. But what scale of construction was this? To |left and right outside
the blister, and in front and behind, the external parts of the structure swept away and upward in
four gently curving arms of intricately engi neered netal architecture that shrank into the
di stance to give an inpression of imensity that was al nost frightening. They seenmed to be
standi ng at the crossover point of two shallow crescents that net at right angles |ike sections of
the equator and a longitude line drawn on a globe. The tips of the four crescent arnms carried four

I ong, narrow, cylindrical forms whose axes seened to converge on sone distant point |ike
those of four gigantic gun barrels trained to concentrate fire on a renote target. How far away
they were was inpossible to guess since there was nothing famliar to give any visual cue of size.

Fart her away and to one side, positioned al nost edge-on to their vantage point, was
anot her structure identical to the one they were in, conprising a simlar cruciformof two
crescents and carrying its own quadruplet of cylinders, details of its far side |osing thensel ves
in foreshortening and di stance. And on the other side of the view was another, al so edge-on, and
anot her above, and yet another below. The whole set of them Hunt realized as he | ooked, was
positioned synmmetrically in space around a common center to form sections of an imaginary
spherical surface |ike parts of an engineer's expl oded drawi ng, and the gun barrels were pointing
innard radially. And far away at the focus of this configuration, an eerie halo of blurred,
scranbl ed starlight was hanging in the void, tinted with a dash of violet.

After giving themsone tine to take in the scene VISAR informed them "You are now
sonmething like five hundred mffion mles outside the systemof Gstar. You're standing in
sonething called a stressor. There are six of them and together they define a boundary around a
spherical volume of space. Each of the arnms outside is of the order of five thousand niles |ong.
That's how far away those cylinders are, which should give you sonme idea of their size."

Danchekker | ooked at Hunt dunbfounded, raised his head again to take in the scene above,
then | ooked at Hunt once nore. Hunt just stared back gl assy-eyed.

VI SAR conti nued, "The stressors induce a zone of enhanced spacetine curvature that
increases in intensity toward the center until, right at the focus, it collapses into a black
hole." A bright red circle, obviously superposed on their visual inputs by VISAR appeared from
nowhere to surround the hazy region. "The hole is in the center of the circle,” VISAR told them
"The halo effect is distorted light from background stars-the region acts like a gravitic |ens.
The hole itself is about ten thousand niles fromyou, and the space you're in is actually highly
distorted. But | can censor confusing data, so you feel and act nornmal.

"Behind the shell defined by the stressors are batteries of pro --

jectors that create intense beans of energy by matter annihilation and direct them between
the stressors and into the hole. Fromthere the energy is redirected and distributed through a
hi gher-order dinension grid and extracted back into ordi nary space wherever it's needed. In other
words this whole arrangenent forns the input into an h-space distribution grid that delivers to
anywhere you |ike, instantaneously, and over interstellar distances. Like it?"

A while went by before Hunt found his voice. "Wat kinds of things hook on the other end?"
he asked. "I mean, would this feed a whol e planet...or what?"

"The distribution pattern is very conplex,” VISAR replied. "Several planets are being fed
from Garfal ang, which is what the place you're at is called. So are a nunber of high-energy
projects that the Thuriens are engaged in at various places. But you can hook snaller units into
the grid wherever they happen to be, such as spacecraft, other vehicles, machines, dwellings-
anyt hi ng that uses power. The | ocal equi pnment needed to tap into the grid is not large in size.
For instance the perceptron that we | anded in A aska was powered fromthe grid on the conventiona
stage fromits exit port to Earth. It would have had to be nuch larger if it carried its own on-
board propul sion source. Hardly any of our nmachines have |ocal, self-contained power sources. They
don't need them The grid feeds everything fromlarge centralized generators and redirectors, like
the one you're in, located far out in space."

"This is unbelievable," Danchekker breathed. "And to inmagine, fifty years ago people were
frightened of their energy sources being exhausted. This is stupefying...quite stupefying."”

"What's the prinme source?" Hunt asked. "You said the input beans were produced by natter
nnni hilation. Wat gets ~rnnihil ated?"”

"Mainly the cores of burned-out stars,"” VISAR answered. "Part of the energy generated is
tapped off to drive a network of transfer ports for conveying material fromthe renote sites,
where the cores are dismantled, to the annihilator batteries. The net production of useful energy

file:/l/F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Giant's%20Star.txt (51 of 137) [2/4/03 10:56:13 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Gi ant's%20Star .txt

fed into the grid from Garfal ang i s equivalent to about one |lunar nass per day. But there's plenty
of fuel around. We're a long way fromany crisis. Don't worry about it."

"And you can concentrate the energy fromhere across |ightyears of space through sone kind
of ... hyperdi nensi on and

create a transfer toroid renmotely,” Hunt said. "Is it always as el aborate as the operation
we wat ched?"

"No. That was a special case that required exceptionally precise control and tining. An
ordinary transfer is pretty sinple by conparison, and just routine."

Hunt fell silent while he took in nore of the spectacle overhead, and went back in his
m nd over the details of the operation he had wi tnessed.

Cal azar had decided to go ahead with the interception of the Shapieron w thout further
del ay when a baffling nmessage, signed personally by Norman Pacey, canme in fromBruno to warn of a
possibility that the ship could be in some kind of danger. How Pacey coul d have known about a risk
that had been recognized on Thurien only with the benefit of information that Pacey coul dn't
possi bly have possessed was a mystery.

Apparently the "organi zati on" possessed equi pnent capabl e of tracking the Shapieron just
as Cal azar's people did, and Cal azar had been unwilling to reveal his actions by sinply allow ng
the ship to vanish fromthe course it had been followi ng. Therefore he had called upon Eesyan's
engineers to nodify the operation to cover not only the fishing of a vessel out of the void twenty
light-years away, but also the substitution of a dummy object constructed to give identica
readi ngs on the "organi zation's" tracking instruments. There was a risk that the gravitationa
di sturbance produced in the process mght itself be detected, but since continuous nonitoring was
not practicable for technical reasons, there was a good chance that the substitution could be nmade
i nvisible provided the operation was pulled off in mninumtime. As planned, the switch had gone
qui ckly and smoothly, and if all had gone well the "organi zation" would by now be receiving
tracki ng-data updates originating fromthe decoy while the Shapieron was in fact |ight-years away
and al most at Thurien. Tinme would no doubt tell if the switch had gone quickiy and snoothly
enough.

Hunt didn't know what to nmake of this game of deception and counterdeception between two,
possi bly rival, groups of Ganyneans. As Danchekker had maintai ned fromthe begi nning, the response
sinply did not fit with the way Ganymean nminds worked. Hunt had tried several tines to squeeze a
hint of what was behind it all out of VISAR, but the machine, evidently acting under a firm

directive not to discuss the matter, nerely reaffirned that Cal azar woul d broach the
subject hinmself at the appropriate tine.

But whatever the reasons, the Shapi eron had not been attacked or interfered with in
what ever way Pacey had feared, and it was now in safe hands. The only concl usion Hunt could draw
was that Pacey had totally nmisinterpreted something and overreacted, which seened strange for the
ki nd of person Hunt had judged Pacey to be. To be fair, Hunt conceded as he thought about it
again, Pacey hadn't actually said for certain that it was the Shapieron that was threatened; what
he had said was that he had reason to believe that sonething well out in space was in danger of
destruction, and he had expressed concern that it mght be the Shapi eron. Calazar had deci ded not
to take any chances, and Hunt couldn't blane himfor that. Wat the warning did seemto indicate
was that Pacey had been hopel essly wong about sonething. O had he? Hunt wonder ed.

Suddenly Hunt realized he was feeling physically unconfortable. Surely not, he thought.
Surely the package of sensations that nade up his conputer-simnmulated body couldn't be that
conpl ete. What would be the point?

He | ooked around himinstinctively and di scovered he was back in his own body in the
recliner inside the perceptron. "Facing you at the back end of the corridor," VISAR S voice
informed him Hunt sat up, shaking his head in wonder. As always, the Ganyneans had thought of
everything. So that was what the nysterious door was for

He was back at G star a few mnutes later, and found Danchekker waiting for himwearing a
grave expression. "Sone alarm ng news has come through while you were absent," the professor
infornmed him "It appears that our friend at G ordano Bruno was not quite as m staken as we had
supposed. "

"What ' s happened?" Hunt asked.

"The device that has been relaying the conmuni cati ons between Farside and Thurien has
ceased operating. According to VISAR indications are that sonething destroyed it."

Chapter seventeen

How coul d Nor man Pacey, isolated and i ncomruni cado on | unar Farside, have known that the
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relay was about to be destroyed? His only source of information from outside the solar system was
the signals coming in fromthe Thuriens at G star, and the Thuriens thensel ves hadn't known about
it. And why had Pacey apparently acted i ndependently of the official UN del egation on Farside in

sendi ng the warni ng? Furthernore, how had he gai ned access to the equi pnment there, and how had he
been able to operate it? In short, just what was going on at Farside?

Jerol Packard requested fromthe Thuriens a conplete set of their versions of all the
nmessages that had been exchanged with Earth since the whol e busi ness began. Cal azar agreed to
supply them and VI SAR hard-copi ed themthrough to MO usky by means of equi pnment contained in the
perceptron. Wien the teamthere conpared the Thuriens' transcripts with their own, sone peculiar
di screpanci es energed.

The first set conprised one-way traffic fromEarth and were fromthe period i mediately
followi ng the Shapieron's departure, when scientists at Bruno had resisted UN pressure and
continued transmitting in the hope of renewi ng the dialogue that the first brief, unexpected
signal fromthe Gants' Star had initiated. These nessages contained information regarding Earth's
civilization and state of scientific progress that over the nonths had begun adding up to forma
picture which was not at all consistent with that reported to the Thuriens for years by the stil
myst eri ous and undefined "organi zation." Perhaps these inconsistencies had been the cause of the
Thuri ens beconi ng suspi ci ous about the reports in the first place. In any event, the tw sets of
transcripts of these messages matched perfectly.

The next group of exchanges dated fromthe tine that Thurien began tal king again, and the
UN stepped in to handle Earth's end. At this point the tone of the transm ssions from Farsi de took
on a distinctly different flavor. As Karen Heller had told Hunt at his

first neeting with her in Houston, and as he had verified for hinself since, the nessages
becanme negative and anbivalent, doing little to dispel the Thuriens' notions of a mlitarized
Earth and rejecting their overtures for a landing and direct tal ks. Anpbng these transni ssions the
first discrepanci es appeared.

Every one of the conmunications sent during the period in which Heller was on Farsi de was
reproduced faithfully in the Thuriens' records. But there were two additional ones-identifiable by
their format and header conventions as having undoubtedly originated from Bruno-that she had never
seen before. What nmade these even nore nysterious was that their contents were overtly beffigerent
and hostile to a degree that the UN del egati on woul d never have condoned even with its negative
attitude. Some of the things they said were sinply untrue, the gist of them being that Earth was
capabl e of managing its own affairs, didn't want and wouldn't tolerate alien interference, and
woul d respond with force if any |l anding was attenpted. More inexplicable still was the fact that
some of the details correlated with and reinforced the falsified picture of Earth that Hunt and
the others had | earned of only after neeting the Thuriens. How could anyone at Bruno have known
anyt hi ng about that?

Then Hunt's signals had started coming in fromJupiter-coded i n Ganynean, wel comi ng the
suggestion for a landing, suggesting a suitable |location, and projecting a different inmage
conpletely. No wonder the Thuriens had been confusedt

After that canme the Soviet signals, conplete with details of the security code to be used
for replies. Packard had persuaded Cal azar to include themby playing up the grilling that the
Terrans had been put through and especially its effect on himpersonally. The Soviets, too, had
expressed interest in a landing, though in a manner distinctly nore cautious than Hunt's nessages
fromJupiter. This theme traced consistently through nost of the Soviet signals, but again there
were some, in this case three, that stood out as exceptions and conveyed simlar sentinents to
those of the "unofficial" transm ssions from Bruno. And even nore anazingly, they tallied in sone
significant details with the Bruno exceptions in ways that couldn't have been coi nci dental

How coul d the Sovi ets have known about unofficial signals fromBruno that even Karen
Hel l er hadn't known about when she was there? The only way, surely, was if the Soviets were respon

sible for them Did that mean that the Krenmlin was so dominating the UN that the whole
Bnno operation had been sinply a shamto distract the U S. and other proninent nations that knew
about G star, and that the delegation's ostensibly mld but neverthel ess counterproductive actions
had been secretly derailed, presumably by sonmebody put there for the purpose-perhaps in the form
of Sobroskin? That the Director of Astronony at Bruno was al so a Russian gave further credibility
to the thought, but against it was the unavoi dable fact that the Soviets' own effort had been
sabotaged in exactly the same manner. Agai n not hi ng made sense.

Later a third unofficial nmessage from Bruno, sent after Karen Heller had |left, reached a
new peak of aggressiveness, announcing that Earth was severing relations and had taken steps to
insure that the dial ogue woul d be discontinued pernmanently. Finally there was Norman Pacey's
war ni ng of sonething about to be destroyed out in space, and shortly afterward the relay had
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ceased operating.

The answers to these riddles would not be found in Al aska. Packard waited until a State
Departnent courier arrived at McClusky with the official news that comrunications with G star had
ceased and the UN del egation was returning to Earth, and then left for Washington with Caidwell.
Lyn went with them for the purpose of returning to McClusky with an update as soon as they had
tal ked to Pacey.

Hunt and Danchekker stood on the apron at MC usky, watching the UNSA jet that had just
lifted off to take Packard, Caldwell, and Lyn to Washington turn and begin clinbing away steeply
toward the south. Not far fromthem a ground crew was busy shoveling snow over the holes in the
concrete left by the Ianding gear of the perceptron, which had noved itself into line with the
other UNSA aircraft parked along one side of the apron in order to provide a nore natural scene
for the "organi zation's" surveillance instrunents. Al though the black hole contained in the
vessel 's comuni cati ons systemwas mcroscopic, it still had the equival ent nass of a smal
mount ai n; McC usky's apron hadn't been designed for that.

"It's funny when you think about it," Hunt remarked as the plane shrank to a dot above the
distant ridgeline. "It's twenty light-years from Vrani x to Washi ngton, but the last four thousand

mles take all the time. Maybe when we get this business cleared up, we could think about
wiring a few parts of this planet into

VI SAR. "

"Maybe. " Danchekker's voice was noncommittal. He had been noticeably quiet since
br eakf ast .

"It would save Gregg a |lot of charges from Transportation Services."

"1 suppose so."

"How about wi ring up Navcoms HQ and Westwood? Then we'd be able to go straight to Thurien
fromthe office and be back for lunch."

"Mm .

They turned and began wal ki ng back toward the ness hall. Hunt gl anced si deways to give the
prof essor a curious | ook, but Danchekker appeared not to notice and kept wal ki ng.

I nside they found Karen Hell er hunched over a pile of conmmunications transcripts and notes
she had nade whil e at Bruno. She pushed the papers away and sat back in her chair as they entered.
Danchekker noved over to a wi ndow and stared silently out at the perceptron; Hunt turned a chair
around and straddled it to face the roomfroma corner. "I just don't know what to nmake of this,"
Heller said with a sigh. "There just isn't any way that sone of this information could have been
known to anybody here or on the Mbon except us-unless they've been in contact with Cal azar's
‘organi zation.' Could that be possible?"

"I wondered the sane thing," Hunt replied. "How about the coded signal s? Maybe Myscow
wasn't transnitting to Calazar's bunch at all."

"No, |'ve checked." Heller gestured toward the papers around her. "Every one that we
pi cked up was sent by Cal azar's aide. They're all accounted for."
Hunt shook his head and folded his arns on the backrest of the chair. "It's got ne beat

too. Let's wait and see what they find out from Norman when he gets back." A silence descended.
Lost in thoughts of his own, Danchekker continued staring out through the wi ndow. After a while
Hunt said, "You know, it's funny- sometinmes when things becone so confusing that you think you'l
never make any kind of sense out of them it just needs one sinple, obvious thing that everybody's
overl ooked to make everything cone together. Remenber a couple of years back when we were

trying to figure out where the Lunarians cane from Nothing added up until we realized
that the Moon nust have noved. Yet | ooking back, that should have been obvious all along."

"I hope you're right," Heller said as she collected papers and returned themto their
folders. "Sonething else | don't understand is all this secrecy. | thought Ganyneans weren't
supposed to be like that. Yet here we are with one group doing one thing, another doing sonething
el se, and neither wanting to I et the other know anything about it. You know t hem better than nopst
peopl e. What do you make of it?"

"I don't know," Hunt confessed. "And who bonbed the relay? Calazar's bunch didn't, so it
must have been the other bunch. If so, they nust have found out about it despite all the
precautions, but why would they want to bonb it, anyway? It's definitely a strange way for
Ganyneans to be carrying on, all right...or at least, it is for the kind of Ganyneans that existed
twenty-five nmillion years ago." He turned his head unconsciously and directed his | ast words at
Danchekker, who still had his back to them Hunt had not yet been convinced that such a span of
time couldn't have been sufficient to bring about sone fundanental change in Ganymean nature, but
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Danchekker had renmi ned intractable. He thought that Danchekker hadn't heard, but after a few
seconds the professor replied wthout noving his head.

"Per haps your original hypothesis deserved nore consideration than | was prepared to give
it at the tine."

Hunt waited for a few seconds, but nothing further happened. "Wat hypothesi s?" he asked
at last.

"That perhaps we are not dealing with Ganyneans at all." Danchekker's voice was distant. A
short silence fell. Hunt and Heller | ooked at each other. Heller frowned; Hunt shrugged. O course
they were dealing with Ganyneans. They | ooked back at Danchekker expectantly. He wheel ed around to
face them suddenly and brought his hands up to clasp his lapels. "Consider the facts," he invited.
"W are confronted by a pattern of behavior that is totally inconsistent with what we know to be
true of the Ganynmean nature. That pattern concerns the relationship between two groups of beings.
One of these groups we have met and know to be Ganynean. The other group we have not been
permitted to neet, and the reasons that have been offered, | have no hesitation in dismnssing as
pretexts. A logical conclusion to draw, therefore,

woul d be that the second group is not Ganynean-would it not?" Hunt just stared back at him
bl ankly. The concl usi on was so

obvi ous that there was nothing to be said. They had all been assunmi ng that the
"organi zati on" was Ganynmean, and the Thuriens had said nothing to change their minds. But the
Thunens had never said anything to confirmit either.

"And consider this," Danchekker went on. "The structural organizations and patterns of
neural activity at the synbolic level in human and Ganynean brains are quite dissimlar. | find it
i mpossi ble to accept that an equi pment designed to interact in a close-coupled node with one form
woul d be capabl e of functioning at all with the other. In other words, the devices inside that
vessel standing out on the apron cannot be standard nodel s desi gned for use by Ganyneans, which
purely by good fortune, happen to operate effectively with human brains too. Such a situation is
i mpossi bl e. The only way in which those devices could operate as they do is by virtue of having
been specifically constructed to couple with the hunan central nervous systemin the first place
Therefore the designers nust have been intinmately famliar with the nost detailed i nner workings
of that systemfar nore so than they could have been by any amobunt of study of contenporary
terrestrial medical science through their surveillance activities. Therefore that know edge coul d
only have been acquired on Thurien itself."

Hunt | ooked across at himincredul ously. "Wat are you saying, Chris?" he asked in a
strained voice, although it was already plain enough. "That there are humans on Thurien as well as
Ganyneans?"

Danchekker nodded enphatically. "Exactly. Wien we first entered the perceptron, VISAR was
able, in a matter of nere seconds, to adjust its paraneters to produce nornal |evels of sensory
stimulati on and to decode the feedback commands fromthe notor areas of our nervous systens. But
how did it know what stinulation |evels were normal for humans? How did it know what patterns of
f eedback were correct? The only possible explanation is that VISAR al ready possessed extensive
prior experience in operating with human organisns." He | ooked fromone to the other to invite
conment .

“I't could be," Karen Heller breathed, nodding her head slowy as she digested what be had
said. "And maybe that expl ai ns why

the Ganyneans haven't exactly been rushing thenselves to tell us about it until they've
got a better feel for how we might react- especially with the accounts they've been getting of
what we're like. And it could make sense that if they are human, they got the job of running a
surveil l ance programto keep an eye on Earth." She thought over what she had said and nodded again
to herself, then frowned as sonething el se occurred to her. She | ooked up at Danchekker. "But how
could they have gotten there? Could they be from sone independent fanmily of evolution that already
exi sted on Thurien before the Ganyneans got there...sonething |ike that maybe?"

"Ch, that's quite inpossible," Danchekker said inmpatiently. Heller |ooked mldly taken
aback and opened her nouth to object, but Hunt shot her a warning glance and gave a barely
percepti bl e shake of his head. |If she got Danchekker into a |ecture on evolution, they'd be
listening all day. She signaled her acceptance with a slight raising of an eyebrow and let it go
at that.

"I don't think we have to search very far for the answer to that question," Danchekker
informed themairily, drawi ng hinsel f upright and tightening his hold on his | apels. "W know t hat
the Ganyneans migrated to Thurien from M nerva approxi mately twenty-five mllion years ago. W
al so know that by then they had acquired nunerous species of terrestrial life, including primtes
as advanced as any of the period. Indeed we discovered sone of them ourselves in the craft on
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Ganymede, which we have every reason to believe was involved in that very nigration." He paused
for a noment as if doubting that the rest needed spelling out, then continued. "Evidently they
took with them sonme representatives of early prehuman hom nids, the descendants of which have
since evol ved and increased to beconme a human popul ation enjoying full cocitizenship within the
society of Thurien, as is evidenced by the fact that VISAR accommpdat es both them and Ganyneans
equal ly." Danchekker dropped his hands to clasp them behind his back and thrust his chin out with
evi dent satisfaction. "And that, Dr. Hunt, unless | amvery much nistaken, would appear to be the
simpl e and obvi ous missing factor that you were | ooking for," he concl uded.

Chapt er ei ght een

Nor man Pacey held up his hand in a warning gesture and closed the door to cut off the room
fromthe secretary giving directions to two UNSA privates who were | oadi ng boxes onto a cart in
the outer office. Janet watched froma chair that she had cleared of a stack of papers and
docunent holders waiting to be packed in preparation for the del egation's departure from Bruno.
"Now start again," he told her, turning away fromthe door

"It was | ast night, maybe early this nmorning...l'mnot sure what tinme." Janet fiddled
awkwardly with a button on her lab coat. "Niels got a call from sonebody-1 think it was the U S
Eur opean, Dal dani er-about sonething they needed to discuss right away. He started sayi ng sonething
about somebody called Verikoff, it sounded like, but N els stopped himand said he'd go and tal k
to himat his place. | pretended | was still asleep. He got dressed and slipped out...kind of
creepily, as if he were being careful not to wake ne up."

"Ckay," Pacey said with a nod. "Then what?"

"Well .. ~. | renmenbered he'd been | ooking at some papers earlier when | cane in. He put
themaway in a holder, but | was sure he hadn't locked it. So | decided to take a chance and see
what they were about."

Pacey clenched his teeth in the effort not to let his feelings show That was exactly the
kind of thing he had told her not to do. But the outcone sounded interesting. "And," he pronpted

Janet's face took on a nystified |look. "There was a folder anmong the things inside. It was
bright red around the edges and pink inside. What nmade ne notice it was that it had your nane on
the front."

Pacey's brow creased as he |istened. Wiat Janet had descri bed sounded |ike a standard UN
format docunent wallet that was used for highly confidential nenoranda. "Did you | ook inside it?"

Janet nodded. "It was weird...the report criticized the way you' d been obstructing the
nmeeting here and stated in a Conclu

sions section that the del egati on woul d have nade nore progress if the U S. had shown a
nore cooperative attitude. It didn't sound like you at all, which was why | thought it was weird."
Pacey was staring at her speechlessly. Before he could find words to reply, she shook her head as
if feeling a need to disclaimresponsibility for what she was going to say next. "And there was
this part about you and-Karen Heller. It said that you two were ..

Janet hesitated, then raised a hand with her index and second fingers intertw ned,
"...like that, and that such-how was it put?

-- such '"blatant and indiscreet conduct was not becomng to a mssion of this nature, and
possi bly had sonme connection with the counterproductive contribution of the United States to the
proceedi ngs." Janet sat back and shook her head again. "I knew the report sinply wasn't true...And
coming fromhim well..

She let the sentence trail away and left it at that.

Pacey sat down on the edge of a haif-ifiled packing case and stared at her incredul ously.
A few seconds went by before he found his voice. "You actually saw all this?" he asked at |ast.

“"Yes...|l can't give you all of it word for word, but that was what it said." She
hesitated. "I knowit's crazy, if that helps..."

"Does Sverenssen know you saw this report?"

"I don't see how he could. | put everything back exactly the way it was. | guess |I could

have got you nore of it, but I didn't know how | ong he'd be away. As it turned out, he was gone
quite a while."

"That's okay. You did the right thing not risking it." Pacey stared down at the floor for
a while, feeling totally bew | dered. Then he | ooked up again and asked, "How about you? Has he
been acting strange now that we're |eaving? Anything...om nous, naybe?"

"You nmean sinister warnings to keep my nmouth shut about the conputer?"

"Mmm ..yes, maybe." Pacey | ooked at her curiously.

She shook her head and smiled faintly. "Quite the opposite as a matter of fact. He's been
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very gentlemanly and said what a shane it is. He even hinted that we coul d get together again
soneti me back on Earth-he could fix me up with a job that pays real noney, all kinds of
interesting people to nmeet...stuff like that."

A smarter nove, Pacey thought to hinmself. Hi gh hopes and

treachery had never gone together. "Do you believe hin?" he asked, cocking an eyebrow.

Pacey nodded in approval. "You are growing up fast." He | ooked around the office and
massaged his forehead wearily. "I'mgoing to have to do sone thinking now. |'mglad you told ne
about it. But you've got your coat on, which says you probably have to get back to work. Let's not
start upsetting Malliusk again."

"He's of f today," Janet said. "But you're right-I do have to get back." She stood up and
moved toward the door, then turned back as she was about to open it. "I hope it was okay. | know
you said to keep this away fromthe del egati on offices, but it seemed inportant. And with
everybody | eaving. .

"Don't worry about it. It's okay. I'll see you again later."

Janet departed, |eaving the door open in response to Pacey's wave request. Pacey sat for a
whi |l e and began turning what she had told himover again in his mnd, but was interrupted by the
UNSA privates coming in to sort out the~ boxes ready for noving. He decided to go and think about
it over a coffee in the conmmon room

The only people in the common room when Pacey entered a few minutes |ater were Sverenssen
Dal dani er, and two of the other del egates, who were all together at the bar. They acknow edged his
arrival with a few not overfriendly nods of their heads and continued tal king anbng thensel ves.
Pacey collected a coffee fromthe dispenser on one side of the roomand sat down at a table in the
far corner, wishing inwardly that he had picked sonewhere el se. As he studied them surreptitiously
over his cup, he listed in his mnd the unanswered questions that he had collected concerning the
tall, immacul ately grooned Swede who was standing in the center of the vassals gathered around him
at the bar.

Per haps Pacey's fears about the Shapl eron had been m splaced. Could what Janet had
over heard have been connected with the conmunications from G star ceasing so abruptly? It had
happened suspiciously soon afterward. If so, how could Sverenssen and at |east one other nenber of
t he del egati on have known about it? And how were Sverenssen and Dal dani er connected with Verikoff,
whom Pacey knew from Cl A reports to be a Soviet expert in

space comunications? If there were some conspiracy between Mdscow and an inner clique of
the UN, why had Sobroskin cooperated with Pacey? Perhaps that had been part of sone even nore
el aborate ruse. He had been wong to trust the Russian, he adnmtted to hinself bitterly. He should
have used Janet and kept Sobroskin and Malliusk out of it.

And | ast of all, what was the notive behind the attenpt to character-assassinate him
personal |y, conprom se Karen Heller, and nisrepresent the role they had played at Bruno? It seened
strange that Sverenssen had expected the plan to work, because the docunent Janet had described
woul d not be substantiated by the official mnutes of all the delegation's neetings, a copy of
whi ch woul d al so be forwarded to UN Headquarters in New York. Furthernore, Sverenssen knew that as
wel | as anybody; and whatever his other faults, he was not naive. Then a sick feeling forned
slowy in his stomach as the truth dawned on hi mhe had no way of being certain that the m nutes
whi ch he had read and approved, which had recorded the debates verbatim would be the versions
that would go to New York at all. From what Pacey had glinpsed of whatever strange nachi nations
were in progress behind the scenes, anything was possible.

“In ny opinion it would be a good thing if the South Atlantic deal did go to the
Americans,” Sverenssen was saying at the bar. "After the way the United States alnost allowed its
nucl ear industry to be wecked just before the turn of the century, it's hardly surprising that
the Soviets gained a virtual nonopoly across nost of Central Africa. An equalizing of influence in
the general area and the stiffening of conpetition it would produce could only be in the better
long-terminterests of all concerned.” The three heads around hi m nodded obediently. Sverenssen
made a casual throw ng-away notion. "After all, in nmy position | can hardly allow nyself to be
swayed by nmere national politics. The |longer-term advancenent of the race as a whole is what is
important. That is what | have al ways stood for and shall continue to stand for."

After everything else this was too nuch. Pacey choked down his mout hful of coffee and
slanmed his cup down hard on the table. The heads at the bar turned toward himin surprise.
"Hogwasht" he grated across the roomat them "I've never heard such garbage."

Sverenssen frowned his distaste for the outburst. "What do you nean?" he asked col dly.
"Kindly explain yoursel f."
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"You had the biggest opportunity ever for the advancenent of the race right in your hand,

and you threw it away. That's what | nean. |'ve never |istened to such hypocrisy."
"I"'mafraid | don't follow you."
Pacey couldn't believe it. "Goddanmit, | nean this whole farce we've been having here!" He

heard his voice rising to a shout, knew it was bad, but couldn't stop hinself in his exasperation
"W were talking to Gstar for weeks. W said nothing, and we achi eved not hing. Wat kind of
"standi ng for advancenent' is that?"

"I agree," Sverenssen said, maintaining his calm "But | find it strangely inappropriate
that you should protest in this extraordinary fashion. I would advise you instead to take the
matter up with your own governnent."

That didn't nake any sense. Pacey shook his head, nonentarily confused. "Wat are you
tal king about? The U. S. policy was always to get this noving. W wanted a | anding fromthe
begi nni ng. "

"Then | can only suggest that your efforts to project that policy have been singularly
Sverenssen repli ed.

Pacey blinked as if unable to believe that he had really heard it. He | ooked at the
others, but found no synpathy for his predicanent on any of their faces. The first cold fingers of
realization as to what was going on touched at his spine. He shifted his eyes rapidly across their
faces in a silent demand for a response, and caught Dal danier's gaze in a way that the Frenchnman
couldn't evade

"Let us say it has been apparent to me that the probability of a nore productive dial ogue
woul d have been inproved considerably were it not for the negative views persistently advanced by
the representative of the United States," Dal danier said, avoiding the reference to Pacey by nane.
He spoke in the reluctant voice of somebody who had been forced to offer a reply he woul d have
preferred |l eft unsaid.

"Mbst di sappointing," Saraquez, the Brazilian, commented. "I had hoped for better things
fromthe nation that placed the first man on the Mon. Hopefully the dial ogue night be resuned one
day, and the lost tinme nade good."

The whol e situation was i nsane. Pacey stared at them dunbfounded. They were all part of
the plot. If that were the version that was going to be tal ked about back on Earth, backed by
docunentary records, nobody woul d believe his account of what had happened. Already he wasn't sure
if he believed it hinself, and he hadn't left Bruno yet. H s body began shaki ng uncontrollably as
a rising anger took hold. He got up and noved forward around the table to confront Sverenssen

i nept,’

directly. "Wat is this?" he demanded nenacingly. "Look, | don't know who you think you are with
the hi gh-and-nighty act and the airs and graces, but you've been making ne pretty sick ever since
| arrived here. Now let's just forget all that. | want to know what's going on."

"I would strongly advise you to refrain frombringing personal issues into this,"
Sverenssen said, then added pointedly, "especially sonmebody of your inclination toward
the...indiscreet.”

Pacey felt his color rising. "Wiat do you nmean by that?" he demanded.

"Ch, cone..." Sverenssen frowned and | ooked away for an instant |ike sonebody seeking to
avoid a delicate subject. "Surely you can't expect your affair with your American colleague to
have escaped notice conpletely. Really...this kind of thing is enbarrassing and uncalled for. |
woul d rather we dropped the matter."

Pacey stared at himfor a nmonment in frank disbelief, then turned his gaze toward
Dal dani er. The Frenchman turned to pick up his drink. He | ooked at Saraquez, who avoi ded his eyes
and said nothing. Finally he turned to Van Geelink, the South African, who had only been |istening
so far. "It was very unwi se," Van Ceelink said, alnost managi ng to sound apol ogeti c.

"Him" Pacey gestured in Sverenssen's direction and swept his eyes over the others again
this time offering a challenge. "You let himstand there and spew sonmething like that? H m of all
peopl e? You can't be serious."

"I"'mnot sure that | |ike your tone, Pacey,
i nsi nuat e?"

The situation was real. Sverenssen was actually brazening it out. Pacey felt his fist
bunch itself against his side but resisted the urge to lash out. "Are you going to try and tell ne
| dreanmed that too?" he whispered. "Malliusk's assistant-it never happened? Are these puppets of
yours going to back you up on that too?"

Sverenssen nade a good job of appearing shocked. "If you are suggesting what | think you
are suggesting, | would advise you to retract the remark at once and apologize. | find it not only
insulting, but also denmeaning to sonebody in your position. Pathetic fabrications will not inpress
anybody here, and are hardly likely to do anything to restore the doubtl essly somewhat tarnished

Sverenssen said. "What are you trying to
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i mge that you will have nade for yourself on Earth. | would have credited you with nore
intelligence."

"Bad, very bad." Dal dani er shook his head and sipped his drink.

"Unheard of ," Saraquez muttered.

Van Geelink stared unconfortably at the floor, but said nothing.

At that nmonent a call fromthe speaker concealed in the ceiling interrupted. "Calling M.
Sverenssen of the UN Del egation. Urgent call holding. Wuld M. Sverenssen cone to a phone,
pl ease. "

"You nust excuse ne, gentlenen," Sverenssen sighed. He | ooked sternly at Pacey. "I am
prepared to attribute this sad exhibition to an aberration occasi oned by your having to
acclimatize to an extraterrestrial environnment, and will say no nore about it." His voice took on
a nore ominous note. "But | must warn you that should you persist in repeating such slanderous

accusations when we | eave the confines of this establishnent, | will be obliged to take a far nore
serious view. |If so, you would not find the consequences beneficial either to your persona
situation or to your future prospects professionally. | trust | rmake nyself clear.” Wth that he

turned and conveyed hinself regally fromthe room The other three drank up quickly and left in
rapi d successi on.

That night, his last at Bruno, Pacey was too bew | dered, frustrated, and angry to sleep
He stayed up in his room and paced about the floor going over every detail of all that had
happened and exani ning the whole situation first fromone angle and then from another, but he
could find no pattern that fitted everything. Once again he was tenpted to call Al aska, but
resisted.

It was approaching 2 AAM Ilocal tine when a light tap sounded on the door. Puzzled, Pacey
rose fromthe chair in which he had been brooding and went over to answer it. It was Sobroskin.
The Russian slipped in quickly, waited until Pacey cl osed the door

then reached inside his jacket and produced a | arge envel ope that he passed over wi thout
speaki ng. Pacey opened it. Inside was a pink wallet with a bright red border, The title |label on
the front read: CONFI DENTIAL. REPORT 238/ 2G Nrs/FM NORVAN H. PACE?

-- PERSONAL PRCFI LE AND NOTES.

Pacey | ooked at it incredulously, opened it to ruffle quickly through the contents, then
| ooked up. "How did you get this?" he asked in a hoarse voice.
"There are ways," Sobroskin said vaguely. "Did you know of it?"

“I...had reason to believe that sonmething like it might exist," Pacey told himguardedly.

Sobr oski n nodded. "I thought you might wish to put it somewhere safe, or perhaps burn it.
There was only one other copy, which | have already destroyed, so you may rest with know edge that
it will not get to where it was supposed to go." Pacey | ooked down at the wallet again, too
stunned to reply. "Also, | cane across a very strange volunme of minutes of the delegation's
sessions-nothing at all like what | renmenbered. | substituted a set of the copies that you and

both saw and approved. Take ny word for it that those are the ones that will reach New York.
resealed themnyself in the courier's bag just before it was taken to Tycho."

"But...how?" was all Pacey coul d say.

"I have not the slightest intention of telling you.'
eyes were tw nkling.

Suddenly Pacey grinned as the nessage at |ast got through that not everybody in the world
was his eneny. "Perhaps it's about tinme we sat down and conpared notes," he said. "I guess |I don't
have any vodka in the place. How about gin?"

"Precisely the conclusion that | have conme to also," Sobroskin said, extracting a sheaf of
notes froman inside pocket. "G n would be fine-l'"mvery partial to it." He hung his jacket by the
door and sat down to nmake hinself confortable in one of the arncthairs while Pacey went into the
next room for some gl asses. Wiile he was there he checked to nake sure the ice naker was well
stocked. He had a feeling it was going to be a |long night.

Chapt er ni neteen

The Russian's voice was curt, but his

Garuth had spent twenty-eight years of his life with the Shapieron. A group of scientists
on ancient M nerva had advocated a program of extensive climatic and geol ogi cal engineering to
control the predicted buildup of carbon di oxi de. The project would have been extrenely
conpl i cated, however, and sinmulation nodels revealed a high risk of rendering the planet
uni nhabi t abl e sooner rather than | ater by disrupting the greenhouse effect that enabled Mnerva to
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support life at its considerable distance fromthe Sun. As an insurance against this risk, another
group proposed a nmethod for increasing the Sun's radiation output by nodifying its self-
gravitation, the idea being that the climatic-engineering programcould go ahead, and if
instabilities did set in to the point of destroying the greenhouse effect, the Sun could be warmed
up to conpensate. Thus, overall, M nerva would be no worse off.

As a precaution, the Mnervan governnent decided to test the later idea first by
di spatching a scientific nission aboard the Shapieron to conduct a full-scale trial on a sunlike
star called Iscaris, whose planets supported no life of any kind. It was as well that they did.
Sonet hi ng went wong that caused Iscaris to go nova, and the expedition had been forced to flee
wi t hout waiting for conpletion of the repairs to the ship's main-drive system which were in
progress at the tinme. Hurled to maxi mum speed and with its braking systeminoperative, the
Shapi eron returned to the vicinity of the solar systemand circled for over twenty years by its
own cl ocks under conditions of conpounded tine dilation while a mllion tinmes that anobunt sped by
in the rest of the Universe. And so, eventually, the ship had cone to Earth.

As Garuth stood in the doorway of one of the lecture theaters of the ship's school and
gazed across the rows of enpty seats and scratched worktops to the raised dais and array of
screens at the far end, his mnd recalled those years. Many who had left Mnerva with him had not
survived to see this day. At tines he had believed that none of themwould ever see it. But, as
was the pat --

tern of life, a new generation had replaced those who were gone- a generation born and
raised in the enptiness of space, who, apart fromthe brief stay on Earth, had known no other home
than the inside of the ship. In many ways Garuth felt like a father to all of them Although his
own faith had wavered at times, theirs had not, and as they had never thought to doubt, he had
brought them hone. \Wat woul d happen to them now? he wonder ed.

Now that the day had arrived, he found he had m xed feelings. The rational part of himwas
joyful, naturally, that the long exile of his people was over, and they were at last reunited with
their kind; but at a deeper level, another part of himwould miss this mniature, self-contained
worl d, which for so | ong now had been the only one he had known. The ship, its way of life, and
its tiny, close-knit comunity were as much part of himas he was part of them Now all that was
over. Wuld he ever be able to belong in the sane way in the nind-defying, overwhel n ng
civilization of Thurien with technol ogi es that bordered on nagic and a popul ati on of hundreds of
billions flung across |light-years of stars and space? Could any of then? And if not, could they
ever bel ong anywhere agai n?

After a while he turned away and began wal king slowy through the deserted corridors and
communi cati ons decks toward an access point into a transfer tube that would take himback to the
ship's command section. The floors were worn by years of treading feet, the corners of the walls
abraded and snoot hed by the passings of innunerable bodies. Every mark and score had its own tale
to tell of some event that had occurred somewhere in the course of all those years. Wuld all that
now be forgotten?

In sone ways he felt that it already bad been. The Shapieron was in high orbit over
Thurien, and nost of its occupants had been taken down to acconmodati ons prepared for themon the
surface. There had been no public celebrations or welcom ng cerenonies; the fact that the ship had
been intercepted still had to be concealed. Only a handful of Thuriens were aware that Garuth and
his people existed at all.

Shilohin was waiting on the Command Deck when he arrived, studying information on one of
the di spl ays. She | ooked around as he approached. "I had no idea just how conplex the operation to
intercept the ship was," she said. "Sone of the physics is quite remarkable."

"How so?" Garuth inquired.

"Eesyan's engi neers created a conposite hyperport-a dual -purpose toroid that functioned as
an entry port in one direction and an exit in the other at the sane tine. That was how they made
the substitution so quickly: the dummy came out of one side as we went into the other. But to
control it, they had to get their timng down to picoseconds." She paused and gave hima searching
| ook. "You seem sad. |s sonething wong?"

He gestured vaguely in the direction he had just cone from "Ch, it's just...walking
through the ship...enpty, with nobody around. It takes sonme getting used to after so long."

"Yes, | know." Her voice fell to an understanding note. "But you shouldn't feel sad. You
did what you promi sed. They will all have their own lives to live again soon. It will be for the
better."

"I hope so," Garuth said.

At that noment zoa~c spoke. "l've just received another nessage through VISAR Cal azar is
free now and says he'll see you as soon as you're ready. He suggests neeting at a planet called
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Queet h, approxinmately twelve |ight-years fromhere."

"We're on our way," Garuth said. He shook his head wonderingly at Shilohin as they |eft
the Conmand Deck. "I'mnot sure I'll ever get used to this."

"The Earthpeople seemto be adapting well,"” she replied. "The last time | talked to Vie
Hunt, he was trying to find a way of getting a coupler installed in his office."

"Earthpeopl e can adapt to anything,"” Garuth said with a sigh.

They entered the roomin which the Thuriens had installed a row of four portable percepto-
coupling cubicles, which represented the only neans of using the Thurien system since the
Shapi eron was not wired for wsAi ~ hence Cal azar could not "visit" the ship. Had the ship not been
in orbit and therefore in free-fall, the weight of the nmicrotoroid contained in the comrunications
nmodul e of the equi pnent woul d have buckl ed the deck at best. Garuth entered one of the cubicles as
Shi | ohi n sel ected another, and he settled back in the recliner to couple his mind into VISAR An
instant |ater he was standi ng al ongsi de Calazar in a large roomthat was part of an artificia
island floating fifty miles above the surface of Queeth. Shilohin appeared next to hima few
seconds | ater.

"Terrans are shrewder than you give themcredit for," Garuth stated after the three of
them had been talking for sone time. "W lived anong them for six nonths, and we know. What is
difficult for the Ganynmean nmnd to grasp is that deception and the recognition of deception are
parts of their way of |ife. They have a natural feel for it and wifi soon get to the truth. Trying
to conceal it any longer will only nmake the situation nore enbarrassing for all of us when they
do. You should be frank with them now. "

"And besides, this is not the Ganynean way," Shilohin said. "W have told you the true
situation on Earth and how we were made wel cone and hel ped there in every way possible. Your
earlier doubts were justified because of the lies reported to you by the Jevi enese, but that no
| onger holds. You owe it to the Terrans, and to us, to tell themthe whole truth now "

Cal azar noved away a short distance and turned to stand with his hands cl asped behind his
back while he considered what they had said. The roomthey were in formed an oval projection
hangi ng fromthe underside of the island. Its interior conprised a sunken floor surrounded by a
conti nuous, sloping transparent wall that |ooked down over the purple, cloud-flecked surface of
Queeth in every direction. Qutside the wall and above, the nmass of the island looned in a series
of nmetallic contours, blisters, and prom nences convergi ng together as they curved away out of
sight overhead. "So...we won't be able to keep the truth fromthem" Cal azar said at |ast wthout
turni ng his head.

"Renenber it was the Terrans who first recognized the risk that the Jevl enese coul d have
pl anned to destroy the Shapieron with Earth set up to take the blame,"” Garuth remi nded him "The
Thuri ens woul d never have thought of it. Let's be honest-Terran and Jevi enese m nds think very
much ali ke, and Ganynean mnds think very differently. W are not predators, and we have not
evol ved the art of sensing predators.”

"And for the sane reason you mght well find you need the Terrans to help get to the
bottom of exactly what the Jevlenese are up to," Shilohin added. "Are you any nearer to finding
out why they have been systematically falsifying their reports of Earth for years?"

Cal azar turned fromthe viewing wall and faced themagain. "No," he adnmitted.

"Years," Garuth repeated pointedly. "And you suspected noth

ing until you began receiving the communi cations from Parside." Calazar thought for a
whil e, then sighed and nodded in resignation. "You are right-we suspected nothing. Until recently
we believed the Jevlenese had integrated well into our society as enthusiastic students of our
science and culture. W saw them as cocitizens who would spread outward with us to other
worlds..." He gestured behind himand downward. "This one, for exanple. W even hel ped themto
establish their own autononously adm ni stered and conpl etely self-governed planet as the cradl e of
a new civilization that would cross the Galaxy in partnership with our own."

"Wl |, something has obviously gone badly wong sonewhere,"” Shilohin conmented. "Mybe it
needs a Terran mind to fathomout what and why."

Cal azar | ooked at themfor a nonment |onger, then nodded again. "Officially Frenua Showmis
responsi ble for our dealings with Earth," he said. "W should talk to her about this. 1'Il see if
I can get her here now." He turned his face away and called in a slightly raised voice, "VISAR
find out if Frenua Showmis available. If she is, show her a replay of our conversation here and
ask if she'd join us when she has seen it."

“I"lIl see to it," VISAR acknow edged.

After a short silence Shilohin remarked, "She didn't strike me as being overfond of
Eart hpeople in the replay of the Vranix neeting."

"She has never trusted the Jevlenese,” Cal azar answered. "Her sentinents apparently extend
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to include Terrans also. Maybe it's not surprising."” After another silence he commented, "Queeth
is an interesting world, with an enmergent intelligent race spread across nuch of its surface. The
Jevl enese have cooperated in bringing many sinilar planets into our systemin the past. They seem
to possess a natural aptitude for dealing with prinmitive races in a way that would not conme easily
to Ganymeans. |'ll show you an exanple of what | nmean. VISAR, let's have another view of the place
I was | ooking at earlier.”

A solid i nage appeared above the open area in the center of the floor. It was of a view
| ooki ng down on a township in which blocks of hewn rock or baked clay had been built into crude
bui | di ngs of strangely curved designs. They were huddl ed around the base of a larger and nore
i mposing edifice of ranps and co

ums set at the top of an arrangenent of broad flat steps ascending on all of its six
sides. As Garuth | ooked at the structure, it remnded himin a vague way of the depictions of
ancient tenples that he had seen while he was on Earth. The space at the foot of the steps on one
side was densely packed with figures.

"Queeth is not integrated into VISAR yet," Calazar informed them as they wat ched.
"Therefore we can't go down there. The view is being captured under high resolution fromorbit and
injected into your visual cortexes."

The view narrowed, and the magnification increased. The crowd consi sted of bei ngs who were
bi peds with two arns and a head, but the parts not covered by their roughly cut clothes seened to
be fornmed fromwhat | ooked Iike a pink, glinting crystal rather than skin. Their heads were
el ongated vertically and covered with reddi sh mats on top and behind, their Iinbs were | ong and
sl ender, and they noved with a flowing grace that Garuth found strangely captivating.

VWhat made his eyes open wider in surprise was the group of five figures posing above the
crowd at the top of the steps, standing notionless and erect in flow ng garnents and high
el abor at e headdresses. They seened al oof and disdainful. And then Garuth realized suddenly what
the noverments of the slender, pink aliens neant. The novenents were signaling supplication and
reverence

-- worship, ainost. The starship commander turned his head sharply to direct a questioning
| ook at Cal azar.

"The Queeths think that the Jevl enese are gods," Cal azar expl ai ned. "They come down from
the sky in magic vessels and work miracles. The Jevl enese have been experinenting with the
technique for sonme tine as a neans of pacifying prinmtive races and instilling respect and trust
in them before nmoving them from barbarismtoward civilization. Apparently they got the idea from
Earth-fromtheir surveillance observations of |ong ago."

Shi ohin seemed concerned. "Is it w se?" she asked. "How could a race hope to advance
toward rational nmethods and effective control of its environment if its foundations are built on
such unreason? W know what happened on Earth.”

"I was wondering if you'd say sonething like that," Calazar said. "I nyself have been
wondering the same thing. Perhaps, before these recent devel opnents, we have been al together too
trust --

ing of the Jevlenese." He nodded soberly. "I think we will see some big changes in the not-
too-distant future."

Before either of the others could reply, VISAR informed them "Frenua Showmw Il join you

now.
"W don't need the view anynore," Cal azar said. The inmage of Queeth vani shed, and a second
or two later Showm was standing by Cal azar.

"I don't like it," she said frankly. "The Terrans will want a confrontation with the
Jevi enese, and that would nean all kinds of problens. The whole situation is conplicated enough as
it is.”

"But we did set the Jevienese up to handle the surveillance of Earth," Cal azar pointed
out. "Wy shouldn't we expect to accept the consequences?"

"W didn't set themup," Showm said. "They argued and pressed demands until the Thurien
admi ni stration of the tine conceded. They practically took it over." She shook her head
apprehensively. "And the idea of the Terrans getting involved in our investigations nakes ne
nervous. | don't l|ike the thought of them gai ning access to Thurien-level technol ogy. Renenber
what happened to the Lunarians. And | ook at what the Jevl enese have been doing since they acquired
their own version of VISAR It's sinply a fact with all their kind-if they get their hands on
advanced technol ogy, they abuse it." She glanced at Garuth and Shil ohin and then | ooked back at
Cal azar. "Qur concern was for the Shapieron. It is~ now safely at Thurien. If the rest were up to
me alone, I'd break off contact with Earth now and | eave themout of it conpletely while we
straighten out the situation with the Jevlenese. W don't need Terrans. They've served their
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pur pose. "

"l nust protest!" Garuth exclainmed. "W regard themas close friends. If it hadn't been
for their help, we would never have reached Thurien at all. W cannot sinply disregard them It
woul d be an insult to every Ganynean on the Shapieron.”

Bef ore Cal azar could reply, VISAR interrupted with another announcement. "Excuse nme again,
but Porthik Eesyan is asking to join you. He says it's urgent.”

"Well, we're not going to resolve this in mnutes," Calazar said. "Very well, VISAR W
will receive him"

Eesyan materialized at once. "I've just left Hunt and Danchekker at Thurien," he said. The
Thuriens took VISAR so nuch for granted that they never bothered with prelimnaries. "I was

hal f expecting it-they've found out about the Jevlenese. They're demanding to talk to us
all about them"™

Cal azar stared at himin astoni shnent. The others | ooked equal |y taken aback. "How?"
Cal azar asked. "How could they? VI SAR has been censoring all references to themfromthe data-
stream beanmed to Earth. They couldn't have w tnessed one scene with a single Jevlenese init."

"They' ve deduced that hunmans are here," Eesyan replied, nodifying his previous statenent.

"They' ve worked out that the surveillance has to have been run by humans. We'll have to do
something. | don't think I can stall them rmuch | onger-especially Danchekker."
Garuth turned toward Cal azar and Showm at the same tine spreading his hands wide. "I hate

to say | told you so, but it is as | said-you can't keep secrets from Terrans. Now you've got to
talk to them" Cal azar | ooked inquiringly at Showm

Showm searched her mind for an alternative but couldn't find one. "Very well," she agreed
wearily. "If it rmust be. Let's bring themhere while we're together and tell themthe facts."

"What about Karen Heller, VI5AR?" Cal azar asked. "lIs she coupled into the systemat this
moment too?"

"She's at Thurien exanlining surveillance reports fromearlier years," VISAR replied.

“"In that case invite her to join us," Calazar instructed. "Then bring themall here as
soon as they're ready."

"One second." A short pause followed. Then, "She's just finishing hard-copyinhg some notes
through to McCl usky. She'll be here in half a minute." Simultaneously Hunt and Danchekker
materialized in the mddle of the floor.

"I still say I'll never get used to this,"” Garuth nmuttered to Shil ohin.

Chapter twenty

"We have conducted surveillance of Earth since the beginning of human civilization,"

Cal azar declared. "For nost of that tine the operation has been entrusted to a race within our
soci ety known as the Jevienese, which until now we have not brought to your attention. As you
appear to have deduced for yourselves already, the Jevlenese are fully human in form"

"Hono sapiens are somewhat...volatile," Frenua Shown added, as if feeling that sone
addi ti onal explanation was called for. "Humans possess an intense instinct for rivalry. W felt
that the issue was potentially sensitive. It could always be reveal ed tonorrow, but never unsaid
agai n once said today."

"You see," Danchekker pronounced, |ooking toward Hunt with some evident satisfaction from
where he was standing on the far side of Karen Heller. "As | nmuintai ned-an i ndependent homninid
| ine descended from ancestral primates taken to Thurien at the tine of the migration from
M nerva."

"Er...no," Calazar said apol ogetically.

Danchekker blinked and stared at the alien as if he had just uttered a bl aspheny. "I beg
your pardon."

"The Jevl enese are far nore closely related to Honb sapiens than that. In fact they are
descended fromthe sane Lunarian ancestors as yourselves-of fifty thousand years ago." Cal azar
gl anced anxiously at Showm then |ooked back at the Terrans to await their reactions. Garuth and
Shilohin waited in silence; they knew the whole story already.

Hunt and Danchekker | ooked at each other, equally confused, and then at the Ganyneans
again. The Lunarian survivors had reached Earth fromthe Mon; how could any of them have got to
Thuri en? The only possible way was if the Thuriens had taken themthere. But where could the
Thuri ens have taken them fron? There coul dn't have been any survivors on Mnerva itself. Al of a
sudden so nmany questions began boiling inside Hunt's head that

he didn't know where to begin. Danchekker seened to be having the sane probl em

Eventual |y Karen Heller said, "Let's go back to the start of it all and check some of the
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basics."” She was still |ooking at Calazar and directing her words to him "W' ve been assum ng
that the Lunarians evolved on Mnerva fromterrestrial ancestors that you |left behind when you
went to Thurien. |Is that correct, or have you been |eaving out somethi ng?"

"No, that is correct," Calazar replied. "And by fifty thousand years ago they had
devel oped to the level of a fairly advanced technol ogical civilization very nuch as you supposed
Up to that point all was as you reconstructed."

"That's good to know, anyhow. " Heller nodded and sounded relieved. "So why don't you take

the story fromthere and fill in what happened after that, in the order it happened," she
suggested. "That'll save a | ot of questions."”
"A good idea," Calazar agreed. He paused to collect his thoughts, then | ooked fromside to

side to address all three of them and went on, "Wen the Ganyneans nigrated to Thurien, they |left
behi nd an observati on systemto nonitor devel opnments on Mnerva. At that time they did not possess
t he sophi sticated conmuni cations that we have today, so the information they received was sonewhat
sporadi ¢ and inconplete. But it was enough to give a reasonably conplete account of what took

pl ace. Perhaps you would like to see M nerva as captured by the sensors operating at that tine."
He gave an instruction to VISAR noved back a few paces, and | ooked expectantly at the center of
the floor. A large i nage appeared, |ooking solid and real enough to touch. It was an inage of a

pl anet .

Hunt knew every coastal outline and surface feature of Mnerva by heart. One of the nost
menor abl e di scoveries of recent years- in fact the one that had started off the investigations
whi ch had culnminated in proof of Mnerva' s and the Ganyneans' existence even before the Shapieron
appear ed- had been that of "Charlie," a spacesuit-clad Lunarian corpse uncovered in the course of
excavations on the Mon. From maps found on Charlie, the researchers at Navcomrms had been able to
reconstruct a six-footdi aneter nodel of the planet. But the image that Hunt was exam ning now did
not exhibit the enornous ice caps and narrow equatorial belt that Hunt remenbered fromthe nodel
The two

| and nasses were there, though changed appreciably in outline, but as parts of a nore
extensive systemof continents that stretched north and south to ice caps nmuch small er-not nuch
| arger than those of contenporary Earth. For this was not the Mnerva of the Lunarians of fifty
thousand years back; it was the Mnerva of twenty-five mllion years before the Lunarians exi sted.
And it was captured live, as it had been; it was no mere nodel reconstructed from maps. Hunt
| ooked around at Danchekker, but the professor was too spellbound to respond.

For the next ten mnutes they watched and |listened as Cal azar replayed a series of close-
ups captured fromorbit that showed the inported terrestrial aninmal species evolving and
spreadi ng, extinguishing the native Mnervan forns, adapting and radiating at the rate of over two
mllion years per mnute, until eventually the first social nan-apes energed froma line that had
begun with an artificially nodified type of the originally inported primates.

The pattern was very much as had been conjectured for nmany years on Earth, except that
"until 2028 it had all been assuned to have taken place on the wong planet, or at |east the
fossils discovered fromthe pre-flfty-thousand-|ess-a-bit years B.C period had been attributed to
the wong honinid famly. But there was a conpl etely unexpected phase that had never appeared in
the story put together by the anthropol ogists on Earth: early in the nan-ape era, the species had
returned for a period to a sem aquatic environnent, nainly as a consequence of not being equi pped
physically to deal with predators on land. Thus they had commenced the path that whal es and ot her
aquatic manmal s had taken, but they reversed it and cane out of the water again when their
increasing intelligence provided themw th other neans of protecting thensel ves, which happened
before any significant physical adaptati ons had devel oped. This phase accounted for their upright
posture, loss of body hair, rudi nentary webbi ng between thunb and i ndex finger, the salt-excreting
function of their tear ducts, and several other peculiarities that experts on Earth had been
argui ng about for years. Danchekker woul d have spent the rest of the week tal ki ng about that
al one, but Hunt persuaded himto take it up again with Eesyan at sone other tine.

After that came the discovery of tools and fire, tribalization, and the sequence of
evol ving social order that led fromprimtive hunter-gatherer econom es through agriculture and
city-building to

the di scovery of the sciences and the begi nnings of industrialization. And there was
sonet hi ng about this part of their history too that set themapart fromterrestrial humans in
Hunt's eyes: the practical and realistic approach that the Lunarians had adopted to everything
they did. They had exploited their resources and talents efficiently, without drifting off into
fruitless reliance on superstitions and magic to solve their problens as had so many mllennia of
Earth people. For the early hunters, better weapons and greater skill decided success, not the
whi ns of inmagi nary gods who needed to be placated. For the crop growers, better know edge of
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plants, the land, and the elenents inproved yields; rituals and incantations did not, and were
soon abandoned. And not very long afterward it was neasurenent, observation, and the powers of
reason that uncovered the | aws governing the universe and opened up new horizons for the

har nessi ng of energy and the creation of wealth. As a result the Lunarian sciences and industries
had mushroomed al nost overnight in conparison with the halting, faltering groping toward
enlightennent that had cone | ater when the sanme general pattern repeated itself on Earth.

The scientists on Earth who had recovered the information on the Lunarians had pictured
them as an incurably aggressive and warli ke breed whose di scoveries of advanced technol ogy had
inevitably spelled their eventual self-destruction. Hunt and the others now |l earned that this
picture was not really accurate. There had been sone feuding and fighting in the earlier periods
of Lunarian history, it was true, but by the tinme of the early industrial period such things had
becone rare. A greater common cause had united the M nervan nations. Their scientists recognized
the deteriorating conditions that were descending with the comng Ice Age, and the whol e race
enbarked on a feverish devel opment of the sciences that would enable themto nove to a warner
pl anet in the centuries ahead. The astrononers of the time singled out Mars and Earth as the nost
pron si ng candi dates. The stakes were survival, and there were no resources to be squandered on
internal conflicts, until..

About two hundred years before the final, catastrophic war, sonething happened to change
all that. Cal azar explained, "It could have been a result of extrenme genetic instabilities stil
i nherent in the race. At about the time they had | earned to harness steam and were just beginning
to explore electricity, a superbreed

of Lunarians appeared quite suddenly and advanced a quantum | eap ahead of anything else in
exi stence anywhere on the planet. Exactly where or when they appeared we don't know. Nunerically
they were few to begin with, but they spread and consolidated rapidly."

"WAas that when the planet started to polarize?" Heller asked.

"Yes," Cal azar replied. "The superbreed becane the Lanbians. They were totally ruthless.
They militarized and formed a totalitarian regine that inposed itself by force on a |l arge portion
of the planet before the other nations could nuster the strength to resist. Their aimwas to gain
control of Mnerva's industrial and technical capabilities totally and exclusively to guarantee
their own nove to Earth, which neant taking over the nations that had been pursuing that goa
col l ectively. Subm ssion would have meant extinction. The other nations had no choice but to
unite, arm and defend their security. They becanme the Cerians. The course was set irrevocably
toward a struggle to the death between the two factions."

Hunt watched nore scenes showi ng the gradual transformation of Mnerva into one enornous
mlitary and manufacturing nachi ne dedicated to preparations for war. The tragedy of what had
happened appalled him There had been no need for it. Mre effort had gone into armanments than
woul d have been needed to nove the whole Lunarian race to Earth twice over. |If the Lanbians hadn't
appeared on the scene when they did, the people on Mnerva would have done it. After nillennia
they had gotten to within two hundred years of achieving the goal that woul d have saved them from
extinction and preserved their civilization, and then they had thrown it all away.

VI SAR began showi ng scenes fromthe war itself. A world quaked under the shocks of mles-
high fireballs that vaporized cities; oceans boiled, and forests flared into carpets of sterile
ash withing and twisting in an atnmosphere in turnoil. Then bl ankets of snobke and dust blotted out
the surface and turned the planet into a nmurky ball of black and brown. Spots of red and slowy
pul sating yel |l ow appeared, isolated and glowing dimy at first, but becomnming brighter and
spreadi ng, then nmerging as continents ruptured and the planet's interior exploded through and
hurled fragments of crust into the void. The asteroids were being born, and what would eventually
beconme Pluto was being carved into a

tonmbstone for a whole race, destined to drift forever far fromthe Sun. Al though Garuth
and Shil ohin had watched these scenes before, they became very quiet; they alone anpbng all those
present had known M nerva as hone.

Cal azar waited awhile for the nood to lighten, then resunmed, "The Ganynmeans had | ong been
troubl ed by their consciences over their genetic interference with the early Lunarian ancestors.
Therefore their policy toward M nerva had been one of nonintervention in its affairs. You've just
seen the result of that. After the calamity a few survivors were left stranded on the Moon with no
hope of survival. By that tinme Thurien had perfected the bl ack-hol e technol ogy that made instant
communi cati ons and transfers of objects possible, so the Ganyneans were aware of events in
realtime, and they were in a position to intervene. After witnessing the results of their policy,
they could not sinply stand aside and all ow the survivors to perish. Accordingly, they organized a
rescue mssion and sent several |arge vessels to the close vicinity of Luna and M nerva."

It took Hunt a few seconds to see the inplications of what Cal azar had just said. He
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stared at the Ganynmean in sudden surprise. "Not outside the solar systenP" he queried. "I thought
you said you didn't establish large toroids inside planetary systens."

"It was an emergency," Cal azar replied. "The Ganyneans decided to forget their rules for
once. They didn't have any tine to spare.”

Hunt's eyes opened wider as the inplication hit him that was how Pluto had gotten to
where it was! And that was what had broken the gravitational coupling between Mnerva and its
moon. One sinple statenment had put half his people at Navcomms out of business.

"So the Lunarian ancestors of the human race never canme to Earth with the Moon at all,"
Karen Hel ler said. "They were taken there-by the Ganynmeans. The Moon only showed up later.™

"Yes," Cal azar replied sinply.

That answered another mystery. Al the math nodels of the process had required a | ong
transit tine for the Moon to get fromMnerva to the orbit of Earth. A lot of doubt had been
expressed that a handful of Lunarian survivors could have |asted for any length of tine at all,
let alone with the resources necessary to reach Earth. But with Ganynean intervention added into
t he

equation, all that changed. Wth sone Ganynean hel p that handful would have established a
secure settlenment for thenselves and been able to make a viable start at rebuilding their culture.
So why had they plunged back into a barbarismthat had taken tens of thousands of years to recover
fron? The only answer could be the upheaval s caused by Luna being captured later. The truth was so
ironic, Hunt thought: if they hadn't been stabbed in the back by their own Mon, they could have
been back into space by 45,000 B.C., if not sooner

"But not all were taken to Earth,"” Danchekker concl uded. "Another group was taken back to
Thurien, and have since becone the Jevi enese.”

"It was so," Cal azar confirmed.

"Even after all that had happened," Showm expl ai ned, "the Cerians and the Lanbi ans were
unm xabl e. Since the Lanbi ans had been the cause of the trouble, the Ganymeans of that tine
consi dered that nore good woul d cone out of the Lanbians being taken to Thurien and-it was hoped-
being integrated i nto Ganynean ways and society. The Cerians were taken to Earth at their own
request. They were offered ongoing aid to rebuild, but they declined. So a surveillance system was
set up instead to keep an eye on themas much for their own protection as anything." Hunt was
surprised. If the surveillance systemhad been in place that |ong, the Ganyneans woul d have known
about the collapse of the colony which they thensel ves had hel ped found. Wiy had they let it
happen?

"So how did the others nake out-the Lambi ans?" Hell er asked. "They couldn't have been
runni ng the surveillance that far back. How did they get their hands on it?"

Cal azar emitted a heavy sigh. "They caused a | ot of problens for the Thuriens of that
time, so nuch so that when Luna cane to be captured by Earth and caused wi despread catastrophes
that demolished the fragile beginnings of the new Cerian society that had started to take root
there, it was decided to | eave things be. Wth troubles of their own at honme, the Thuriens were
not eager to see another human civilization rushing headl ong toward advancenent, perhaps to repeat
the M nervan disaster."” He shrugged as if to say that right or wong, that was the way it had
been, then resuned, "But as tinme went by and further generations of Lanbians cane and went, the
situation seenmed to i nprove. Signs appeared that

they could be integrated fully into Ganymean society, so the Ganynean | eaders adopted a
policy of appeasement in an attenpt to accelerate the process. As a result the Jevl enese, as the
descendants of the Lanbians were called by then, acquired control of the surveillance program”

"A mstake," Showm conmented. "They shoul d have been exiled."

"Wth hindsight, | think | agree," Calazar said. "But that was |long before either ny time
or yours."

"How about telling us sonething about this system" Hunt suggested. "How does it work?"

Eesyan answered. "Mostly from space. Until about a century ago, it was conparatively
sinple. Since Earth entered its electronics and space era, the Jevl enese have had to be nore
careful. Their devices are very snmall and virtually undetectable. Mdst of their information cones
fromintercepting and retransmtting your comunications, such as the | aser |inks between Jupiter
and Earth. At one tine in the early years of your space programthey manufactured instrunent
packages to resenbl e pi eces of your own space debris, but they had to stop when you started
clearing things up. That experinment had its uses though; that was where we got the idea of
bui l ding a perceptron that | ooked |ike a Boeing."

"But how could they fake the reports as well as they did?" Hunt asked. "They nust have
sonet hing of their own |ike VISAR No M ckey Muse conputer did that."

"They have," Eesyan told him "Long ago, when there seenmed reason to feel optimstic about
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the Jevl enese, the Thuriens hel ped them establish their own autononmous world. It's called Jevlen
on the fringe of our devel oped regi on of space, and it's equi pped with a system known as JEVEX,
which is VISAR-1i ke but independent of VISAR Like VISAR, JEVEX operates across its own system of
many stars. The surveillance systemfromEarth is coupled into JEVEX, and the reports that we
receive are transmtted indirectly from JEVEX t hrough VI SAR "

"So it isn't difficult to understand how the fabrications and distortions were
engi neered," Showm said. "So nuch for philanthropy. They should never have been allowed to operate
such a system"”

"But why did they do it?" Karen Heller asked. "W still don't have an answer. Their
reports were pretty accurate up until about

the tine of World War I1. The problens of the late twentieth century were sonewhat
exaggerated, but for the last thirty years it's turned into pure fiction. Wiy would they want you
to think we were still heading for World VWar 111?"

"Who can understand the contortions of human m nds?" Showm asked, using the general term
unconsci ousl y.

Hunt just caught the |l ook that she flashed involuntarily at Calazar as she spoke. There
was sonething nore behind it all, he realized-sonmething that the Thuriens were not divul ging even
now. Whatever it was, he was just as certain in that same split second that Garuth and Shil ohin
didn't know about it, either. But he didn't feel this was the time to force a confrontation
Instead he steered the discussion back into technicalities as he renenbered sonething el se. "What
ki nd of archives does JEVEX have?" he asked. "Do they go all the way back to the Ganynean
civilization on Mnerva, |ike VISAR s?"

"No," Eesyan replied. "JEVEX is of nuch nore recent vintage. There was no need to load it
with VISAR S conpl ete archives, which concerned only Ganyneans." He studied Hunt curiously for a
few seconds. "Are you thinking about the anonalies in the displacenents of background stars that
VI SAR noticed in the shots of the Shapieron?”

Hunt nodded. "That explains it, doesn't it? JEVEX couldn't have known about the
di spl acenments. VI SAR had access to the original design data for the ship; JEVEX didn't."

"Correct," Eesyan said. "There were a few other anonmalies too, but all simlar-all to do
with an old Ganynmean technol ogy that JEVEX coul dn't have known very much about. That was when we
became suspicious." At which point everything that had ever conme from JEVEX woul d be suspect, Hunt
saw. But there would have been no way of checking any of the rest w thout bypassing the Jevl enese
conpl etely and going straight to the source of the in-formation-Earth. And that was precisely what
the Thuriens had done.

Cal azar seened anxious to nove themaway fromthe whole topic. Wien a lull presented
itself, he said, "Garuth wanted ne to show you anot her sequence that he thought you would find
i nteresting. VISAR, show us the Ganynean | andi ng at Gorda."

Hunt jerked his head up in surprise. The nane was familiar. Danchekker was | ooking
i ncredul ous as well. Heller was | ooking

fromone to the other of the men with a puzzled frown; she was | ess conversant with
Charlie's story than they were.

Don Maddson's |inguistics teamat Navcoms had eventual |y succeeded in deciphering a
not ebook of Charlie's that had remained a nmystery for a long tine. It gave a day-by-day account of
Charlie's experiences as one nenber of a rapidly dimnishing band of Cerian survivors nmaking a
desperate trek across the lunar surface to reach a base that offered their |ast hope of escape
fromthe Mon, if any hope renmained at all. The account had covered events up to the point of
Charlie's arrival at the place at which he had been found, by which tinme attrition of various
ki nds had reduced his band to just two-him and a conpani on whose nane had been Koriel. Charlie
had col | apsed there fromthe effects of a nmalfunctioning |ife-support system and Koriel had |eft
on a lone bid to reach the base. Apparently he had never returned. The base was call ed Gorda.

A new i mage appeared above the center of the floor. It was of a wilderness of dust and
boul ders etched harshly beneath a black sky thick with stars. The | andscape had been seared and
churned by forces of uninmagi nable violence to | eave just the twisted and nutil ated weckage of
what coul d once have been a vast base. Amid the desolation stood a single structure that appeared
to have survived al nbst intact-a squat, arnored dome or turret of some kind, blown open on one
side. Its interior was in darkness.

"That was all that was left of Corda," Calazar commented. "The view you are seeing is from
a Thurien ship that had | anded a few ninutes before."

A smal|l vehicle, roughly rectangul ar but with pods and ot her protuberances cluttering its
outside, noved slowy into view frombehind the canera, flying twenty feet or so above the ground.
It anded near the donme, and a group of Ganyneans wearing spacesuits enmerged and began novi ng
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cautiously through the weckage toward the opening. Then they stopped suddenly. There were
movenments in the shadows ahead of them

A light cane on from somewhere behind to light up the opening. It reveal ed nore figures,
also in suits, standing in front of what | ooked |ike an entrance |eading down to an underground
section of whatever the done had been part of. Their suits were different, and they stood a ful
head and shoul ders shorter than the Ganyneans facing themfroma few yards away. They were

carryi ng weapons, but they appeared unsure of thenselves as they | ooked nervously at one
anot her and at the Ganyneans. None of them seened to know what to do or what to expect. None of
them except one.

He was standing in front of the others in a blue spacesuit that was plastered with dust
and grotesquely discolored by scorch narks, his feet planted firmy astride, and a riflelike
weapon hel d unwaveringly in one hand to cover the | eading Ganynean. Wth his free arm he nade a
gesture behind himto wave the others forward. The novenent was deci sive and conmmandi ng. They
obeyed, sonme nmoving up to stand on either side of him others noving out to cover the aliens from
protected positions anobng the surroundi ng debris. He was taller than the others and heavy in
build, and the lips of the face behind his visor were drawn back in a snarl to reveal white teeth
that contrasted sharply with his dark, unshaven chin and cheeks. Sonething unintelligible cane
t hrough on audi o. Although the words nmeant nothing, the tone of challenge and defiance was
unmi st akabl e.

"Qur survefflance nethods were not as conprehensive then,'
| anguage was not known."

In the scene before them the Ganynean | eader was replying in his own tongue, evidently
relying on intonation and gesture to dispel alarm As the exchange continued, the tension seened
to ease. Eventually the hunman giant | owered his weapon, and the others who had taken cover began
emer gi ng agai n. He beckoned for the Ganynmeans to follow, and as the ranks behind hi mopened to
make way, he turned away to | ead them down into the inner entrance.

"That was Koriel," Garuth said.

Hunt had al ready guessed that. For sonme reason he felt very relieved.

"He succeeded!" Danchekker breathed. Elation was showing on his face, and he swal | owed
visibly. "He did get to Gorda. I'"'ml'mglad to know that."

"Yes," Garuth said, reading the further question witten across Hunt's face. "W have
studied the ship's log. They did return, but Koriel's conpanion had already died. They left him as
they found him They did manage to rescue some of the others who had been left strung out al ong
the way, however.™

"And after that?" Danchekker queried. "Another thing we have

often wondered is whether or not Koriel was anmong those who finally reached Earth. It
seens now that he may well have been. Do you happen to know if he in fact was?"

In reply Cal azar called up another inmage. It was a view of a settlenent forned froma
dozen or so portable buildings of unfam|iar design, situated on a river bank against a background
of semitropical forest with the hazy outline of nmountains rising in the distance beyond. On one
side was what | ooked Iike a supply dunp, with rows of stacked crates, druns, and other contai ners.
A crowmd of two or three hundred figures was assenbled in the foreground-hunman figures, dressed
mai nly in sinple but serviceabl el ooking shirts and pants, and many of them carryi ng weapons either
hol stered at the waist or slung across the shoul der

Kori el was standing ahead of them huge, broad-shoul dered, with dense, black hair,
unsm ling features, and his thunbs hooked | oosely in his belt. Two |ieutenants were standi ng one
either side and a pace behind him Sone of the arns in the crowd began rising in a farewell
sal utati on.

Then the view began to fall away and tilt. The settlenent shrank quickly and lost itself
anong a carpet of treetops, which in turn faded to beconme just a hazy area of green on a pat chwork
of colors taking formas the scale reduced and nore of the surroundi ng | andscape flowed into view
fromthe sides. "The last view fromthe ship as it departed fromEarth to return to Thurien,"”

Cal azar said. A coastline that was recogni zable as part of the Red Sea noved into the picture and
shrank to becone part of a fanmliar section of Mddle East geography despite being distorted at
the periphery by perspective. Finally the edge of the planet itself appeared, already |ooking
distinctly curved.

They wat ched in silence for a long tine. Eventually Danchekker murrnured, "lmagine .. the
whol e human race began with that tiny handful. After all that they had endured, they conquered a
whol e worl d. What an extraordinary race they nust have been."

This was one of the few occasions on which Hunt had seen Danchekker genui nely noved. And
he felt it too. He thought back again to the scenes fromthe Lunarian war and the visions that the

Cal azar commented. "The
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Jevi enese had created of Earth stanpeding toward exactly the same catastrophe. And yet it had
al rost conme true. It had been close-far too close. If Earth had not changed course when it did,
just two or three decades nore woul d have nmade that come true. And then Charlie, Koriel
CGorda, the efforts of the Thuriens, the struggles of the handful of survivors that he had just
seen-and all that they endured after that-would have been for nothing.
It brought to mind Wllington's words after Waterloo: "It was a close-run thing, a damed
cl ose-run thing-the closest-run thing you ever saw in your life."
Chapter twenty-one

After hearing Norman Pacey's account of the events at Bruno, Jerol Packard | odged a
confidential request with an office of the CIA for a conpendi um of everything that had accumul at ed
inits files over the years concerning Sverenssen and, for good neasure, the other nenbers of the
UN Farsi de del egation as well. difford Benson, the CIA official who had dealt with the request,
summari zed the findings a day later at a cl osed-door session in Packard's State Department office.

"Sverenssen reappeared in Western Europe in 2009 with a circle of social and financia
contacts al ready established. How that happened is not clear. W can't find any authenticated
traces of himfor about ten years before then-in fact fromthe tinme he was supposed to have been
killed in Ethiopia." Benson gestured at a Section of the summary charts of nanes, photographs,
organi zations, and interconnecting arrows pinned to a wallboard. "Hi s closest ties were with a
French-British-Swi ss investnent-banking consortium a big part of which is still run by the sane
famlies that set up a network of financial operations around Southeast Asia in the nineteenth
century to launder the revenues fromthe Chinese opiumtrade. Now here's an interesting thing-one
of the biggest nanes on the French side of that consortiumis a blood relative of Daldanier. In
fact the two nanmes have been connected for three generations."

"Those people are pretty tightly knit," Caldwell conrented. "I don't knowif |I'd attach a
I ot of significance to sonmething Iike that."
“I'f it were an isolated case, | wouldn't, either," Benson agreed. "But |ook at the rest of

the story." He indicated another part of the chart. "The British and Swi ss sides control a sizable
part of the world' s bullion business and are connected through the London gold market and its
mning affiliations to South Africa. And | ook what nane we find prom nent anong the ones at the
end of that line."

"I's that Van Geelink of the same fanily as Sverenssen's cohort?" Lyn asked dubi ously.

"It's the sane,” Benson said. "There are a nunber of them all connected with different
parts of the same business. It's a conplicated setup." He paused for a nonent, then resuned, "Up
until around the first few years of this century, a |lot of Van Geelink- controlled noney went into
preserving white donmi nance in the area by underm ning the stability of black Africa politically
and economically, which is one reason why nobody seened interested in backing resistance to the
Cuban and Comuni st subversions that were going on fromthe '70s through '90s. To naintain their
own position nmilitarily in the face of trade enbargoes, the family organized arnms deal s through
i nternediaries, frequently South American regines."”

"Is this where the Brazilian guy fits in?" Caidwell asked, raising an eyebrow.

Benson nodded. "Anong others. Saraquez's father and grandfather were both big in commodity
financing, especially to do with oil. There are links fromthemas well as fromthe Van Ceeli nks
to the prine novers behind the destabilization of the Mddle East in the late twentieth century.
The main reason for that was to maxim ze short-termoil profits before the world went nucl ear
whi ch al so accounts for the orchestrated sabotage of public opinion against nucl ear power at
around the same tine. A side effect that worked in -- the Saraquezes' interests was that it
boosted the demand for Central American oil." Benson shrugged and tossed out his hands. "There's
nore, but you can see the gist of it. The same kind of thing shows up with a few nore who were on
that del egation. It's one happy fanmly, in a lot of cases literally."

Cal dwel | studied the charts with a new interest once Benson had finished. After a while he
sat back and asked, "So what does it tell us? Wat's the connection with what went on at Farside?
Fi gured that out yet?"

"I just collect facts,” Benson replied. "I |leave the rest to you people.”

Packard noved to the center of the room "There is another interesting side to the
pattern,"” he said. "The whole network represents a comon i deol ogy-feudalism" The others | ooked
at himecuriously. He explained, "Ciff's already nentioned their involvenent in the antinuclear
hysteria of thirty or forty years ago, but

there's nore to it than that." Re waved a hand at the charts that Benson had been using.
"Take the banking consortiumthat gave Sverenssen his start as an exanple. Throughout the | ast
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quarter of the 1900s they provided a | ot of behind-the-scenes backing for noves to fob the Third
Wrld off with "appropriate technologies,' for various antiprogress, antiscience |obbies, and that
kind of thing. In South Africa we had another branch of the same net pushing raci smand preventing
progressive governnent, industrialization, and conprehensive education for blacks. And across the
ocean we had a series of right-wing fascist regines protecting mnority interests by mlitary
takeovers and at the sane tine obstructing general advancenent. You see, it all adds up to the
sanme basic ideol ogy-preserving the feudal privileges and interests of the power structure of the

time. What it says, | guess, is that nothing's changed all that nuch."

Lyn appeared puzzled. "But it has, hasn't it?" she said. "That's not the way the world is
these days. | thought this guy Sverenssen and the rest were conmitted to just the opposite-
advanci ng the whole world all over."

"What | nmeant was that the sane people are still there," Packard replied. "But you're

right-their underlying policy seenms to have shifted in the last thirty years or so. Sverenssen's
bankers provided easy credit for Nigerian fusion and steel under a gol d-backed standard that
couldn't have worked without the cooperation of people |ike the Van Ceelinks. South Anerican oi
hel ped defuse the M ddl e East by |eading the changeover to hydrogen-based substitutes, which was
one of the things that nade di sarnmanment possible." He shrugged. "Suddenly everything changed. The
backi ng was there for things that could have been done fifty years earlier.”

"So what about their Iine at Bruno?" Cal dwell asked again, |ooking nystified. "It doesn't
fit."

There was a short silence before Packard proceeded. "How s this for a theory? Controlling
mnorities never have anything to gain fromchange. That explains their traditional opposition to
technology all through history, unless it offered something to advance their interests. That neant
it was okay as long as they controlled it. Hence we get the traditional stance of their kind
through to the end of the last century. But by that time it was becom ng obvious fromthe way the
worl d was going that if sonmething didn't change soon, sonebody was going to start pressing
buttons, and then there wouldn't be any kind of pond left to be a fish in. The only choi ce was
nucl ear reactors or nucl ear bonmbs. So this revolution they nade happen, and they nanaged to
mai ntain control in the process-which was neat.

"But Thurien and everything it could nean was sonething else. This group would have been
swept away by the tine the dust fromthat kind of revolution finally settled. So they cornered the
UN handling of the matter and put up a wall until they got sone ideas about where to go next." He
threw out his hands and | ooked around the roomto invite conment.

"How did they find out about the relay?" Norman Pacey asked froma corner. "W know from
what Gregg and Lyn said that the coded signals had nothing to do with it. And we know Sobroskin
wasn't mxed up with it."

"They nmust have been involved with getting rid of it," Packard replied. "I don't know how,
but | can't think of anything else. They could have used sonme personr'el of UNSA who they knew
woul dn't talk, or maybe a government or conmercial outfit that operates independently to send a
bonmb or something out there

probably as soon as the first signal from G star cane in nonths ago. So what they've been
doing is stalling things until it got there."

Cai dwel | nodded. "It nakes sense. You've got to hand it to themthey alnost had it tied
up. If it wasn't for MO usky

who knows?"

A sol enm silence descended and persisted for a while. Eventually Lyn | ooked inquiringly
fromone nan to another. "So what happens now?" she asked.

“I'"'mnot sure," Packard replied. "It's a conplicated situation all around,"

She | ooked at himuncertainly for a second. "You're not saying they m ght get away with
it?"

"It's a possibility."

Lyn stared as if she couldn't believe her ears. "But that's ridiculous! You' re telling us
that for...l don't know how nmany years, people |like this have been keepi ng whol e nati ons backward,
sabot agi ng education, and supporting all kinds of idiot cults and propaganda to stay on top of the
pile, and there's nothing anybody can do? That's crazy!"

"I didn't put the situation as definitely as that," Packard said. "I said it's
conplicated. Being pretty sure of something and being able to prove it are two different things.
W're going to have to do a lot nore work to make a case out of it."

"But, but..." Lyn searched for words. "Wat else do you need? It's all wapped up. Bonbing
that relay outside Pluto has to be enough on its own. They weren't acting for the whole planet
when they did that, and certainly not inits interests. There has to be enough in that to nai
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them"

"W don't have any way of knowi ng for sure that they did it," Packard pointed out. "It's
pure specul ati on. Maybe the relay just broke down. Maybe Cal azar's organi zation did it. You
couldn't pin anything on Sverenssen that'd stick."

"He knew it was going to happen," Lyn objected. "OF course he was nmixed up init."

"Knew on whose say-so?" Packard countered. "One little girl at Bruno who thinks she m ght
have overheard sonet hing that she didn't understand, anyway." He shook his head. "You heard
Norman's story. Sverenssen could produce witnesses lined up all down the hall to state that he
never had anything to do with her. She becane infatuated, then went running to Norman with a silly
story to get even when Sverenssen wasn't interested. Such things happen all the tine."

"What about the fake signals he got her to send?" Lyn persisted.

"What fake signal s?" Packard shrugged. "All part of the sanme game. She nade up that story.
They never existed."

"But the Thurien records say they did," Lyn said. "You don't have to tell the whole world
about Al aska right now, but when the tine's right you can wheel in a whole planet of Ganyneans to
back you up."

"True, but all they confirmis that sone strange signals came in that weren't sent
officially. They don't confirmwhere they came fromor who sent them The header formats coul d
have been faked to resenble Farside's." Packard shook his head again. "Wen you think it through
the evidence is not anywhere near conclusive."

Lyn turned an inploring face toward Caidwell. He shook his head regretfully. "He's got
some good points. |I'd like to see them

all go down just as much as you would, but it doesn't look as if the case to do it is
there yet."

"The problemis you can never get near them" Benson said, coming back into the
conversation. "They don't nake many slips, and when they do you're never around. Now and again you
get something | eaking out |ike what happened at Bruno, but it's never enough to be a clincher
That's what we need-sonething to clinch it. W need to put sonebody on the inside, close to
Sverenssen."” He shook his head dubiously. "But sonething |ike that needs a | ot of research and
pl anning, and it takes a long tine to select the right person for the job. W'Il start working on
it, but don't hold your breath waiting for results.”

Lyn, Caldwell, and Pacey were all staying at the Washington Central Hilton. They ate
di nner together that evening, and over coffee Pacey tal ked nore about what they had | earned in
Packard' s office.

"You can trace the sane basic struggle right down through history,"” he told them "Two
opposed i deol ogi es-the feudalismof the aristocracies on one side, and the republicani smof the
artisans, scientists, and city-builders on the other. You had it with the slave econonies of the
ancient world, the intellectual oppressions of the Church in Europe in the Mddle Ages, the
colonialismof the British Enpire, and, later on, Eastern Conmmuni sm and Western consunerism"

"Keep 'emworking hard, give 'ema cause to believe in, and don't teach 'emto think too
hard, huh?" Caidwell conmmented.

"Exactly." Pacey nodded. "The last thing you want is an educated, affluent, and
enmanci pat ed popul ati on. Power hinges on the restriction and control of wealth. Science and
technol ogy offer un-limted wealth. Therefore science and technol ogy have to be controll ed.

Knowl edge and reason are enenies; myth and unreason are the weapons you fight themwth."

Lyn was still thinking about the conversation an hour |ater when the three of themwere
sitting around a snall table in a quiet alcove that opened off one end of the | obby. They had
opted for a last drink before calling it a night, but the bar had seenmed too crowded and noisy. It
was the sane war that Vic, consciously or not, had been fighting all his life, she realized. The
Sver enssens who had al nbst shut down Thurien stood side by side with the In --

quisition that had forced Galileo to recant, the bishops who had opposed Darwi n, the
English nobility who woul d have rul ed the Anericas as a captive market for honme industry, and the
politicians on both sides of the Iron Curtain who had seized the atomto hold a world to ransom
with bombs. She wanted to contribute sonething to his war, even if only a token gesture to show
that she was on his side. But what? She had never felt so restless and so hel pless at the sane
tinme.

Eventual |y Cal dwel |l renenbered an urgent call that he needed to nmake to Houston. He
excused hinself and stood up, saying he would be back in a few nminutes, then disappeared into the
arcade of souvenir and nenswear shops that led to the elevators. Pacey | ounged back in his seat,
put his glass down on the table, and | ooked across at Lyn. "You're being very quiet," he said.
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"Eat too nuch steak?"

She snmiled. "Ch...just thinking. Don't ask what about. W' ve tal ked too much shop today
al ready. "

Pacey stretched out an armto pick up a cracker fromthe dish in the center of the table
and popped it into his nouth. "Do you get up to D.C. nmuch?" he asked.

"Quite a bit. | don't stay here very often, though. | usually put up at the Hyatt or the
Constitution."
"Mbst UNSA people do. | guess this is one of the two or three favorite places for

political people. It's alnost like an after-hours diplomatic club at tines."

"The Hyatt's pretty much like that for UNSA "

"Uh huh." Pause. "You're fromthe East Coast, aren't you?"

"New York originally-upper East Side. | noved south after college to join UNSA | thought
I was going to be an astronaut, but | ended up flying a desk." She sighed. "Not conpl aining
t hough. Working with Gregg has its nmonents."

"He seens quite a guy. | imagine he'd be an easy boss to get along with."

"He does what he says he's going to do, and he doesn't say he's going to do what he can't.
Most of the people in Navcomms respect hima lot, even if they don't always agree with him But
it's nutual. You know, one of the things he always -- "

A call fromthe paging systeminterrupted. "Calling M. Norman Pacey. Wul d Nornman Pacey
conme to the front desk, please.

There is an urgent nessage waiting. Urgent nmessage for Norman Pacey at the front desk.
Thank you."

Pacey rose fromhis chair. "I wonder what the hell that is. Excuse ne."

"Sure."

"Want nme to order you another drink?"

“I"1l doit. You go ahead."

Pacey made his way across the | obby, which was fairly busy with people com ng and goi ng
and parties assenbling for late dinner. One of the clerks at the desk raised his eyebrows
inquiringly as he approached. "My name is Pacey. You paged nme just now. There should be a nessage
here sonewhere."

"One nonent, sir." The clerk turned to check the pigeonholes behind him and after a few
seconds turned back again holding a white envel ope. "M . Norman Pacey, Room 3527?" Pacey showed
the clerk his key. The clerk passed over the envel ope.

"Thanks." Pacey noved a short distance away to open the envelope in a corner by the
Eastern Airlines booth. Inside was a single sheet of paper on which was handwitten:

important that 1 talk to you inmedi ately. Am across | obby. Suggest we use your room for
privacy.

Pacey frowned, then | ooked up and fromside to side to scan the | obby. After a few seconds
he picked out a tall, swarthy man in a dark suit watching himfromthe far side. The man was
standi ng near a group of half a dozen noisily chattering nmen and wonen, but he appeared to be
al one. He gave a slight nod. Pacey hesitated for a nonent, then returned it. The man gl anced
casually at his watch, |ooked around, and sauntered toward the arcade that |led through to the
el evators. Pacey watched hi m di sappear, and then wal ked back to where Lyn was sitting.

"Somet hing just cane up," he told her. "Look, |I'msorry about this, but | have to neet
sonebody right away. G ve G egg ny apol ogi es, would you?"

"Want nme to tell himwhat it's about?" Lyn asked.

"I don't know nyself yet. I'mnot sure howlong it'll take.”

"COkay. P11 be fine just watching the world go by. See you later."

Pacey wal ked back across the | obby and entered the arcade just

intine to niss atall, lean, silver-haired and i mmacul ately dressed figure turning away
fromthe reception desk after collecting a roomkey. The man noved unhurriedly to the center of
the | obby and stopped to survey the surroundi ngs.

The swarthy man was waiting a short distance fromthe el evators when Pacey energed a
mnute or so later on the thirty-fifth floor. As Pacey approached him he turned silently and | ed
the way to 3527, then stood aside while Pacey unl ocked the door. Pacey allowed himto enter first,
then followed and cl osed the door behind themas the other turned on the light. "Well?" he
denmanded.

“You may call nme Ilvan,

the swarthy man said. He spoke in a heavy European accent. "l am
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fromthe Soviet Enbassy here in Washington. | have a nessage that | have been instructed to
deliver to you in person: Mkolai Sobroskin wi shes to neet with you urgently concerning matters of
some consi derabl e inportance which, | understand, you are aware of. He suggests that you neet in
London. | have the details. You may convey your response back to himthrough ne." He watched for a
few seconds whil e Pacey stared back uncertainly, not knowi ng what to make of the nessage, then
reached inside his jacket and drew out what | ooked like a folded sheet of stiffened paper. "I was

told that if | gave you this, you would be satisfied that the nmessage is genuine."
Pacey took the sheet and unfolded it. It was a bl ank sanple of the pink, red-bordered
docurent wall et used by the UN for confidential information. Pacey stared at it for a few seconds,

then | ooked up and nodded. "I can't give you an answer on ny own authority right at this nonment,"
he said. "I'lIl have to get in touoh with you again later tonight. Could we do that?"
"l had expected as much," lvan said. "There is a coffee shop one block fromhere called

the Half Moon. | will wait there."

"I may have to take a trip sonewhere,” Pacey warned. "It could take awhile."

Ivan nodded. "I will be waiting," he said, and with that, he left.

Pacey cl osed the door behind himand spent a few m nutes wal ki ng thoughtfully back and
forth across the room Then he sat down in front of the datagrid ternmnal, activated it, and
call ed Jerol Packard's private home nunber.

Downstairs in the alcove to one side of the Iobby, Lyn was thinking about Egyptian
pyram ds, nedi eval cathedrals, British dreadnoughts, and the late-twentieth-century armnms race.
Were they all parts of the same pattern too? she wondered. No matter how much nore wealth per
capita inmproving technol ogy made possible, always there had been sonething to soak up the surplus
and condem ordinary people to a lifetime of labor. No matter how nuch productivity increased,
peopl e never seened to work less, only differently. So if they didn't reap the fruits, who did?
She was beginning to see lots of things in ways she hadn't before.

She didn't really notice the man in the seat that Pacey had vacated a few nminutes earlier
until he started speaking. "May | sit with you? It is so relaxing to do nothing for a few m nutes
at the end of a hectic day and just watch the human race going about its business. | do hope you
don't mind. The world is so full of lonely people who insist on making islands of thenselves and a
tragedy of life. It always strikes ne as such a shame, and so unnecessary."

Lyn's glass nearly dropped from her hand as she found herself |ooking at a face that she
had seen only hours before on one of the charts that difford Benson had hung on the wall in
Packard's office. It was Niels Sverenssen

She downed the rest of her drink in one gulp, alnost choking herself in the process, and
managed, "Yes...it is, isn't it."

"Are you staying here, if you don't mind nmy asking?" Sverenssen inquired. She nodded.
Sverenssen smil ed. There was sonething about his aristocratic bearing and cal cul ated al oof ness
that set himapart fromthe greater part of the male half of the race in a way that nany wonen
find alluring, she admtted to herself. Wth his el egant crown of silver hair and well-tanned
nobl e features, he was...well, not exactly handsone by Playgirl standards, but intriguing in sone
undeni abl e way. And the distant look in his eyes nade them al nost hypnotic. "On your own?" he
asked.

She nodded again. "Sort of."

Sverenssen rai sed his eyebrows and notioned his head in the direction of her glass. "I see
you are enpty. | was on ny way to have an unwi nder nyself in the bar. It seens that, tenporarily
at least, we are both islands in a world of nine billion people-a nost unfortunate situation, and

one which I amsure we could do sonething to correct. Wuld you consider it an inmpertinence if |
invited you to join nme?"
Pacey stepped into the elevator and found Caidwell there, evidently on his way back down

to the | obby.

"It took longer than I thought," Caldwell said. "There's a |lot of hassle going on at
Houst on about budget allocations. I'mgoing to have to get back there pretty soon. |'ve been away
too long as it is." He |ooked at Pacey curiously. "Were's Lyn?"

"She's downstairs. | got called away." Pacey stared at the inside of the doors for a

second. "Sobroskin's been in touch via the Soviet Enbassy here. He wants ne to neet himin London
to tal k about sonething."

Caidwel | raised his eyebrows in surprise. "You' re going?"

"I''"l'l know later. | just called Packard, and I'"mgoing to take a cab over to his place
right nowto tell himabout it. I've arranged to neet sonebody later tonight to |l et them know. " He
shook his head. "And | thought this would be a quiet night."

They cane out of the elevator and wal ked through the arcade to where Pacey had left Lyn.
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The al cove was enpty. They | ooked around, but she was nowhere in sight.

"Maybe she went to the little girls' room" Caldwell suggested.

"Probably."

They stood for a while talking and waiting, but there was no sign of Lyn. Eventually Pacey
sai d, "Maybe she wanted another drink, couldn't get served out here, and went into the bar. She
nm ght still be in there.”

“I"1l check it out," Caldwell said. He about-faced and stunped away across the | obby.

A minute later he returned, wearing the expression of sonebody who had been hit from
behind by a trancar while minding his own business in the mddle of the Hilton. "She's in there,"
he announced in a dull voice, slunping down into one of the enpty seats. "She's got conpany. Go
see for yourself, but stay back fromthe door. Then cone back and tell me if it's who | think it
is."

A mnute later Pacey thudded down into the chair opposite. He | ooked as if he had been hit
by the same tramon its return trip. "It's him" he said nunbly. A long tine seened to pass. Then
Pacey nurrmured, "He's got a place up in Connecticut sonewhere. He nust have stopped off in D.C
for a few days on his way back from Bruno. W shoul d have picked sone other place."

"How d she | ook?" Cal dwel | asked.

Pacey shrugged. "Fine. She seened to be doing nost of the talking, and | ooked quite at
hone. If | hadn't known any better, |1'd have said it was some guy swallowing a line and well on
his way to ending up a few hundred poorer. She | ooks as if she can take care of herself okay."

"But what the hell does she think she's trying to do?"

"You tell me. You re her boss. | hardly know her."

"But Christ, we can't just |eave her there."

"What can we do? She wal ked in there, and she's old enough to drink. Anyhow, | can't go in
there because he knows ne, and there's no point in making problens. That | eaves you. \What are you
going to do-nake |like the boss who can't see when he's being a wet blanket, or what?" Cal dwell
scomed irritably at the table but seemed stuck for a reply. After a short silence Pacey stood up

and spread his hands apologetically. "Look, Gegg, | know this sounds kind of bad, but I'm going
to have to leave you to handle it in whatever way you want. Packard's waiting for nme right now,
and it's inportant. | have to go."

"Yeah, okay, okay." Caldwell waved a hand vaguely. "Call ne when you get back and let ne
know what' s happeni ng. "

Pacey left, using a side entrance to avoid crossing the lobby in front of the bar.
Cal dwel | sat brooding for a while, then shrugged, shook his head perpl exedly, and went back up to
his roomto catch up on sone reading while he waited for a call from Pacey.
Chapter twenty-two

Danchekker gazed for a long tine at the two solid images being displayed side by side in a
| aboratory in Thurien. They were highly magnified reproductions of a pair of organic cells
obt ai ned froma species of bottomdwelling wormfroman ocean on one of the Ganymean worlds, and
showed the internal structures col or-enhanced for easy identification of the nuclei and other
conponents. Eventually he shook his head and | ooked up. "I'mafraid | amobliged to concede
defeat. They both appear identical to nme. And you are saying that one of them does not belong to
this species at all?" He sounded incredul ous.

Shilohin smled froma short distance behind him "The one on the left is a single-cel
m croorgani smthat contains enzynes prograninmed to dismantle the DNA of its own nucl eus and
reassenbl e the pieces into a copy of the host organisms DNA " she said. "Wen that process is
conplete, the whole structure is rapidly transforned into a duplicate of whatever type of cell the
parasite happens to be residing in. Fromthen on the parasite has literally beconme a part of the
host, indistinguishable fromthe host's own naturally produced cells and therefore imune to its
anti bodi es and rejection nmechanisns. It evolved on a planet subject to intense ultraviolet
radiation froma fairly hot, blue star, probably froma cell-repair nechanismthat stabilized the
speci es agai nst extrene nutation. As far as we know it's a unique adaptation. | thought you'd be
interested in seeing it."

"Extraordi nary," Danchekker nurmured. He wal ked across to the device of gleam ng netal and
gl ass fromwhich the data to generate the inage origi nated, and stooped to peer into the tiny
chanmber containing the tissue sanple. "I would be nost interested in conducting some experinments
of my own on this organi smwhen | get back. Er...do you think the Thuriens mght let nme take a
sampl e of it?"

Shul ohi n | aughed. "I'm sure you'd be wel cone to, Professor, but
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how do you propose carrying it back to Houston? You' re forgetting that you' re not really

here. "

"Tch! Stupid of me~" Danchekker shook his head and stepped back to gaze at the apparatus
around them the function of nost of which he still failed to conprehend. "So much to learn," he
murnmured half to hinself. "So nuch to learn..." He thought for a while, and his expression changed
to a frown. Eventually he turned to face Shilohin again. "There's sonething about this whole
Thurien civilization that has been puzzling nme. | wonder if you can help."

"I"1l try. What's the probl en?"

Danchekker sighed. "Well...l don't know. ..after twenty --

five mllion years, it should be even nore advanced than it is,

woul d have thought. It is far ahead of Earth, to be sure, but |

can't see Earth requiring anywhere near that anount of tine to

reach a | evel conparable to Thurien's today. It seens .

strange."

"The sane thought occurred to nme," Shilohin said. "I talked to Eesyan about it.

"Did he offer a reason?"

“Yes." Shilohin paused for a long tinme while Danchekker | ooked at her curiously. Then she
said, "The civilization of Thurien cane to a halt for a very long tine. Paradoxically it was as a
result of its advanced sciences."

Danchekker blinked uncertainly through his spectacles. "How could that be?"

"You have studi ed Ganymean geneti c-engi neering techni ques extensively,” Shilohin replied
"After the mgration to Thurien, they were taken even further."

“I"'mnot sure | see the connection."”

"The Thuriens perfected a capability that they had been dreaning of for generations-the
ability to programtheir own genes to offset the effects of bodily aging and
wasting...indefinitely."

A nmoment or two went by before Danchekker grasped what she was saying. Then he gasped. "Do
you nean inmmortality?"

"Exactly. For along tinme it seened that U opia had been achieved. "

" Seemed?"

"Not all the consequences were foreseen. After a while all their progress, their
i nnovation, and their creativity ceased. The

Thuriens became too wi se and knew too much. In particular they knew all the reasons why
things were inpossible and why nothing nore could be achieved."”

"You nean they ceased to dream" Danchekker shook his head sadly. "How unfortunate.
Everything that we take for granted began with sonebody dream ng of sonething that couldn't be
done. "

Shil ohin nodded. "And in the past it had al ways been the younger generations, too naive
and i nexperienced to recogni ze the inpossible when they saw it, who had been foolish enough to
meke the attenpt. It was surprising how often they succeeded. But now, of course, there were no
nor e younger generations."”

Danchekker was nodding slowy as he listened. "They turned into a society of nmental
geriatrics."

"Exactly. And when they realized what was happeni ng, they went back to the old ways. But
their civilization had stagnated for a very long tinme, and as a result nost of their spectacul ar
br eakt hroughs have occurred only conparatively recently. The instant-transfer technol ogy was
devel oped barely in tinme for themto be able to intervene at the end of the Lunarian war. And
things |ike the h-space power-distribution grid, direct neural coupling into machines, and,
eventual ly, vis~ canme nmuch later."

"I can imagi ne the problem" Danchekker nurnured absently. "People conplain that life is
too short for the things they want to do, but wi thout that restriction perhaps they would never do

anyt hing. The pressure of finite tine is surely the greatest notivator. |'ve often suspected that
if the dreamof imortality were ever realized, the outcone would be sonething |ike that."

"Well, if the Thuriens' experience was anything to go by, you were right," Shilohin told
hi m

They tal ked about the Thuriens for a while longer, and then Shilohin had to return to the
Shapi eron for a neeting with Garuth and Monchar. Danchekker remained in the | aboratory to observe
some nore exanples of Thurien biological science presented by vis~. After spending sone tinme at
this he decided he would like to discuss some of what he had seen with Hunt while the details were
fresh in his nmind, and asked vista if Hunt was currently coupled into the system

"No, he's not," vis~a infornmed him "He boarded a pl ane t hat
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took off from McC usky about fifteen mnutes ago. If you want, | could put you through to
the control roomthere."

"Ch, er...yes, if you would," Danchekker said.

An image of a comunications screen appeared in mdair a couple of feet in front of
Danchekker's face, fram ng the features of the duty controller at McC usky. "Hello, Professor,"
the controller acknow edged. "Wat can | do for you?"

"VISAR just told me that Vic has left for sonmewhere,
was happeni ng. "

"He left a nessage for you saying he's gone to Houston for the norning. It doesn't go into
any details, though."

"I's that Chris Danchekker? Let ne talk to him" Karen Heller's voice sounded distantly
from somewhere in the background. A few seconds |ater the controller noved off one side of the
screen, and she cane into view "Hello, Professor. Vic got fed up waiting for Lyn to get back from
Washi ngton with some news, so he called Houston. Gregg is back there, but Lyn isn't. Vic's gone to
find out what's going on. That's really about all | can tell you."

"Ch, | see," Danchekker said. "How strange."

"There was sonething else that | wanted to talk to you about," Heller went on. "I've been
doing a lot of looking into some parts of Lunarian history with Calazar and Showm and it's
becom ng rather interesting. W' ve sonme questions |I'd |like your answers to. How soon do you think
you'l'l be back?"

Danchekl cer muttered under his breath and | ooked wistfully around the Ganynean | aboratory,
then realized that he was getting signals through wsAi ~ that his body was getting hungry again.
"Actually I'll be com ng back now," he replied. "Perhaps | could talk to you in the canteen, ten
m nutes from now, say?"

“I"ll see you there," Heller agreed and di sappeared with the i mage of the screen

Danchekker replied. "I wondered what

Ten nminutes | ater Danchekker was heartily denolishing a plate of bacon, eggs, sausage, and
hash browns at MO usky while Heller talked over a sandwi ch fromthe opposite side of the table.
Most of the UNSA people were busy refitting one of the other buildings to afford nore pernmanent
storage facilities, and apart from sone clatterings and bangi ngs fromthe adjoining kitchen there
were no signs of life in their imediate vicinity.

"W've been analyzing the rates of devel opnent of the Lu --

narian civilization and Earth's," she said. "The difference is staggering. They were into
steam power and nmachines in a matter of a few thousand years after starting to use stone tools. W
took something like ten times as |ong. Wiy do you think that was?"

Danchekker frowned while he finished chewing. "I thought that the factors responsible for
the accel erated advancenent of the Lunarians were already quite obvious," he replied. "For one
thing, they were closer chronologically to the original Ganynean genetic experinments. Therefore
they possessed a greater genetic instability, and with it a tendency to a nore extreme form of
nmut ati on. The sudden emergence of the Lanbians is doubtless a case in point."

“I"'mnot convinced that it explains it," Heller replied slowy. "You've said yourself a
fewtines that tens of thousands of years isn't enough to nake a lot of difference. | got ~JSAR to
do some cal cul ati ons based on hunman genetic data that zoi~c acquired when the Shapieron was on
Earth. The results seemto bear it out. And the pattern was already established | ong before the
Lanbi ans appeared. That was only two hundred years before the war."

Danchekker sniffed as he buttered a piece of toast. Politicians had no business playing at
bei ng scientists. "The Lunarians woul d have found a profusion of remants of the earlier Ganynean
civilization on Mnerva," he suggested. "The know edge gai ned from sources of that nature gave
thema flying start over Earth."

"But the Cerians who cane to Earth were froma civilization that was al ready advanced,"
Hel I er pointed out. "So that bal ances. Wat el se made the difference?"

Danchekker wrinkl ed his nose up and scow ed. Fenale politicians playing at being
scientists were intolerable. "The Lunarian culture devel oped during the deteriorating
environnental conditions of the approaching Ice Age," he said. "That provided additiona
pressures.”

"The Ice Age was here when the Cerians arrived, and it lasted for a long tine afterward,"”
Heller reminded him "So that bal ances too. So agai n-what caused the difference?"

Danchekker stabbed his fork into his neal in a show of exasperation. "If you wi sh to doubt
my word as a bi ol ogi st and an ant hropol ogi st, you have of course every right to do so, nmadam" he
said airily. "For ny part, | see no justification whatsoever for elaborating any hypothesis beyond

the sinple m ni mumrequired
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to account for the facts. And what we already know is perfectly adequate for that
pur pose. "

Hel l er seened to have been expecting sonething |like that, and didn't react. "Maybe you're
thinking too nuch like a biologist," she suggested. "Try | ooking at it froma sociol ogical angle,
and asking the question the other way around."

Danchekker's expression said that there couldn't be any other way around. "Wat do you
mean?" he denanded.

"Instead of telling me what speeded the Lunarians up, try asking what slowed Earth down."

Danchekker stared darkly down at his plate for a few seconds, then raised his head and
showed his teeth. "The upheaval s caused by the Mon's capture,” he pronounced.

Hdl I er | ooked at himin open disbelief. "And regressed themto a point that needed tens of
t housands of years to recover fron? No way! A few centuries at the nost, maybe, but not that much
I couldn't buy it. Neither could Shown Neither could Cal azar."

"I see." Danchekker |ooked a bit taken aback. He attacked his bacon in silence for a while
and then said, "And what alternative explanation, if any, are you offering, mght | ask?"

"Sonet hing you haven't nentioned so far," Heller answered. "The Lunarians devel oped
rational, scientific thinking early on, and relied on it totally fromthe begi nnings of their
civilization. By contrast Earth went off into thousands of years of believing that nmagic,
mysticism Santa O aus, the Easter Bunny, and the Tooth Fairy would solve its problens. It only
started to change conparatively recently, and even today there's still a lot of that around. W
got wsAit to estimate the effects, and it eclipses all the other factors put together. That's what
caused the difference!"

Danchekker thought about it for a while, then replied a trifle grudgingly, "Very well." He
thrust his chin out defensively. "But | fail to see the need for any nel odramati c suggestion that
it poses a different question. It's as valid to argue that the early adoption of rational nethods
accelerated one race as it is to say that its absence retarded the other. Wat point are you
maki ng?"

"I"ve been thinking a |lot about it since | talked to Calazar and Showm and aski ng what
the reason was. Vic says everything has to have a reason, even if it takes sonme digging to find
it. So what would the reason be for a whole planet clinging obstinately to a | ot of nonsense and
superstitions for thousands of years when

even a little bit of observation and common sense should have shown it doesn't work?"

"I think perhaps you underestimate the conplexities of scientific method," Danchekker told
her. "It takes centuries

scores of generations to evolve the techni ques necessary to distinguish reliably between
facts and fallacies, and truth and nmyth. Certainly it couldn't happen overnight. Wat else did you
expect ?"

"So why didn't that stop the Lunarians?"

"I have no idea. Have you?"

"That was the question | was |leading up to." Heller leaned forward to look at himintently
across the table. "Wat do you think of this for a suggestion: The reason that belief in nyths and
magi ¢ becane so deeply rooted in Earth's cultures and persisted for so long could be that, in the
earliest stage of our first civilizations, it did work?"

Danchekker gagged over the mouthful of food that he had been about to swallow and col ored
visibly. "What? That's preposterous! Are you suggesting that the | aws of physics that dictate the
runni ng of the Universe could have changed in the | ast few thousand years?"

"No, I'mnot. Al I'm-- "

"“I'"ve never heard such an absurd suggestion. This whole matter is already conplicated
enough wi thout introducing attenpts to explain it by astrol ogy, ESP, or whatever other inanities
you have in nmind." Danchekker |ooked about himinpatiently and sighed. "Really, it would take far
too long to explain why if you are unable to distinguish between science and the banalities
di spensed i n adol escent magazi nes. Just take ny word that you are wasting your tine...mne too, |
m ght add."

Hel | er maintained her calmwi th sone effort. "I am not suggesting anything of the kind."
An edge of strain had crept into her voice. "Kindly listen for two nminutes." Danchekker said
not hi ng and eyed her dubiously across the table as he continued eating. She went on, "Think about
this scenario. The Jevl enese have never forgotten that they're Lanbians, and we're Cerians. They
still see Earth as a rival and al ways have. Now put themin the situation where they' ve been taken
to Thurien and are making the nost of the opportunity to absorb all that Ganynean technol ogy, and
the rivals on Earth have just been sent back to square one by

t he Moon showi ng up. They' ve gained control of the surveillance operation, and probably by
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this time they can do their own instant noving of ships and whatever around the Gal axy because
they've got their own i ndependent conputer, JEVEX, on their own independent planet. Also they're
human in form physically indistinguishable fromtheir rivals.” Heller sat back and | ooked at
Danchekker expectantly, as if waiting for himto fill in the rest hinmself. He stopped with his
fork halfway to his nouth and gaped at her incredul ously.

"They coul d have nmade magi ¢ and nmiracles work," Heller went on after a few seconds. "They
could have put their own, shall we say, 'agents' into our culture way back in its ancient history
and deliberately instilled systens of beliefs that we still haven't entirely recovered from
beliefs that were guaranteed to make sure that the rival would take a long, long tine to
redi scover the sciences and devel op the technol ogi es that woul d nake it an opponent worth worrying
about again. Meanwhile the Jevi enese have bought thenselves a ot of time to becone established on
their own system of worlds, expand JEVEX, mlk off nore Ganynmean know how, and whatever el se
they've been up to." She sat back, spread her hands, and | ooked at Danchekker expectantly. "Wat
do you t hi nk?"

Danchekker stared at her for what seened a long tinme. "Inpossible,” he declared at |ast.

Hel ler's ~patience finally snapped. "Wiy? Wiat's wong with that theory?" she denanded.
"The facts are that sonething slowed Earth's devel opnent down. This accounts for it, and nothing
that you cane up with does. The Jevl enese had the neans and the notive, and the answer fits the
evi dence. What nore do you want? | thought science was supposed to be open-m nded at |east."

"Too farfetched," Danchekker retorted. He becane openly sarcastic. "Another principle of
sci ence, which you appear to have overl ooked, is that one endeavors to test one's hypotheses by
experiment. | have no idea how you intend testing this far-flung notion of yours, but for
suggestions | reconmend that you might try consulting the illustrators of Supernman conics or the
authors of the articles one finds in those housew ves' journals found on sale in supermarkets."
Wth that he returned his attention fully to his neal.

"Well if that's your attitude, enjoy your lunch.” Heller rose in --

dignantly to her feet. "I heard that Vic had a hell of a tine getting you to accept that
the Lunarians existed at all. | can see why!" She turned and marched out of the room

Karen Heller was still fuming thirty minutes |ater as she stood by one of the buildings on

the edge of the apron watching a UNSA crew installing a nore permanent generator facility.
Danchekker canme out of the door of the ness hall sone di stance away, saw her, then wal ked slowy
off in the opposite direction, his hands cl asped behind his back. He stopped at the perineter
fence and stood for a long tinme staring out across the marshes, turning his head every now and
then to gl ance back at where Heller was standing. Eventually he turned and paced thoughtfully back

to the door of the ness hall. Wen he was al nost there he stopped, |ooked across at her again,
hesitated for a few seconds, then changed direction and came over to her.

"I, er-1 apologize," he said. "I think you nay have something. Certainly your conclusions
warrant further investigation. W should contact the others and tell themabout it as soon as

possi bl e."
Chapter twenty-three

"She what ?!"

Hunt caught Caldwell's armand drew himto a halt hal fway al ong the corridor |eading
toward Caldwell's office at the top of the Navcoms Headquarters Buil ding.

"He told her to give hima call next tine she was in New York to see her nother,"” Cal dwell
said. "So | told her to take sone vacation and go see her nother." He lifted Hunt's fingers from
the sl eeve of his jacket and resumed wal ki ng.

Hunt stood rooted to the spot for a second, then cane to |life once nore and caught up in a
few hurried paces. "What in hell?...You can't do that! She happens to be very special to ne."

"She al so happens to be ny assistant.”

"But...what's she supposed to do when she sees himread poetry? Gregg, you can't do that.
You' ve got to get her out of it."

“"You're sounding like a naiden aunt," Caldwell said. "I didn't do anything. She set it up
herself, and | didn't see any reason not to use the chance. It might turn up something useful."

"Her job description never said anything about playing Mata Han. It's a blatant and
i nexcusabl e expl oitation of personnel beyond the Iimts of their contractual obligations to the
Di vi sion. ™

"Nonsense. It's a career-devel opnent opportunity. Her job description stresses initiative
and creativity, and that's what it is."
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"What kind of career? That guy's only got one track in his head. Look, it may come as kind
of a surprise, but | don't go for the idea of her being another boy-scout badge for himto stitch
on his shirt. Maybe |I'm being ol d-fashioned, but | didn't think that that was what working for
UNSA was all about."

"Stop overreacting. Nobody said a word about anything like that. It could be a chance to
fill in some of the details we're nmissing. The opportunity cane out of the blue, and she grabbed
it."

"I've heard enough details already from Karen. Okay, we know the rules, and Lyn knows the
rul es, but he doesn't know the

rul es. What do you think he's going to do-sit down and fill out a questionnaire?"

"Lyn can handle it."

"You can't let her do it."

"l can't stop her. She's on vacation, seeing her nother."

"Then | want to take sonme special |eave, starting right now. |'ve got personal energency
matters to attend to in New York."

"Deni ed. You've got too nuch to do here that's nore inportant.”

They fell silent as they passed through the outer office and into Caidwell's inner
sanctum Caidwell's secretary | ooked up fromdictating a neno to an audi otranscri ber and nodded a
greeting.

"Gregg, this is going too far," Hunt began again when they got inside. "There's --

"There's nore to it than you think," Caldwell told him "I've heard enough from Nornan
Pacey and the CIA to know that the opportunity was worth seizing when it presented itself. Lyn
knew it too." He draped his jacket on a hanger by the door, wal ked around the other side of his
desk, and dunped the briefcase that he had been carrying down on top of it. "There's a hell of a
| ot about Sverenssen that we never deaned ofl and a lot nore we don't know that we'd like to. So
stop being neurotic, sit down and listen for five mnutes, and I'll give you a summry."

Hunt emitted a long sigh of capitulation, threw out his hands in resignation, and sl unped
down into one of the chairs. "W're going to need a lot nmore than five mnutes, Gegg," he said as
Cal dwel | sat down facing him "You wait till you hear about the things we found out yesterday from
the Thuriens."

Four and a half thousand mles from Houston, Nornman Pacey was sitting on a bench by the
side of the Serpentine |ake in London's Hyde Park. Strollers in open-necked shirts and sumery
dresses nmaking the best of the first warm days of the year added a dash of color to the
surroundi ng greenery topped by distant frontages of dignified and i nposing buildings that had not
changed appreciably in fifty years. That was all they had ever wanted, he thought to hinself as he
took in the sights and sounds around him All that people the world over had ever wanted was to
live their lives, pay their way, and be left alone. So how had the fewwith different aspirations
al ways been able to command the power to

i npose thensel ves and their systens? Wi ch was the greater evil- one fanatic with a cause,
or a hundred nmen free enough not to care about causes? But caring about freedom enough to defend
it made it a cause and its defenders fanatics. For ten thousand years mankind had westled with
the probl em and not found an answer.

A shadow fell across the ground, and M kol ai Sobroskin sat down on the bench next to him
He was wearing a heavy suit and necktie despite the fine weather, and his head was glistening with
beads of perspiration in the sunlight. "A refreshing contrast to G ordano Bruno," he comrented
"What an inprovenment it would be if the naria were really seas."

Pacey turned his head fromstaring across the | ake and grinned. "And naybe a few trees,
huh? 1 think UNSA has got its work cut out for a while with the proposals for cooling down Venus
and oxygenating Mars. Luna's way down the list. Even if it weren't, |I'mnot sure that anybody has
come up with any good ideas for what they could do about it. But who knows? One day, nmybe."

The Russi an sighed. "Perhaps we had such know edge in the pal mof our hand. We threw it
away. Do you realize that we have wi tnessed what could be the greatest crime in human history? And
perhaps the world will never know. "

Pacey nodded, waited for a second to assune a nore businesslike manner, and asked,
"So?...\Wat's the news?"

Sobroski n drew a handkerchi ef fromhis breast pocket and dabbed his head. "You were right
about the coded signals from G star when you suspected that they were in response to an
i ndependent transnmitting facility established by us," he replied.

Pacey nodded without showi ng surprise. He knew that already fromwhat Caldwell and Lyn
Garl and had reveal ed in Washi ngton, but he couldn't say so. "Have you found out how Verikoff and
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Sverenssen fit in?" he asked.

"I think so," Sobroskin said. "They seemto be part of a gl obal operation of sone sort
that was commtted to shutting down conmmuni cati ons of any kind between this planet and Thurien
They used the sane nmethods. Verikoff is a nenmber of a powerful faction that strongly opposed the
Sovi et attenpt to open another channel. Their reasons were the sane as the UN's. As it turned out,
they were taken by surprise before they coul d organi ze an effective bl ock, and sone transni ssions
were sent. Like Sverenssen, Verikoff was instrunental in causing additional nessages to

be sent secretly, designed to frustrate the exercise. At least we think so...W can't
prove it."

Pacey nodded again. He knew that too. "Do you know what they said?" he inquired out of
curiosity, although he had read Caldwell's transcripts from Thurien

"No, but | can guess. These people knew in advance that the relay to G star would
deactivate. That says to me that they nmust have been responsible. Presunmably they arranged it
nmont hs ago with an independent |aunching organization, or maybe a part of UNSA that they knew they
could trust...l don't know. But my guess is that their strategy was to delay the proceedings via
both channels until the relay was put out of action pernanently."”

Pacey stared across the |ake to an enclosed area of water on the far side in which crowds
of children were swinmng and playing in the sun. The sounds of shouting and | aughter drifted
across intermttently on the breeze. Apart fromthe confirmation of Verikoff's involvenent, he
hadn't | earned anything new so far. "What do you nake of it?" he asked without turning his head.

After a long, heavy silence, Sobroskin replied, "Russia had a tradition of tyranny through
to the early years of this century. Ever since it threw off the yoke of Mngol subjugation in the
fifteenth century, it was obsessed with preserving its security to the point that the security of
other nations becane a threat that could not be tolerated. It expanded its borders by conquest and
held on to its acquired territories by oppression, intinmdation, and terror. But the new lands in
turn had borders, and there was no end to the process. Comuni sm changed nothing. It was nerely a
banner of convenience for rallying gullible idealists and rationalizing sacrifice. Apart froma
few brief nonths in 1917, Russia was no nore Communi st than the Church of the M ddl e Ages was
Christian."

He paused to fold his handkerchief and return it to his pocket. Pacey waited without
speaking for himto continue. "W thought that all that began to change in the early decades of
this century with the end of the threat of thernonuclear war and a nore enlightened vi ew of
internationalism And superficially it did. Many |like nyself dedicated thenselves to creating a
new cl i mate of understanding and common progress with the West as it emerged fromits own style of
tyranny." Sobroskin sighed and shook his head sadly. "But the Thurien affair has reveal ed that the

forces that plunged Russia into its own Dark Age did not go away, and their purpose has
not changed." He | ooked at Pacey sharply. "And the forces that brought religious terror and
economni ¢ exploitation to the West have not gone away, either. On both sides they have nerely
nmodi fied their stance to avert what woul d have guaranteed their destruction along with everything
el se. There is a web across this whol e planet that connects many Sverenssens with many Veri koffs.
They pose behi nd banners and sl ogans that call for liberation, but the liberation they seek is
their own, not that of the people who followthem"

“Yes, | know," Pacey said. "W've uncovered sone of it too. Wat's the answer?"

Sobroskin rai sed an arm and gestured at the far side of the |ake. "For all we know, those
children m ght have grown up to see other worlds under other suns. But the price of that would
have been know edge, and know edge is the eneny of tyranny in any disguise. It has freed nore
peopl e from poverty and oppression than all of the ideologies and creeds in history put together.
Every form of serfdomfollows fromserfdomof the nind. "

“I"'mnot sure what you're saying," Pacey said. "Are you saying you want to conme over to us
or sonet hi ng?"

The Russi an shook his head. "The war that matters has nothing to do with flags. It is
bet ween those who woul d set the minds of children free, and those who woul d deny them Thurien. The
| atest battle has been lost, but the war will continue. Perhaps one day we will talk to Thurien
again. But in the neantime another battle is loonmng in Moscow for control of the Kremin, and
that is where | nust be." He reached behind himfor a package that he had placed on the bench
behi nd hi mand passed it to Pacey. "W have a tradition of ruthlessness in handling our interna
affairs that you do not share. It is possible that nany people will not survive the next few
months, and | could be one of them If so, | would like to think that my work has not been for
not hing." He rel eased the package and withdrew his arm "That contains a conplete record of al
that I know. It would not be safe with ny colleagues in Mdscow since their future, like my own, is
full of uncertainties. But | know that you will use the information w sely, for you understand as
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well as | do that in the war that really natters we are on the sanme side." Wth that he stood up.
"I amglad that we nmet, Norman Pacey. It is reassuring to see that on both sides, bonds

exi st that are deeper than the colors on naps. | hope that we neet again, but in case that
is not to be..." He let the words hang and extended a hand.

Pacey stood up and grasped it firmy. "We will. And things will be better," he said.

"I hope so." Sobroskin released his grip, turned, and began wal ki ng away al ong the si de of

the | ake.

Pacey's fingers tightened around the package as he stood watching the short, stocky figure
marching jerkily off to keep its appointnment with fate, possibly to die so that children night
| augh. He couldn't et him he realized. He couldn't let himwal k anway wi thout knowi ng. "Mkolai!"
he cal | ed.

Sobr oski n stopped and | ooked back. Pacey waited. The Russian retraced his steps.

"The battle was not |ost," Pacey said. "There's another channel to Thurien operating right
now...in the United States. It doesn't need the relay. W' ve been talking to Thurien for weeks.
That was why Karen Heller returned to Earth. It's okay. Al the Sverenssens in the world can't
stop it now "

Sobroskin stared at himfor a long tinme before the words seened to register. At |ast he
moved his head in a slow, barely perceptible nod, his eyes expressionless and distant, and
mur mured qui etly, "Thank you." Then he turned away and began wal ki ng again, this tinme slowy, as
if in a trance. Wien he had covered twenty yards or so he stopped, stared back again, and raised
his armin a silent salutation. Then he turned away and began wal ki ng once nore, and after a few
steps his pace |lightened and qui ckened.

Even at that distance Pacey had seen the exultation in his expression. Pacey watched unti
Sobr oski n had vani shed anong t he peopl e wal ki ng by the boat houses farther al ong the shoreline,
then turned away and wal ked in the opposite direction, toward the Serpentine bridge.

Chapter twenty-four

Ni el s Sverenssen's nillion-dollar hone was situated in Connecticut, forty mles from New
York City, on the shore side of a twohundred-acre estate of parkland and trees that overl ooked
Long Island Sound. The house framed two sides of a large, clover-leaf pool set anbng terraced
banks of shrubs. A tennis court on one side and outbuildings on the other conpleted the pooi's
encirclement. The house was fashi onably contenporary, spacious, light, and airy, with sections of
roof sweeping in clean, unbroken planes fromcrest alnost to ground |evel in sonme places to give
the conplete structure the lines and conposition of an abstract scul pture, and draw ng back in
others to reveal vertical faces and slanted panels of polished brownstone, tiled nposaic, or glass.
The inmposing central structure rose two | evels and contained the | arger roons and Sverenssen's
private quarters. One wing fell to single level and conprised six extra bedroons and additi onal
living space to accommpdate the guests of his frequent weekend parties and other functions. The
ot her was two-storied, though not as high as the- central portion; it contained offices for
Sverenssen and a secretary, a library, and other roons dedicated to his work.

There was sonet hi ng odd about the history of Sverenssen's house.

Lyn had flown up to New York acconpani ed by one of difford Benson's agents, who had
i ntroduced her to a local office of the CIA to exanmine their records for additional information on
Sverenssen. It turned out that his house had been built for himten years previously by the
construction division of Weismand Industries, Inc., a large, diversified corporation. The conpany
was a builder of industrial prenmises, not private dwellings, which was no doubt why they had
called in several outside architects and designers as consultants. \What nmade the project even
stranger was that Wismand was based in California; why woul d Sverenssen have used them when any
nunber of qualified firns existed in the area?

Further checks reveal ed that Wi smand I ndustries stock was held nainly by a Canadi an
i nsurance consortiumthat was closely linked to the sane British banking fraternity that, al ong
with its French and Swi ss connections, had | aunched Sverenssen's spectacul ar career upon his
sudden return fromobscurity. Had Sverenssen sinply been repaying a favor, or were there other
reasons why he felt it necessary to build his house using a conpany w th which he had cl ose, and
presunably confidential, connections?

Lyn asked herself the question again as she reclined in a bikini on a chaise by the poo
and studi ed the house through the intervening flower beds and shrubs. Sverenssen, wearing
sungl asses and clad in a pair of scarlet bathing trunks, was sitting a few feet away at an
unbrel |l aed tabl e drinking iced | enbnade and talking with a man he had introduced as Larry. A
bl onde naned Cheryl was baski ng face-down and naked on another chaise a short distance away, while
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two other girls, Sandy and Carol, were |aughing and shouting in the pooi with a Mditerranean-

| ooki ng character by the nane of Enrico. Sandy was topless, and the object of the nel~e in
progress was evidently to render her bottom ess as well. Another couple had been around earlier
but had been gone for the last hour or so. It was Friday afternoon, and nore people were expected
to arrive as the evening wore on, plus a few the next norning. Sverenssen had described the
occasi on as "a pl easant get-together of sone interesting friends" when Lyn called himon Thursday
nor ni ng.

The only thing that seened even slightly unusual about the house was the office w ng, she
deci ded as she | ooked at it. Sverens.sen had stressed that it was not open to visitors when he
showed her around earlier. That seened reasonabl e enough, but sonething was different about it,
she realized. This part of the building wasn't built to the sane airy and open design as the rest
of the place, with yards of plate-glass wi ndows and sliding glass doors that |ed through to the
inside. Instead it was solid, with small w ndows set high off the ground. They | ooked thick and
seemed nore suited to keeping sunlight out, along with everything el se. As she | ooked closer, she
was sure that what had seened at first to be ornanmental trimacross the wi ndows was in fact
careful |y di sguised bars guaranteed to exclude any possibffity of entry-not just by burglars, but
by a tank. There were no doors to the outside at all; the only access to the wing was fromi nsi de
the house. If she

hadn' t been | ooking specifically, she would never have noticed it, but the office wing,
beneath its veneer of tiled designs and paint-work to match the rest of the house, was virtually a
fortress.

The noise fromthe pooi rose to a crescendo that culmnated in a shriek as Enrico energed
froma flurry of water and bodi es waving the lower half of Sandy's swinsuit triunphantly over his
head. "One down, one to go," he yelled

"Not fair!" Sandy screanmed. "I was drowning. That's an unfair advantage."
"Carol's turn," Enrico shouted.
"Li ke hell,"™ Carol |aughed. "That's inequality. Sandy, give ne a hand and let's get the

bastard.” The commotion started all over again

"It sounds as if they could use sonme help," Sverenssen said, turning his head to | ook
across at Lyn. "Go ahead and join in. There aren't any restrictions on how you enjoy yourself
here, you know. "

She |l et her head fall back on the raised end of the chaise and forced a smle. "Oh,
someti mes spectator sports are just as nmuch fun. Anyway, they seemto be nmanagi ng okay. 1'll be
the reserve division."

"She's being smart and saving her energy,"” Larry said, speaking to Sverenssen and sendi ng

Lyn a broad wi nk. She did a good job of pretending not to notice.

"Very w se," Sverenssen said.

"The real fun starts later," Larry explained, grinning. Lyn nanaged a half-smile, at the
sanme time wonderi ng how she was going to handle that. "We'll find you lots of new friends. They're
great people here.”

"I can't wait," Lyn said drily.

"I'sn't she charm ng," Sverenssen said, glancing at Larry and | ooking approvingly back at
Lyn. "I met her in Washington, you know a nost fortunate encounter. She has people that she visits
here in New York." It made her feel |ike a piece of nerchandise, which was probably a pretty cl ose

assessment of her situation. She wasn't especially surprised; if she hadn't been prepared to play
al ong for appearance's sake, she wouldn't have cone in the first place.

"I get to Washington a lot," Larry said. "You work there or sonething?"

Lyn shook her head. "Uh uh. I'mwith the Space Armin Houston-conputers, |asers, and
peopl e who tal k nunbers all day.

but it's a living."

"Ah, but we're going to change that, aren't we, Lyn," Sverenssen said. He | ooked at Larry.
"As a matter of fact | was thinking of sonething in Washington that would suit her perfectly, and
prove far nore interesting, |'msure. Do you renmenber Phil Grazenby? | had lunch with hi mone day
while | was there recently, and he wants sonebody bright and attractive to nanage the new agency
he's opening. And he is tal king about really worthwhile noney."

"We'll have to get together there if you make it," Larry said to Lyn. He made a face. "Aw,
but that's business, and it's a long tinme away. Wiy wait until Washi ngton? W can get to know each
other right here. Are you here al one?"

"Yes, she's free," Sverenssen nurnured.

"That's great!" Larry exclained. "Me too, and |I'mthe perfect guy for introduci ng new
faces around here. Believe ne, honey, you've nade the right choice. You nust have good taste. Tel
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you what-you can partner me in one of the ganes later. So we've got a deal, right?"

"I live for the present,"” Lyn said. "Suppose we let later take care of itself later
okay?" She stretched to squint up at the sun, then | ooked at Sverenssen. "Right now all |'m going
to be good for is a case of radiation sickness if | don't cover up. I'mgoing to go inside in the
shade and put on sonething else until it cools down a bit. I'll see you |later?"

"By all means, ny dear," Sverenssen said. "The last thing we want is for you to end up on
the casualty list." Lyn unfol ded herself fromthe chaise and wal ked toward the house. "I think you
may have a little game of playing hard to get to win before -- " she heard Sverenssen nmurnur. The
rest was drowned out by another burst of screamng fromthe pool

Cheryl raised her head and watched as Lyn di sappeared between the shrubs. "You' ve got
nothing to offer, Larry," she said. "Now could show her a good tine that's really different."

"So what's wong with both of us?" Larry asked.

Lyn's room contai ned twin king-size beds and was as |uxuriously furnished and fitted as
every ot her part of the house. She

was supposed to be sharing it with sonmebody call ed Donna, who hadn't arrived yet. |nside,
she took off her bikini and put on a shirt and shorts. Then she stood by the w ndow thinking for a
whi | e.

There was a datagrid screen in the room but she didn't want to make any calls since there
was a good chance it was bugged. Anyway she didn't need to if she wanted to get out because
Clifford Benson's peopl e had aheady anticipated that. Inside her shoulder bag in the closet was a
m croel ectronic transmtter that | ooked |ike a powder conpact but would send out a signal when she
unl ocked a safety catch and pressed a disguised button. If she pressed it once, a Cl A agent would
call the house within seconds, posing as a brother with news of a fanily energency and stating
that a cab was on its way to collect her. If she pressed it three times, the two agents in the
airnobile parked a mle down the road fromthe front gate would arrive in under half a mnute, but
that option was for use only if she got into real trouble. But she didn't want to get out just
yet. The house was enpty and quieter than it would be at any tinme for the rest of the weekend.
There woul d never be another chance like this for a |l ook around the place with little risk of
bei ng di sturbed. She sure-as-hell wasn't going to chicken out after a couple of hours with nothing
to report, she told herself.

She took a deep breath, bit her lip nervously, wal ked over to the door, inched it open
and |istened. Everything seenmed still. As she let herself out into the passage a half-stifled
gi ggl e cane from behind the door opposite. She stopped for a second; there was no other sound, and
she noved quietly on toward the central part of the house.

The passage |ed through a small den into a large, central, open roomthat rose the ful
hei ght of the building, one side a sloping wall of glass panels facing the rear of the house. The
room was el bow shaped, thickly carpeted, and had a sunken floor in front of a large fireplace of
brickwork, with areas of raised floors around it angling away to openi ngs and stairways which gave
access to other parts of the house.

Muf f1 ed voi ces and kitchen noi ses were conming fromone of the corridors, but she didn't
detect any sign of Sverenssen's domestic staff in her inmediate vicinity. She slowy examnined the
furni shings, ornanents, the pictures on the walls, and the fittings overhead, but found not hing
that | ooked out of place. After pausing to

replay her nental nodel of the |ayout, she picked out a narrow corridor that seened to
| ead toward the office wing and foll owed

it.

Eventual |y, after exploring the systemof rooms that the corridor brought her to, nost of
whi ch she had already seen in the course of the quick tour that Sverenssen had given her, she cane
back to what seened to be the only door anywhere that opened through into the office wi ng. She
tried the handle gently, but it was |ocked, as she had expected. Wen she tapped it with a
knuckl e, the sound it produced was flat and solid, even fromthe parts that |ooked |ike ordinary
wood panel s. They mi ght have been wood on the surface, but there was a | ot of sonething else
under neat h; that door had been put there to keep out a lot nore than just drafts. Wthout a rock
drill or an arny demplition squad, she wasn't going to get any farther in that direction, so she
turned to go back to the center part of the house. As she began noving, she recalled one of the
scul ptures that she had seen in the central room It hadn't really struck her at the tinme, but now
as she thought about it again, she realized that there had been sonething vaguely faniliar about
it. Surely not, she thought as she tried to visualize it again in her nmnd. There was no way it
could be possible. She frowned, and her pace qui ckened a fraction

The piece was standing in an illum nated recess on one side of the brick fireplace-an
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abstract formrendered in sone kind of silver and gold translucent crystal, about eight inches
hi gh and nounted on a solid black base. At |east, when she glanced over it casually a few m nutes
earlier she had thought it to be abstract. But now as she picked it up and turned it slowy over

i n her hands, she became nore convinced than ever that its formcouldn't be sinply a coincidence

Its | owernpst part was a conposition of surfaces and shapes that could have neant
anyt hi ng, but projecting up fromthe center to formthe main body of the design was a tapering
colum of finely carved terraces, |levels, and intervening buttresses flowi ng upward in distinctive
curves. Could it represent a tower? she wondered. A tower that she had seen not |ong ago. Three
slimspires continued upward fromthe top of the main colum-three spires supporting a circular
di sk just below their apexes. A platfornP? The disk had nore finely cut details on its surface. She
turned the scul pture over...and gasped. There were nore details, defining

a readily discernible pattern of concentric rings-on the underside of the platform She
was | ooking at a representation of the central tower of the city of Vranix. It couldn't possibly
be. But it couldn't be anything el se.

Her hand was shaking as she carefully replaced the sculpture in its recess. Wat the hel
had she gotten herself into? she asked herself. Her first urge was to go back to her room coll ect
her things, and get out fast; but as she forced herself to cal mdown and her mnd to think nore
clearly, she fought back the feeling. The opportunity to |l earn nore was unique, and it woul d never
present itself again. If there were nore, nobody m ght ever know unl ess she found it now She
cl osed her eyes for a second and took a deep breath to summon up her reserves of nervous energy to
see it through.

She had to find out nore about the office wing, but there seened no way to get inside.
Maybe she could get nearer in some other way...under it, perhaps? A house like this would surely
have cellars. There woul d probably be stairs sonewhere in the direction of the kitchen. She noved
across to the end of the corridor |eading that way; voices were stifi audible, but they sounded
cl osed off. Two doors proved to be closets. The third that she tried revealed a ifight of wooden
stairs goi ng down. She entered, eased the door shut behind her, and descended.

The cellar that she found herself in | ooked ordinary, with a bench and some tool racks, a
storage space, and |lots of pipes and conduits. Machinery of sone kind, probably a central air
condi tioner, was hunmm ng behind a | ouvered door to one side. Two other cellars opened off from
this one, one in each direction of the two arns of the house; she noved on into the one |eading
toward the office wing. It was another storage area, full of boxes and | eftover decorating
materials. A partition wall with a gap in its center screened off the far end. Lyn crossed the
area and peered through the gap. The cellar did not continue on beneath the office w ng, but ended
at a bare wall on the far side of the small space behind the partition. As Lyn | ooked around and
studi ed the surroundings, she realized that the part of the cellars she had entered was strangely
different fromthe rest structurally, particularly the blank wall facing her.

The line where the wall and ceiling met was formed by a steel girder that nust have
measured fifteen inches across the flange at

| east, and it was supported by two nore, equally massive nmenbers running down the corners
and ternminating in what | ooked |like solid concrete foundations partly visible along the | ower part
of the walls and going down into the floor. The ceiling, too, was reinforced with girders and
cross-ties gusseted at the angles. Al was painted white to blend in with the general background
of the other cellar roons, and the casual visitor would probably never have noticed; but to
sonmebody who was | ooking for the unusual and who had a special interest in that end of the house,
the heavy structures stood out unm stakably.

So the office wing itself was not over any part of the cellars but was built on solid
ground, and she was | ooking at one side of its foundation and underpinning. It was built from
materials and in a fashion that woul d have supported a battleship. Wiat could there be upstairs
that woul d have crushed the foundati ons of an ordinary house and had made all this necessary? she
wonder ed.

And then she renmenbered the hol es she had seen punched through the concrete at Md usky.

A Thurien interstellar comruni cati ons systemcontained a mcroscopic, artificially
generated, black-hole toroid when it was switched on and operating.

But that idea was even nore insane. The house had been built ten years before. Nobody had
heard of the Ganyneans, |et alone Thurien, in 2021

She backed slowmy away fromthe partition and turned dazedly back toward the stairs.

At the top of the stairs she stopped for a while to give the thunping in her chest time to
sl ow down and to bring her reeling mnd under sone kind of control. Then she opened the door a
fraction and brought her eye close to it just in time to catch a glinpse of Sverenssen novi ng out
of sight behind an angle in the wall back near the corner room He had been turning his head from
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side to side as he noved, as if he were | ooking for sonething

# .. or sonmebody. Lyn inmediately erupted into a new spasm of shaki ng and shi veri ng.
Suddenly Navcomms and Houston seened very far away. |If she ever got out of this, she'd never want
to | eave the coziness of her own office again

I f Sverenssen was | ooking for her, he would al ready have tried knocking on the door of her
room The part of her that felt guilty told her that she needed a reason for not being there. She
t hought

for a few seconds, then let herself out into the corridor and went the other way, into the
kitchen. A mnute |ater she reenerged holding a cup of coffee and began maki ng her way back to the
guest section of the house.

"Ch, there you are." Sverenssen's voi ce sounded from behi nd her when she was hal f way
across one of the raised floors around the periphery of the corner room She froze; had she done
anything el se, the coffee and the cup would have been all over the carpet. Sverenssen cane out of
one of the side roonms as she turned to face him He was still wearing his bathing trunks, but had
put sandals on his feet and thrown a shirt |oosely over his shoul der. He was eying her
uncertainly, as if he were nildly suspicious about sonething but not sufficiently sure of hinself
to be direct.

"I went to get some coffee," she said, as if it weren't obvious. Inmmediately she felt Iike
the classical dumb broad; but at |east she managed to stop herself fromfollow ng up her statenent
with an inane | augh. She was certain that Sverenssen was | ooking past her shoul der at the
scul pture in its recess. She could picture it in her mind s eye with a neon sign in six-inch
|l etters above shouting, "I HAVE BEEN MOVED." Sonehow she resisted the compul sion to turn her head

"I wouldn't have thought that sonebody from Houston woul d be bothered by the sun," he
remar ked. "Especially somebody with a tan |like yours." His voice was superficially casual, but had
an undertone that invited an expl anati on.

For a second or two she felt trapped. Then she said, "I just wanted to get away for a
while. Your friend...Larry, was starting to come on a bit strong. | guess | need tine to get used
to this.”

Sverenssen | ooked at her dubiously, as if she had just confirned his fears about
sonmething. "Well, | do hope you nanage to |loosen up a little before too nuch |onger," he said. "

mean, the whole idea of being here is to enjoy oneself. It would be such a shame if one person
all owed her inhibitions to ruin the atnosphere for everyone el se, wouldn't it?"

Despite her confusion, Lyn couldn't keep a sharp edge out of her voice. "Look...l didn't
exactly come here expecting this,"” she told him "You never said anything about playing nusica
peopl e. "

A pai ned expression cane over Sverenssen's face. "Ch dear, | do hope you're not going to
start preaching any mddle-class norals. Wiat did you expect? | said | would be entertaining sone
friends, and | expect themto be entertained and nmade to feel welcone in a nmanner appropriate to
their tastes.”

"Their tastes? That's very nice of you. They nust love you for it. \Wat about ny tastes?"

"Are you suggesting that nmy acquai ntances fail to come up to your standards? How anusi ng
You' ve already nade your tastes quite plain-you aspire to luxury and the conpany that goes with
it. Wll, you have them Surely you don't expect anything in this life to cone free."

"I didn't expect to be treated |like a piece of candy to be dangled in front of those
overgrown kids out there."

"You're talking like an adol escent. Do | not have a right to expect you, as ny guest, to
behave sociably in return for ny hospitality? O did you imagine that I was sone kind of a
phi | ant hropi st who opens his home to the world for reasons of pure charity? | can assure you that
I am not hing of the kind, and neither is anybody el se who has the inteffigence to understand the
realities of life."

"Who said anything about charity? Doesn't respect for people come into it anywhere?"

Sverenssen sneered. Evidently it didn't. "Another mddle-class opiate. All | can say to
you i s that whatever fantasies you have been harboring appear to have been sadly unfounded." He
si ghed and shrugged, apparently having al ready dismissed the nmatter as a | ost cause. "The
opportunity is yours to enjoy a life quite free fromworries financial or otherw se, but seizing
it requires that you throw off a lot of silly protective notions left over from chil dhood and make
a pragmatic assessnent of your situation."”

Lyn's eyes bl azed, but she managed to keep her voice under control. "I think | just nade
it." Her tone said the rest.
Sverenssen appeared indifferent. "In that case | suggest that you call yourself a cab

wi thout further delay and return to your world of misplaced romanticismand unfulfillable dreans,"

file:/l/F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Giant's%20Star.txt (85 of 137) [2/4/03 10:56:14 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Gi ant's%20Star .txt

he said. "It really nakes no difference to ne. | can get sonebody el se here within the hour. The
choice is entirely yours."
Lyn stood absolutely still until she had fought down the urge to hurl her coffee in his

face. Then she turned away and, nustering

the effort to maintain her calm wal ked off in the direction of her room Sverenssen
followed her coldly with his eyes for a few seconds, then shrugged contenptuously and hurried out
through a side door to rejoin the others at the poolL

Two hours later Lyn was sitting in a Washi ngton-bound pl ane besi de the Cl A agent who had
acconpani ed her to New York. Around them sat fanilies, couples, people alone, and peopl e together;
sonme were dressed in business suits, sonme in jackets, and others in casual shirts, sweaters, and
jeans. They were tal king, |aughing, reading, and sleeping-just ordinary, sane, civilized people,
m ndi ng their own business. She wanted to hug every one of them
Chapter twenty-five

In the illusory world of VISAR S creations, Karen Heller was half a billion mles tall and
floating in space. A |loosely coupled binary system of Ping-Pong-ball-sized stars, one yell ow and
one white, was revolving slowy in front of her while a nmyriad nore gl owed as pinpoints of |ight
in the infinite blackness stretching away on every side. The center of mass of the two stars was
| ocated at one of the foci of a highly elongated effipse, superposed on the view by vis~, tracing
the orbit of the planet Surio.

Hanging in space beside Helter and | ooking |like some cosnic god contenplating the materia
universe as if it were a plaything, Danchekker extended an armto point at the planet sliding
along its trajectory in vis~s.a's speeded-up simulation. "The conditions that Surio encounters at
opposite ends of the ellipse are conpletely different," he said. "At one end it's in close
proximty to both its suns and therefore very hot; at the other it's renote fromthem and
therefore quite cool. Its year alternates between a | ong oceani c phase during the cool period, and
an equally long hot phase during which Surio possesses practically no hydrosphere at all. Eesyan
tells ne it's unique anong the worlds that the Thuriens have discovered so far."

"It's fascinating," Heller said, enthralled. "And you're saying that |ife has energed
there despite those conditions. It sounds inpossible."

"I thought so too," Danchekker told her. "Eesyan had to show me this before I'd believe
ot herwi se. That was what | wanted to show you. Let's go down and take a closer | ook at the planet
itself."

They seened to be rushing toward Surio as vis~~ responded to the verbal cue. The stars
vani shed away behind them and .the planet grew rapidly and swelled into a sphere that flattened
out beneath them as they descended fromthe sky. It was in a cool, oceanic phase, and as they
pl unged downward they shrank in size so that the sea stretching fromhorizon to horizon | ooked
nor mal .

Then they were underwater, with strange alien life forns swimmng and twisting in the
ocean around them

A bl ack, fishlike creature, vaguely rem niscent of sone shark species, seened to single
itself out, their viewpoint noving progressively as they followed it. Then, as VISAR altered the
content of the information being injected into their visual systens, the body and soft tissues of
the creature becane a translucent haze to reveal clearly the structure of its skeleton. The |ight
filtering through the water from above went out suddenly, then canme on again, then continued to
ificker steadily like a sl ow notion stroboscope. The image of the fish renained notionless in
front of them "Day and night cycles,"” Danchekker explained in answer to Heller's questioning
I ook. "Vi SAR is speeding themup and freezing this image artificially so that we can observe it.
Have you noticed yet that the intensity of the daylight periods is increasing?"

Hel | er had. She al so noticed that the creature's skel eton was begi nning to change subtly.
Its spine was shortening and getting thicker, and the bones inside its fins were el ongating and
differentiating into clearly discernible jointed segnents. Also, the fins were slowy migrating
toward the creature's underside. "Wat's happening there?" she asked, pointing.

"I't's an adaptation that | thought you might be interested in seeing," Danchekker replied.
"The year is growi ng warner, and the oceans around us have begun evaporating rapidly." VISAR
obligingly raised them hi gh above the surface again to confirmthe statenment. The face of the
pl anet had al ready changed beyond recognition since their arrival. The oceans had retreated to a
series of steep-sided basins, uncovering broad shel ves that now connected into vast |and nasses
what had previously been scattered islands and minor continents. Carpets of vegetation were
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creepi ng outward behind the receding shorelines and upward into what had been barren nountai nous
regi ons. A dense cloud bl anket had forned, from which continuous rains were drenching the
hi ghl ands.

They wat ched the surface transformation continue for a while, and then descended once nore
to follow |l ocal events in a shallow estuary forned where a river draining water fromthe rainy
areas inland had carved a trench across the exposed continental shelf to one of the dininishing
ocean basins. The creature that they had studied previously was now an anphi bian living on the nud
flats,

with rudinmentary legs already functioning and a fully differentiated, nobile head. "It
di ssolves its bones by neans of specially secreted fluids triggered by environnmental cues, and
grows a new skeleton nore suited to an existence in its changed environnment," Danchekker
comented. "Quite remarkable.™

To Heller this seemed an overly drastic solution. "Couldn't it stay a fish and sinply nove
out into the oceans?" she asked.

"Very soon there won't be any oceans," Danchekker told her. "Wait and see."

The oceans shrank into isolated pools surrounded by nud, and then dried up conpletely. As
the climate grew hotter the rivers fromthe highlands becane trickles as they flowed downhill
finally evaporating away before reaching the basins, and what had been the seabeds turned into
deserts. The vegetation receded across the shelves until it had been reduced to scattered oases of
life clinging doggedly to the highest plateaus and nmountain peaks. The creature had m grated
upward and was now a fully adapted |and dweller with a scaly skin and prehensile forelinbs, not
unlike sone of the earliest terrestrial reptiles. "Nowit's inits fully transforned state,"”
Danchekker said. "As Surio goes through a year, the aninal cycles are repeated fromone extrene of
nor phol ogy to the other. An anazing exanple of how tenacious life can be under adverse conditions,
woul dn't you agree?"

The day | engthened as light periods fromthe two suns overl apped, and then shortened again
as Surio canme around the tip of its orbit and began its long swing outward into another cold
phase. The vegetation began advanci ng down the nountainsides, the creature's |inbs comrenced
reduci ng, and the whol e sequence went slowly into reverse. "Do you think intelligence could ever
energe in a place like this?" Heller asked curiously.

"Who can say?" Danchekker replied. "A few days ago | woul d have said that what we have
just witnessed was unthi nkable."

"It's fantastic," Heller murrmured in awe.

"No, it's reality,"” Danchekker said. "Reality is far nore fantastic than anything that
unai ded human i magi nati on coul d ever devise. The nind could not, for exanple, visualize a new
color, such as infrared or ultraviolet. It can only mani pul ate conbi nati ons of elenments that it
has al ready experienced. Everything that is truly new can only cone fromthe Universe outside. And
uncovering the truth that lies out there is, of course, the function of science."

Hel I er | ooked at him suspiciously. "If | didn't know you better, Pd think you were trying
to start an argunent,” she teased. "Let's get back before this conversation goes any further and
see if Vic's called in yet."

"I agree," Danchekker said at once. "VISAR back to Mcd usky, please."

He got up fromthe recliner, nmoved out into the corridor of the perceptron, and waited for
a monent until Heller energed fromone of the other cubicles. They exited through the antechanber,
were conveyed down to ground |l evel, and a few seconds | ater were wal ki ng al ong the side of the
apron toward the ness hall.

"I"'mnot going to let you get away with that," Heller began after a short silence. "I
started out in law, which has a ot to do with uncovering the truth too, you know. And its nethods
are just as scientific. Just because you scientists need conputers to do your work for you, that
doesn't give you a nonopoly on logic."

Danchekker thought for a nonent. "Mm..very well. |If one is hanpered by mat hemati ca
illiteracy, |aw does provide sonething of an alternative, | suppose,” he conceded |oftily.

"Ch really? | would say it demands far nore ingenuity. What's nore, it taxes the intellect
in ways that scientists never have to bother about."

"What an extraordi nary statenment! And how would that be, mght | ask2"

"Nature is often conplex, but never dishonest, Professor. How often have you had to
contend with deliberate falsification of the evidence, or an opponent with as nmuch vested interest
in obscuring the truth as you have in revealing it?"

"Hnph! And when was the last time that you had to subject your hypotheses to the test of
rigorous proof by experinent, eh? Answer ne that," Danchekker chall enged.

"W do not enjoy the luxury of repeatable experinents," Heller responded. "Not nany
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crimnals wifi oblige by reconmitting their crimes under controlled [aboratory conditions. So, you
see, we have to keep our wits sharp enough to be right the first time."

"Hém hnm hmm .. "

They had timed their return to McC usky well. Hunt called just as they entered the contro
room "How quickly can you get back here?" Danchekker asked him "Karen has had sone renarkabl e

thoughts which after sonme reflection | find nyself forced to agree with. W need to
di scuss themat the earliest opportunity.”

"Gregg and | are leaving right away," Hunt told him "W've just heard about John's visit
to the city. It puts a whole new |ight on everything. W need to talk to the board ASAP. Can you
fix it?" It nmeant that Packard's report of Pacey's neeting with Sobroskin had arrived in Houston
and a neeting with Calazar and the Thuriens was urgently called for.

“"I"lIl see to it imediately," Danchekker promn sed.

An hour l|ater, while Hunt and Caldwell were still on their way and after Danchekker had
made arrangenments with Cal azar, Jerol Packard called from Washi ngton. "Hold everything," he
instructed. "Mary's back. W're putting her on a plane up to you right now Whatever you think you
al ready know, | guarantee it's not half of it. She just blew our mnds here. Don't do anything
until she's talked to you."

"I"ll see to it imediately," Danchekker sighed.

Chapter twenty-six

For Imares Broghuilio, Prem er of the Federation of Jevlenese Wrlds and head of the
Thurien civilization's Jevl enese conponent, the past few nonths had been beset w th unexpected
crises that had threatened to disrupt the carefully laid plans of generations.

First there had been the sudden and conpl etely unpredictabl e reappearance of the Shapieron
on Earth. The Thuriens had known not hing about that until the signal sent out by the Terrans at
the tinme of the ship's departure was sonehow rel ayed directly to VI SAR w thout goi ng through
JEVEX. How that had happened had been, and still was, a nystery. Broghuilio had been left with no
choice but to preenpt awkward questions by going to Calazar first with the Jevl enese account of
what had transpired, nanely that the Jevlenese had felt apprehensive at the thought of inviting
Thurien intervention in a situation already made precarious by the belligerence and instability of
the Terrans and therefore, rightly or wongly, had deci ded to postpone announci ng any news unti
the ship was safely clear of Earth. The expl anation had by necessity been hastily contrived, but
at the tine Calazar had seened to accept it. The device that had rel ayed the signal was not
sonmet hing that the Thuriens had placed near the solar system Calazar had insisted in response to
Broghul li o' s accusation; the Thuriens had not broken their agreement to | eave Earth surveillance
to the Jevlenese. Privately, however, Broghuilio's experts had been able to suggest no other
expl anation for the relay. It seemed possible, therefore, that the Thuriens were, after all, nore
prudent than he had given themcredit for

Thi s suspicion had been reinforced sone nonths |ater when the Thuriens secretly reopened
their dialogue with Earth for the unprecedented purpose of doubl e-checking information supplied by
JEVEX. Broghuilio had been unable to challenge this devel opnent openly since doing so would have
reveal ed the existence of information sources on Earth that the Thuriens could not be allowed to

di scover, but with sone fast footwork he had neutralized the attenpt, at |least for the
time being, by securing control of the Earth end of the Iink. His bid to counter the surprise
Sovi et nove of opening a second channel had not proved as successful, and he had been forced to
resort to nore desperate nmeasures by having the link put out of action-sonething which he had
avoi ded until that point because of the risk of the Thuriens electing to continue the dial ogue by
nore direct neans. He had cal cul ated that they would hesitate for a long tinme before breaking
their agreement in so open a fashion

The Thuriens had not chosen to divulge their contact with Earth by nentioning the
i ncident. Broghuiio' s advisors had interpreted this as confirmation that the neasures taken to
persuade the Thuriens that Earth was responsible for the destruction of the relay had succeeded. A
further inplication was that the i nage that had been created of a hostile and aggressive Earth had
survived intact, which, it was felt, would suffice to dissuade the Thuriens from taking things
further by contenplating a | anding.

After sonme anxi ous nmonments, therefore, the ganble appeared to have paid off. The only
remai ni ng probl em was the Shapi eron, outward bound fromthe solar system and al ready beyond the
poi nt where an interception could be staged with only a noderate risk of disturbing planetary
orbits. Broghuilio had guessed that the Thuriens, being the cautious breed that they were, would
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pl ay safe and allow an anple safety margin. Accordingly he had put the relay first in order of
priority, using it as a test of how easily the Thuriens would accept a suggestion of an overtly
hostile act on the part of the Terrans. If they did accept it, then the odds woul d be acceptable
they woul d hold Earth responsible for the destruction of the Shapieron as well. The Thuriens had
passed the test, and now only a matter of mninutes stood between | mares Broghufflo and the
elimnation of the |ast elenment of a problemthat had been plaguing himfor too |ong.

He felt a deep sense of satisfaction at a difficult challenge met as he stood at one end
of the War Room deep bel ow a mountain range on Jevlen, surrounded by his entourage of advisors
and mlitary strategists, following the reports comng in through JEVEX fromthe instrunments
tracking the Shapieron nmany |ight-years away. As he | ooked slowy around at the ranks of generals
in the all-black unifornms of the Jevienese nmlitary and at the arrays of

equi pnent bringing information fromand carrying his directions to every corner of his
enpire, he felt a deep and stirring anticipation of fulfillnent at the approachi ng appoi nt nent
that destiny had set for him It was a manifestation of the Jevlenese superiority and iron
wi | | power of which he was both the last in a | ong succession of architects and the ultinate
personi fication, and which would soon assert itself across the Gal axy.

The unifornms were not yet worn openly, and this place was not known to the Ganyneans who
visited Jevlen and on occasion remai ned for protracted periods for various reasons. O gani zation
pl anni ng, and training operations were still conducted in secret, but already an enbryonic officer
corps was ready to energe with an established command chain to a nucleus of trained active units
upon which a carefully worked-out recruitnment program could begin building at short notice. The
factories hidden deep beneath the surface of Utan, one of the renote worlds controlled by Jevlen
had been steadily accumul ati ng weapons and nunitions for several years, and the plans to switch
t he whol e Jevi enese industrial and econom c machine fully to a war footing were in an advanced
st age.

But the time was not yet quite right. On one or two occasions the events of the past few
nmont hs had al nost pronpted himinto being swayed by the overreacti ons and pani cki ngs of his |esser
ai des and acting prematurely. But by thinking clearly and with courage and sheer w || power he had
steered themthrough the obstacles and anni hilated the problens one by one until finally only the
matter of the Shapieron remai ned. And that woul d be di sposed of very soon now. He had been tested
and found not to be lacking, as the Cerians would discover for thenselves as soon as the
i nhi biting yoke of Thurien had been cast off. But not yet...not quite yet.

"Target closed to within one scan period," JEVEX announced. The atnobsphere in the room was
tensely expectant. The Shapi eron was approachi ng the device that had been transferred into its
path via a toroid projected several days earlier in order for the gravitational disturbance to be
outside the range of any Thurien tracking instrunents following the ship at the tine. The device
itsel f, packing a nucleonic punch of several gigatons and programed to detonate autonatically on
proximty, was gravitationally passive and would not register on the Thurien tracking system
whi ch oper at ed

by conputing the spatial |location of the stress field produced by the ship's drive.
JEVEX' S statenent neant that the bonb would go off before the tracking systemdelivered its next

updat e.

Garwai n Estordu, one of Broghuiio's scientific advisors, seened nervous. "I don't I|ike
it," he nuttered. "I still say we should have diverted the ship and interned it at Utan or
somewhere. This..." He shook his head. "It's too extrene. If the Thuriens find out, we'll have no
defense.”

"This is a unique opportunity. The Ganyneans are psychologically ready to blame Earth,"
Broghui li o declared. "Such an opportunity will not cone again. Such nonents are to be seized and
expl oited, not wasted by timdity and indecision." He |ooked at the scientist disdainfully. "That
is why I comand and you follow GCenius is knowing the difference between acceptable risk and

rashness, and then being willing to play for high stakes. G eat things were never achieved by half-
measures.” He snorted. "Besides, what could the Thuriens do? They cannot match strength with
strength. Their heritage has left themsadly ill-equipped to deal with the realities of the

Uni verse on the terms that the Universe dictates."

"They have survived for a long tine, neverthel ess,” Estordu observed.

"Artificially, because they have never faced the test of opposition," General WIlott
decl ared, taking up the party line fromone side of Broghuilio. "But trial by strength is the
Uni verse's natural |law. Wen the nore natural course of events unfolds, they will not prevail
They are not tenpered to spearhead the advance into the unknowns of the Gl axy."

"There speaks a soldier," Broghufflo said, scowing balefully at Estordu and the rest of
the scientists. "You bleat |ike Ganynean sheep while you are in the safety of the fold, but who
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will protect you when you go out onto the nmountain to face the |ions?"

At that noment JEVEX spoke again: "Latest update now anal yzed." A hush fell at once across
the Jevi enese War Room "Target no |longer registering in scan data. Al traces have vani shed.
Destruction effected with one-hundred-percent success. M ssion acconplished."

The tension lifted abruptly, and a flurry of relieved nurmurings broke out on all sides.
Broghuilio pernmitted a grimsnile of satisfaction as he drew hinself up to his full height to
acknow edge

the congratul ati ons being directed toward himfromaround the floor. H's chest swelled
with the feeling of power and authority that his uniformsynbolized. Wlott turned and threw his
armout in a crisp Jevlenese salute acknow edging the | eader. The rest of the mlitary foll owed
suit.

Broghuilio made a perfunctory return, waited a few noments for the excitenent to subside,
then raised an arm "This is but a small foretaste of what is to cone,” he told them his voice
booming to carry to the far corners of the room "Nothing will stand in our path when Jevien
mar ches forward to its destiny. The Thuriens will be wisps of straw lost in the hurricane that
will sweep across first the solar system and then the Gal axy. DO YQU

DARE TO FOLLOW ME?"

"WE DARE!" came the response.

Broghuilio smled again. "You will not be disappointed," he prom sed. He waited for the
roomto quiet and then said in a mlder tone, "But in the nmeanti me we have our good duty to
perform for our Ganynmean masters.” H's nmouth withed in sarcasmas he wung out the final word,
causing grins to appear on the faces of sonme of his followers. He raised his head a fraction
"JEVEX, contact Cal azar through VI SAR and request that Estordu, Wlott, and | see himat once on a
matter of gravest urgency."

"Yes, Excellency," JEVEX acknow edged. A short delay followed. Then JEVEX reported, "VISAR
informs me that Calazar is currently in conference and asks if the matter can wait."

"I have just received news of the nost serious nature,"” Broghuilio said. "It cannot wait.
Convey ny apol ogies to Calazar and inform VISAR that | nust insist on going to Thurien
i medi ately. Tell VISAR we have reason to believe that the Shapieron has net with a catastrophe.™

A minute or two went by. Then JEVEX announced, "Calazar will receive you i mediately."
Chapt er twenty-seven

At Houston, Caldwell had described to Hunt the network of real power that had |ain hidden
across the world possibly for centuries, operating to preserve privilege and pronote self-interest
by opposing and controlling scientffic progress. The attenpt first to frustrate and then to shut
down conmuni cations with Thurien had seened consistent with such a power structure and policy.

Then Danchekker had called in a visibly excited state from McCl usky with the news that
Karen Hel |l er had opened up a conpletely new dinmension to the whole situation. On arriving in
Al aska hours later, Hunt and Caldwell |earned of the evidence for supposing that the Jevl enese had
been interfering with Earth's technol ogi cal devel opnment since the dawn of its history while they
grew in nunbers, reorganized, and profited fromtheir access to Ganynmean know edge. This notion
had proved so astonishing that nobody nade the connection between the two sets of information
until Lyn arrived from Washington with the staggering announcenent that not only was Sverenssen in
communi cation with the Jevl enese, as he apparently had been for many years, but that, fromthe
evi dence of the scul pture, the Jevienese were still staging physical visits to Earth, at |east
intermittently. In other words the Jevl enese had not been interfering merely way back in early
ti mes; what Pacey and Sobroskin had started to uncover parts of right now was a Jevl enese-
control | ed operati on.

This news i mMmediately threw up a host of whole new questions. Was Sverenssen sinply a
native Terran working as a collaborator, or was he actually a Jevlenese agent injected into
Earth's society and using the identity of a Swede killed in Africa years before? Watever the
answer, how many nmore like himwere there and who were they? Wiy had the Jevl enese been distorting
their reports to nake Earth appear warlike? Could the reason be that they wanted a pretext to
justify to the Ganyneans their maintaining a mlitary strength of their own as an "insurance"
agai nst the possibility of future terrestrial aggression beyond the solar systenf

If so, who had the Jevl enese been intending to direct the mlitary strength against-the
Thuriens, to end what was seen as an era of Ganynean domination; or Earth, to settle an account
that went back fifty thousand years? If Earth, had the activities of Sverenssen's network to
pronmote strategic di sarmanment and peaceful coexistence during recent decades been a deliberate
ploy calculated to render Earth defenseless and set it up to be taken over as a going industria
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and econom ¢ concern instead of the ball of snoking rubble that would have been left had it been
able to offer resistance? And if this were true, how had the Jevl enese then intended to deal wth
the Thuriens, who would hardly have just sat and done nothing while it all happened?

There had been nore than enough reasons to talk straight away to the Ganyneans, so Cal azar
had cal | ed everybody together at Thurios-including Garuth, Shilohin, and Monchar fromthe
Shapi eron. After the ensuing debate had droned on for over two hours, vis~ interrupted to announce
that somet hing had just destroyed the object substituted for the Shapieron. Mnutes later |mares
Broghuilio, Prenier of the Jevlenese group of worlds, contacted Cal azar to request an i mediate
appoi nt nent .

Sitting off to one side of a roomin the Governnent Center at Thurios with the others from
McCl usky, Hunt waited tensely for the confrontation with the first Jevl enese they woul d neet face
to face, who were due to appear at any second. Garuth and his two conpani ons fromthe Shapi eron
fornmed another small group on the far side; and Cal azar, Eesyan, Showm and a few nore Thuriens
were clustered at one end. The Ganyneans were still somewhat shaken by what they had | earned of
deception and subterfuge that went beyond their wildest inmaginings. Even Frenua Showm had conceded
that without the apparently uniquely human ability to penetrate such devi ousness, it was doubtfu
that the Ganyneans woul d ever have reached the bottomof it. It seened that being suspicious of
anot her's notives was sonething that came with the conditioning of predatorial thinking, and
Ganymeans sinply were not predators. "On Earth they say you nust set a thief to catch a thief,"
Garuth had remarked. "It appears just as true that to catch a human you nust set a human."

"They mi ght be great scientists, but they'd make | ousy |lawers,” Karen Heller murnured in
Danchekker's ear. Danchekker snorted and sai d not hing.

Cal azar was curious to see how far the Jevienese would go in their fabrications if fed
sufficient rope; also, there was nore that he hoped to Iearn fromthem before exposing just how
much he knew. For these reasons he did not want to confront theminmediately with the presence of
the Terrans and the Shapi eron Ganyneans. He therefore instructed VISAR to edit out of the data-
stream sent to JE VEX, and hence to the participants on Jevlen, all information pertaining to
those two groups. It meant that Hunt, Garuth, and their conpani ons would, after a fashion, be
there, but remain conpletely invisible to the Jevlenese. Such a tactic was a flagrant violation of
good manners and Thurien |law, and unprecedented throughout the many centuries for which VISAR had
been in use. Nonethel ess . Calazar decreed that by their own actions the Jevl enese had warranted
maki ng this occasi on an exception. Hunt was | ooking forward to the consequences.

"Prem er Broghuilio, Secretary Wlott, and Scientific Advisor Estordu," VISAR announced.
Hunt stiffened. Three figures naterialized at the end of the room opposite Cal azar and the
Thuriens. The one in the center had to be Broghuilio, Hunt decided at once. He stood six-foot-
three at | east, and had dark eyes that blazed fiercely froma face nade all the nore intinidating
by a nane of thick, black hair and a pugnaci ous nmouth surrounded by a short, cropped beard. His
body was clad in a short coat of gold sheen worn over a mauve tunic covering a barrel-1ike chest
and powerful torso.

"What of the Shapieron?" Cal azar denanded in an unusually clipped voice. Hunt woul d have
expected that for one of Broghuilio' s rank sonme form of opening formality woul d have been
appropriate. The ificker of surprise that he caught on the faces of the other two Jevl enese seened
to say so too. One of themlooked directly at where Hunt was sitting and stared straight through
It was a strange feeling.

"I regret the intrusion,"” Broghuiio began. H's voice was deep and harsh, and he spoke
stiffly, in the manner of sonebody perfornmng a duty that demanded a greater show of feeling than
he could nuster readily. "W have just received news of the nbst serious nature: all traces of the
ship have di sappeared fromour tracking data. W can only conclude that it has been destroyed." He
paused and cast his eyes around the roomfor effect. "The pos

sibifity that this could be the result of a deliberate act cannot be dism ssed."”

The Thuriens stared back in silence for what seened a long time. They did not attenpt
pl ayacti ng any show of concern or dismay...or even surprise. The first glimer of uncertainty
crept into Broghuilio's eyes as he searched the Ganynean faces for a reaction. Evidently this was
not going as he had antici pat ed.

One of the other two, also tall, dressed sonmberly in dark blue and bl ack, with icy blue
eyes, slicked-back silver hair, and a florid face that tended toward puffiness, seenmed not to have
read the signs. "We tried to warn you," he said, spreading his hands inmploringly in a good
imtation of sharing the anguish that the Thuriens were presunmably supposed to be feeling at that
nmonent. "We urged you to intercept the ship before now " That was hardly true; possibly he placed
alot of faith in his powers of suggestion. "W told you that Earth woul d never allow the
Shapi eron to reach Thurien."
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Across the room Garuth's eyes turned steely, and his expression was about as close to
mal evol ence as that of a Ganynean could get. "Patience, Garuth," Hunt called out. "You'll get your
shots in before long."

"Luckily Ganyneans possess plenty of that,'
thing. It was uncanny.

"Real | y?". Cal azar responded after a pause. He sounded neither convinced nor inpressed.
"Your concern is nmost touching, Secretary Wilott. You al nost sound as if you believe your own
lies.™

Garuth replied. The Jevl enese didn't hear a

Wlott froze with his nouth hangi ng hal f open, obviously taken conpletely aback. The third
Jevi enese, who had to be Estordu, was a lean, thin-faced man with a hooked nose, wearing an
el aborat e two-piece garnent of |ight green enbroidered with gold over a yellow shirt. He threw up
his hands in shock. "Lies? | don't understand. Wy do you say that? You have been tracking the
ship yourselves. Hasn't VISAR confirmed the data?"

Broghui li o' s expressi on darkened. "You have insulted us,’
telling us that vis~ does not corroborate what we have sai d?"

“"I"'mnot disputing the data," Calazar told him "But | would advise you to think again
about your explanation for it."

Broghuilio drew hinmself up to his full height to face the

Thuriens squarely. Evidently he was going to brazen it out. "Explain yourself, Calazar,"
he grow ed.

"But we are waiting for you to explain yourself," Showm said fromone side of Cal azar. Her
voice was low, little nore than a whisper, but it held the tension of a tightly wound spring.
Braghuilio jerked his face around to | ook at her, his eyes darting suspiciously fromside to side
as a sixth sense told himhe had walked into a trap. "Let's forget the Shapieron for a nonent,"
Showm went on. "How | ong has JEVEX been falsifying its reports of Earth?"

"What ?" Broghuilio's eyes bulged. "I don't understand. Wat is the --

"How | ong?" Showm asked again, her voice rising suddenly to cut the air sharply. Her tone
and the expressions of the other Thuriens spelled out clearly that any attenpt at a denial would
have been futile. The hue of Broghuilio's face deepened to purple, but he seemed too stunned to
forma reply.

"What grounds do you have for such an accusation?" Wl ott denanded. "The departnent that
conducts the surveillance is responsible to me. | consider this a personal attack."

"Evi dence?" Showmuttered the word offhandedly, as if the demand were too absurd to take
seriously. "Earth disarnmed strategically in the second decade of its current century and has
pur sued peaceful coexistence ever since, but JEVEX has never nentioned it. |nstead JEVEX has
reported nucl eoni ¢ weapons deployed in orbit, radiation projectors sited on Luna, mlitary
installations across the solar system and a whole concoction of fictions that have never existed.
Do you deny it?"

Estordu was thinking frantically as he listened. "Corrections,"” he blurted suddenly.
"Those were corrections, not falsifications. Qur sources led us to believe that Earth's
governments had di scovered the surveillance, and they had conspired to conceal their warlike
intentions. W instructed JEVEX to apply a correction factor by extrapol ating the devel opnents
that woul d have taken place if the surveillance had not been discovered, and we presented these as
facts in order to insure that our protective neasures would not be relaxed." The stares coning
fromthe Thuriens were openly contenptuous, and he finished lanmely, "OfF course, it is possible
that the corrections were...sonewhat exaggerated unintentionally."

"So | ask you again, how |l ong?" Showm said. "How | ong has this been practiced?”

"Ten, nmaybe twenty years...| can't renenber."

“You don't know?" She | ooked at Wlott. "It's your departnent. Have you no records?"

"JEVEX keeps the records,” Wlott replied woodenly.

"VI SAR, " Cal azar said. "Obtain the records from JEVEX for us."

"This is outrageous!"” Broghuilio shouted, his face turning black with anger. "The
surveill ance programis entrusted to us by | ongstandi ng agreenent. You have no right to nake such
a denand. It has been negotiated."

Cal azar ignored him A few seconds later VISAR informed them "I can't make any sense of
the response. Either the records are corrupted, or .JEVEX is under a directive not to release
them"

he runbl ed omi nously. "Are you

Showm di d not seem surprised. "Never mnd," she said, and | ooked back at Estordu. "Let's
give you the benefit of the doubt and say twenty years. Therefore anything reported by JEVEX
before that time will not have been altered. |s that correct?"

“I't mght have been nore," Estordu said hastily. "Twenty-five thirty, perhaps."”
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"Then let's go back further than that. The Second Wrld War on Earth ended ei ghty-six
years ago. | have exam ned some of the accounts of events during that period as reported by JEVEX
at the tine. Let ne give you sone exanples. According to JEVEX, the cities of Hamburg, Dresden
and Berlin were devastated not by conventional saturation bonbing but by nucl ear weapons.
According to .JEVEX, the Korean conflict in the 1950s escalated into a mgjor clash of Soviet and
Anerican forces; in fact, nothing of the kind took place. Neither were tactical nuclear devices
used in the Mddl e East wars of the '60s and ' 70s, nor was there an outbreak of Sino-Soviet
hostilities in the 1990s." Showr s voi ce becane icy as she concluded, "And neither was the
Shapi eron taken into captivity by a United States military garrison on Ganynede. The United States
has never had a nilitary garrison on Ganynede."

Estordu had no answer. Wlott remai ned i mobile, staring straight in front of hinself.
Broghuilio seened to swell with indignation. "W asked for evidence!" he thundered. "That is not
evi dence. Those are allegations. Were is your proof? Where are your w tnesses? Were is your
justification for this intol erable behavior?"

"I"l'l take it," Heller said, rising to her feet beside Caidwell. There was no way she was
going to let himbeat her to it this time. Fromwhere Hunt was sitting nothing appeared to change,
but the way the three Jevi enese heads snapped around to gape at her |eft no doubt that VISAR had
suddenly put her on stage.

Bef ore any of them could say anything, Calazar spoke. "Allow ne to introduce sonebody who
m ght satisfy your requirement- Karen Heller, Special Envoy to Thurien fromthe State Depart nment
of the United States."

Estordu's face had turned white, and Wlott's nmouth was openi ng and cl osing ineffectively
wi t hout produci ng any sound. Braghuilio was standing with his fists clenched and paroxysns of rage
sweeping in visible trenors through the I ength of his body. "W have many w t nesses," Cal azar
said. "Nine billion of them in fact. But for now, a few  representatives will suffice." The
Jevi enese' s eyes opened w der as the remainder of the Terran del egati on becane visible. None of
them gl anced in the opposite direction, indicating that Calazar had not yet instructed VISAR to
reveal Garuth and the others fromthe Shapieron

Karen Hell er had conpiled a long |ist of suspicions concerning Jevl enese mani pul ati ons of
events on Earth, none of which she could prove. The opportunity for bluffing the confirmation from
the Jevl enese woul d never again be quite what it was at that nmament, and she plunged ahead without
giving thema second's respite. "Ever since the Lanbians were taken from Luna to Thurien after the
M nervan war, they have never forgotten their rivalry with the Cerians. They have al ways seen
Earth as a potential threat that would one day have to be elimnated. In anticipation of that day,
they took advantage of their access to Ganynean sciences and devised an el aborate schene to insure
that their rival would be held in a state of backwardness and prevented fromreenerging to
chal l enge themuntil they had absorbed the [ ast ounce of the know edge and technol ogi es that they
t hought woul d nake theminvincible." She was unconsci ously addressing her words to Cal azar and the
Thuriens as if they were judge and jury, and the proceedings were a trial. They remined silent
and waiting as she paused for a nmonment to shift to a different key.

"What is know edge?" she asked them "True know edge, of reality as it is, as opposed to
how it m ght appear to be or how one might wish it to be? What is the only system of thought that
has

been devel oped that is effective in distinguishing fact fromfallacy, truth fromnyth, and
reality from del usi on?" She paused again for a second and then excl ai ned, "Science! Al the truths
that we know, as opposed to beliefs which sone choose blindly to adopt as if the strength of their
convictions could affect facts, have been revealed by the rational processes of applied scientific
met hod. Sci ence alone yields a basis for the formulation of beliefs whose validity can be proved
because they predict results that can be tested. And yet..." Her voice fell, and she turned her
head to include the Terrans sitting around her. "And yet, for thousands of years the races of
Earth clung persistently to their cults, superstitions, irrational dogmas, and inpotent idols.
They refused to accept what their eyes al one should have told themthat the nagi cal and nystica
forces in which they trusted and which they aspired to command were fictions, barren in their
yield of results, powerless in prediction, and devoid of useful application. In a word, they were
wor t hl ess, which of course nmade any consequences harm ess. And this, fromthe Lanbian, or
Jevl enese, viewpoint, constituted a remarkably convenient situation. It was too convenient to be
just a coincidence." Heller turned her head to | ook coldly at the Jevlenese. "But we know that it
was not nerely a coincidence. Far fromit."

Danchekker turned an astoni shed face to Hunt, |eaned closer, and whi spered, "How
extraordi nary! |I'd never have believed |I'd hear her nmake a speech like that."

“I'"d never have believed it, either," Hunt nuttered. "Wat have you been doing to her?"
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Still looking at the Jevienese, Heller went on, "W know that the early beliefs in the
supernatural were established by miracle workers whomyou recruited and trained, and injected as
agents to found and popul ari ze nass novenents and countercul tures based on nmyth, and to undermn ne
and discredit any tendencies toward the energence of the rational systens of thought that could
| ead to advanced technol ogy, mastery over the environnent, and a chall enge to your position. Can
you deny it?" She could read on their faces that her bluff had succeeded. They were standing rigid
and unnovi ng, too nunbed with shock to respond. Feeling nore confident, Heller |ooked over at the
Thuriens and resuned, "The superstitions and religions of Earth's early cultures were carefully
contrived and i npl anted. The beliefs of the Babyl onians, the

Mayas, the ancient Egyptians, and the early Chinese, for exanple, were based on notions of
the supernatural, magic, |legend, and folklore, to sap themof any potential for devel oping | ogica
met hods of thought. The civilizations that grew upon those foundations built cities, devel oped
arts and agriculture, and constructed ships and sinple machines, but they never evol ved the
sci ences that could have unl ocked true power on any significant scale. They were harnl ess.”

Low nmutterings and murnmurs were rippling anong the Thuriens as sone of themonly began to~
realize for the first time the full extent of what the Terrans had uncovered. "And what of Earth's
| ater history?" Calazar asked, nmainly for the benefit of those Thuri ens who had not been as
i nvol ved in everything as he.

"The sane pattern traces through to nodern times," Heller replied. "The saints and
apparitions who created | egends by conveyi ng nessages and perform ng mracles were agents sent
fromJevlien to reinforce and reassure. The cults and novements that perpetuated beliefs in
spiritualismand the occult, in paranornmal sciences and ot her such nonsenses that were in vogue in
Europe and North Anerica in the nineteenth century, were manufactured in an attenpt to dilute the
progress of true science and reason. And even in the twentieth century, the so-called popul ar
reactions agai nst science, technol ogy, positive econonic growth, nuclear energy, and the like were
in fact carefully orchestrated."

"Your answer?" Cal azar demanded curtly, staring at Broghufflo.

Broghuilio folded his arns, drew a long breath, and turned slowy to face directly toward
where Heller was standing. He seened to have reconposed hinself and was apparently far from
concedi ng defeat yet. He glared defiantly at the Terrans for a few seconds and then turned his
head toward Cal azar. "Yes, it was so. The facts are as stated. The notive, however, was not as
described. Only a Terran mind could conceive of such notives. They are projecting into us their

own evils." He threw out an armto point at the Terrans accusingly. "You know the history of their
pl anet, Calazar. Al the violence and bl oodthirstiness that destroyed Mnerva is preserved today
on Earth. | do not have to repeat to you their unending history of quarrels, wars, revol utions,
and killing. And that, mark you, was despite our efforts to contain them Yes, we planted agents

to steer themaway fromthe sciences and fromreason. Do you bl ane us? Can you i magi ne the bob

caust that woul d be sweeping across the Galaxy today if they had been allowed to return
into space tens of thousands of years ago? Can you inmagine the threat that it would have posed to
you as well as to us?" He | ooked again at where the Terrans were sitting, and scow ed
distastefully. "They are primtives. Insane! They always will be. W kept their planet backward f
or the sane reason that we would not give fire to children-to protect themas well as ourselves,
and you too. We would do the sanme again. | have no apologies to offer."

"Your actions betray your words," Frenua Shownretorted. "If you believed that you had
pacified a warlike planet, you would have been proud of the achievenent. You woul d not have
conceal ed the fact. But you did the opposite. You presented a falsified picture of Earth that
showed it as warlike when in fact it was noving in exactly the direction that you should have
consi dered desirable. You successfully delayed its advancenent until its M nervan inheritance had
been diluted sufficiently for it to advance wi sely. But not only did you conceal that fact, you
distorted it. How do you explain that?"

"A tenporary aberration,” Broghufflo replied. "Underneath nothing has changed. W altered
the nore recent devel opnment so that you would not be misled. A final solution to the problem was
still called for."

Hel l er was thinking rapidly as she listened. The "final solution" had to nean that the
Jevl enese had used Earth's beffigerence as an excuse to maintain their own nilitary forces as she
had suspected. It seened to support another |ine of thought that her researches had caused her to
wonder about, and here was an opportunity to test it. But to do so she would have to resort to
bluff again. "I challenge that explanation," she said. "Wat | have described so far is only part
of what the Jevi enese have been doing." Al the heads in the roomturned toward her. "By the tine
of the nineteenth century, it was obvious that Western civilization was rapidly spreading science
and industrial technology across the globe in spite of all their efforts. At that point the
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Jevl enese changed their tactics. They actually began to stimnmulate and accelerate scientific
di scovery by leaking information in various quarters that precipitated major breakthroughs." She
turned her head a fraction. "Dr. Hunt. Wuld you like to comment, please?"

Hunt had been expecting the question. He stood up and said,

"The sharp discontinuities and nonlinearities that attended the nmjor breakthroughs in
physics and mathematics in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries have been a nystery
for a long time. In my opinion, such conceptual revolutions could not have happened in the tine
they did without some external influence."

"Thank you," Heller said. Hunt sat down. She | ooked back at the Thuriens, nore than a few
of whom appeared puzzled. "Wy would the Jevl enese do such a thing when their policy up until then
had been to retard their rival? Because they were forced to accept the fact that they woul d not be
able to keep Earth back any longer. Therefore, if Earth was about to becone a hi gh-technol ogy
pl anet anyway, the Jevl enese decided to use their already established infrastructure of influence
to steer that advancement in such a direction that their rival would elimnate itself. In other
words they set out to engineer events in such a way that the sciences which they thensel ves had
hel ped devel op woul d be used not to eradicate the scourges that had pl agued manki nd throughout
history, but to wage war on a gl obal scale and with unprecedented ferocity." She watched
Broghuilio carefully as she spoke, and saw that she had hit the mark. Now was the nmonent to go for
the kill.

"Deny that it was Jevienese agents who infiltrated the European nobility at the end of the
ni neteenth century and created the rash of internecine jealousies that culmnated in the horrors
of the First World War," she challenged in a suddenly loud and cutting voice. "Deny that it was a
Jevl enese-control | ed organi zation that seized control of Russia after the 1917 revol ution and
devel oped the prototype for the totalitarian police state. And deny that you set up a Jevl enese
group in the weckage of postwar Germany to resurrect the hatreds that the League of Nations was
forned to resol ve by peaceful means. They were | ed by sone very carefully selected and trained
i ndi viduals, weren't they? Wat happened to the real Adolf Hitler? O perhaps you operated from
behind the throne-Al fred Rosenberg, perhaps?” The three Jevi enese did not have to say anyt hing.
Their frozen postures and stunned expressions provided all the confirmation needed. Heller turned
her head toward the Thuriens and explained, "Wrld War Il was supposed to be nuclear. The
necessary scientific, political, social, and eco

nom c prerequisites had all been taken care of. It didn't quite work as planned, but it
came frighteningly close.”

A new wave of nutterings broke out anong the Thuriens. lidler waited for it to subside and
then concluded in a quieter voice, "The tensions continued for over half a century, but despite
the continuing Jevienese efforts, the global catastrophe that they sought never quite took place."
The next part was pure guesswork, but she continued without any change of tone. "They concl uded
that one day they would have to confront their rival thenselves, and so enbarked on a program of
exaggerating Earth's wars and arnmanent devel opnents to justify to the Thuriens their creation of a
"protective' strength of their owmn. At the sane tinme they reversed their policy on Earth and used
their network to defuse tensions, pronote disarmanent, and permt its people to develop their
talents and resources creatively in the ways they had al ways wanted to. The object of this, of
course, was to turn Earth into a defenseless target. To maintain the justification for increasing
their own armed forces, they supplied the Thuriens with what gradually becane a total fantasy
manuf act ured inside JEVEX. "

Hel | er paused again, but this tinme there was no sound. She wheel ed around to point at the
Jevl enese, and her voice rose to an accusing shout. "They accuse us of killing each other, when
all the time they know full well that their agents have orchestrated the worst episodes of havoc
and bl oodshed in Earth's history. They have nurdered nore people than all the |eaders of planet
Earth put together." Her voice fell to an onminous whisper. "But the unexpected arrival of the
Shapi eron threw all those plans into confusion. Here was a group of Ganymeans who woul d expose the
lieif they were allowed to make contact with Thurien. Now we see the real reason why its
exi stence was never disclosed.” The color was draining fromBroghuilio's face. Wlott had turned
scarl et and seened to be having difficulty breathing, while on Broghuilio's other side Estordu was
dripping with perspiration and shaking visibly. Across the room Garuth, Shilohin, and Monchar were
sitting forward tensely as they sensed the nmonent approaching for themto reveal thenselves.

"And now we come to the question of the Shapieron,~ Heller said. Her tone was al nost soft,
but nmenace was glittering in her eyes as she fixed them upon the Jevlenese. "W heard earlier a
suggestion that Earth had sabotaged it. The suggestion is based on

what we have seen to be lies. The Shapi eron was never in any jeopardy at any tinme during
the six months it was on Earth. On the contrary, our relationship with the Ganyneans was very
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friendly. W have anple records to prove that." She paused for a second. "But we do not have to
rely on those records to prove that Earth did nothing to harmthat ship or its occupants. W have
far nore convincing evidence than that." Across the room Garuth and his conpani ons stiffened.

Cal azar was about to give the instruction to VI SAR

And t he Jevl enese vani shed.

The fl oor where they had been standi ng was suddenly enpty. Surprised nmurmurs broke out on
all sides. After a few seconds VI SAR announced, "JEVEX is cutting all its links. | have no access
toit at all. It is ignoring requests to reconnect."

"What do you nean?" Cal azar asked. "You have no comunications to Jevlen at all?"

"The whol e planet is isolating itself,"” VISARreplied. "All the Jevlenese worlds are
di sconnecting. JEVEX has detached and becone an i ndependent system No further conununications or
visits within its operating zone are possible."

The consternation breaking out anong the Thuriens neant that sonething very unusual was
happeni ng. Hunt turned to nmeet an inquiring | ook from Danchekker and shrugged. "It |ooks as if
JEVEX has broken off diplomatic relations,” he said.

"What do you suppose it neans?" Danchekker asked.

"Who knows? It sounds like a siege. They're inside their own zone controlled by JEVEX, and
JEVEX isn't talking to anyone. So | guess that short of sending ships in there's no way anyone can
get at them now. "

"It mght not be that easy," Lyn said fromHunt's other side. "If they' ve been setting
thensel ves up as a Galactic police force, there could be a problemthere."

A strange silence fell over the Thuriens. Calazar and Showm | ooked uneasily at each ot her
Eesyan | ooked down and fiddl ed awkwardly with his knuckles. The Terrans and the Shapi eron
Ganyneans | ooked at them curiously. Eventually Cal azar | ooked up with a sigh. "Your denonstration
of howto get truth fromthe Jevi enese was renarkable. You were wong on one of your assunptions,
however. We have never agreed to any proposal by the Jevienese that they maintain a mlitary force
either to counter

possi bl e aggressi ve expansi onism by Earth or for any other reason.

Heller didn't seemtoo reassured by the statenment as she sat down. "You know now what
they're like," she said. "How can you be certain that they haven't been secretly armng
t hemsel ves?"

"W can't," Calazar admitted. "If they have, the inplications of the situation that would
confront both of our civilizations are serious."

Cal dwell was puzzled. He frowned for a nonent as if to check over what was goi ng through
his mnd, stared at Heller for a second, then | ooked across at Calazar. "But we assunmed that was
why they invented the phony stories,” he said. "If that wasn't the reason, then what was?"

The Thuriens | ooked even nore unconfortable. Shownturned to Cal azar and spread her hands
as if conceding there was sonething that couldn't be conceal ed any |onger. Cal azar hesitated, then
nodded. "It is clear to us now why the Jevlenese falsified their reports,” Showm said, turning her
head to address the whole room An expectant hush fell as she paused. She took a | ong breath and
resumed, "There is nore to this, which up until now we have felt it wiser not to talk about..."
She turned her head nonmentarily sideways to glance at Garuth and his col | eagues,

to any of you." They waited. She went on, "For a long tine the Ganynj eans have been
haunt ed by the specter of Mnerva repeating itself, and this tinme possibly spilling out into the
Gal axy. Just under a century ago, the Jevl enese persuaded our predecessors that Earth was on the
verge of doing just that, and urged a solution to contain Earth's expansi on permanently. The
Thuri ens comenced working on a contingency plan accordingly. Because of the false picture that we
were given by the Jevi enese, we have continued with the preparations to inplenent that plan. If we
had known the true situation on Earth, we would have abandoned the idea. Cearly the Jevl enese
were misleading us in order to harness our technology to contain their rival pernmanently and
elimnate it fromconpeting with them across the Galaxy in times to cone. That was what Broghuilio
meant when he referred to the final solution.”

The Terrans needed a few seconds to digest what Showm was saying. "I'mnot sure | follow
what you nean," Danchekker said

at last. "Contained Earth's expansion by what neans? You don't nean by force, surely."

Cal azar shook his head slowy. "That woul d not be the Ganymean way. W said contain, not
oppose. The choice of word was deliberate.”

Hunt frowned as he tried to fathomwhat Cal azar was driving at. Contain Earth? It was too
late for that; mankind's civilization had already spread a | ong way beyond Earth. Then it could
only nean...H s eyes w dened suddenly in dishbelief. Surely not even Thurien mnds could think on a
scale as vast as that. "Not the solar systenl" he gasped, staring at Calazar in awe. "You're not
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telling us you were going to shut in the whole solar system?"

Cal azar nodded gravely. "W devised a schenme for using our gravitic science to create a
shell of steepened gravitational gradient that nothing-not Earthmen, nor Earthmen's aggression
nor even light itself, would escape from Inside the shell conditions would be nornmal, and Earth
woul d be free to pursue whatever way of life it chose. And beyond the shell, so would we." Cal azar
| ooked around and took in the appalled stares coming back at him "That was to have been our fina
solution,” he told them
Chapter twenty-eight

And so for the first time in the long history of their race the Ganyneans found thensel ves
at war, or at least in a situation so akin to war that the differences were academ c. Their
response to the Jevl enese was swi ft and devastating. Calazar ordered VISAR to withdraw all its
services fromthe Jevl enese who were physically present on Thurien and the ot her Ganynean-
controll ed worlds. A whol e popul ati on who throughout their |lives had taken for granted the ability
to comunicate or travel instantly anywhere at any tine, to have information of every description
avai |l abl e on request, and who had relied conpletely on machines for every facet of their
exi stence, found thensel ves suddenly cut off fromthe only formof society that they knew how to
function in. They were isol ated, powerless, and panic-stricken. Wthin hours they had been reduced
to hel pl essness and were speedily rounded up and detained, as much for their own safety and sanity
as to keep them Qut of any unlikely mischief, until the Ganymeans deci ded what to do with them
The whol e Jevl enese contingent scattered across all the Ganynean worl ds had thus been elininated
in a single lightning blowthat |left no survivors.

That | eft the enenmy headquarters planet of Jevlen together with its systemof allied
wor | ds, which were serviced by JEVEX and not by vis&. This, it turned out, was going to be a far
harder nut to crack since it was unassailable by sinply sending in ships as Hunt had thought of
doing earlier.

The probl emwas that Jevlen was |ight-years away from G star, and the only way of getting
shi ps there was through bl ack-hole toroids projected by VISAR But when VISAR attenpted to project
a few test beans into .r~v~x's operating zone, it found that JEVEX was able to di srupt the beans
easily; evidently the Jevlenese had been planning to break from Thurien for sone tine. Neither was
it feasible for VISAR to transfer ships through toroids projected to just beyond the fringe of
JEVEX s effective jamring radius to nake their own way to Jevien fromthere. The problemin this
case was

that all the Thurien vessels relied on power, as well as navigational and control signals,
beaned through the Thurien h-grid fromcentralized generating and supervisory centers, and JEVEX
could disrupt those beans just as easily. In other words, nothing could get into the Jevl enese
system as |l ong as JEVEX was operating, and the only way to stop it fromoperating was to send
sonmething in. It was a deadl ock

More serious was the possibility that the Jevl enese mi ght have been anassi ng weapons
secretly for a long time, and, in anticipation of exactly the kind of situation that now exi sted,
bui l di ng vessels to transport themthat operated with self-contained propul sion and contro
capability. If so, they would be in a position to nove their forces with inpunity into Yl SAR-
control | ed regions and proceed unopposed with whatever threats or actions they had been pl anni ng
Time was crucial. The events at Thurios had clearly forced the Jevl enese to nake their break
sooner than they had intended, and the nore swiftly the Thuriens reacted, the better the chances
woul d be of catching the Jevl enese at a di sadvantage with their preparations inconplete. But what
ki nd of reaction was possible froma race that had no experience of resisting an armed opponent,
possessed no weaponry to react with even if they had, and couldn't get near their opponent anyway?
Nobody had any solution to offer until a day after the confrontation in Thurios, when Garuth,

Shil ohin, and Eesyan requested a private audi ence with Cal azar

"No di srespect, but your experts are mssing the obvious," Garuth said. "They' ve taken
advanced Thurien technology for granted for so long that they can't think in any other terns."

Cal azar raised his hands protectively. "Cal mdown, stop waving your arns about, and tel
me what you're trying to say," he suggested.

"The way to get in at Jevlen is in orbit over Thurien right now, " Shilohin said. "The
Shapi eron. It mght be obsolete by your standards, but it's got its own on-board power, and zo~c
flies it perfectly well w thout any need for anybody's h-grid.”

For a few seconds Cal azar stared nutely back at themin astonishinent. Wat they had said
was true-none of the scientists who had been debating the probl emw thout a break since JEVEX had
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severed its connections had even considered the Shapieron. It

seened so obvious that Cal azar was convinced there had to be a flaw. He | ooked
questioningly at Eesyan.

"I can't see why not,'

Eesyan said. "As Shilohin says, there's no way JEVEX coul d stop
it."

There was somnet hi ng deeper behind this proposal, Calazar sensed as he searched Garuth's
face. What was equal |y obvious, and had not been said, was that even if JEVEX could not prevent
the Shapi eron fromphysically entering its operating zone, it mght well have plenty of other
means at its disposal for stopping the ship once it got in there. Garuth had been itching to
confront the Jevl enese yesterday, and had been frustrated at the | ast nonent. WAs he now ready to
risk hinself, his crew, and his ship in recklessly settling sonething that he saw as a persona
vendetta agai nst Broghuilio? Calazar could not pernmt that. "The Shapieron would still be
detected,"” he pointed out. "The Jevlenese will have sensors and scanners all over their star
system You could be wal king into anything. A ship on its own, isolated fromany comunications
with Thurien, with no defensive equi prent of any kind?..." He let the sentence hang and al | owed
his expression to say the rest.

"W think we have an answer to that," Shilohin said. "W could fit the ship's probes with
| ow power h-1link conmuni cators that woul dn't register on JEVEX' s detectors and deploy themas a
covering screen twenty mles or so out fromthe Shapi eron. That would give them effectively,
faster-than-1ight conmunications back to the ship's computers. zoit~c would be able to generate
cancel l ation functions that the probes would relay outward as out-of-phase signals added to the
optical and radar wavel engths reflected fromthe ship so that the net readings registered at a
di stance in any direction would be zero. In other words it would be el ectromagnetically
invisible."

“I't would still show up on h-scan
stress field."

"W don't have to use mmin drive at all,” Shilohin countered. "VISAR coul d accel erate the
ship in h-space and eject it fromthe exit port with sufficient nomentumto reach Jevl en passively
in a day. Wen it got near, it could retard and maneuver on its auxiliaries, which radi ate bel ow
detection threshold."

"But you'd still have to project an exit port outside the star sys

tern," Calazar said. "You couldn't hide that scal e of disturbance fromJEVEX It would
know t hat sonet hi ng was goi ng on."

"So we send another ship or two as decoys...unmanned ships,” Shilohin replied. "Let JEVEX
jamthose and think that's all there is toit. In fact that would be a good way of diverting its
attention fromthe Shapieron."”

Cal azar still didn't Iike the proposal. He turned away, clasped his hands behind his back
and paced slowy across the roomto stare at the wall while he thought it over. He was not a
techni cal expert, but fromwhat he knew, the schenme was workable theoretically. Thurien ships
carried on-board conpensators that interacted with a projected toroid, conpacting it and
mnimzing the gravitational disturbance created around it. That was why Thurien ships could
travel out of a planetary systemand transfer into h-space after only a day of conventiona
crui sing. The Shapi eron had not been built with such conpensators, of course, which was why nonths
had been necessary for it to clear the solar system But even as the thought struck him Cal azar
realized there was a sinple answer to that too: the Shapieron could be equipped with a Thurien
conpensator systemin a matter of days. Anyway, if there were serious technical difficulties,
Eesyan woul d al ready have found them

Cal azar did not have to ask what the purpose of the exercise would be. JEVEX consisted of
a huge network simlar to VISAR, and in addition to its grid of h-conmunications facilities
possessed a dense mesh of conventional electronmnagnetic signal beanms that it enployed for |oca
communi cati ons over noderate di stances around Jevien. If the Thuriens could intercept one, or
preferably several, of those beamnms, simulating regular traffic in order to be in-conspicuous,
there was a chance that they m ght be able to gain access to the operating nucleus of JEVEX and
crash the systemfromthe inside. If they succeeded, the whol e Jevl enese operati on would cone down
with it, and the same thing would happen to the whole enpire that had happened on a snaller scale
to the Thurien Jevl enese a day earlier. But the problemwas how to get the necessary hardware
physically into a position to intercept the beanms. Eesyan's scientists had been debating it for
over a day and so far had produced no usabl e suggesti ons.

At | ast Cal azar wheeled around to face the others again. "Very well, you seemto have that
side of it all figured out," he con --

ceded. "But tell me If I'mmnissing sonething. There's sonmething el se that you haven't

Cal azar objected. "JEVEX could detect its mmin-drive
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nmentioned: the kind of conputing power you'd need to bring down a systemlike JEVEX woul d be
phenonenal . zo~c could never do it. The only systemin existence that would stand a chance is
VI SAR, but you couldn't couple VISAR into zo~c because that would require an h-1ink, and you
couldn't close an h-link while JEVEX is running."

"That's a ganble," Eesyan adnmitted. "But ZORAC wouldn't have to crash the whol e JEVEX
system All it would have to do is open up a channel to let VISAR in. Qur idea is to equip the
Shapi eron and a set of its daughter probes with h-1ink equi pnent that VISAR can couple in through
and di sperse themto intercept a nunber of channels into JEVEX. Then if zoit~&c can just get far
enough into JEVEX to block its jamm ng capability, we can throw the whole weight of VISAR in
behi nd zoa~& and hit JEVEX fromall directions at once. VISAR would do the rest."

There was a chance, Calazar adnitted to hinself. He didn't know what the plan's odds of
success were, but it was a chance; and Garuth's idea was nore than anybody el se had been able to
cone up with. But the vision in his mnd s eye of the Shapieron venturing alone into a hostile
regi on of space, unarned and defensel ess, and the tiny zon.~& pitting itself against the m ght of
JEVEX, was chilling. He wal ked slowly back to the center of the roomwhile the other three
Ganynmeans watched himintently. It was clear fromtheir expressions what they wanted himto say.
"You realize, of course, that this could nean subjecting your ship to what could be a considerable
risk," he said gravely, |ooking at Garuth. "We have no idea what the Jevi enese have waiting there.
Once you are in, there will be no way for us to get to you if you encounter difficulties. You
woul d not even be able to contact us wi thout revealing your presence, and even then the channe
woul d i mmedi ately be jamed. You would be entirely on your own."

"I know that,"” Garuth answered. Hi s expression had hardened, and his voi ce was
uncharacteristically tense. "1 would go. | would not ask any of ny people to follow It would be
for themto decide individually."

"l have already decided," Shilohin said. "A full crew would not be necessary. Mre would
conme forward than woul d be needed."

I nsi de, Cal azar was beginning to yield to the irrefutable logic of their argunent. Tine
was precious, and the effectiveness of any --

thing that could be done to thwart the Jevl enese anbitions would be anplified by an
enornmous factor with every day saved. But Cal azar knew, too, that Garuth's scientists and ZORAC
woul d not possess the know edge of Thurien conputing techniques viably to wage a war of wits with
JEVEX; the expedition would have to i ndude sone expertise from Thurien as well.

Eesyan seemed to read his mnd. "I will go too," he said quietly. "And there will al so be
nmore vol unteers anong nmy experts than we will require. You can count on it."

After a long, heavy silence, Shilohin said, "G egg Caldwell has a nethod that he uses
soneti mes when he has to nmake a difficult decision quickly: forget the issue itself and consider
the alternatives; if none of themis acceptable, the decision is made. It fits this situation
well."

Cal azar drew a long breath. She was right. There were risks, but doing nothing and having
to face at sone | ater date what the Jevl enese had been prepari ng anyway, with their plans
correspondi ngly nore advanced, might be taking a greater risk in the long run. "Your opinion
VI SAR?" he said.

"Agreed on all points, especially the |ast,"’

"You' re confident about taking on JEVEX?"

"Just let ne at it."

"You could operate effectively with access only through ZoRAc? You could neutralize JEVEX
on that basis?"

"Neutralize it? 1'll tear it apart!"”

Cal azar's eyebrows lifted in surprise. It sounded as if VISAR had been talking with
Terrans too nuch. H's expression grew serious again as he thought for a few seconds |onger, then
nodded once. The decision was nmade. At once his manner became nore businesslike. "The nost
inportant thing nowis tine," he told them "How nuch thought have you given to that? Do you have
a schedul e worked out yet?"

"A day to select and brief ten of nmy scientists, five days to equip the Shapieron with
entry compensators for it to clear Gstar in minimumtine, and five days to fit the ship and
probes with h-1ink and screening hardware," Eesyan replied at once. "But we can stage those jobs
in parallel and conduct testing during the voyage. W'll need a day to clear G star and another to
meke Jevlen fromthe exit port, plus an extra day to allow for Vic Hunt's

Mur phy Factor. That neans we could be | eaving Thurien in six days."

“"Very well," Calazar said, nodding. "If we are agreed that tine is vital, we nust not
waste any. Let us begin imediately."

VI SAR replied sinly.
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"There is one nore thing," Garuth said, then hesitated.

Cal azar waited for a few seconds. "Yes, Commuander?"

Garuth spread his hands, then dropped themto his sides again. "The Terrans. They w ||
want to cone too. | know them They will want to use the perceptron to come physically to Thurien
to join us." He | ooked appealingly at Shilohin and Eesyan as if for support. "But this...war wll
be fought purely with advanced Ganynean technol ogi es and techni ques. The Terrans woul d be able to
contribute nothing. There is no reason why they should be allowed to place themselves at risk. On
top of that, we have been hel ped enormously so far by information fromEarth, and we m ght well be
again. In other words we cannot afford to be w thout the conmmunications channel to McC usky at a
tinme like this. They have a nore valuable function to performthere. Therefore | would rather we
deny any such request...for their own good as much as anything el se.™

Cal azar | ooked into Garuth's eyes and saw again the hardness that he had glinpsed at the
monent when Broghuilio had announced the Shapieron's destruction. It was as Cal azar had suspect ed-
a personal score to be settled with Broghuilio. Garuth wanted no outsiders, not even Hunt and his
col l eagues. It was a strange reaction to find in a Ganynean. He | ooked at Shilohin and Eesyan and
could see that they had read it too. But they would not offend Garuth's pride and dignity by
saying so. And neither would Cal azar.

“"Very well," he agreed, nodding. "It will be as you request."

Chapter twenty-nine

Ni ght surrounded the Soviet nilitary jet skinming northward over the ice between Franz
Josef Land and the Pole. The clash that had occurred inside the Krenmlin and throughout the ruling
hi erarchy of the Soviet Union was still far fromresolved, and the loyalties of the nation's
forces were divided; the flight was therefore being nmade secretly to minimze risks. Wile
Veri koff sat rigidly between two armed guards at the back of the darkened cabin and the half-dozen
other officers dozed or talked in | owered voices in the seats around him M kol ai Sobroskin stared
out at the blackness through the wi ndow besi de hi mand t hought about the astounding events of the
past forty-eight hours.

The aliens didn't stand up very well under interrogation, he had di scovered. At |east, the
alien Verikoff hadn't. For that was what Verikoff was-a nenber of a network of agents fromthe
fully human contingent of Thurien that ran the surveillance operation, and who had been
infiltrating Earth's society all through history. N els Sverenssen was another. The
denmilitarization of Earth had been engineered in preparation for their energence as a ruling elite
to be established by the Jevienese, with Sverenssen as planetary overlord. Earth woul d eventually
be deindustrialized to provide a playground for the aristocracy of Jevlen and extensive rura
estates as rewards for its nore faithful servants. How a planet reduced to this condition would
support the portion of its population not required for |abor and services had not been expl ai ned

Once this nmuch had been established, the value of Verikoff's skin had fallen nmarkedly. To
save it he had offered to cooperate, and to prove his credibility he had divul ged details of the
cornnuni cations |ink between Jevlen and its operation on Earth, |located at Sverenssen's honme in
Connecticut and installed by Jevl enese technicians enployed by a U S. construction conpany set up
as a front for some of the Jevienese's other activities. Through this |link Sverenssen had been
able to report details of the Thurien attenpt to talk to Earth secretly via Farside and had
received his

instructions for controlling the Earth end of the dial ogue. Sobroskin had detected no hint
that Verikoff knew anything about the U S. channel that Norman Pacey had nentioned. Despite the
el aborate Jevl enese information-gathering system therefore, Sobroskin had concluded that at | east
that secret had been kept safe.

Sobr oski n had decided that the first step toward breaking up the network woul d have to be
the severing of the |link through Connecticut while its discovery was still unknown, and the
Jevl enese were therefore off guard and vul nerable. Ooviously that could only be acconplished with
the hel p of sonebody in WAshington, and since nobody, not even Verikoff, knew the full extent of
the network or who might be ampbng its nmenbers, that had neant Norman Pacey. Sobroskin had call ed
"lvan" at the Soviet enbassy and, using a prearranged system of innocuous-soundi ng phrases,
conveyed a nessage for relaying to Pacey. A call fromthe U S State Departnent to an office in
Moscow ei ght hours later, stating that hotel reservations had been made for a group of visiting
Russi an di pl omats, confirmed that the nmessage had been received and understood.

"Five minutes to touchdown," the pilot's voice sounded froman intercomin the darkness
overhead. A low light came on in the cabin, and Sobroskin and the other officers began collecting
the cigarette packages, papers, and other itenms strewn around them then put on heavy arctic coats
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in preparation for the cold outside.

M nutes ~ter the plane descended slowy out of the night and settled in the center of a
di m pooi of light that nmarked the | anding area of an American scientific research base and arctic
weat her station. A US. Air Force transport stood in the shadows to one side with its engines
running and a small group of heavily nmuffled figures huddled in front of it. The door forward of
the cabi n swung open, and a set of steps tel escoped downward. Sobroskin and his party descended
and wal ked quickly across the ice with Verikoff and the two officers escorting himmaking up the
m ddl e of the group. They halted briefly in front of the waiting Anericans.

"You see, it wasn't such a long tinme, after all,” Nornman Pacey said to Sobroskin as they
shook hands through the thick gloves they were wearing.

"W have much to tal k about," Sobroskin said. "This whol e thing goes further than your
wi | dest i nmgi nings."

"We'll see," Pacey replied, grinning. "W haven't exactly been standing still, either. You
may have some surprises coming too."

The group began boardi ng while behind themthe engine note of the Soviet jet rose, and the
pl ane di sappeared back into the night. Thirty seconds |later the American transport lifted off, its
nose sw nging northward onto the course that would take it over the Pole and down across eastern
Canada to Washington, D.C.

It was |late evening at McC usky. The base was quiet. A short distance fromthe |line of
parked aircraft brooding silently in the subdued orange gl ow cast by | anps spaced at intervals
along the perimeter fence, Hunt, Lyn, and Danchekker were staring in the direction of the
constel I ati on Taurus.

They had argued, inveigled, and protested that the business was as nuch Earth's as
anybody's, and that if Garuth and Eesyan were risking thensel ves, honor and justice demanded t hat
Eart hpeopl e should al so be there to share whatever consequences were in store, but to no avail
Cal azar had been adamant that the perceptron could not be noved. They had not dared call in higher
authority in the formof the UN or the U S. CGovernment to back their case because there was no way
of knowi ng who ni ght be working for the Jevienese. Therefore they could do nothing but resign
t henmsel ves to hopi ng and waiting.

"It's crazy," Lyn said after a while. "They' ve never fought a war in their history, and
now they're going in on a commando raid to try and take out a whole planet. | never knew Ganyneans
were like that. Do you think Garuth has flipped out or sonething?"

"He just wants to fly his ship one nore tine," Hunt murmured and snorted hunorl essly.
"You'd think that after twenty-five nmillion years of it he'd have had enough." The thought had
al so crossed Hunt's mnd that perhaps Garuth had decided to go down with it |ike the proverhbi al
captain. He didn't say so.

"A nobl e gesture, neverthel ess,” Danchekker said. He shook his head with a sigh. "But I
feel uneasy. | don't see why the perceptron had to renmain here. That sounded |ike an excuse. Even
if we could not have contributed anything technically, we could still contribute sonething el se
which | fear Garuth and his friends mght well find themselves in need of if they encounter
difficulties."

"How do you nmean?" Lyn asked.

"I'"d have thought it was obvious," Danchekker answered. "W have seen al ready how
differently Ganynean and human minds function. The Jevl enese may possess sone talent for intrigue
and deception, but they are not the nasters of the art that they appear to inagine. It requires a
human i nsight, however, to recognize and exploit their blunders."

"They' ve only had Ganyneans to deal with," Hunt said. "W've had a few thousand years of
practice handling one another."

"My point entirely."

A short period of silence elapsed, then Lyn said absently, "You know what |I'd |ike to see?
If those Jevl enese guys think they're so smart, 1'd like to see them cone up agai nst sone rea
prof essionals and find out what deception is all about. And with VI SAR on our side, we ought to
have the right equipnment to do it with, too."

Hunt | ooked at her and frowned. "Wat are you tal ki ng about ?"

"I"'mnot sure really."” She thought for a nonent and shrugged. "I was just thinking that
with JEVEX faking all that information for years and feeding it to the Thuriens, it would be kind
of nice if we did sonething like that to them..just for the hell of it."

"Did sonething such as what?" Hunt asked, still puzzled.

Lyn | ooked back up at the night sky with a distant expression. "Wll, imagine this as a
for-instance. JEVEX nust have all those stories about weapons and bonbs and things that it's been
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i nventing stored away soneplace in its records, right? And someplace else in its records, it nust
have all the genuine information about Earth that it's collected through its surveillance system
in other words, all the stuff about Earth that it knows is true. But how does it know which is
whi ch? How does it know which records are real and which are phony?"

"I don't know." Hunt shrugged and reflected for a second. "I suppose it'd have to tag them
with some kind of header-1|abel system"

"That's what | thought," Lyn said, nodding. "Now suppose VISAR did nmanage to get inside
JEVEX, and it scramnbled those |abels around so that JEVEX couldn't tell the difference anynore. It
could make JEVEX really believe all those stories were true. |magi ne what would happen if it
started saying things like that. Bra --

ghuillo and his bunclii would go bananas. See what | nean-it'd be nice to watch."

"What a delightful thought," Danchekker nurnured, intrigued. An evil smile crept across
his face as he pictured it. "How unfortunate that we never mentioned it to Cal azar. War or not,
the Ganynmeans woul d have been unable to resist it."

Hunt was smiling distantly too as he thought about it. The idea could be taken a | ot
further than Lyn had suggested. If VISAR got into JEVEX s nenory systemsufficiently to change the
| abels, it would only be a short step fromthere for it to add in sone extra fiction of its own
devising. For example, if it could gain access to the part of JEVEX that handl ed the incom ng
surveill ance data from Earth, VISAR could probably nake JEVEX think anything it wanted about what
was happeni ng on Earth-such as a whol e armada being readied to bl ow Jevlen out of the Gal axy. As
Danchekker had said, a delightful thought.

"You could fake an agreement with Thurien to use their toroids to transport a strike force
to Jevlen," Hunt said. "That way you could have JEVEX saying it would arrive in days. And if you'd
al ready scranbled its records fromway back, that would be fully consistent with what it would
think it had been reporting for years. The Jevl enese would know it hadn't...but then if they've
never questioned it all their lives, maybe they woul dn't know what to think. Wat do you think
Broghui I i o woul d make of that?"

"He'd have a heart attack,” Lyn said. "Wat do you think, Chris?"

Danchekker turned serious all of a sudden. "I have no idea," he replied. "But this is an
exanpl e of precisely the kind of thing | was referring to. The idea of finding ways to bew |l der a
foe is sonething that conmes naturally to humans but not to Ganyneans. They are going to attenpt
the straightforward approach of sinply crashing JEVEx-direct, |ogical, and w thout any thought of
devi ousness. But suppose that the Jevi enese have prepared thensel ves by providi ng backup systens

capabl e of operating autononously even wi thout JEVEX |f so, the Shapieron could still find itself
exposed to considerabl e dangers when it reveals itself by bringing dowm JEVEX, assuming it
succeeds. | trust you see ny point." Danchekker directed a solemm stare at the other two, then

continued: "But on the other hand, if their plan had been to control JEVEX rather than disable it,
and to disorient the Jevl enese by

subt erfuge of the kind you have been describing, then perhaps all manner of opportunities
to exploit and exacerbate the resulting situation further m ght have presented thensel ves, which
as things stand will never be created.” He | ooked up at the sky again and shook his head sadly. "I

can't for a nonment imagi ne our Ganynean friends adopting such a tactic, |'mafraid."

The anmusenent of a few minutes earlier had drained fromHunt's face as he listened. He had
tried, Caldwell had tried, and Heller had tried, but still he couldn't escape the lingering
di sconfort that perhaps they could have tried harder still. Now that Danchekker had voiced them

he recogni zed the same thoughts that he had been suppressing. "W should have gone with them" he
said in a heavy voice. "W should have made Gregg bully theminto it."

"I doubt that it would have nade any difference," Danchekker said. "Couldn't you see that
Garuth had a personal score to settle with Broghuilio? He didn't want anybody el se involved as a
matter of principle. Calazar knew it too. Nothing we could have said woul d have made any
di fference."

"I guess you're right." Hunt sighed. He | ooked toward Taurus again, stared at it for a
whil e, then suddenly snapped out of his reverie and | ooked fromside to side at the others. "It's
getting cold,"” he said. "Let's go inside and get sone coffee.”

They turned and began wal ki ng sl oWy back across the apron toward the ness hail

Many |ight-years away, the Shapieron slipped quietly out of orbit above Thurien. For a
little over a day VISAR tracked it to beyond the G star systemand nonitored its transfer through
h-space to a point just outside JEVEX s zone of control on the fringe of the Jevl enese star
system The power and control beans to the two unmanned decoy ships sent with it were pronptly
janmed, and while they drifted hel pl essly on the edge of JEvEx-space, the Shapi eron continued
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nmovi ng i nward and vani shed fromthe view of VISAR s instrunments into the cloak of inpenetrabifity
that surrounded the eneny star
Chapter thirty

The construction floating in space was in the formof a hollow square. It neasured over
five hundred niles along a side. Fromeach of its corners a bar, twenty mles thick, extended
diagonally inward to support the two-hundred-mle-dianmeter sphere held in the center. The surfaces
of the outer square bristled with angul ar protuberances, sections of ribbing, and doned
superstructures, all etched harshly in black and shades of netallic gray, and inmrense w ndi ngs
girded parts of the central sphere and its supporting nenbers. Receding away into space behind it,
a line of identical objects spaced at two-thousand-nile intervals dimnished in size with distance
until they were lost in the background of stars.

| mares Broghuilio, fornerly Prenmier of the Jevlenese faction of Thurien and now Overl ord
of the recently proclainmed | ndependent Protectorate of Jevienese Wrlds, stood in his black
Suprene Mlitary Conmander's uniform his arns fol ded across his chest, and scow ed out at the
scene frominside a blisterdone on the hull of a spacecraft riding several thousand mles off. Low
to one side, the dark, rugged sphere of the planet Utan hung as a crescent agai nst the bl ackness,
appearing the size of a tennis ball held at armis length. Wlott and a nunber of generals from
vari ous conmmands of the Jevlenese nilitary were standing behind himw th Estordu and a handful of
civilian advisors. To one side, not |ooking very happy, were N els Sverenssen and Feyl on Turl
techni cal coordinator of the quadriflexor construction program

Broghui li o waved an arm at the scene outside. "W have been forced to revise our
tinetables just as drastically and in just as little time," he said curtly, glaring at Turl. "I
expect you to do at least as well."

"But engineering on this scale can't be accel erated by that kind of factor sinply by
ordering it to be," Turl protested. "W are still short by fifty units. It will take two years at
| east, even with round-the-clock shifts in all critical -- "

"Two years i s unacceptable,” Broghuillo said flatly. "rye given

you our requirement, and | want your confirmation, today, that it will be net as
stipulated. Tell me what can be done for a change. The Protectorate is now operating on a war
econony, and whatever resources are needed will be nade avail able."

"It isn't sinply a question of production resources,"” Turl insisted. "The power to
transfer that nunmber of quadriflexors to the target won't be available for two years. Crallort's
| at est estimates show that -- "

"Crallort has been renoved," Broghuilio inforned him "That office is now under mlitary
control. The generator battery will be expanded under an energency programthat is already in
effect, and the power requirenent will be met as stipulated."

"I -- " Turl began, but Broghuilio cut himoff with an inpatient nmotion of his hand.

"You have until twenty-four hours fromnow to discuss the revisions with your staff.
shal | expect you at the Directorate of Strategic Planning on Jevlien at that time to report. | wll
not expect to hear | ane excuses. Do | meke nysel f under st ood?”

"Yes, Excellency," Turl nunbled.

Subvocal |y Broghuilio instructed JEVEX to remind himlater in the day to revi ew possible
candidates for Turl's replacenent at Uttan, then turned his eyes contenptuously toward Sverenssen
"And it appears that my 'able |ieutenant’ who was supposed to have had th~ situation on Earth
"well under control' is equally incompetent,"” he sneered. "Wll, what have you been able to find
out? How did the Thuriens manage to comrunicate with Terrans right under your noses? Were is
their facility located? Wiat is your plan to elimnate it? How did they penetrate your operation?
Who has been betraying it? | hope you have good answers, Sverenssen."

"l nust protest," Sverenssen said in a shocked voice. "Yes, | adnit that the Thuriens did
establish a link somehow. But the accusation that we have all owed our operation to be penetrated
is without foundation. There is no evidence to -- "

"Then you are either blind or stupid!™ Broghuilio spat. "I was there, in Thurios. You were
not. I tell you they knew everything. The Terrans nust have turned half the inbeciles in your
organi -. zation and had them worki ng against us for years. How | ong have they had a |link on Earth

direct into VI SAR?"
"We. .. have not been able to ascertain that yet, Excellency," Sverenssen adnitted.
"Cbviously since long before they started anything on Farside," Broghuilio said. "The
whol e Bruno operation was a facade to fool you and keep you occupi ed, and you swal |l owed every inch
of it." He screwed up his face and m nicked a fawning tone. "W have gai ned conpl ete control
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Excel l ency,' | was told. Pah!" Broghuilio slamred a fist into his other palm "Control! They were
mani pul ating you |ike a puppet. They probably have been for years. Overlord of Earth? You' d be a
| aughi ngstock trying to govern a kindergarten."” Sverenssen paled, and his jaw strai ned, but he
sai d not hi ng.

Broghuilio raised his arns in front of the rest of the conpany as if inviting themto
witness his predicanent. "You see what | have to contend with-inbecile engineers and inbecile
agents. And what of you? Clearly the eneny will not sit idly by and do nothing while we conplete
our preparations. But we are told that it will take two years. Thus we have a probl em situation
that demands sone form of action now, while we retain the initiative. Wat are your plans?”

Sone of the generals | ooked uncertainly at one another. Eventually Wlott replied
hesitantly, "W are still analyzing the | atest devel opnents. The situation calls for a conplete
revision of every -- "

"Never m nd your acadeni c anal yses and eval uations. Do you have firm plans drawn up for
of fensi ve action, now, to secure our position while the quadriflexor programis being conpl eted?"

"No, but we've never -- "

"The general does not have a plan," Eroghuilio told the rest of them "You see-on al
sides | have to deal with inbeciles. But fortunately for all of us, | do have a plan. Qur weapons
production program here at Utan has begun showing results, has it not? W have ships, armanents,
and sufficient generating capacity to transfer themto G star at once, while the Thuriens have
nothing. It is a tine for bol dness.”

Wl ott seemed worried. "That is not the way we have al ways intended,"” he said. "Qur plans
have never included | aunching an unprovoked assault on Thurien. The weapons were to be used
against the Cerians. W would find it hard to justify such an action to the people. It would not
be popul ar. "

"Did | say anything about attacking Thurien?" Broghuillo asked. "Can you conceive of no
nmet hods ot her than brute force and cl msi Ti ess? Have you no sense of subtlety?' He turned his head
to address all present. "War is as much a matter of psychology as it is of weapons, and in
particul ar of understandi ng the psychol ogy of one's eneny. Study the history of Earth, or even of
M nerva. Many great victories have been won by seizing an opportune psychol ogi cal monment And such
a nonent presents itself to us now "

"What are you proposing?" Estordu asked uneasily. "That we might intindate Thurien into
submi ssi on?"

Broghuilio | ooked at himin surprise and with unconceal ed approval. "For a scientist you
are thinking quickly for once,” he said. He raised his voice. "You hear? The scientist is thinking
nmore |ike a general than any of you. The Thuriens have no taste for war, nor even any concept of
it. At this noment they believe that we have retreated into a shell and will not trouble themfor
along tine to come. They feel secure for the tine being, and that is why they are vul nerable."

He strode slowy to one side of the done and stared out at the distant ball of Utan for a
few seconds. Then he cane back to the center and resuned, "I will tell you what the Thuriens are
thinking at this nmoment. They realize that we present a threat which they do not have the stomach
to face, but which the Terrans do. On the oth~er hand they possess the technol ogy necessary to
counter that threat, whereas the Terrans do not. So what will be their obvious strategy?"

Wl ott was beginning to nod slowy. "To armand equip the Terrans as proxy troops," he
said. "Thurien will enlist Earth to fight on its behal f."

"Exactly!" Broghuilio exclaimed. "But Earth is denilitarized and not conpetent to match us
technically anyway, and at this nonent the Thuriens have nothing to armthemw th." He | ooked
around with a triunphant glint in his eyes. "In other words their solution will require tine. But
we do not need time because right now we have sonething, and they have nothing. Qur forces m ght
be small conmpared to what they will be in tinmes to cone, but that situation gives us a ratio of
sonething to zero, which equates to infinite superiority. That advantage will not exi st
indefinitely, and

it will never again be in our favor to the extent that it is now And that is why the tine
to act is now, and not l|ater."

Wlott's eyes gl eaned as he began to see what Broghuillo was driving at. "Wth self-
power ed ships we can send a task force in and issue an ultimtumto the Thuriens to place vis~a
under our control," he said. "Being Ganyneans, they will have no choice. Then they'd be hel pl ess,
and we woul d assume full control of the combi ned enpires of JEVEX and vi sAR "

"And the Terrans will be deprived of their arnorers,” Broghullb conpleted. "In two years
they could never hope to match us without the Thuriens. Thus we will have bought the tinme we need
to conplete our preparations for dealing with Earth, and for neutralizing Thurien permanently." He
turned to confront Wlott squarely, folded his arns across his chest, and stuck out his chin.
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"That, GCeneral, is the plan-ny plan.”

"A stroke of genius," Wlott declared. A chorus of nurnurs fromthe ranks behi nd endorsed
the statement. "W will commence detail ed preparations at once.”

"See to it," Broghuilio ordered. He turned and gl owered at Sverenssen. "And you, if you

think you have the ability to redeemyourself, go back to Earth. | want every one of the traitors
i n your organi zation uncovered, tracked down, and dealt with. Al except Rank B2 and above. Those
are to be held while we arrange a landing to bring themback to Jevien. | will deal with them

personally." H's voice fell to an om nous grow, and his eyes snoldered. "And if you fail in this,

Sverenssen, you will certainly be brought back, even if | have to conme physically to Earth nyself
todoit."
Chapter thirty-one

Several days went by without news fromthe Shapi eron. VISAR analyzed all the avail able
data on the design of JEVEX and gave zoit.& a five-percent chance of electronically |ock-picking
its way through the layers of security checks and access restrictions protecting the eneny system
The problem was that JEVEX S Ganynean-desi gned nol ecul ar circuits worked at subnanosecond speeds,
enabl i ng an enornmous amount of self-checking to be interleaved with its regular operations. The
odds were overwhel ming that any chink in JEVEX' S arnor that zoa~c nanaged to slip a wedge into
woul d be detected and cl osed before vis~ could be brought in to drive the wedge horme. |In other
words JEVEX could scan its own internal processes too rapidly, or as Hunt put it to Cal dwell
"I't's got too nmuch instant-to-instant awareness of what's going on inside itself. If we could
distract its attention sonehow, even for a few seconds at the speeds those machi nes work at, ZORAC
m ght be able to neutralize the jamm ng systemand let VISAR in." But how could they distract
JEVEX when the only channel they had to it was through zoit~c, and zo~c couldn't get in unti
JEVEX had been distracted?

And then vlsAa reported a series of gravitational disturbances outside G star's planetary
system followed by a steady accumul ati on of objects that seemed to be ships of some kind being
transferred through from sonmewhere. Shortly afterward, the objects began noving toward Thurien
vj s~ could detect no h-grid power or control beans and was unable to check their progress. They
were sel f-powered, heavily armed Jevl enese war vessels, and there were fifty of them As they
fanned out to maneuver into positions around Thurien, JEVEX reopened contact briefly with vis~to
deliver the Jevienese ultimatum the Thuriens had forty-eight hours to place their entire worl d-
system under Jevl enese control. If at the end of that period they had not agreed, obliteration of
Thurien cities one at a tinme would commence, starting with Vrani x. Those were the terns. There was
not hing to di scuss.

The at nosphere inside the Governnent Center at Thurios was strained and tense. Al of the
Terran group from McCl usky were present with Cal azar, Showm and a sel ection of engi neering and
techni cal experts that included Eesyan's deputy, Morizal. They were already six hours into the
ul ti mat um peri od.

"But there must be sonething you can do," Caldwell protested, stanping backward and
forward across the center of the roomin frustration. "Couldn't you try using renote-controlled
ships to ramthen? Couldn't VISAR nake a few black holes to suck theminto or sonething? There has
to be a way."

"l agree," Showm said, |ooking at Calazar. "W should try. | know it's distasteful, but
the Jevl enese have made the rules. Have you considered the alternatives?"

"They could pick off ramshi ps | ong before they even got near," Mrizal said. "And they
could detect a black hole form ng and evade it long before it could trap them And even then you
could only hope to get a few at the nost. The rest would incinerate Thurien then and there w thout
wai ting for the deadline."

"And besides, that's not the way," Calazar said at last, throwing up his hands. "Ganyneans
have never sought solutions by war or violence. | couldn't condone anything like that. W will not
descend to the | evel of Jevl enese barbarism"”

"You' ve never faced this kind of threat before,"” Karen Heller pointed out. "Wat other way
is there to neet it?"

"She's right," Showm said. "The Jevlenese force is not |large. There's a good chance that
it's all they possess right now. Six nonths fromnow that could change. Earth's logic is harsh,
but nevertheless realistic in this kind of situation: |osing sone people now could buy the tine to
save many nore later. It's a |l esson they have | earned, and we nay have to as well."

"It's not the way," Cal azar said again. "You' ve seen Earth's history. That kind of |ogic
al ways | eads to escalation without linmts. It's insane. | won't allow us to start down that road."
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"Broghuilio is insane," Showminsisted. "There's no other way."

"There nust be. W need tine to consider."

"W don't have any tine."

A heavy silence descended. On one side of the room Hunt caught Lyn's eye and shrugged
hopel essly. She rai sed her eyebrows and sighed. There was nothing to say. The situation didn't
| ook good. A short distance away Danchekker was beconing restless. He renmoved his spectacles,
squi nted through themwhile he twisted themfirst this way and then that in front of his face,
then replaced them and began pinching his nose with his thunb and forefinger. Sonething was going
through his m nd. Hunt watched himcuriously and wait ed.

"Suppose..." Danchekker began, thought for a second |onger, then swng his head toward
Cal azar and Morizal. "Suppose we could induce the Jevl enese to postpone their offensive intentions
and switch their force to the defensive...in other words take it back to Jevlen," he said. "That

woul d gain us sone tinme."

Cal azar | ooked at him puzzled. "Wy should they do that? To defend agai nst what? W have
nothing to threaten any attack agai nst themw th, and neither have you."

"Agreed," Danchekker said. "But perhaps there is a way in which we could persuade t hem
that we do." The Ganyneans stared back at hi mnonplussed. He explained, "Lyn and Vic were talking
recently about an idea to simulate an all-out assault on Jevien inside vis~it and inject it into
JEVEX, assum ng ZORAC gai ns access of course. And by suitably manipulating JEVEX S interna
records, ws~ could, perhaps, then instill in JEVEX the conviction that the existence of such
forces was consistent with what it has been observing for years. You see ny point? Such a ruse
m ght create enough confusion inside the Jevienese canp for themto withdraw their forces. And
given a sufficient |evel of uncertainty, they would probably not risk firing upon Thurien unti
they had deternmined the true situation. What we would do then | have no idea, but it would at
| east gain us sone respite fromthe current predi canment."

Showm was |istening with a strange | ook on her face. "That would be al nost identical to
what they did to us,” she murmured. "We'd be turning their own tactic right back at them"

"Yes, it does have a certain appeal of that nature about it," Danchekker agreed.

In response to sone questions from Morizal, Danchekker went on to describe the idea in
greater detail. Wen he had finished, the Ganynmeans | ooked at one another dubiously, but none of
t hem

could pick out a fatal flaw in the argument. "Wat do you say, VIsSAR?" Cal azar asked after
they had tal ked for some tine.

"I't mght work, but it still rests on a five-percent probability at best,” VISAR replied
"It's still the sane problem the only way | could get into JEVEX is if ZORAC can switch off its
janmi ng system and so far ZORAC doesn't seemto be having much luck. | still haven't heard a

thing fromit."

"What el se can you suggest?" Cal azar asked.

A few seconds went by. "Nothing," VISAR adnitted. "I could get to work and nanufacture the
information with sone help fromthe Terrans and have it ready to beamthrough on the off-chance
ZORAC does get ne in, but it's still five percent. In other words don't bank on it."

A faraway | ook had been com ng into Hunt's eyes while the discussi on was goi ng on. One by
one the heads in the roomturned toward himcuriously as they noticed. "It's this probl em about
distracting JEVEX' S attention again," he said, "isn't it? If we could just freeze its self-
checki ng functions for the couple of seconds ZORAC would need to switch off the jamm ng routines
and open an h-link, vis~i~ would be able to hold that |ink open pernanently and do the rest."

"True, but what's the point?" VISAR said. "W've already been through all this. W can't
do anything like that because the only way in is through ZORAC in the first place."

"I think maybe we can," Hunt said in a distant voice. The room becane very still. H s eyes
cl eared suddenly as he gazed around at the others. They waited. "W can't create a diversion
t hrough ZORAC because ZORAC is outside the systemtrying to get in," he said. "But we' ve got
anot her channel that goes straight through to the inside-direct into the core of JEVEX "

Cal dwel | shook his head and | ooked puzzled. "What are you tal ki ng about? Wat channel ?
Wher e?"

“I'n Connecticut," Hunt told them He glanced at Lyn for a second and then | ooked back at
the others. "I'mbetting that what's inside Sverenssen's house is a conpl ete conmuni cations
facility into JEVEX-probably one with its own neural coupler. What else could it be? W could get
at it through that."

A few seconds el apsed before what he had said registered fully. Mrizal seened nystified
"Get at it and do what?" he asked. "How would you use it?"

Hunt shrugged. "I haven't really thought about it yet, but there has to be sonething.
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Maybe we could use it to tell JEVEX all the things that VISAR S inventions wifi corroborate-Earth
is fully armed and has been for years; an attack is on its way to w pe Jevien out now. ..supporting
evi dence, that kind of thing. That ought to shake it up for a second or two."

"That's the craziest thing |I ever heard." Caidwell shook his head hel pl essly. "Wy would
it believe you? It wouldn't even know who you were. And anyhow, would you sit down in that thing
and |l et JEVEX inside your head?"

"No, | wouldn't," Hunt said. "But JEVEX knows Sverenssen. And it would believe what he
told it. That would really shake it up.,

"Why woul d Sverenssen ever do sonmething like that?" Heller asked. "Wat makes you think
he'd want to cooperate?"

Hunt shrugged. "W put a gun to the bastard's head and nake him" he replied sinply.

Silence fell once again. The suggesti on was so outrageous that nobody had a ready commrent
to offer. The Ganyneans were | ooking at each other in amazement, all except Frenua Showm who
seenmed ready to go along with the scheme w thout further ado. "How would you get in?" Caidwell
asked dubiously at last. "Lyn said it'd take an arny."

"So use the Arny," Hunt said. "Jerol Packard and Nornman Pacey nust now sone peopl e who
could pull it off."

The idea was taking root as they thought about it. "But how do you know you could force
himto do sonmething like that w thout JEVEX knowi hg you were there doing it?" Heller asked. "I
mean, VI SAR can see sonebody in the perceptron at McClusky even before they sit down in a
redliner. How do you know Sverenssen's place isn't the sane?"

"I don't," Hunt conceded. He spread his hands appealingly. "lIt's a risk. But it's a hel
of alot less of a risk than the one you were asking Calazar to take. And besides, the Ganyneans
have taken enough of the risks already."

Cal dwel | nodded curtly as soon as Hunt said this. "I agree. Let's doit."

"VI SAR?" Cal azar inquired, stifi sonmewhat dazed by the sudden turn of events.

"I've never heard of anything like it," VISAR declared. "But if it

i ncreases the odds above five percent, it's worth a try. How soon can | start working on
t he novi es?"

"Ri ght away," Caidwell said. He noved to the center of the group and suddenly felt the
old, famliar feeling of being in comuand once again. "Karen and | will stay here to help out with
that side of it. You'd better stay too, Chris, to explain the whole idea again. Vic needs to go to
Washi ngton to tell Packard what we want, and Lyn had better go with hi mbecause she knows the
| ayout of the house.”

"It sounds as if we should consider you in charge of this operation," Calazar said.

"Thanks." Cal dwell nodded and | ooked around the room "Okay," he said. "Let's go through
the whole thing in detail from the begi nning and work out as nuch as we can to synchronize the two
ends of it."

Hunt and Lyn arrived in Washington late that afternoon. Caldwell had al ready called
Packard from Al aska, so they were expecting to find Packard, Pacey, and Clifford Benson of the CIA
wai ting for them What they were not expecting to find was a contingent of Soviet military
officers there too, headed by M kol ai Sobroskin. To their further and total amazenent they | earned
that a Jevi enese defector in the formof the scientist Verikoff was al so present in another part
of the building.

Most of the Russians were too stunned by what they heard fromHunt and Lyn to be capable
of contributing very much to the proceedi ngs. Sobroskin, however, digested their story quickly and
confirmed fromwhat Verikoff had already told himthat the office wing of Sverenssen's house did
i ndeed contain a full communications systeminto JEVEX, including a neural coupler. In fact
Veri kof f hinself had used it on nunerous occasions to make quick visits to Jevien. This |ed
Sobroskin to propose a neans o~ sinplifying considerably the plan that Hunt and Lyn had descri bed.
"As you say, the big risk in forcing Sverenssen to do it is that JEVEX nmight be able to observe
what is happening," he said. "But perhaps there is no need for that at all. If we could just gain
access to the device, Verikoff might be persuaded to do what is required voluntarily. JEVEX
al ready knows Verikoff. It would have no reason to see anything aniss.”

Ten minutes later they all left the roomand descended one

story of the building to enter a door that had two armed guards stationed outside it.

Veri koff was inside with two nore of Sobroskin's officers. At Sobroskin's request, Verikoff
sketched a plan of Sverenssen's house on a nural display, indicating the |ocation of the
communi cati ons room and the access door into the wing in which it was |ocated, as well as
describing the building's protective features. "Wat's your verdict?" Pacey asked, |ooking at Lyn,
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when Veri kof f had fini shed.

She nodded. "One-hundred-percent accurate. That's it, just the way it is.”

"He seens to be telling the truth,” Packard said, sounding satisfied. "And everything el se
he tol d Sobroskin checks with what Vie Hunt has told us. | think we can trust him"

Veri koff's eyes widened in surprise. He waved a hand at the sketch he had drawn, and then
at Lyn. "She knows this already? How could that be? How coul d she know about the coupl er?"

"It would take too long to explain," Sobroskin said. "Tell us what kind of visual sensors
JEVEX has around the house. Are there sonme in all roons, outside, inside the comrunications room
or what ?"

"Only inside the conmunications roomitself," Verikoff answered. He was | ooking from side
to side unconprehendingly.

"So JEVEX woul d not know about anything that was happening in the rest of the house
outside that room" Sobroskin said.

Veri kof f shook his head. "No."

"How about conventional intruder alarns around the grounds?" Pacey inquired. "lIs the place
equi pped with anything like that? Wuld it be possible to get in over the walls and fences w thout
bei ng det ect ed?"

"It's extensively wired," Verikoff replied. H's expression becane alarnmed as he realized
the inmplication of the questions. "Detection would be certain."”

"I's the place watched fromorbit by Jevienese surveillance?" Hunt asked. "Could it be
assaulted without it being reported?”

"As far as | know it is checked periodically, but not continuously."

"How frequently?"

"I don't know. "

"How about Sverenssen's domestic staff?" Lyn asked. "Are

they Jevi enese too, or just help that he hires locally? How rmuch do they know?"

"Specially picked Jevi enese guards-all of them™

"How nmany?" Sobroskin demanded. "Are they arnmed? What armanents do they have?"

"Ten of them There are always at least six in the house. They are arned at all tines.
Conventional Terran firearns."

Packard | ooked over at the others. One by one they returned slow nods. "It |ooks as if we
could be in with a chance," he said. "lIt's tine to bring in the professionals and see what they
t hi nk. "

Veri kof f suddenly seenmed apprehensive. "What is this talk of an assault?" he asked. "You
are going in there?"

"W are going in there," Sobroskin told him

Veri koff started to protest but stopped when he saw the nmenace in Sobroskin's eyes. He
licked his lips and nodded. "Wat do you want ne to do?" he asked.

An hour later a VTOL personnel carrier flew the whole party across the Potonac to the arny
base at Fort Myer. They were net by a Col onel Shearer, who commanded a Speci al Forces
antiterrorist unit that had already been called to alert and was standi ng by. The planning and
briefing session that foll owed went on until the early hours of the norning. The first gray light
of dawn was showing in the east as an Air Force transport took off from Fort Myer and followed the
coast toward New England. It landed with a whisper less than thirty mnutes later at an out-of-the-
way miitary supply depot situated anong wooded hills twenty nmiles or so outside Stanford,
Connecti cut.
Chapter thirty-two

The Jevi enese were still tapping into Earth's conmuni cations net. Earth knew they were,
and the Jevi enese knew that Earth knew. Therefore, Caldwell reasoned, the Jevl enese woul d expect
any hi gh-1evel conmunications between Earth's governnments, especially anything to do with an
i mpendi ng attack on Jevien, to be encoded by nmethods that were generally thought to be
unbr eakabl e; anything el se would not | ook authentic. But if the codes were indeed unbreakabl e,
little purpose would be served by planting authentically encoded information in JEVEX since JEVEX
woul dn't be able to unravel what it said.

At Caidwell's request the scientists at McCl usky beanmed details of the coding algorithns
currently used for high-security terrestrial communications through to the perceptron. VI SAR
studi ed them and announced that JEVEX woul d have no problem The scientists were skeptical. As a
test VISAR invited themto conpose an encoded nessage and send it over the beam which they did.
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VI SAR returned the plaintext translation less than a nminute later. The stunned scientists decided
that they still had a lot to | earn about algorithnms. But the inplication was satisfactory: JEVEX
could be led plausibly to believe that it was eavesdropping on Earth's hi ghest-level secure
communi cati ons.

Since then VI SAR had been busy manufacturing a revised history of the |ast few decades on
Earth in which the superpowers had not disarned but gone on to escalate their strategic forces to
i nsane | evels of overkill capability, concluding with an account of Earth's |eaders neeting
secretly and agreeing to a hasty alliance to hurl their conbined strength at Jevien with the
Thuriens transporting the force to within striking distance. Its latest creation, being previ ewed
in the Governnent Center in Thurios, showed a conference hookup in which sone of the senior
of ficers engaged in the joint planning of the operation were delivering a prelimnary briefing to
their staffs. A General Gearvey, whomvis~ had a

ready appoi nted as the Anerican Suprenme Commander, began speaki ng.

"W are about to engage an eneny who possesses a technol ogy incal cul ably ahead of our own,
and of unknown strength and retaliatory capability. But against that we have two factors in our
favor that could redress the bal ance-ti,ne and preparedness. W are in a position to nove now,
while all our intelligence fromthe Thuriens |eads us to believe that the eneny is not. Qur
strategy is therefore based on exploiting these factors to the fullest. W will forego detailed
pl anning and rely heavily on the initiative of |ocal comuanders in order to nove fast and ai m at
total devastation of the eneny in a single, surprise, all-out, lightning strike with no
conprom ses. This is not a tine to ponder about norality. W mght not have a second chance.”

A Russi an general |eaned forward and took it fromthere. "The opening phase of the assault
i s designated OXBOWN Fifteen |ong-range radiation projectors will conence area-obliteration of
sel ected targets on Jevien, firing fromone nmillion niles standoff behind screens of destroyers
and cl ose-support tactical units. Five nore will be held in reserve at ten mllion nmiles. The
bonbardnent is intended to draw and engage the defensive forces while the spearheads nove in to
comence operations around the planet itself."

A European Air Force chief continued, "Phase BANSHEE wi || begin with a high-level sweep of
Jevi enese near-space to clear it of all eneny hardware. This will be followed i mediately by rapid
depl oyment of a mixed-strike orbital systemto neutralize major military installations and
observed ground concentrations. A secondary force will concentrate on popul ation centers and
adm nistrative focal points to dislocate the defenses by creating panic and di srupting
communi cations. Sinultaneously, lower-altitude intercept units and kilisats will contest Jevienese
air space, with carrier-based tactical groups operating in selective ground-strike and counterfire
roles. Qur objective here is to gain conplete control above the surface within twelve hours of the
spear heads going in. The codeword CLAYMORE wi || be issued upon the successful conpletion of this
phase."

A Chi nese general sunmed up the last part. "Wien CLAYMORE is declared, conditions wll
have been established to pernit the seizure of bridgeheads on the surface. This phase is

desi gnated DRAGON. The first descents will be rmade by renote-controll ed decoy |anders to
enabl e surviving defensive installations to be identified and destroyed by a portion of the
orbital bonmbardnent groups held in reserve for that purpose. The remaining orbiting groups wll
redepl oy to provide close-support fire for the |andings, and the carrier groups assigned to ground
suppression will comence | aunching aircraft. Wen descent corridors have been cleared, the ground
forces will be landed initially at twelve strategic points. Details of those operations are
currently being finalized with the respective bridgehead commanders. Strategi c bonbardnment from
high Ievel will continue throughout to prevent the defenses from concentrating on the | andi ng
areas."

"That concl udes the overview " Gearvey said. "Individual unit assignnents, tinetabling,
and call signs will follow inmediately. Remain on standby."

"What do you think?" Caidwell asked as the inmage cut out.

"I"'minpressed,” Heller said. "It'd sure scare the hell out of ne."

"Horrifying," Calazar pronounced nunbly. "It is just as well that you did not go with the
Shapi eron. W& woul d never have conceived anything like that."

Danchekker did not seem Conpl etely happy. "It still doesn't contain the sense of urgency
that we have to convey," he said. "It doesn't mention any specific dates."

"I did that on purpose," Caidwell told him "If we're going to be credible, we'd have to

allow Earth ships months to get out of the solar system The best thing seened to be to |leave it
uncertain. What other way is there?"

"l don't know, but | still don't like it," Danchekker said

Nobody spoke for a few seconds, then Mrizal said, "Wll, we've already got the Thuriens
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providing the transfer ports outside the solar system W could take it a step further and have
the Terran vessels fitted with Thurien-supplied h-grid boosters. That way we could get them out of
the solar systemin a day."

"A whole fleet?" Heller said dubiously. "Could a whole fleet be fitted out that quickly?"

"Conceivably yes," Morizal replied. "It's quite a sinple job. Wth unlinited assistance
from Ganynean engineers, it would be feasible."

"How does that sound?" Caidwell asked, |ooking at Danchekker

"It sounds nmore |like what we want," Danchekker agreed, noddi ng.

"Suppose | change the last part to this,"” VISAR offered. The image reappeared and showed
General Gearvey again, just about to sum up

"That concludes the overview," he said. "There are no najor revisions to the schedule to
report. The h-beam boosters are currently being fitted by the Thuriens, and the first assault
el ements shoul d commence noving out fromEarth, on time, at eighteen hundred hours today. Current
i ndi cations are that the full force will conplete its assenbly outside the eneny star systemthree
days from now as planned. The force will then reenter h-space and be accelerated to reexit into
nornmal space at a velocity that will nove it to Jevlien in twenty-two hours. Therefore we should be
going into action four days fromnow Good luck to you all. Individual unit assignnents,
timetabling, and call signs will follow inmediately. Remain on standby." The inmage vani shed.

"Excel l ent," Danchekker rmur nmured.

"The next thing | need to start working on is sonme surveillance data fromEarth to back it
all up,"” VISAR said. "But first | need some reference information on contenporary Terran military
hardware and installations. Can you get it beamed in through McC usky?"

"Gve ne aline," Caidwell said. "I'Il get sonmething noving right away." He turned his
head away and stared grimy for a few seconds at another view, constructed fromVISAR S |ocally
coll ected data, of the pattern of Jevl enese warships positioned around Thurien. "Any news about
t he Shapi eron yet?" he asked.

"Nothing," VISAR told him Its tone was neutral

An inmage in the formof a frame enclosing the features of the controller at M usky
appeared in the air a fewfeet in front of Caldwell's face. Caidwell turned his head away fromthe
view of the Jevienese threat and returned his attention to the matter at hand.

Chapter thirty-three

"Dam! Dam! Damm!" Niel s Sverenssen hamered savagely at the touchboard of the datagrid
term nal, then brought his fist down heavily on top of the unit as the screen remi ned dead. He
turned away and marched furiously toward the L-shaped central room "Vickers!" he shouted. "Were
are you, for God's sake? | thought those confounded dat aphone people were supposed to be here by
now. "

Vi ckers, the heavily built and swarthy chief of Sverenssen's donestic staff, appeared from

one of the passages. "l only returned ten nminutes ago. They said they'd be right over."

"Well, why aren't they?" Sverenssen demanded irritably. "I have calls waiting that nust be
made i medi ately. The service nmust be restored at once.”

Vi ckers shrugged. "I already told "emthat. Wat else was | supposed to do?"

Sverenssen began nassaging a fist with his other hand and pacing to and fro, cursing
beneath his breath. "Wy do such things always have to happen at a time |ike this? Wat kinds of
buf foon are unable to maintain a sinple conmunications service conpetently? Ch, the whole thing is
intol erable!”

The first faint hum of an approaching aircar drifted in fromthe direction of the w ndow
Vi ckers cocked his head to listen for a second, then wal ked over to peer out through one of the
sliding glass panels that forned part of a wall. "It's a cab," he said over his shoul der, "com ng
down over the roof." They heard the cab Iand on the other side of the house, in the front
driveway. The door chinme sounded shortly afterward, followed by the footsteps of one of the nmaids
as she hurried to the front hallway. He heard a nuted exchange of fenmale voices, and a few nonents
|ater the maid ushered in a smling Lyn Garland. Sverenssen's mouth dropped open in a mxture of
surprise and di smay.

"Niels!" she exclainmed. "I tried to call you, but you seemto be having problens with the
line. | thought you wouldn't mnd ne

showi ng up, anyway. |'ve been thinking about what you said. You know, maybe you were
right. | thought maybe we could patch things up a little." Her hand was resting casually on the

top of her shoul der bag as she spoke. Sverenssen was not inside the conmunications room which was
the one thing Col onel Shearer had insisted on before he could nove in. Inside the top of the bag,
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Lyn's finger found the button on the nmicrotransnitter and pressed it three tines.

"Ch, not now" Sverenssen groaned. "You should know better than to barge in like this. |
am an extrenely busy nman, and | have things to attend to. Anyway, | thought | made nyself
perfectly clear on the not-so-nenorable occasion of our |ast neeting. Good day. Vickers, kindly
show M ss Garland back to her cab."

"This way," Vickers said, taking a step forward and noddi ng his head toward where the naid
was still hovering.

"Ch, but you did," Lyn said, |ooking at Sverenssen and ignoring Vickers. "You made it very
clear. And | was being so silly, wasn't |, just like you said. But now |'ve had a chance to think
about it, it sounds so -- "

"CGet her out of here," Sverenssen muttered, turning away. "I don't have tinme to waste

listening to any inane female prattling today." Vickers gripped Lyn's upper arm and steered her
firmy back along the corridor to the front hall while the maid ran on ahead to hold the door
open. The cab was still there. Just as they reached the door, a Southern New Engl and Dat aphones
repair truck rounded the bend in the driveway and drew up in front of the house, halting so cl ose
to the cab that the | adders slung on its side overhung and bl ocked its ascent path.

The cabbi e wound down his wi ndow and | eaned out to yell in the direction of the front end
of the truck. "Hey, asshole! Wo taught ya ta drive dat thing? How the hell am | supposed ta get
outa here?" Two repairnmen had junped out of the passenger-side door of the truck, and another was
energing fromthe rear. The truck's engine cane to life again in a series of laboring electric
whi nes, then shuddered and di ed.

"I'"ve got problens,” a voice shouted through the open driver's wi ndow of the truck. "The
same thing happened just now when we |eft the office."

"Well, do sonething with the goddamthing, wfflya. |1've got a living ta nake."

"Tickers had rel eased Lyn's armand was growl i ng profanities beneath his breath. Wth what
was going on in the driveway, neither he nor the nmaid noticed her backing quietly away across the
hal | .

"Back up for Chrissakes. Wat's the matter? Don't you know how to reverse a cab?"

"How can | back up? Don't those look |like flowers behind ne to you? You need | enses or
sunmp' n?"

Anot her technician was com ng out of the back of the truck. There were al ready nore of
them t han woul d have been sent on a sinple donestic repair job, but Vickers and the maid were too
preoccupied with the argunment to register the fact for a few vital seconds. Also they failed to
notice the sound of air engines growi ng steadily |ouder from beyond the treetops flanking the
driveway.

When Lyn reappeared in the corner room Sverenssen was on the far side at one of the
wi ndows, peering out and upward as sound del uged the house suddenly, seenmingly from al
directions. Al in the same monment, two Arny assault |anders dropped into sight from above and
came down on the terrace by the pool with khaki-clad figures already bursting fromtheir doors,
expl osions and the sounds of shattering glass came fromthe upper part of the house, and there was
a brief glinpse of Vickers and the maid being bow ed over by nore figures pouring into the front
hal | before additional concussions followed by clouds of snoke blotted Qut the view along the
corridor.

Lyn snatched the respirator fromher bag, clanped it over her face and eyes, and shapped
its retaining band into position behind her head just as the barrage of stun grenades and gas
bonmbs crashed in through the ground-floor wi ndows of the house. Detonations and snoke were
everywhere, punctuated by shouting, splintering glass, the thuds of doors being smashed down, and
a few scattered shots. One of the donestics appeared in the archway that |ed through to the main
stairs, gesticulating frantically upward and behind him "They're on the roof! There's soldiers
coming in off the roof! They're -- " The rest was drowned by nore expl osions, and he was engul fed
by a cloud of snmoke and gas erupting behind him

Sverenssen had recoiled fromthe wi ndow, and Lyn could see himclawing at his eyes in the
m ddl e of the roomas he tried to get

hi s bearings. Watever happened, he couldn't be allowed to get to the comruni cati ons room
now. She began picking her way cautiously around the wall to get between himand the passageway
leading to the office wing. He saw the novenent through the snoke and canme nearer. "You!" His face
twisted into a mask of fury as he recogni zed her, nade even nore grotesque by the watery streaks
cutting through the snoke grine on his cheeks. Lyn's heart did a backflip in her chest. She backed
away, but kept noving toward the passageway. Sverenssen's shape cane | ooning through the snoke,
straight at her.

Then barked military conmands sounded inside the house, seeningly fromnot far away in the
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direction of the guest annex. Sverenssen threw a gl ance back over his shoul der and hesit ated.
Shadowy figures were struggling in the corridor outside the kitchen, and there was nore novenent
on the side of the house facing the pool. He changed direction and nade a bolt toward the office
wing. Wthout realizing what she was doing, Lyn scooped up a wicker chair and hurled it across the
floor at his legs. Sverenssen went down heavily and struck his head on the wall as he spraw ed
full-length on the floor.

But through the snoke Lyn could see he was still mnoving. She | ooked around desperately,
pi cked up a large vase froma side table, swallowed hard and tried to stop her hands from shaki ng,
and forced herself to nove nearer. Sverenssen was half sitting up, one hand clutching at his head,
a small trickle of blood oozing through his fingers. He braced a foot beneath hinmself, stretched

out an armto steady hinself against the wall, and started to haul hinmself up. Lyn raised the vase
high with both hands. But Sverenssen's legs had turned to jelly. He swayed for a second, groaned
al oud, and then coll apsed back agai nst the baseboard. Lyn was still standing paralyzed in the same

position when the first figures wearing respirators and Armmy conbat uniforns and carrying assault
rifles materialized out of the funes around her. One of themtook the vase lightly from her hands.
"We' || take care of him" a gruff voice told her. "Are you okay?" She nodded nutely while in front
of her two Special Forces troopers lifted Sverenssen roughly to his feet.

"Bl oody good show that," an English voice comented from somewhere behind her. "You know,
if you worked at it, you might even get a job with the S A S." She turned and found Hunt | ook --

ing at her approvingly. Shearer stood next to him Hunt noved beside her, slipped an arm
around her wai st, and squeezed reassuringly. She pressed the side of her head against his shoul der
and clung tightly as the tension released itself in a spasmof trenbling. Talking could wait unti
| ater.

Around them the noi se had subsi ded, and the snoke was clearing to reveal Sverenssen's
domestic staff being brought into the corner roomto be searched and relieved of their weapons
before they were herded away into the guest annex. As the assault troops and the others already
i nside the house renoved their respirators, a knot of Anmerican and Soviet officers cane in through
the wreckage. They were acconpani ed by nmen wearing civilian clothes beneath conbat jackets.
Sverenssen's eyes bulged in disbelief as they refocused. "Hi ," Nornan Pacey said, with a trace of
deep satisfaction. "Renenber us?"

"For you the war is over, ny friend," Sobroskin informed him "In fact, everything is
over. It's a shame that you did not find Bruno up to your standards. It's quite |uxurious conpared
to where you will be going." Sverenssen's face withed with anger, but he still seenmed too dazed
to make any reply.

A sergeant crossed the room saluted, and reported to Shearer. "No casualties, sir. Just
sone cuts and bruises, mainly on the other side. None of them got away. The whol e house is
secured. "

Shearer nodded. "Start getting themout right away. Let's get those | anders away before
they're spotted by the surveillance. Were are Veri koff and the Cl A peopl e?" Even as he spoke,
anot her group of figures pushed into the room Sverenssen's head jerked around, and his jaw
dropped as he heard the nane. Verikoff halted a few feet away from himand stood eying him
defiantly.

"So, it's you..." Sverenssen hissed. "You...traitor?" He lunged forward instinctively and
was pronptly doubl ed over by a sharp blow delivered to the solar plexus by a rifle butt. As he
sagged two of the troopers caught him and held him

"He carries the key to the facility on himat all times," Verikoff said. "It should be on
a chain around his neck." Shearer ripped open the front of Sverenssen's shirt, found the key,
renoved it, and passed it to Verikoff.

“"You'll pay for these atrocities, Colonel," Sverenssen wheezed weakly. "Mark my words.
|'ve ruined bigger men than you."

"Atrocities?" Shearer turned his head aside quizzically. "Do you know what he's talking
about, Sergeant?"

“I've no idea, sir."

"Did you see anyt hi ng?"

"Didn't see a thing, sir."

"Whay do you think this man is holding his stomach?"

"Probably indigestion, sir."

As Sverenssen was hustled away to join his staff, Shearer turned to Cifford Benson. "I'm
pulling ny men out right away, apart fromten that I'll |eave as guards for the house. | guess
it's ready for you to take over."

"You did a fine job, Colonel," Benson acknow edged. He turned to the others. "Wll, tine's
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precious. Let's get on with it."

They stood aside while Verikoff Ied the way into the passage toward the office w ng, and
foll owed a few paces behind. At the end of the passage he cane to a | arge, solid-Iooking, wooden
door. "I amnot sure how far JEVEX' S visual field extends," he called to them "It would be better
if you kept well back." The others fell back into a snmall dense huddle with Hunt, Sobroskin, Lyn,
Benson, and Pacey together at the front. "I need a minute to conpose nyself," Verikoff told them
They waited while he brushed a few specks of soot fromhis clothes, snmoothed his hair, and w ped
his face with a handkerchief. "Do | ook as if all is normal?" he asked them

"Fine," Hunt called back

Veri kof f nodded, turned to face the door, and unlocked it. Then he drew a deep breath,
grasped the handl e, and pushed the door open. The others caught a glinpse of el aborate
i nstrunmentation panels and banks of gl eanm ng equi prent, and then Verikoff stepped inside.

Chapter thirty-four

The strain on the Command Deck of the Shapi eron had been hovering around breaki ng point
for days. Eesyan was standing in the center of the floor gazing up at the main display screen
where an enornous web of interconnected shapes and boxes annotated with synbols showed the road
map i nto JEVEX that zoi ~c had | aboriously pieced together fromstatistical analyses and pattern
correlations of the responses it had obtained to its probe signals. But zoi~. & was not getting
through to the nucl eus of the system which it would have to penetrate if it was going to disrupt
JEVEX S h-janming capability. Its attenpts had been repeatedly detected by JEVEX' S constantly
runni ng sel f-checking routines and thwarted by automatically initiated correction procedures. The
bi g probl em now was trying to deci de how nuch | onger they could allow zoL& to try before the
tabl es of fault-diagnostic data accunulating in-side JEVEX alerted its supervisory functions that
sonet hi ng very abnormal was happeni ng. Opi nions were nore or |ess evenly divided between Eesyan's
scientists from Thurien, who already wanted to call the whole thing off, and Garuth and his crew,
who seemed willing to risk alnost anything to pursue what was beginning to | ook, the nore Eesyan
saw of it, like sone kind of death w sh.

"Probe Three's function directive has been queried for the third tine," one of the
scientists announced froma nearby station. "Header response analysis indicates we've triggered a
veto override again." He | ooked across at Eesyan and shook his head. "It's too dangerous. W'l
have to suspend probing on this channel and resune regular traffic only."

"Activity pattern correlates with a new set of executive diagnostic indexes,
scientist called. "We've initiated a high-level nal function check."

"W have to shut down on Three," another, standing by Ecsyan, pleaded. "W're too exposed
as it is."

Eesyan stared grimy up at the main screen as a set of mmenonics unrolled down one side to
confirmthe warning.

"What's your verdict, zoRAc?" he asked.

"I'"ve reduced interrogation priority, but the fault flags are still set. It's tight, but
it's the nearest we've cone so far. | can try it one nore tinme and risk it, or back off and | et
the chance go. It's up to you."

Eesyan gl anced across to where Garuth was watching tensely with Monchar and Shil ohin.
Garuth clanped his nouth tight and gave an al nost inperceptible nod. Eesyan drew a | ong breath.
"Gve it atry, zouAc," he instructed. A hush fell across the Conmand Deck, and all eyes turned
upward toward the | arge screen

In the next second or two a billion bits of information flew back and forth between
zoit. & and a Jevi enese comruni cations relay hanging distantly in space. Then, suddenly, a new set
of boxes appeared in the array. The synbols inside themwere etched agai nst bright red backgrounds
that flashed rapidly. One of the scientists groaned in di smay.

"Alarm condition," zoit&c reported. "CGeneral supervisor alert triggered. | think we just
blewit." It neant that JEVEX knew they were there.

Eesyan | ooked down at the floor. There was nothing to say. Garuth was shaki ng his head
dazedly in nute protest as if refusing to accept that this could be happening. Shilohin noved a
step nearer and rested a hand on his shoulder. "You tried," she said quietly. "You had to try. It
was the only chance. "

Garuth was staring around himas if he had just awakened froma dream "Wat was
t hi nki ng?" he whi spered. "I had no right to 'do this."

"It had to be done," Shilohin told himfirmy.

"Two objects a hundred thousand miles out, conming this way fast,"

anot her

Zoi ~Cc reported.
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"Probably defensive weapons coming to check out this area." It was serious. The screen hiding the
Shapi eron woul d never stand up to probing at cl ose range.

"How | ong before we register on their instrunments?" Eesyan asked hoarsely.

"A couple of mnutes at nost," zo~c replied.

In the Jevienese War Room |nmares Broghuilio stood gazing at a display show ng the
depl oyment of his task force in the vicinity

of Thurien. Al though the ships were in ws~-confrolled space, vis~ had not jammed their
communi cati ons beans to Jevien. No doubt the Thuriens had guessed that the force had standing
orders to comence of fensive action autonmatically if it was interfered with in any way. At |east,
they hadn't risked it, which was precisely the kind of reaction he had expected froma timd and
overcautious race |ike the Ganyneans. Again his instincts had proved infallible. Exposed at | ast
for what they were, the Thuriens had shown again that they had nothing with which to oppose the
conbi nati on of nerve, strength, and willpower that he had forged. A deep sense of satisfaction and
fulfillment swept through himwi th the realization that the i ssue was already as good as deci ded

If a response had not been received by a certain time, the plan called for sone sel ected
uni nhabi ted areas of Thurien's surface to be devastated as a denonstration that the ultinmatum was
serious. That time had now arrived, and Broghuilio's aides were waiting with a tense expectancy.
"Report the current status of the fleet," he instructed curtly.

"No change," JEVEX replied. "Bonbardment squadron standing by and awaiting order
Secondary beans unl ocked and prined for area saturation. Coordi nates programmed for targets as
sel ected. "

Broghui l i o gazed around his circle of generals to savor the nonment for a while |onger
then opened his nmouth to issue the command. At that instant JEVEX spoke again. "I have to
interrupt, Excellency. A channel has just opened fromEarth, top priority. Your response is
requested at once."

The smirk vani shed from Broghufflo's face. "I have nothing to talk to Sverenssen about. He
has his instructions. Wat does he want?"

"It isn't Sverenssen, Excellency. It's Verikoff."

Broghuill o' s expression changed to an angry frown. "Verikoff? What busi ness does he have
there at this tinme? He should be handling the situation in Russia. \Wat does he mean by ignoring
protocols in this fashion?"

JEVEX seened to hesitate for a nonent. "He...says he has an ultimtumto deliver to you
personal |y, Excellency."

Broghuilio | ooked as if he had suddenly been punched in the face. He stood absol utely
nmoti onl ess for a few seconds while an ominous tide of deep purple crept slowy upward behind his
beard, starting at his collar and eventually finding its way to his

scal p. The general s around hi m were exchangi ng shocked, unconprehendi ng | ooks. Broghuillo
licked his lips, and his fists opened and closed by his sides. "Get himhere," he grow ed. "And
JEVEX, do not disconnect himuntil | say so."

“I regret that is inpossible, Excellency," JEVEX replied. "Verikoff is not coupled
neurally into the system | have audio and visual contact only." A screen on one wall of the room
came to life to show Veri koff standing in the center of Sverenssen's conmmuni cations room
evidently having thought better of committing hinself to the recliner that was partly visible
behi nd him Sonet hi ng had happened to hi msince he had entered the room He was staring out from
the screen with his arns folded solidly across his chest, and he | ooked cal m and assured.

"Behol d, the textbook warlord." Verikoff allowed his lip to curl into a contenptuous
sneer. "You should not have sent us to Earth, Broghuilio. It has been an honor and an education to
meet real warriors. Believe my words-you woul d be even nore of a fool than the fool you are to pit
your rabble of amateurs against the Terrans. |If you do, they will destroy you. That is ny
nmessage. "

Broghuilio's eyes widened. The veins at the sides of his neck began pul sating. "You are
the traitor!" he spat. "Now we see the verm n exposing hinself at last. What is this talk of an
ul ti matun®"

"Traitor? No." Verikoff remained unperturbed. "Merely a question of calculating the
Wi nni ng odds, which after all is your own dictum You have set us up well to assune control of
Earth very soon, and we thank you for it, but unfortunately for you that puts us on the w nning
side. Which do you think we'd rather be-.caretakers of an outpost of your enpire, or rulers of our
own? The answer should not be difficult."

"What do you nean by we?" Broghuill o demanded. "How nmany of you are behind this?"

"Al'l of us, of course. W manipulate all of Earth's major national governments and
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therefore have control over its strategic forces. And we have enjoyed the cooperation of the
Thuriens for a very long tinme now. How el se do you think they've been able to talk to the Terrans
wi t hout your knowi ng anything about it? They know that you, not the Terrans, are the real threat
to the Gal axy, and we have persuaded themto allow us a free hand to deal with

it. So we command a fully armed pl anet, backed by Thurien technology. It's all over
Broghuilio. Al you have left to save nowis your skin."

A short distance back fromthe open door through which Verikoff was speaki ng, Hunt turned
an astounded face toward Lyn and | eaned close to whisper in her ear. "I didn't think he had it in
him The guy deserves an Gscar." Beside them Sobroskin, looking as if he didn't really believe it
either, had |owered the automatic with which he had been covering Veri koff fromthe passageway.

Broghui lio was | ooking bewi | dered. "Strategic forces? Wiat strategic forces? Earth doesn't
have any strategic forces."

Then JEVEX interrupted again. "W have an alarmcondition in Sector Five. Sonething
unidentified is attenpting to penetrate the net. Two destroyers have been detached from station
and sent to investigate."

"Don't bother nme with such things now,'
"Del egate to Sector Control and report later."
denmilitarized years ago."

"I's that what you believe?" Verikoff |eered openly. "You poor sinpleton. You don't really
i magine we'd allow Earth to di sarm when we knew this day was coning, do you? That story was purely
for your consunption. Ironically you alnbpst changed it back into the truth. It has given the
Thuriens a | ot of amusenent.”

Broghuilio still couldn't nmake any sense out of it. "Earth has disarnmed," he insisted.

"Qur surveillance .. JEVEX has shown us -- "

"JEvVEX!" Verikoff scoffed. "VISAR has been punping fairy tales into JEVEX for years." His
expression becane hard and threatening. "Listen to ne, Broghuilio, for | amin no nmood to repeat
mysel f. This denmonstration at Thurien has taken things too far. The Ganymeans have seen now what
you represent, and they are not of a mind to hold us back by scruples. So this is our ultimturn
to you: either you withdraw from Thurien now, and agree to place your entire mlitary comand
under our jurisdiction unconditionally, or the Thuriens will transfer through to Jevlen a conbi ned
Terran force that will blow you to stardust-you, your whole planet, and that |aughabl e aggregation
of scrap that you call a conputer network."

Sonewher e deep inside JEVEX sonething hiccuped. A mllion

tasks that had been running inside the systemfroze in the confusion as directives com ng
down fromthe highest operating |evels of the nucl eus redefined the whole structure of priority
assignments to force an energency anal ysis of the new data. And in the mddle of it all, the
routi nes that had been scanning for inquisitive probes through h-space faltered. It was only for a
few seconds, but.

On Thurien, vis~ spoke suddenly to end a long vigil that had been dragging silently by for

Broghui lio raged, waving his arns inpatiently.
He | ooked back at Verikoff again. "Earth

hours. "Somet hing's happened! 1've got a link to zoRAc!" Even as Caidwell was junping to his feet,
and Hell er and Danchekker were | ooking up with startled faces on the other side of the room
streans of binary were pouring across the gulf to the Shapieron, |ight-years away, and VI SAR had

begun anal yzing the patterns assenbl ed by ZORAC

"What's the situation?" Cal azar asked tensely. "Is the ship all right? How far into JEVEX
have t hey penetrated?”

"They' ve got problens,” VISAR said after a short delay. "G ve nme a few nore seconds. This
is going to need sonme fast footwork."

On the Command Deck of the Shapieron, a fanmiliar voice that had not been heard for severa
days spoke suddenly to break the silence that had fallen with despair. "Say, you're in a bit of a
mess here. Sit tight. 1'll handle this."

Eesyan's jaw dropped in disbelief. Garuth | ooked up speechlessly fromwhere he had sunk
down into a chair at one of the enpty crew stations. Around them a score of other dazed Ganyneans
had heard it too, but didn't believe it, either. "vIsAR?" Eesyan whispered, as if half fearing an
aural hal lucination. "ZORAC, was that vrsAE?"

"I't's busy," zoRAc's voice answered. "Don't ask ne what's happened, but yes it was.
Sonet hi ng deactivated the self-checking functions, and |I've switched off the jammng routine.
We're through to Thurien."

Wi | e ZORAC was speaki ng, VI SAR decoded t he access passwords into .JEVEX s diagnostic
subsystem erased a set of data that it found there, substituted new data of its own, and reset
the alarmindicators. Inside the Jevienese Defense Sector Five control center, a display screen
changed to announce a fal se al arm caused by a mal functioning renote comruni cations relay. Far off
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in space, the two destroyers turned away to return to their stations and resune

routine patrolling. Al ready VISAR was pouring volumes of information into JEVEX that it
had not time to explain, not even to ZORAC. At the sane time it broke its way into JEVEX s
conmmuni cati ons subsystem and gai ned control of the open channel to Earth.

A voi ce that Verikoff recognized as VI SAR s spoke suddenly in the comunicati ons roomin
Sverenssen's house. "Ckay, we've done it. If Vic Hunt and the others are there sonewhere, you can
bring themin to watch what happens next. | can edit themout of the datastreamto Jevlen on a one-
way basis. Get off the Iine now as quick as you can."

Sorrehow Veri kof f kept his astoni shment from showi ng. Behind him Hunt and the others had
heard and were slowly noving in through the door, too astounded to say anything. Broghuilio,
obvi ously unaware of them was still staring dunbstruck fromone of the screens. Verikoff pulled
hi nsel f together and reacted swiftly. "You have one hour to give your reply, Broghuillo," he said.
"And hear this-if one of those ships at Thurien nakes so nmuch as anything that even | ooks like a
hostile nove, we will attack under an order that will be irrevocabl e once issued. You have one
hour . "

Not hi ng changed on the screen, but VISAR announced, "Ckay, you're off the air." At once a
bewi | dered Veri koff was assail ed by congratul ati ons and back-sl apping fromall sides. Pacey and
Benson were wat ching incredulously fromthe doorway, while just inside the room Sobroskin slipped
his automatic surreptitiously back inside his jacket.

Anot her screen cane to life to show the Conmand Deck of the Shapieron as VI SAR continued
to integrate the comuni cations functions of JEVEX that it was taking over into its own network. A
few seconds | ater another screen brought the view fromthe Governnment Center in Thurios. It had to
be the nost bizarre conputer hookup ever, Hunt thought as his eyes junped fromside to side to
take it all in. Caidwell, Heller, and Danchekker were physically in Al aska, yet he was seeing them
through a link that extended from Connecticut to a Jevl enese star |light-years away, back to the
Shapi eron and fromthere to a second star, and from G star back to the perceptron at M usky.

"You...apparently believe in cutting things close," Eesyan said fromthe Shapieron, stil
| ooki ng distinctly shaken

"You worry too nuch," Caidwell told him addressing a point

of fscreen. "W know how to nmanage a business." He shifted his gaze to | ook straight out of
the screen in Connecticut. "Howd it go? |Is everybody okay? Were's Sverenssen?"

"W had a change of plans,” Hunt replied. "I'Il tell you about it later. Everybody's fine
here. ™"

On the screen that showed the Jevi enese WAr Room Broghuilio had denmanded a report from
JEVEX on its current surveillance intercepts fromEarth. JEVEX responded by produci ng accounts of
Earth's | eaders neeting secretly to agree on details of a conbined attack on Jevien. That was
already historical, JEVEX declared in answer to questions froma conpletely stunned Broghuilio.
Currently the plans for the assault were conplete, and preparations were well advanced. JEVEX s
| atest intercept was a briefing fromthe senior officers of the joint Terran command staff, which
it proceeded to replay. Broghuilio grew nore perplexed and nore flustered as he |istened.

"Explain this, JR VEX," he demanded in a strangled voice. "What forces were those
primtives tal ki ng about? What were those weapons?"

"My respects, Excellency, but it would appear to be sel f-explanatory," JEVEX answered.
"The strategic forces that Earth has been building for sone tine. The weapons referred to are
typi cal of those deployed by the various nations of Earth at the present tine."

Broghuiio's brow knotted, and his beard quivered. He scowl ed at the nervous faces around
himas if seized by the sudden suspicion that only he anong all of them m ght be sane. "Typical of
what weapons depl oyed by Earth at the present tinme? You have never inforned us of such weapons."

I nvisible fingers raced through JEVEX' s nmenory, interchanging hundreds of thousands of
record descriptors in a fraction of a second. "I regret that | nust dispute the statenent,

Excell ency. | have reported the details consistently."

The color of Broghuilio' s face darkened even further. "Wat are you tal ki ng about?
Reported details of what?"

"The sophisticated interplanetary offensive and defensive capabilities that Earth has been
devel opi ng for several decades," JEVEX informed him

"JEVEX, WHAT ARE YQOU TALKI NG ABOUT?" Broghu

I b expl oded. "Earth di sarned years ago. You have reported that consistently. Explain
this."

"There is nothing to explain. | have always reported what | have just said."

Broghui l i o brought his hands up to massage his eyes, then wheel ed around suddenly to throw
out his hands in an inploring gesture to those around him "Am | going nmad, or is that idiot
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machi ne having sone kind of a fit?" he demanded. "WII| somebody tell ne that | have been seeing
and hearing what | think | have been seeing and hearing for all these years. Have | been i nagi ning
things? Were we told that Earth had di sarnmed, or were we not? Do those weapons that we just heard
about exist, or do they not? Am| the only sane person in this room or am| not? Sonebody tell ne
what's happeni ng. "

"JEVEX reports the facts," Estordu said lanely, as if that explained everything.

"HOW CAN | T BE REPORTI NG FACTS?" Broghuillo shouted. "It's contradicting itself. Facts are
facts. They can't contradict."

"I have contradicted nothing," JEVEX (bjected. "My records all indicated that -- "

"Shut up! Speak when you are spoken to."

"My apol ogi es, Excellency."

"What Verikoff said about VISAR nust be true," Estordu nmuttered in a worried voice. "vis~
coul d have been mani pul ati ng JEVEX when they were coupl ed together, before JEVEX di sconnected-for
years, maybe. Now that JEVEX is isolated, possibly we're receiving the truth for the first tine."
A ripple of alarmed voices ran around the War Room

Broghuilio licked his Iips and | ooked suddenly | ess sure of himself. "~uvnx," he
commanded.

"Excel | ency?"

"Those reports-they were received direct fromthe surveillance systenf"

"Of course, Excellency."

"Those weapons exist? They are being nobilized now?"

"Yes, Excellency."

Wl ott was | ooking uncertain. "How can we be sure?" he objected. "JEVEX says first one
thing and then another. How do we know what is true?"

"So, do we do nothing?" Broghullio asked him "Wuld you just sit there and hope that the
Terran assault force doesn't exist? Wiat would it take to convince you-a hundred thousand of them
com ng for your throat? And what would you do then? Inmbecile!" Wlott fell silent. The others
around the War Room | ooked at one another wi th apprehension

Broghui lio clasped his hands behind his back and began pacing slowy. "W still have a
card up our sleeve," he said after a few seconds. "W have decoded their top-Ievel secure
comuni cations, and we know their plans. W may have fewer weapons, but we are i mMmeasurably ahead
of Earth technically. W conmmand a vastly superior firepower." He | ooked up, and his eyes began to
gleam "You heard those primtives-the main advantage they were counting on was surprise. Wll,
they no | onger have that advantage. So, Verikoff calls us a rabble, does he? Let himsend in his
horde of Terran primitives. W will be waiting for them He will find out who are the rabble when
they come up agai nst Jevl enese weapons."

Broghuilio turned back to face Wlott. "The operation at Thurien nust be suspended for the
tinme being," he declared. "Recall our forces at once and redepl oy themfor defense of Jevien. This
is not atime to be concerned about upsetting orbits at Gstar. Project the transfer ports in to
where the ships are now, and get them back here as soon as possible. | want themin position by
this time tonorrow "

New orders went out to the commanders of the task force at Thurien, who prepared their
vessels for imediate transfer back. But they were in VI5AR-control |l ed space, and JEVEX reported
that its attenpts to project entry ports into that regi on were being jamed; the ships could not
be brought back wi thout getting clear of Gstar first. Broghuilio had no choice but to extend his
deadl i ne by an extra day and order his force to get away under its own power. An hour later it was
streanming in full ifight back toward the edge of the Thurien planetary system

"Phase One conpl eted successfully,” Caldwell announced with satisfaction from Thurios as
he watched the data di spl ays being presented inside the Governnment Center. "W've got the bastards
on the run. Now let's nmake sure we keep things going that way."

Chapter thirty-five

The transfer ports were ready and waiting outside the systemof G star as arranged, and
the Jevi enese warshi ps peeled out of formation to enter themin relays with crisp, disciplined,
mlitary precision. What they didn't know was that by then VI SAR was controlling the transfer
system not JEVEX, and such were VISAR S mani pul ations of JEVEX's internal functions that JEVEX
didn't know it, either. Upon exiting back into normal space, one squadron found itself at Sirius,
anot her at Al debaran, and anot her near Canopus, while the rest reappeared strewn in ones and twos
across Arcturus, Procyon, Castor, Polaris, Rigel, and assorted other stars in between. Thus they
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were out of harms way for the time being and could be rounded up later. That conpleted Caldwell's
Phase
Two.

Wth a cigarette in one hand and a cup of black coffee in the other, Hunt stood on the
pati o outside Sverenssen's house, watching a protesting group of people in brightly colored garb
bei ng herded into an Air Force personnel carrier by the pool while a vigilant semcircle of
Speci al Forces troopers | ooked on froma short distance back. The nobst recent captives had arrived
at Sverenssen's expecting a party, but had found the CIA waiting instead. Wth VISAR controlling
the surveillance there was no | onger any need to conceal the activity around the house from
orbital observation, but difford Benson had decided to naintain a |ow proffle all the sane,
mainly to take advantage of just this kind of o~5portunity to extend further his suspect |ist of
Sverenssen' s acquai ntances. But that was really just a precaution to identify any coll aborators
that m ght have been recruited locally. VISAR had found included anong JEVEX S records a conplete
organi zational chart of the Jevl enese operation on Earth, and with that information nowin
Benson's and Sobroskin's hands, the rest of the network woul d soon be nopped up

A concentration of Ganynmean spacecraft had been buil ding up

on the periphery of the Jevl enese planetary system and at that point it would have been
possi ble for VISAR to shut off all of JEVEX S services fromthe Jevlenese in the same way that it
had done with the Jevi enese el enent across the Thurien-adm ni stered worlds. The probl em however,
was that the Jevlenese had clearly been preparing for a war situation for sonme tine, and there was
no way of telling what other stand-al one and backup systens they m ght possess that were capable
of operating w thout JEVEX. Hunt and Cal dwell therefore decided that sinply pulling the plug,
sending in the Ganynmeans, and hoping for the best was not the way to go. Instead they opted to
continue applying pressure until either they obtained the unconditional surrender that Verikoff
had demanded, or the Jevl enese operation sonehow fell apart fromthe inside. Al so they hoped that
the reactions they observed inside the Jevl enese War Room woul d reveal whether or not, and if so
to what degree, the Jevlenese could in fact carry on without JEVEX

Behind Hunt, a flap opened in the plastic sheeting with which the back of the house had
been tenporarily repaired, and Lyn stepped out through what had been a gl ass-panel wall of the
corner room She nmoved over to where he was standing and slipped an armlightly through his. "I
guess this place is off the list for the party rounds fromnow on," she said, |ooking across at
the VTOL down by the pool

"Just ny luck," Hunt nurnured. "As soon as sonme of the girls |'ve been hearing about show
up, they take 'em away again. Who ever deserved a life |like this?"

“I's that all you were worried about?" she asked. Her eyes were tw nkling, and there was an
el usive, playfully challenging note in her voice.

"And to see pal Sverenssen off on his way, of course. Wiat el se?"

"Ch, really," Lyn said softly and nockingly. "That wasn't exactly the way | heard it from
G egg. "

"Ch." Hunt frowned for a nonment. "He, er...he told you about that, huh?"

"Gregg and | work pretty well together. You should know that." She wiggled her armnore
tightly inside his. "It sounded to ne |ike sonebody was pretty upset."

"Principles,"” Hunt said stiffly after a pause. "Fancy nme being stuck up in a place |ike
McCl usky whil e sonebody el se was down

here in the sun, getting all that action. It was the principle of it. | have very strong
principles.”

"Ch, you idiot," Lyn.said with a sigh

They wal ked back into the house. Sobroskin was standing nearby with a couple of his
officers, and Verikoff was sitting on a couch on the far side of the room talking with Benson and
a mx of CIA officials and nore Soviets. Norman Pacey was nowhere in sight; probably he was still
in the comunicati ons roomwhere Hunt had left hima while earlier. Hunt caught Sobroskin's eye
and inclined his head slightly in Verikoff's direction. "That guy's done a good job, and he's
trying hard," he nuttered in a low voice. "I hope he gets a big rem ssion."

"W'l |l see what we can do," Sobroskin said. H s tone was noncommittal, but there was
sonet hi ng deep down in it that Hunt found reassuring.

"WHAT?" A voice that sounded |ike Broghuilio' s shrieked distantly fromthe direction of
t he passageway that |ed through to the comunications room. "YOU VE MANAGED TO LOCATE THEM
VWHERE?"

"Ch-oh. | think sonebody's just found his fleet," Hunt said, grinning. "Cone on. Let's go
and watch the fun." They noved across toward the passageway, and all around the room figures began
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standi ng up and convergi ng behind them Nobody, it seened, wanted to miss the excitenent.

"There nust have been a mal function in JEVEX," the Suprenme Commander of the Thurien task
force pl eaded, cringing as Broghuiio advanced nenacingly toward him "Everything has been
premature. There was no tinme to test the transfer systemthoroughly."

"It's true," a white-faced Wlott said frombehind. "There wasn't enough tine. An
i nterplanetary operation could not be organized on such a schedule. It was inpossible."

Broghuilio whirled around and pointed a finger at a screen showing the |atest details of
the Terran order of battle. "WELL THEY' VE DONE I T!" he raged. "Every bicycle and bedpan factory on
the planet is nmaki ng weapons."” He turned to appeal to the whole room "And what do ny experts tel
me? Two years to conplete the quadriflexor programi Twelve nonths to bring the extra generators on
line! 'But we have the overwhel ming technical superiority, Excellency,' I'mtold." He turned
purpl e and rai sed

his clenched fists over his head. "WELL WHERE IS IT? Do | have all the inbeciles in the
Gal axy on ny side? Gve ne a dozen of those Earthnen and |'d conquer the Universe." He wheel ed
upon Estordu. "Get them back here. Even if you have to exit themhere in the mddle of the
pl anetary system get them back here today."

"It...seenms that it isn't quite that sinple," Estordu nunbled bleakly. "JEVEX is reporting
difficulties in controlling the transfer system"”

"JEVEX, what is this oaf babbling about?" Broghuilio snapped. "The central beam
synchroni zati on systemis not responding, Excellency," JEVEX answered. "I am confused. | have not
been able to interpret the diagnostic reports.”

Broghuilio closed his eyes for a nmonment and fought to keep control of hinself. "Then do it
wi thout JEVEX, " he said to Estordu. "Use the standby transfer facility at Utan."

Estordu swal |l owed. "The Uttan systemis not general purpose," he pointed out. "It was only
set up to handle supply transfers to Jevlen. The fleet is scattered across fifteen different
stars. Uttan would have to recalibrate for every one. It wuld take weeks."

Broghuilio turned away i n exasperati on and began pacing furiously back and forth across
the floor. He halted suddenly in front of the commandi ng general of the |ocal defense system
"They've got their attack planned all the way down to who will dig the latrines after they've
wi ped out the last inmbecile in your arnmy. You have a direct line into their comunications
networ k, and you can decode their signals. You know their intentions. Were is your defense plan?"

"What? |..." the general faltered helplessly. "How do you -- "

"YOUR PLAN OF DEFENSE. WHERE IS | T?"

"But...we have no weapons."”

"You have no reserves? What kind of a general are you?"

"A few robot destroyers only, all controlled by JEVEX. Can they be relied upon? The
reserves were sent to Thurien." That had been at Broghuilio's insistence, but nobody chose to
rem nd himof the fact.

A deathly silence envel oped the Jevl enese War Room At |ast Wlott said firmy, "A truce
There is no alternative. W nust sue for a truce.”

"What ?" Broghuillo | ooked toward him "The Protectorate has

barely been declared, and already you are saying we should crawl to primtives? Wat kind
of talk is this?"

"For tine," Wlott urged. "Until Uttan is in full production and the stockpiles are built
up. Gve the arny time to be brought up to strength and trained. Earth has been geared to war for
centuries. We have not, and there is the difference. The break from Thurien was forced too soon."

"It looks as if it may be the only chance we have, Excellency," Estordu said.

"JEVEX has reopened a channel," VI SAR announced. "Broghullio wi shes a private audi ence
with Cal azar." Cal azar had been expecting the call and was sitting al one on one side of the room
in the Governnent Center waiting for it, while Caidwell, Danchekker, Heller, and the Thuriens
wat ched fromthe far side

A head- and-shoul ders i nage of Broghuilio appeared in a frane before Calazar. Broghuilio
| ooked surprised and uncertain. "Wy are we talking like this? | asked to cone to Thurien."

"I do not feel that the intimacy of proximty would be appropriate,” Calazar replied.
"What did you wish to discuss?"

Broghuilio swall owed and forced his words with a visible effort. "I have had an
opportunity to consider the recent...devel opnents. On reflection, it seens that perhaps we were
di soriented by the arrogance of the Terrans. Qur reactions were, perhaps, a little

hasty. | would like to propose a debate to reconsider the rel ationship between our races."

"That is no longer an affair that concerns ne," Calazar told him "I have agreed with the
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Terrans to | eave the matter to be settled between yourselves. They have given you their terms. Do
you accept thenP"

"Their terms are outrageous,

"Negotiate with the Terrans."

Al arm showed on Broghuilio's face. "But they are barbarians savages. Have you forgotten
what | eaving themto settle

things their way will nean?"

"I choose not to. Have you forgotten the Shapieron?"

Broghuili o paled. "That was an inexcusable error. Those responsible will be punished. But
this...this is different. You are

Ganyneans. W stood beside you for nmillennia. You can't stand asi de and abandon us now. "

"You deceived us for nmillennia," Calazar replied coldly. "W wanted to keep Lunarian
vi ol ence from spreading into the Galaxy, but it is loose in the Galaxy already. Qur attenpts to
change you have failed. If the only solution left lies with the Terrans, then so be it. The
Ganyneans can do no nore."

"We must discuss this, Calazar. You can't allow this."

"WIl you accept the Terran terns?"

"They cannot be serious. There nust be roomfor negotiation."

"Then negotiate with the Terrans. | have nothing nore to say. Excuse ne now, please." The
i mge of Broghuilio vani shed.

Cal azar turned to confront the approving faces across the room "How did I do?" he asked

"Terrific," Karen Heller told him "You should apply for a seat in the UN"

"How does it feel to be hard-nosed, Terran-style," Showm asked curi ously.

Cal azar stood up, drew hinself up to his full height, and filled his lungs with air while
he considered the question. "Do you know, |I find it rather...invigorating," he confessed.

Caidwel | turned his head toward an i mage show ng the observers on Earth. "It's not | ooking
so bad," he said. "They can't get their ships back, and they don't seemto have a lot else. W
could pull the rug out now. What do you think?"

Hunt was | ooki ng dubi ous. "Broghuilio's shaky, but he hasn't cracked yet," he replied. "He
m ght have enough there to turn nasty with, especially if only unarnmed Thurien ships show up. 1'd
like to see hima bit more unhinged first."

"So would we," Garuth said fromthe Shapieron. H's tone left no roomfor doubt about the
mat t er.

Cai dwel | thought for a second, then nodded. "I'll go along with that.” He stroked his chin
and cocked an eye at Hunt. "And VI SAR has done a helluva job preparing all this material. It'd be
a shame to waste it, wouldn't it?"

"Aterrible shane,"” Hunt agreed sol emly.

Chapter thirty-six

Broghuilio protested. "W have to negotiate."

The scene being presented inside the Jevi enese War Room was a view of the conbined Terran
battle fleet formng up as it noved fromEarth. In the foreground a formati on of destroyers,
sl eek, gray, and nmenacing, was noving into position to becone part of an unfolding arnada that
extended away as far as the eye could see. As the first shrank into the distance to nerge into the
array, nore formations slid majestically inward fromthe sides of the view and were absorbed in
turn into the grow ng panorama. The first groups carried the Red Star of the Soviet Union, the
next ones the Stars and Stripes of the U S A, and after those cane the enblenms of U S. Europe,
Canada, Australia, and the Republic of China. Farther away, noving slowy behind the vessels
maneuvering and turning in the foreground, were lines of i mense warships, their stark, solid
contours broken by sinister weapon housi ngs and omi nous clusters of externally nounted nmissile
pods. And behind them were the task groups and supply convoys-carriers, bonbardnent platforns,
battle cruisers, interceptor nother ships, ground-suppression orbiters, shuttle |aunchers, troop
and arnmor carriers, transports, all attended by swarms of support and escort craft-dininishing
away to becone pinpoints that seemed to be hardly noving at all against the stars. But appearances
wer e decei ving. The whol e awesone constell ation was speeding silently and relentl essly away from
Earth-toward the Ganynean transfer ports.

JEVEX' s comrents cane through on audio. "The first wave, noving out fromits formng-up
area near Luna. Measured acceleration is consistent with the arrival tine that the Terrans have
i ndi cated. "

Broghuillo turned a shade paler. "First wave?" he gasped. "There's nore?"

In response the scene changed to show a view | ooki ng down on what appeared to be a huge
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base of sone kind, enclosed by a perinmeter fence and surrounded by desol ate, sandy terrain. Lines
of

dots al ong one side expanded rapidly as the view enl arged, and resol ved thensel ves into
rows of surface shuttles in the process of being | oaded. The area in front of themwas packed wth
lines of tanks, artillery, personnel carriers, and thousands of troops waiting in neat, geonetric
groupi ngs. "Chi nese regul ar divisions enbarking to be ferried up for the second wave now
assenbling in orbit," JEVEX announced.

The vi ew changed again to show a sinmlar scene, but this tine set anong thickly forested
hills. "Conventional |owlevel supersonic bombers and high-altitude interceptors being | oaded in
Si beria."

And another view. "Mssile batteries and antitank | aser units enbarking in the western
U S.A There're nore coming in fromall over. Contingency plans are being drawn up for a third
wave. "

Perspirati on was showi ng on Broghuilio's face. He closed his eyes, and his |ips noved

soundl essly as he struggled to remain calm "M ght | suggest, Excellency, that -- " Wlott began
but Broghuilio cut himoff with a sharp wave of his hand.
"Quiet. | need tine to think." Broghuilio brought his hand up to his chin and began

tuggi ng at his beard nervously. He clenched his other fist behind his back and paced to the far
end of the War Room Then he turned to face back again. "JEVEX. "

"Excel | ency?"

"VI SAR nust have a link into the Terran comuni cati ons net through the Thurien facility
there. Get nme a channel into it through ViSAR | want to talk to the President of the United
States of America, the Soviet Premer, or anybody else in high authority that VI SAR can get hold
of. Do it immediately."

"How do you want nme to play it?" VISAR asked in the Government Center at Thuri os.

"W can't let the plan bog down," Caldwell said. "Unconditional surrender has to be his
only way out. Fix it so that he thinks he's cut off from everybody except Verikoff."

Anxi ous and inpatient, Broghuilio had started paci ng again. Then JEVEX announced, "vis~a~
is denying the request. It has been directed to conformto Thurien policy, which is to dissociate
itself from Terran-Jevi enese affairs.”

Broghuilio's | egs al nost buckl ed beneath him "The Thuriens are transferring those
war shi ps here to wi pe us out!" he shouted. "What kind of dissociation policy is that? Tell VISAR I
insist.”

"VI SAR has instructed nme to advise you, with respect, Excellency, to go to hell."

Broghui lio was too nunmbed with shock to react violently. "Then tell VISAR to connect ne to
Cal azar again," he choked.

"VI SAR refuses.”

"Then connect VISAI through to ne."

"Yl SAR has severed all connections. | amunable to obtain further responses.”

Broghuili o had begun trenmbling with a m xture of rage and fear. He spun his head wildly
fromside to side, his eyes white and staring. "Verikoff is your only choice," Wlott said. "You
have to accept the ultimtum"

"Never!" Broghuilio shouted. "I'lIl never surrender ny force intact. W still have two
days. W can evacuate the entire officer corps, our scientists, our best engineers, and
consolidate at Utan. W will make our stand there. Utan has pernanent defenses that the Terrans
will find thenselves hard put to match. They will still have sonme surprises in store for themif

they try to follow us there." He |ooked at Wlott. "Wirk out a schedule with JEVEX to evacuate the
maxi mum of value fromJevlen in two days. Begin at once. lgnore all other tasks."

“I think we ought to try the switch," Hunt said, watching. "They're just about ready."

"Are you really going to try that?" Shilohin asked fromthe Shapieron. She sounded
skeptical. "It's too illogical, surely."

"What do you think, Chris?" Caldwell asked, glancing over his shoul der

"They have been conditioned to accept contradictions now, " Danchekker said. "At this
nmonent there is a good chance that they will be incapable of thinking sufficiently clearly to
question it."

"And they are close to panic,
i mpossi bl e conpani ons. "

"I"'mstill not sure | understand this phenonenon you call panic,
Shapi er on.

"Let's see if we can show you," Caldwell said, and gave an instruction to VI SAR

"Pardon, Excellency," JEVEX queried. "But your figure of two days appears irrelevant."

Sobr oski n observed from beside Hunt. "Panic and |ogic are

Eesyan said fromthe
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"What ?" Broghuillo stopped dead in his tracks. "Wat do you nean, irrelevant?"

"I don't understand why you have specified two days," JEVEX answered.

Broghui li o shook his head, nonplussed. "It's obvious, isn't it? The Terran attack w ||l
begin two days fromnow, will it not?"

“I don't follow, Excellency."

Broghuilio sent a puzzled frown around the room H's aides stared back at himequally
bermused. "The attack is due in two days, is it not?" he said again.

"There has been no postponenent, Excellency. The attack is still expected today, twelve
hours from now. "

Not hi ng happened for a few seconds.

Then Broghuilio brought his hand up to his face and beat it slowy and deliberately
several times against his brow "JEVEX " he said. H s voice was quiet as his effort to contro
hi msel f over-conpensated. "You have just told us that the first wave is only now in the process of
| eaving Earth."

"Pardon, Excellency, but |I have no record of saying any such thing."

It was too nuch. Broghullio's voice began to rise and shake uncontrollably. "How can the
Terrans be | ess than a day away?" he denanded. "Are they or are they not departing fromEarth
now?"

"They began departing fromEarth two days ago," JEVEX replied. "They have entered
Jevl enese pl anetary space and will conmence their attack in twelve hours' line."

Broghuilio's color was deepening rapidly. "Those surveillance reports that you just
presented. Wre they or were they not live fromEarth as of this nonent, as you stated?”

"They were records obtained two days ago, as | stated."

"YOU DI D NOT SAY THAT!" Broghuilio screaned.

"I did. My records confirmit. Shall | replay thenP"

Broghuilio turned to appeal to the rest of the room "You all heard it. Wat did that
i di ot machine say? Were those views live or were they not?" Nobody was |istening. One of the aides
was rushing back and forth and jabbering i ncoherently, another was clutching at his face and
nmoani ng, while anong the rest consternation was breaki ng out on every side.

"They couldn't be fromtwo days ago."

"How do you know? How do you know what's happeni ng and what isn't? How do you know
anyt hi ng?"

"JEVEX said so."

"It said the opposite too."

"Maybe JEVEX is nad."

"But JEVEX said -- "

"JEVEX doesn't know what it's saying. W can't trust anything."

"The Terrans are comi ng! They're only hours away!"

On one side of the roomthe scientist, Estordu, quietly vanished. In the confusion, nobody
noti ced.

Broghui lio was waving his arns and shouting above the clanor. "Twelve hours! Twelve hours!
And you tell nme you have no weapons! They'll be coming straight in for the kill because they don't
know what opposition to expect...AND WE HAVE NO OPPCSI TI ON TO OFFER! A shipful of children could
wal k in and take us over, and the Terrans don't even know it. And what do | have to stop then?

I mbecil e generals, inbecile scientists, and an inbecile conputer!”

Wl ott shoul dered his way through to where Broghuilio was standing. "There is no choice,"
he insisted. "You have to accept Verikoff's ternms. At least that way there will cone another day."
Broghuilio turned his head and gl owered, but the inevitability of what Wlott had said was witten
in his eyes. But still he could not bring hinmself to give the order. Wlott waited for a few
seconds, then z~aised his head to call above the commmotion still going on around them ".nv~x.
Call Earth via your own channel to Sverenssen. Get Verikoff on the line."

"At once, Ceneral," JEVEX acknow edged.

In the comunications roomin Connecticut, Hunt turned his head toward Verikoff, who was
wat ching fromthe doorway. "You'd better conme on in. It looks as if you'll be on again in a few
seconds to accept the surrender. It's just about all over." Verikoff noved to the center of the
roomwhile the others fell back to clear a small circle around him On the screen show ng the
Jevi enese War Room Wl ott and Broghuilio had turned to | ook directly out at the roomand were
wai ting expectantly for JEVEX to make the connection. Verikoff folded his arns and assuned a
dom neering posture in readiness.

And suddenly the screen went bl ank

Puzzl ed | ooks appeared all around the room "VISAR?" Hunt
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said after a few seconds. "VISAR, what's happened?" There was no reply. The screens that
had been connecting themto Thurien and the Shapi eron had gone blank as well.

Veri kof f nmoved quickly over to a bank of equi pnent on one side of the roomand ran rapidly
through a sequence of tests. "It's dead," he announced, |ooking up at the others. "The whole
systemis dead. We don't have any channels to anywhere, and | can't open any. Sonething has cut us
of f from JEVEX conpletely."”

In the Government Center at Thurios, Caldwell was equally bew |l dered. "VISAR what's
happened?" he denanded. "Were did the views fromEarth and Jevl en go? Have you | ost them or
sonet hi ng?"

A few seconds went by, then VISAR answered. "It's worse than that. | haven't only | ost
Connecticut and the War Room 1've lost everything fromJEVEX 1| don't have anything into it at
all. The whol e system has switched of f."

"Don't you know anything that's happening at Jevien at all?" Mrizal asked, aghast.

"Not hing," VISAR said. "The only channel |1've got to anywhere in the whole of the JEVEX-
controlled worl d-systemis the one through to the Shapieron. JEVEX seens to be dead. The whol e
system has just gone down."

Broghufflo found hinself reclining in his private quarters deep underground in the conplex
that housed the Directorate of Strategic Planning. He sat up sharply, unsure of what had happened.
A nonment before he had been in the War Roomwith Wlott, waiting for a connection to Verikoff.
Even as he renenbered, he saw again is his nind s eye the arnada from Earth, at that nonent
sweeping i nward toward Jevl en. He | ooked around wildly.

" JEVEX?"

No response.

"JEVEX, answer ne.

Not hi ng.

Sonet hing cold and heavy turned over deep in his stomach. He leaped to his feet, funbled
his way into a robe to cover his shorts and undershirt, and hurried into the next roomto check
the status indicators of the suite's nmonitor panel. Lighting, air conditioning, comunications,
services...everything had reverted to ener

gency backup node. JEVEX was not operating. He tried activating the conmmuni cations
console, but the only thing he could raise on the screen was a nessage stating that all channels
were saturated. It nmeant that the condition was general and not due sinply to some |local failure;
the conplex was in panic. He rushed through into his bedroom and began frantically tearing clothes
out of a closet.

He was still buttoning his tunic when a tone sounded fromthe outside door in the hallway.
Broghui | i o hastened out and pressed his thunmb against a printlock plate to dematerialize the door.
Estordu was there with two ot her aides. The sounds of shouting and commotion came in from behind
t hem

"What' s happened?" Broghuilio denanded. "The whol e systemis dead."

"l deactivated it," Estordu told him "I threw the nmanual override breakers in the master
nucl eus control room |'ve shut JEVEX down totally."
Broghuilio's beard quivered, and his eyes w dened. "You what -- " he began, but Estordu

waved a hand inpatiently to silence him The gesture was so out of character that Broghuilio just
stared.

"Can't you see what's happened?" Estordu said, speaking rapidly and urgently. "JEVEX was
not functioning coherently. Sonething was affecting it fromthe inside. It could only have been
VI SAR. Sonehow VI SAR gai ned access to it. That nmeant that the Thuriens could have been wat ching
every nmove we rmade. W still have twelve hours, and if we nove quickly we can still get away. W
still have energency conmmuni cations channels to Uttan, and the standby transfer system can project
an entry port to Jevlien. Wth JEVEX i noperative and VI SAR therefore blind, we can make our
arrangenents wi thout risking interference fromthe Thuriens or the Terrans. The nearest Terran
ships are still twelve hours away. By the tinme they get here we can be gone, and they'll have no
way of knowi ng where to. By the tine they think of |ooking for us at Utan, we will be well
prepared. Don't you see? It was the only way. Wth JEVEX running we couldn't have planned a nove
wi t hout them knowi ng."

Broghuilio thought rapidly as he listened. There was no tine for erguing, and anyway,
Estordu was right. He nodded. "Everyone with their wits about themw ||l go physically to the War
Room "
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he said. He | ooked at Estordu. "Find Lantyar and tell himl want five reliable crews
must ered and brought to Geerbaine by eighteen hundred hours today. You..." He directed his gaze at
one of the two aides standing behind Estordu. "Contact the operations comrander at Geerbai ne and
tell himl want five E-class transports ready for |aunch not one mnute |later than then, and power
standing by on-line at Uttan to project ports as soon as the transports clear Jevlen." He gestured
to the other aide. "And you, find General Wlott and tell himto nobilize four conpani es of guards
and organi ze air transportation fromhere to Ceerbaine, ready to | eave by seventeen thirty hours.
I"l'l need capacity for two thousand persons. Conmandeer it from wherever you need to, and don't
hesitate to use force. Do you understand?" Broghuilio straightened his collar and went back
through to the bedroomto buckle on his belt and sidearm "I amgoing to the War Room now, " he
called out to them "The three of you will report to ne there not |later than one hour fromnow Do
as | say, and this tine tonorrowwe will all be on Utan."
Chapter thirty-seven

The Shapi eron had noved closer to Jevien to await the arrival of the Ganynean ships from
Thurien, which had begun noving in-ward fromthe edge of the planetary systembut were still many
hours away. The main screen on the Conmmand Deck was showi ng views of Jevlen's surface being sent
back from probes at |lower altitudes. The planet seened to be in chaos. Nothing was flying
anywhere, but in many places people had begun | eaving the cities on foot and in disorderly streans
of ground vehicles that had soon jamred solid on highway systens never intended for nore than
minor local or recreational traffic. Disturbances and rioting had broken out in a few places, but
in nmost the popul ations were nerely assenbling in the open spaces, |eaderless and bew | dered.
Communi cations traffic fromthe surface was garbl ed and reveal ed no organi zati on for naintaining
order or vital services. In short, the Ganyneans were going to have a big job on their hands
putting the pieces of the ness together again

Garuth was tense and apprehensive as he stood in the center of the Command Deck taking in
the reports. VISAR had not crashed JEVEX, so the culprit had to have been the Jevl enese
t hensel ves. Sonehow t hey had di scovered they were the unwitting objects of surveillance through
JEVEX, and had shut down the systemto blind VISM to what they were doing. In other words they
were up to sonething, and there was no way of knowi ng what. Garuth didn't like it.

The other thing that was bothering himat a deeper |evel was the feeling that he had
failed. Despite the reassurances of Eesyan, Shilohin, Mnchar, and the others that his bringing
t he Shapi eron to Jevlen had saved Thurien, Garuth was acutely conscious of how near to disaster he
had brought them and that only the fast action of Hunt and the others on Earth had saved things.
He had risked his crew and Eesyan's scientists irresponsibly, and others had bailed himout. Yes,
the threat to Thurien had been renoved; but Garuth didn't feel he deserved very nuch credit for
that. He

woul d have |iked to have contributed nore and the congratul ati ons that had poured through
from Thurien had only added to his disconfort.

On a smaller screen to one side, Hunt was tal king over his shoulder to the others who were
crowded into the roomin the Connecticut house that had been the headquarters of the Jevienese
operation to infiltrate Earth. "Can you inmagi ne the problens we m ght have created for |ots of
people on this planet in years to conme?"

"What do you nean?" the voice of Norman Pacey, the Anmerican government representative,
asked from sonmewhere in the background.

Hunt half turned to wave at the screen in front of him "One day people mght be sending
their kids to college on Thurien. Suppose the kids figure out this stunt for thenselves and start
calling honme collect."

After JEVEX had gone off the air and shut down the conmunications facility, the group in
Connecticut had reestablished contact by the sinple expedient of telephoning the control room at
McCl usky and |inking back into VISAR via the databeamto the perceptron. They had called on two
lines fromthe datagrid terninals in Sverenssen's office, next door to the conmunications room
and had one screen to the Shapieron and another to the Governnment Center at Thuri os.

"I still don't believe it,"” the CIA official, Benson, said froma chair by a w ndow,
partly visible over Hunt's shoul der. "Wen | see sonebody picking up the phone and calling talking
conputers in an alien spaceship out at sone other star, | don't believe it." Benson turned his

head to address sonmebody offscreen. "Jeezi The Cl A should have had sonething like this years ago
We coul d even have tuned into what you guys were tal king about in the nen's roominside the
Kremin."

"I think the days of that kind of thing will very soon be over, ny friend," a voice
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replied from sonmewhere in an accent that Garuth assuned was Russi an

It would have nade no difference if they were physically present in the Shapieron, he
thought to hinself. They would banter and | augh in the same way whatever the risks and whatever
the unknowns. They could try, fail, forget, laugh, and try agai n-and probably succeed. The thought
that they had been within a hair's

breadth of disaster didn't trouble them They had won the round, now it was dism ssed and
in the past, and their only thoughts now were for the next. Sonetinmes Garuth envied Earthnen.

zo~c spoke suddenly. Its tone was urgent. "Attention please. There is a new devel opnment.
Probe Four has detected ships rising fast fromthe surface on the far side of Jevien-five of them
intight formation." At the sane instant the view on the main screen changed to show t he curving,
cl oud- bl otched surface of the planet with five dots creeping across the nottled background.

On the auxiliary screen Hunt was | eaning forward while others crowded behind him They had
stopped tal king. An adjacent screen showed Cal azar and the observers at Thurios, all equally
t ense.

"It has to be Broghuilio and his staff,"” Calazar said after a few seconds. "They nust be
maki ng a break for Utan. Estordu said they've got a standby transfer systemthat operates between
Jevlen and Uttan. That's what they've been planning! W should have thought of it."

Eesyan had joined Garuth in the center of the Conmand Deck. Shilohin, Mnchar, and some of
the scientists were gathering around fromthe sides of the room "They have to be stopped,"” Eesyan
sai d, sounding worried. "They could have Utan prepared and defended as a fail back base. If they
reach it and regroup, they could decide to fight it out. It would only be a matter of tinme before
they realized that we don't have anything to challenge themwith. Wth Utan in their hands, we'd
be in real trouble."

"What is Utan?" Hunt asked fromthe screen

Eesyan turned away from Garuth and answered in a faraway voice as he tried to think. "An
airless, waterless ball of rock on the fringe of Jevienese space, but very rich in nmetals. The
Jevl enese were granted it long ago as a source of raw materials to build up their industries. It's
obvi ously where their weapons canme from But if what we suspect is right, they've turned the whole
planet into a fortified armanents factory. W've got to prevent Broghullio's getting there."

Wi | e Eesyan was speaking to Hunt, Garuth quickly reviewed what he could recollect of the
Thurien h-transfer system VISAR or JEVEX could jam h-beans projected into their respective
regi ons of space by virtue of the dense networks of sensors they possessed, which enabled themto
monitor the field parameters of a transfer

toroid just beginning to form and disrupt the energy flow through from h-space. Wt hout
the sensors, jpnming wouldn't work. But the only sensors that existed in the vicinity of Jevien
were JEVEX' S and VI SAR woul d not be able to use themsince it could only do so through JEVEX, and
JEVEX was dead. Hence a beam from Uttan coul dn't be disrupted by vis~. So that was why the
Jevl enese had shut down the system

"There's nothing we can do," Cal azar was saying fromthe other screen. "W haven't got
anyt hi ng near there. Qur ships are still eight hours away at |east."

An agoni zed silence fell on the Conmand Deck. Cal azar was | ooki ng hel pl essly from one side
to anot her about him while to one side of himHunt and the Terrans on Earth had frozen into
imMmobility. On the main screen the five Jevl enese vessels had cleared the edge of the planet's
di sk.

A feeling of composure and confidence that he had not known for a long time flowed slowy
into Garuth's veins as the situation unfolded in sudden crystal clarity. There was no doubt about
what he had to do. He was hinself again, in control of hinself and in command of his ship. "W are
right here."

Eesyan stared for a second, then turned his head to gaze uncertainly at the five dots on
the main screen, now dimnishing rapidly into the starry background of space. "Could we catch
t hen?" he asked dubi ously.

Garuth smled grinmy. "Those are just Jevienese planetary transports,” he said. "Have you
forgotten? The Shapieron was built as a starship.” Wthout waiting for a response from Cal azar, he
rai sed his head and called in a | ouder voice, "zoiuc, dispatch Probe Four in pursuit immediately,
recover depl oyed probes, lift the ship into high orbit, charge all on-board probes for nmaxinmm
range, and bring the main drives up to full-power readiness. We're going after them"

"And what will you do then?" Cal azar asked.

"Worry about that later,” Garuth replied. "The first thing is not to | ose them"

"Tally ho!" zoit~c cried, mnmcking a flaw ess English accent.

Hunt sat up and blinked in astoni shnment on one of the screens. "Were the hell did it pick
that up?" he asked.
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"Docunentaries of World War Il British fighter pilots,” ZORAC announced. "That was for
your benefit, Vie. | thought you'd appreciate it."
Chapter thirty-eight

Broghuilio stood on the bridge of the Jevienese flagship and scow ed while the technicians
and scientists clustered around a battery of datascreens in front of himtook in the details of
the report coning through fromthe |ong-range scanning conputers. Gasps of disbelief sounded anobng
the rising murnur of voices. "Well?" he demanded as his patience finally exhausted itself.

Estordu turned fromthe group. H s eyes were wide with shock. "It can't be possible," he
whi spered. He nade a vague gesture behind him "But it's true...there's no doubt about it."

"What is it?" Broghuilio funed

Estordu swallowed. "It's .. the Shapieron. It's pulling away from Jevlen and turning this
way. "

Broghuilio stared at himas if he had just gone insane, then snorted and pulled two of the
technici ans out of the way to see the screens for hinself. For a second his nmouth cl anped tight,
and his beard quivered as his mnd refused to accept what his eyes were seeing. Then anot her
screen cane to life to show a magnified view fromthe |ong-range optical imgers that left no room
for dissent. Broghuilio spun around to glare at Wlott, who was watching nunbly froma few feet
back. "HOW DO YOU EXPLAI N THI S?" he shout ed.

Wl ott shook his head in protest. "It can't be. It was destroyed. | know it was
destroyed. "

"THEN WHAT IS THAT COM NG AT US RI GHT NOWp"

Broghuilio whirled to the scientists. "How long has it been at Jevien? Wat is it doing
here? Wiy didn't any of you know about it?"

The captain's voice came fromthe raised section of the bridge above them "I've never
seen acceleration like it! It's vectoring straight after us. We'll never outrun it."

"They can't do anything," Wlott said in a choking voice. "It's not armed."

"Fool !'" Broghufflo snapped. "If it wasn't destroyed, it rmust

have been transferred to Thurien. And Terrans coul d have been transferred to Thurien. So
it could have Terrans on board it with Terran weapons. They could bl ow us apart, and after your
bungling, the Shapieron's crewwon't |lift a finger to stop them" Wlott licked his lips and said
not hi ng.

"Stress field around the Shapieron building up rapidly,"” the |ong-range surveillance
operator called fromone of the stations above. "We're |osing radar and optical contact. H scan
shows it's nmintaining course and accel eration.”

Estordu was thinking furiously. "W may have a chance, Excellency," he said suddenly.
Broghuill o jerked his head around and thrust his chin out demandi ngly. Estordu went on, "The
Ganynean ships fromthat period did not possess stress-field transm ssion correction, and h-scan
equi prent was unknown. In other words they have no neans of tracking us while they're under nmain
drive. They'll have to aimblind to intercept our predicted course and slow down at intervals to
correct. We might be able to | ose them by changi ng course during their blind periods."

At that instant another operator called out, "Gravitational anomaly building up astern and
starboard, range nine eighty nmles, strength seven, increasing. Readings indicate a O ass Five
exit port. Hscan shows conformal entry-port mapping to vicinity of Shapieron." The tension on the
bridge rocketed. It nmeant that VI SAR was projecting two beans to create a linked pair of transfer
ports-a "tunnel" through h-space fromthe Shapieron to the Jevl enese vessels. A Cass Five port
woul d admit sonething relatively small. The operator's voice canme again, rising with alarm "An
obj ect has energed at this end. It's conming this way, fast!"

"A bonb!" sonebody screaned. "They've exited a bonb!"

Consternati on broke out around the bridge. Broghuilio was w deeyed and sweating profusely.
Wl ott had coll apsed onto a chair

The operator's voice cane again. "Object identified. It's one of the Shapieron's robot
probes...matching us in course and speed. The exit port has dissolved."

And t he | ong-range survefflance operator: "Shapieron closing and still accelerating. Range
two-twenty thousand niles.”

"Get rid of it," Broghuilio barked up at the |evel above. "Captain, shake that thing off."

The captain gave a set of course-correction instructions, which the conmputers acknow edged
and execut ed.

"Probe matching," cane the report. "Evasion ineffective. S/iapieron has corrected to a new
vector and is still closing.”

file:/lIF|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Giant's%20Star.txt (126 of 137) [2/4/03 10:56:14 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Gi ant's%20Star .txt

Broghuilio turned a furious face toward Estordu. "You said they'd be blind! They're not
even slowi ng down." Estordu spread his hands and shook his head hel pl essly. Broghuilio | ooked at
the rest of the group of scientists. "Well, how are they doing it? Can't any of you work it out?”
He waited for a few seconds, then pointed a finger angrily at the screens showi ng the tracking
data of the Shapi eron. "Sone genius on that ship has thought of sonething. Everywhere | am
surrounded by inbeciles." He began pacing back and forth across the bridge. "How does this happen?
They have all the geniuses, and | have all the inbediles. Gve nme -- "

"The probe!" Estordu groaned suddenly. "They must have fitted the probe and the Shapieron
with h-1inks. The probe will be able to nonitor every nove we nake and update the Shapieron's
flight-control systemthrough VISAR We'Il never lose it now"

Broghuilio glared at himfor a second, then | ooked across at the communications officer.
"W have to nake the junp to Uttan now," he declared. "Wat's the status there?"

"The generators are up to power and standing by," the officer told him "Their director is
| ocked onto our beacon, and they can throw a port here i mediately."

"But what if that probe transfers through with us?" Estordu said. "VISAR would |ocate it
when it reenters at Utan. It would reveal our destination."

"Those geniuses will have guessed our destination already," Broghufflo retorted. "So what
could they do? W can bl ow anything that cones near Utan to atons."

"But we're still too close to Jevlen," Estordu objected, |ooking alarnmed. "It would
di srupt the whol e planet...chaos everywhere."

"So woul d you rather stay here?" Broghuillo sneered. "Hasn't it occurred to you yet that
the probe was just a warning? The next thing they tunnel through at us will be a bonmb." He sent a
stare around the bridge that defied anybody to argue with him Nobody did. He raised his head.
"Captain. Transfer now, to Utan."

The conmmand was relayed to Uttan, and within seconds huge generators were pouring energy
into a tiny volune of space ahead of the five Jevienese ships. The fabric of spacetinme winkled,

t hen

buckl ed, heaved, and fell in upon itself to plumet out of the Universe. A spinning vortex
began growing to open up the gateway to another realm first as a faint circle of curdled
starlight against the void, then getting stronger, thicker, and sharper, and expanding slowy to
reveal a core of featureless, infinite blackness.

And then a counterspinning pattern of refractions materialized inside the first. The
resul tant conposite of vortices shinmered and pul sated as ifianents of space and tinme withed in a
tangl e of knotted geodesics. Something was wong. The port was goi ng unstable. "Wat's happeni ng?"
Br oghui | i o dermanded.

Estordu was turning his head frantically fromside to side to take in the displays and
data reports. "Something is deformng the configuration...breaking up the field manifolds. |'ve
never seen anything like this. It can only be VI SAR "

"That's inmpossible,"” one of the other scientists shouted. "VISAR can't jam It has no
sensors. JEVEX is shut down."

"That's not jammi ng," Estordu nuttered. "The port began to form It's doi ng sonething
el se..." H s eye caught the view of the Shapieron again. "The probe! VISAR is using the probe to
moni tor the entry-port configuration. It couldn't jamthe beam so it's trying to project a
conpl ementary pattern from G star to cancel out the toroid fromUttan. It's trying to neutralize
it."

"It couldn't,” the other scientist protested. "It couldn't get enough resolution through a
single probe. It would be aimng virtually blind fromGstar."

"The G star and Uttan beans would interact constructively in the same vol unme," anot her
poi nted out. "If an unstable resonance devel oped, anything coul d happen.”

"That is an unstable resonance,” Estordu shouted, pointing at the display. "I tell you,
that's what vis~'s doing."

"VI SAR woul d never risk it."

Ahead of the ships, a maelstromof twi sting, convulsing, multiply-connected relativity was
boiling under the clash of titanic bolts of energy materializing and superposing fromtwo points,
each light-years away. The core shrank, grew again, fragnented, then reassenbled itself. And stil
they were heading directly for its center

Broghuilio had |istened enough. He turned his head up to where the captain was wat chi ng
him waiting. Then at the | ast second, sonething about Estordu pulled his attention away.

Estordu was standing absolutely still with a strange | ook on his face as he stared at the
vi ew of the Shapieron. He was munbling

to hinself, and seened to have forgotten everything going on around him "H1inks through
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the probes,” he whispered. "That

was how VI SAR got into JEVEX." His eyes opened wi der, and his

face becane ashen as the full realization hit him "That was how

everything got into JEVEX! It never existed, any of it. They

were doing it through the Shapieron all the tine...W're running away froma single
unar med ship."

"What is it?" Broghuilio snapped. "Wy are you looking |ike that?"

Estordu | ooked at himwith a bleak stare. "It doesn't exist...The Terran strike force
doesn't exist. It never did. VISAR wote it into JEVEX through the Shapieron. The whol e thi ng was
a fabrication. There was nothing there but the Shapieron all the tinme."

The captain | eaned over from above. "Excellency, we have to..." He stopped as he saw t hat
Broghuilio was not |istening, hesitated for a second, then turned away to call to somewhere behind
him "Di sengage forward conpensators. Cut in energency boost and reverse at full power. Conpute
evasion function and execute imredi ately."

"What ? -What did you say?" Broghuillo turned to face the senmicircle of cowering figures
behind him "Are you telling ne the Terrans have been nmaking fools out of all of you?"

From above the synthetic voice of a conputer cane tonel essly:

"Negative function. Negative function. Al neasures ineffective. Ship accelerating on
irreversible gradient. Corrective action now i npossi ble. Repeat: Corrective action now
i mpossi ble.™

But Broghuiio didn't hear, even as the craft plunged into the

knot of insanely tangled spacetine |oom ng around them "You inbeciles!" he breathed. H's
voi ce rose and began shaking uncontrollably as he lifted his fists high above his head.

"I mbeci |l es! | MBECILES!' You | M BE-CILES!!"

"My God, they're going straight into it!" Hunt gasped froma

screen on the Conmand Deck of the Shapi eron. The view on the main screen was bei ng sent
back fromthe probe two hundred thousand miles away, still clinging doggedly to the heels of the
Jevi enese ships. A horrified silence had fallen all around.

"What ' s happeni ng?" Eesyan whi spered fromthe center of the

floor.

"An oscillating instability is coupling positively to an h-frequency alias caused by
di screpancies in the beam spectra,” VISAR answered. "The properties of the region created are
beyond anal ysis."

On anot her screen Cal azar, opennout hed with shock, was shaking his head in protest. "I
never intended this," he said in a strangled voice. "Wiy didn't they turn away? | just wanted to
deny themthe port."

"ZORAC, cut the main drives and decelerate,” Garuth instructed in a voice that was clipped
and expressionless. "Present an optical scan of the area as soon as we reintegrate."

A background of turbulent |ight and bl ackness now filled the entire nmain screen. The five
dots grew smaller in front of it

and were suddenly swallowed up in the chaos. The turnoil seened to rush out as the probe
followed in after them and then the view changed abruptly as the Shapieron's stress field
di spersed and zon~c switched through the | ong-range inage fromthe ship's own scanners. "The
instability is breaking down," VISAR report ed.

"The resonances are degenerating into turbulence eddies. If there was a tunnel there, it's
caving in." On the screen the patterns broke up into swirling fragnments of light that spiral ed
rapidly in-ward, at the same time growing snmaller, dimrer, and redder. They faded, and then died.
The region of the starfield that was left shinrered for a few seconds to mark where the upheava
had been, and then all was normal just as if nothing had happened.

For a long tine an absolute silence gripped the Command Deck, and nobody noved. The faces
on the screens showi ng Earth and Thurien were grim

And then VI SAR spoke again. There was a distinct note of disbelief inits voice. "I have a
further report. Don't ask nme how right now, but it |ooks as if they got through. The probe was
still transmitting when the tunnel closed in behind it, and its last signal indicates that it

reentered nornmal space." Wiile surprise was still evident all over the Command Deck, the view on
the main screen changed to show the | ast inmage transmtted by the probe. The five Jevi enese ships
were hanging in ragged formation in what | ooked |ike ordinary space sure enough, studded w th what
| ooked |ike ordinary stars. And up near one corner was a |arger speck that could

have been a planet. The inmage froze at that point. "The transni ssion ceased there," VISAR
sai d.
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"They survived that?" Eesyan stanmered. "Were is it? Wiere in space did they energe?"
"I don't know," VISAR answered. "They nust have been trying for Uttan, but anything could

have happened. I'mtrying to match the starfield background with projections from Utan now, but
it could take awhile."
"W can't risk waiting," Calazar said. "Even though Uttan m ght be defended, 1'll have to

send in the reserve ships fromGstar to try and cut Broghuilio off before he reaches that
planet." He waited for a few seconds, but nobody coul d di sagree. Hi s voice becane heavier. "VISAR
connect me to the reserve-squadron conmander," he said.

"There is nothing nore for us to do here,” Garuth said in a voice that had becone very
qui et and very calm "ZORAC, return the ship to Jevien. W will await the arrival of the Thuriens
there. "

Wi | e the Shapieron was turning to head back, a set of toroids opened up briefly sone
di stance outside the planetary systemof G star, and the squadron of Thurien vessels that had been
held in reserve there transferred into h-space, then reemerged outside the systemof Utan. The
Jevl enese | ong-range surveillance instrunents detected themas a series of objects hurtling inward
at a speed not nuch below that of light. The commander at Uttan decided that a portion of the
Terran strike force had been diverted, and within mnutes every energency signal band was carrying
frantic offers of unconditional surrender. The Thuriens arrived at Uttan sone hours later and took
over w thout opposition.

That result had been unexpected. The reason for it was even

nore unexpected: Broghuilio's ships had not, after all, appeared at Uttan, or anywhere
near it. Utan control had | ost contact when they vani shed fromthe vicinity of Jevlen, and had
been unable to relocate them Wthout their | eaders, the defenders at Uttan opted to capitul ate
wi t hout a fight.

So where had the five Jevienese ships gone? VISAR reported that they had not
remateri alized anywhere inside the regions of space that it controlled, and when it projected
smal | transfer ports to the scores of worlds previously run by JEVEX and sent search probes
bristling with sensors and instrunents, the ships were not to be

found at any of those places, either. They seened to have vani shed entirely fromthe
expl ored portion of the Gal axy.

The Thuriens did find sonething el se at Uttan, however-sonmething that |eft them shaken and
mystified. Hanging in space, all at various stages of construction, they found |ines of imense
engi neering structures. Each was in the formof a hollow square that nmeasured five hundred mniles
along a side, and carried at its center a two-hundred-m |l e-di aneter sphere supported by bars
extendi ng diagonally inward fromthe corners.

Chapter Thirty-nine

"I don't understand this," Calazar said as he stared out fromone of the Thurien vessels
floating near Uttan. "Those are full-scale quadriflexors, exactly as we designed them The
Jevl enese have been buil ding hundreds of them"

“I don't know," Showm replied, shaking her head beside him "It nakes no sense."

Hell er, Caidwell, and Danchekker |ooked at each other. "Wat's a quadriflexor?" Caidwel
asked.

Cal azar sighed. There was no point in being evasive. "They are the devices with which we
were going to enclose the solar system"” he said. "They were to be positioned at a considerable
di stance outside Pluto at points defining a quasi-spherical surface around the system Every
quadri fl exor woul d couple through h-fields to the four adjacent to it in the grid, and
collectively they woul d create a cunul ati ve deformati on of spacetinme at that boundary which would
equate to an escape-proof gravitic gradient.

"We perforned preproduction testing on sone scal ed-down prototypes, and we did in fact
begin building sone of the full-size versions, but we are still a long way frombeing in a
position to inplenent the final plan." Calazar waved at the view outside the ship. "But the
Jevl enese have obvi ously been copying our designs in secret, and their programwas far nore
advanced. | can't understand why."

Danchekker was blinking behind his spectacles and frowning to hinmself while he westled
with the riddle. Somehow he had the feeling that the last |ayer of the enigmatic onion that seemed
to surround everything connected with the Jevi enese was about to be peeled away. By at first
exaggerating Earth's aggressiveness and | ater manufacturing fal se evidence, the Jevl enese had
persuaded the Ganynmeans that Terran expansion had to be checked, and nothing short of physica
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contai nnent would check it. The Ganynmeans had, until very recently, been convinced, and had set
the necessary preparations in notion accordingly. But the Jevi enese

had enbarked on an identical venture and conceal ed the fact fromthe Ganyneans. Wy? Wat
did it nean?

Danchekker | ooked over at the inmges that wsAR was presenting of the Conmand Deck of the
Shapi eron and Sverenssen's office in Connecticut, but there were no suggestions forthcom ng from
those directions. The Ganymeans in the Shapi eron were preoccupied with sonmething that was
happeni ng on the main screen inside the ship, while in the other view he could see only the backs
of Hunt and the others as they crowded around the term nal on the other side of the room which
connected themto the Slurpieron. A lot of excited talking was going on in both places, but what
it was about was obscure.

"Coul d they have been planning to do the sane thing thensel ves?" Karen Heller said at
| ast.

"For what reason?" Cal azar asked. "W were already working on it. Wat could they have
stood to gain?"

"Time?" Caidwell offered.

Cal azar shook his head. "If time was so critical to them they could have persuaded us to
accel erate our own programwith a fraction of the effort that they nust have put into this.
Certainly we have the resources to have been able to beat any schedul e they coul d have been aim ng
at."

Frenua Showm was | ooki ng thoughtful. "And yet it's strange,” she nused. "On severa
occasi ons when we wanted to speed up our program the Jevlenese actually seened to play down the
risks of Terran expansion. It was as if they were trying to keep our research noving, but weren't
in a hurry to see us nove into production.”

"They were milking off the know how," Cal dwell grunted. "Making sure that their program
stayed wel |l ahead of yours." He paused for a few seconds, then asked, "Could those things be used
for shutting in anything else apart froma star systenP"

"Hardly," Calazar replied, then added, "Wll, | suppose they could be used to close in
anyt hi ng of conparable size...or sonething snmaller, cone to that."

"Mm .." Caidwell |apsed back into thought.

Hel |l er shrugged and turned up her hands. "If they weren't going to enclose the solar
system they nmust have been planning to enclose some other..." Her voice trailed away as the
answer

suddenly becane plain, to her and to everybody el se at the sane tine.

Cal azar and Showm stared speechl essly at each other for a few seconds. "Us?" Cal azar
managed at last in a strained voice. "The Thuriens? They were going to shut in G star?" Showm
brought her hand up to her brow and shook her head as she struggled to take in the inplication of
it. Caidwell and Heller were standi ng dunbstruck

The whol e thing slowy became clear in Danchekker's mind. "Yes!" he exclainmed. He noved
forward to the center of the group and stood for a nmonment checking his thoughts, then began
noddi ng his head vigorously. "Yes!" he said again. "Surely it's the only acceptabl e expl anation."
He | ooked excitedly fromone to another of the others as if he expected themto agree with
somet hing there and then. They stared back at him bl ankly. Nobody knew what he was tal king about.
He waited for a nonent and then el aborated. "I have never been able to accept fully that the
obsessi ve Lanbi an-Cerian rivalry could have persisted in the minds of the Jevlenese for all that
tinme, especially with their exposure to Ganynean influence. Did it never strike you as strange?
Didn't any of you ever feel that there had to be sonething nore behind it than just that?" He
| ooked at the others questioningly again.

After a few seconds Caidwell said, "I guess not, Chris. Wiy? What are you getting at?"

Danchekker noistened his lips. "lIt's an interesting thought, wouldn't you agree, that
there was one entity that was always there at the back of things, permanent and unchangi ng while
generations of Jevl enese cane and went."

There was a nonent of silence. Then Heller stared at himand gasped. "JEVEX? Are you
saying the conputer was behind the whol e thing?"

Danchekker nodded rapidly. "JEVEX was established a long tinme ago. Is it conpletely
i nconcei vabl e that its basic design and progranmm ng coul dn't sonehow have enbodi ed as sone ki nd of
innate driving instinct the ruthlessness and anbitions of its creators-the descendants of the
original Lanbians? And to realize those anbitions, could it not have harnessed the Jevienese elite
as its instruments? But if that were so, it would have found itself confronted by a serious
obstacle in the formof the restraints inposed on it by the Thuriens."

Cai dwel | was beginning to nod. "It would have had to get the Thuriens out of the way
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sonehow, " he agreed.

"Precisely,"” Danchekker said. "But not too quickly. There was a lot that it wanted to
learn fromthemfirst. And the really cunning part was that at the end of it all, the Thuriens
own ingenuity and technol ogy woul d provi de the nmeans whereby the Jevl enese would get rid of them
Then, armed with stolen Ganynean science and with JEVEX as their |eader, the Jevienese would have
had the Galaxy at their mercy. Think of all those devel opi ng worl ds.

and a technology that could cross light-years in nonents. They woul d becone the nmasters of
every part of explored space, poised to expand their enpire without Iimt, and the only potential
opposition would be safely | ocked up inside a gravitic shell that nothing could get out of."
Danchekker gripped his lapels and turned fromside to side to take in the astounded expressions
around him "So now at | ast we see what was behind it all-the ultinmate design that they had been
wor ki ng on, probably ever since Mnerva. And how near they cane to succeedi ng!"

"So the weapons at Uttan..." Calazar said falteringly, still struggling to grasp the
enormty of it all. "They were never in-tended to be used against Thurien at all?"
"I doubt it," Danchekker said. "l suspect that they were for afterward, to add teeth to

their expansion when the tine cane."

"Yes, and guess who'd have been first on the list," Heller said. "They were Lanbi ans, and
we were Cerians."

"Of course!" Showm whi spered. "Earth woul d have been defensel ess. That was why they
conceal ed your demlitarization fromus." She nodded slowy in grudging admiration. "It was neatly
worked out. First they work to retard Earth's advancenent while they grow strong and | earn. Then
they accelerate Earth's rate of discovery suddenly, engineer the results into a threat which they
enlist Ganynean aid to elimnate. And finally they renove the threat to thensel ves but conceal the
fact fromthe Ganyneans, and use the very technique that they have induced the Ganyneans to
devel op as the neans of elimnating the Ganyneans instead. That would have left themin a position
to settle the old score with the Cerians without interference, and with the odds overwhelningly in
their favor."

"W woul dn't have stood a chance,” Cal dwell breathed, for once genuinely staggered.

"And t he Jevl enese woul d have repossessed the solar system which | suspect has al ways
been their first goal," Danchekker said. "I would inagine they have al ways considered it rightly
theirs. And they would no | onger have had to play second fiddle to the Ganyneans, a position they
clearly have never been able to cone to terns with gracefully."

"It all makes sense," Cal azar said in a resigned voice. "Wy they were so insistent about
adm ni stering their own, autononous group of worlds...why they needed a system i ndependent of
VI SAR, controlling its own vol une of space."” He | ooked at Showm and nodded. "A Iot of things are
begi nni ng to nake sense now. "

He fell silent for a few seconds. \Wen he spoke again his voice was lighter. "If all this
is true, then our problemof what to do next could be eased considerably. If the roots of it al
I ay not so much in the Jevienese people but in JEVEX, then maybe there is hope for them after all
Di stasteful punitive nmeasures nay not be necessary.”

A distant | ook cane into Showr s eyes. "Ye-es," she said slowy, and began noddi ng.
"Perhaps, given the right help, they might rebuild their civilization upon a new nodel and energe
fromit all as a mature and benign race. All may not be |ost yet."

"It does give us a positive goal to aimat and a task to acconplish," Cal azar said,
soundi ng nore enthusiastic. "Despite all the setbacks, things m ght work out to a successful
conclusion. As you say, all is not lost."

"Er, at present this is nerely a hypothesis, you understand,"” Danchekker said hastily.

"But there might be a way to test it. If the whole thing did in fact begin with JEVEX, it mght be
possible to trace the origins of sone of the things we've been tal king about back to conceptua
subnets of some formburied in JEVEX S ol der archives." He |ooked at Cal azar. "l assune that once
your people are fully in control of Jevien, it would be possible to reactivate parts of JEVEX in a
controlled fashion and allow VISAR to exanine its records thoroughly."

Cal azar was al ready nodding. "I would have thought so. Eesyan is really the person we
should talk to about that." He | ooked across at the view com ng fromthe Comand Deck of the
S/iapieron. "lsn't he free yet? Wat's happeni ng there?"

Consternation was breaki ng out anong the Ganymeans crowded bel ow the main screen in the
imge. At the sane tine a

chorus of shouts erupted fromthe other inage, showing the view fromEarth, in which Hunt
and the others were bunping into each other in their haste to get back across the roomto the
term nal that connected themto the Thurien ship at Uttan. Danchekker, Calazar, and the others
with them forgot their conversation of a few noments earlier and stared in astonishment. Hunt was
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al nost incoherent with excitenent as he got to the screen. "We' ve found them zoit&c reprocessed
the planet. W know where they went. It's inpossible!"

Danchekker blinked at him "Vie, what are you babbling about? Kindly cal mdown, and sinply
say whatever it is that you're trying to say."

Hunt reconposed hinmself with some effort. "The five Jevl enese ships. W know what happened
to them" He paused for a second to get his breath back, then turned his head away to call over
the people behind himto the term nal connecting themto the Slurpieron. "zoi~c, pass that shot
over to VISAR, would you? Tell VISARto display it at Utan."” In the ship where Danchekker was, an
i mge appeared of the final shot of the Jevl enese vessels sent back by the Shapi eron's probe just
before the tunnel caved in. "Have you got it?" Hunt asked.

Danchekker nodded. "Yes. Wat about it?"

"The spot in the upper right-hand corner is a planet," Hunt said. "W asked zoi~c if there
was any way it could reprocess that part of the image and enhance it to give us a better |ook at
it. It did. W know what planet it is."

"Wel |1 ?" Danchekker asked, puzzled, after a second or two. "Were is it?"

"A better question would be when?" Hunt told him

Danchekker frowned and | ooked around himonly to be net by expressions as confused as his
own. "Vie, what are you tal king about?" he asked.

"VI SAR, show them" Hunt said in reply.

The speck enlarged in an instant to becone a full disk occupying the whole frane. It was a
worl d shining brightly against the stars with cloud formati ons and oceans. The resol uti on was not
good, but there were continental outhnes discernible on its surface. Calazar and Showm froze. A
split second | ater, Danchekker realized why.

What he was | ooking at was not unfamiliar. Like Hunt, he had

studi ed every island, isthnus, estuary, and coastline sandw ched between the two enornous
ice caps of that planet nany times-at Houston, in the course of the Lunarian investigations over

two years earlier. He | ooked away. Cal azar and Showm were still staring in silent awe, and now
Cai dwell too was wi de-eyed with disbelief. Danchekker slowy turned his head to follow their gaze
once again. It was still there. He hadn't imagined it.

The pl anet was M nerva.

Chapter forty

Nobody could say for certain exactly howit had come about in those final few seconds as
VI SAR and the projector at Uttan fought for control of the sane speck of spacetinme |light-years
away, and nmany believed that nobody ever woul d. But Hunt was forced at |ast to accept the truth of
the claimthat Paul Shelling had made at Houston on the day that Karen Heller and Norman Pacey had
come to talk to Caidwell: the Ganynean physical equations that described the possibility of point-
to-point transfers through space had solutions that admitted transfers through tinme too. O both.
For sonehow the five Jevl enese ships had been hurled across |ight-years of space and backward
through tens of thousands of years of tinme to energe in the solar systemwhen Mnerva was stifi in
exi stence. In fact, by careful nmeasurenment of the positions of background stars, the Ganynean
scientists determned to a high degree of accuracy when; it cane out to be about two hundred years
before the final Lunarian war.

And that, of course, explained where the superbreed of Lanbians, who had energed seeningly
overnight with a technology far in advance of anything el se anywhere on the planet, had conme from
And it explained why a planet that had, by and large, nmended its warli ke ways and conmenced
wor ki ng constructively and cooperatively toward an eventual migration to Earth becane divided into
the two rival factions that in the end had destroyed each other. The Cerians were native, having
evolved fromthe terrestrial primates transported to Mnerva twenty-five mllion years earlier by
the Ganymeans, while the Lanbians were fromJevien and fifty thousand years in the future. The
Lanbi ans never energed at all; they arrived.

There were nmore than enough riddles in this for the scientists to argue over for nany
years to cone. How, for exanple, could the Lanbians have been the descendants of their own
descendants? Their greed and power |ust were seen at |ast as characteristic of themas a group
rat her than of the hunman race as a whol e, but

that being so, where had those characteristics originated? The Jevl enese had inherited
them fromthe Lanbi ans, who had inherited themfromthe Jevl enese that had | anded on M nerva. So
where and when had it started? Danchekker specul ated that their passage through the zone of
di sl ocat ed spaceti ne nmi ght have induced sone form of psychol ogical aberration that had started the

file:/lIF|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Giant's%20Star.txt (132 of 137) [2/4/03 10:56:14 PM]



file:///F|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Gi ant's%20Star .txt

whol e thing off, but the suggestion was not very satisfying since the neaning of the word
"started" in this context was obscure to say the |east.

Anot her enigna arose fromthe know edge of subsequent events that the Jevi enese would
presunably have taken back to Mnerva with them If they knew about the next two hundred years,
the war, the millennia after that with the Thuriens, and their own eventual defeat at the hands of
VI SAR, why woul d they have all owed those very things to happen? Had they been powerless to change
t he sequence? Surely not. Had a whol e new history somehow been written into the tinmeloop to erase
and repl ace sonething el se that had existed there "before," whatever that nmeant? O had they
perhaps taken few hard records with themin their haste and suffered sone kind of stress-induced
amesi a such that they arrived not knowi ng who they were or where they had cone from thus doom ng
t hensel ves to | aunch again into an endless, unaltering cycle?

The Thuriens didn't know the answers to these questions either, which raised i ssues that
were on the fringes of their own theoretical researches. Possibly, one day, future generations of
Ganymean and Terran mat hemati ci ans and physicists woul d deduce the strange | ogic within which such
thi ngs coul d happen. Then again, possibly no one would ever know.

But one nystery was solved that had been perplexing the Terrans, the Ganyneans, and the
Jevl enese alike-the nystery of the device out beyond Pluto that had responded to that first
nmessage beamed from Farside in ancient Ganynean code, and relayed it directly to VISAR The
Thuri ens had assuned it was something that the Jevi enese had positioned, the Jevi enese had assuned
it was something that the Thuriens had enpl aced, and because of the circunmstances neither side had
ever been able to challenge the other. And now that it had been destroyed, there was no way of
investigating it. So what had it been, and how had it gotten there?

The answer could only be the probe that had gone through the tunnel on the heels of the
Jevl enese ships. Naturally it had been

programred to respond to the coninunications protocols used by its own nother ship, and it
had been fitted with an h-link to Thurien. By analyzing the | og of nessages exchanged during those
| ast few seconds, Shilohin's scientists established that, just before the tunnel closed behind it,
the probe had been in a passive nbde awaiting its next command fromthe Shapieron. Apparently it
had waited for a long tine. After exiting near Mnerva under the inpetus that VI SAR had inparted
in accelerating it in pursuit of the Jevienese ships, it clinbed away fromthe Sun and eventually
stabilized in a distant orbit out beyond Pluto. And it waited. And eventually it heard a conmmand
that it understood, and relayed it to VI SAR because that was what its instructions told it to do
It didn't know that fifty thousand years had gone by in the nmeantine.

And so the full circle that |inked Mnerva and the early Ganynmeans, the Lunarians both
Lanbi an and Cerian, Charlie and Koriel, Earth and Hono sapiens, and the G ants' Star, was
complete. It had begun with its own ending, and in the process JEVEX, Broghuilio, and the Lanbians
had becone | ocked in an unbreakable ioop that was firmy and pernmanently enbedded in the past.
Ironically their prison was even nore escape-proof than the one that they thensel ves had devi sed

Deprived of their corrupt elenment, the people of Jevien turned out to be not so unlike
human bei ngs anywhere el se after all, and set thenselves to the task of rebuilding their society
with a new nood of cooperation and optimsm This would require a great deal of physical hard work
as well as social and political reforns because of the w despread danage, mainly from fl oodi ng,
that had been caused by the gravitational upheaval of Broghuilio's spectacul ar departure, so
Cal azar installed Garuth as tenporary planetary governor to supervise and coordi nate the
operation. Jevlen would be on probation for a while to cone, and for sone tine there would be no
pl anet -wi de system after the pattern of JEVEX; planning and other functions would require
ext ensi ve informationprocessing capacity neverthel ess, and fortunately a nmachi ne of just the right
size presented itself in the formof zoi~c. The Shapi eron was permanently based at Jevlen, and
zoit.~c became the nucleus of a new pilot network that one day woul d assume interplanetary
di nensi ons and be nmerged into VI SAR

Furthernmore the tenporarily deconputerized world of Jevlen

woul d provide an ideal environnent for Garuth's people fromthe Shapieron, displaced
twenty-five mllion years fromtheir own civilization, to recuperate and readjust to the ways of
the Thuriens. At the sane tine they would be able to play a key role in helping Garuth rebuild the
pl anet and i naugurate a new system of Jevi enese government. So Garuth, his people, and zol~c had a
worthwhile job to do, a challenging future ahead, and a hone of their own once again.

On Earth, M kol ai Sobroskin becane the Soviet Foreign Mnister under the new order that
energed fromthe weckage of the previous regime. Through some nachinations inside the Kremin
that woul d never be fully disclosed, Verikoff ended up as an advisor on extraterrestrial sciences,
havi ng made history as the first alien ever to apply for and be granted Terran citizenship.

In the U S State Departrment, Karen Heller and Nornan Pacey headed a team assi gned by
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Packard to draft a policy ainmed at breaking down the barriers of East-Wst suspicions that had
festered for over a century, and forging an era of universal prosperity fromthe conbi ned econonic
and industrial mght of the U S. and Soviet giants, and the material and human resources of the
energing Third Wirld. Already the international web that had precipitated Wrld War 1, financed
both the Bol shevi k Revolution and the rise of Hitler, manufactured the M ddl e East and Sout heast
Asian crises of later years, contrived for a whole world to fund its own bl ackmail through the
nucl ear arns race, and been behind a long list of other interesting things found recorded in great
detail inside JEVEX, was well on its way to being broken up for good.

The UN, purged of the influences that woul d have manipulated it into a focal point of
gl obal power to be delivered wholesale into the hands of the Jevl enese, would be renolded into the
i nstrunment through which Earth would take its place in the interstellar conmmunity. And it would
have an inmportant role to play in that comunity-a role in which people like difford Benson
Col onel Shearer, and Sobroskin's generals would still have a place. For despite their sciences and
their technol ogy, the Ganyneans had | earned the wi sdom of preserving a strong right arm there was
no telling how many nore Broghuilios mght be waiting in the unexpl ored reaches of the Gal axy.

Such days woul d cone, but they were still far in the future. In the neantine there were
preparations to be nade-a whol e pl anet

to reeducate, and a whole system of natural sciences to be revised and brought up to date.
UNSA drew up tentative plans for nerging Navcoms into a new superdivision under Caidwell, who
woul d nove to WAashington to begin the mammoth task of rewiting the |ong-range plans for the space
programin the light of Ganymean technol ogy and initiate studies for integrating selected parts of
Earth's conmuni cations net into VISAR Hunt woul d becone Deputy Director of the new organization
and Danchekker, fired by the vision of unlinmted access to scores of alien worlds each with its
own alien biology and alien evolution, accepted an offer to go too as Director of Alien Life
Sci ences. At |east, that was why Danchekker said he wanted to nove to Washi ngton. Cal dwell
reserved a box in the organization chart for Lyn too, of course.

But the real hero of the war, for which neither anybody nor anything else in existence
anywhere coul d concei vably have substituted, was VI SAR Cal azar agreed that VI SAR woul d take over
Uttan and run the planet exclusively, to enjoy its own neasure of independence, and in the process
be free to evolve further its own brand of inteffigence inits own way and to its own design. But
VISAR s ties to its creators woul d not be broken, and in the years and centuries ahead, the
expansion into the Gal axy woul d mani fest the sanme alliance of human and Ganynean, organic and
inorganic instincts and abilities that had already proved to be a form dabl e conbi nati on

Epi | ogue

The procession of black |inpbusines drew slowy to a halt before the mlitary guard of
honor and |ines of foreign anbassadors standing by the side of the field of Andrews Air Force
Base, Maryland, a few niles from Washington, D.C. The day was sunny and clear, and the thousands
ifihing the area outside the boundary fence all around were strangely quiet.

Feel ing somewhat odd and formal in his black pinstripe threepiece suit, stiffened cuffs
and collar, and tightly knotted necktie, Hunt stepped out of the second car back fromthe one
flying the presidential pennant on its hood, and hel ped Lyn out after himwhile the chauffeur held
the door. Danchekker, similarly attired though nothing seemed to fit exactly as it was supposed
to, cane next, followed by Caldwell and a group of senior UNSA executives.

Hunt | ooked around and picked out the perceptron anong a line of aircraft parked sone
di stance away in the background. "It's not really like home, is it," he commented. "There aren't
any wi ndows boarded up, and it needs sonme snow and a few nountains around."”

"I never thought you were sentinental," Lyn said. She | ooked up. "Blue sky, and | ots of
green. 1'll stick with this."

"Not a romantic who hankers for old tinmes, | perceive," Danchekker said.

Lyn shook her head. "After the amount of flying that | did back and forth to that place,
don't care if | never see MO usky again."

"W mght be sending you a ot farther than that before very nmuch | onger," Caldwell
grunt ed.

The Soviet Premier and his del egati on had not yet emerged fromthe car inmediately in
front of them but ahead of that the U S. President and his entourage were assenbling. Karen

Hel Il er and Nornman Pacey detached thenselves fromthe group and wal ked back. "WlIl, get used to
it," Paccy said, nmaking a sweep --
ing gesture with his arm "It's going to be your new hone for a while. I've got a feeling
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this place will get to feel Iike your own private airport. You people are going to be pretty
busy. "

"W were just talking about it,"” Lyn said. "Vic seens to prefer M usky."

"When will you be noving up to D.C.?" Heller inquired.

“I't"ll be a few nonths yet at least,"” Caldwell said
She | ooked at Danchekker. "The first thing we'll have to do is have di nner somewhere,
Chris. It'lIl make up for all those canteen neals in Al aska."

"An admirabl e suggestion,” Danchekker replied. "And one with which | concur fully.'
nudged Hunt in the ribs. Hunt | ooked away and gri nned.

Pacey gl anced at his watch and | ooked over his shoul der. So.broskin was |eading the Soviet
party fromthe car ahead. "It's alnost tine," he said. "W'd better nove on up." They wal ked
forward to join the Soviet contingent, all of whomthey had already nmet individually in the
Executive Lounge earlier, and the whole group noved on to join the President and his party at the
front of the caval cade of |inbusines. Sobroskin nmoved closer to Pacey as they cane to a halt. "The
day has arrived, ny friend," he said. "The children will see other worlds under other stars."

"And | told you you'd see it happen,"” Pacey said.

Packard was | ooking at Pacey curiously. "Wat did that nean?" he asked.

Lyn

Pacey smiled. "It's a long story. I'll have to tell you about it Sometine."
Packard turned his head toward Caidwell. "Well, at least | know what to expect this tinmg,
G egg. You know, | don't think I'Il ever live that down."

"Don't worry about it," Caidwell told him "The rest of us were only a few seconds behind
you. "

They noved toward the open area of the base and canme to a halt again, arranged in orderly
rectangul ar groups with the McC usky team including Jerol Packard, at the front, the U S and
Sovi et | eaders al ongsi de each other behind themw th Pacey and Sobroski n standi ng ahead of their
respecti ve national del egations, and the UNSA and other groups fromthe remaining cars arrayed at
the back. Every head was turned upward, waiting. And

suddenly, sensed rather than heard, a wave of excitenent rippled across the entire base
and t hrough the crowds packed out si de.

The ship was abeady visible as a faint dot enlarging in the flaw ess blue above. As it
grew larger, it took on a brilliant silvery sheen that glinted with reflected highlights in the
sun, and resolved into a slender wedge with gracefully curved | eading edges flaring to nerge into
two needl e-pointed nacelles at the tips. And still it was getting |arger

Hunt's nmouth dropped open as the raised bulges along its hull, ancillary housings swelling
fromits underside, fairings, pods, busterdones, and turrets gradually reveal ed thenselves in a
steadily unfolding hierarchy of detail to give the first real hint of the craft's awesone size.
Gasps of wonder were coming fromeither side of himand behind, and the crowd outside seened
paralyzed. It nust have been nmiles in length...tens of niles; there was no way of telling. It
expanded above their heads to fill half the sky |like some huge, nythical bird that seenmed to be
hangi ng over the entire state of Maryland. And still it m ght have been in the stratosphere, or
even beyond that.

He had seen the Thurien power generators and been told they were thousands of mles
across, but that had been out in enpty space where there were no references. H s senses had been
spared the inpact of direct confrontation, |eaving only his imagination to grapple with what the
nunbers had nmeant. This was different. He was standing on Earth, surrounded by trees, buildings,
and everything else that nade up the world of the famliar and the unquestioned, in which
intrusions like this were forbidden. Even the distance fromone horizon to another, which he
sensed unconsciously although it was not visible directly, set a perspective that defined the
permi ssi ble, inposed rules, and forced linits. The Thurien spaceship had no place in that schene.
It belonged to a different order of nagnitude, breaking every known rul e and naki ng nonsense of
the usual linmts. He felt Iike an insect that had just grasped the neaning of the toenail in front
of it, or a microbe that had glinpsed an ocean. His m nd had no nodel to accommpdate it. His
senses rebelled fromtaking in the totality of what he was seeing. His brain fought to reconcile
it wth sonething that was nanageable within a lifetine's stored experiences, couldn't, and gave
up.

At last a light noving across his field of view against the under --

side of the ship broke the hypnotic trance that had taken hold of him The figures that
had been frozen into imobility around hi mbegan stirring as they saw it too. Somethi ng was com ng
down, and was al ready nuch nearer than the ship; it had to have been descending for sone tine, and
had only just becone visible. It noved swiftly and silently on a direct line toward the center of
the base and turned into a flattened, highly elongated effipsoid of pure gold, conpletely snooth
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except for two low, sharply swept fins projecting fromits upper surface. It |landed w thout a
sound a short distance away, its nose pointing to where Hunt and the others were standi ng. For
perhaps ten seconds not a sound or a novenent disturbed the total stillness that had envel oped the
base.

And then the forward section of the underside hinged slowy dowward to form a broad,
shal | ow ranp | eadi ng down to the ground. The point where the ranp entered the body was lost in a
glow of brilliant yellow light. Lyn's fingers found Hunt's and squeezed as the first eight-foot-
tall shapes appeared a dozen or so abreast out of the |light and began nmovi ng down the ranp. At the
bottom of the ranp, they halted to survey the waiting lines of Terrans.

In the center was Cal azar, easily recogni zable even without his famliar short silver cape
and green tunic, and on one side of himwere Frenua Showm Porthi k Eesyan, and Eesyan's deputy,
Morizal. Garuth was at Cal azar's other side, with Shilohin, Mnchar, and other Ganyneans fromthe
Shapi eron whose |ight gray skins set themapart as a group fromthe darker, |less heavily built
Thuriens. The teamthat had gone to MO usky had been waiting a long time for this noment. For the
first tinme since the perceptron's landing and their first hesitant entry into it, they were not
seeing the Thuriens via neural stinulations transmtted fromlight-years away. This tinme the
Thuriens were real

Massed bands had begun playing in the background. The crowd, stifi overwhel med by the
spectacle filling the sky above their heads, was quiet. Then with orderly, unhurried dignity the
Ganymeans started noving again, and Caldwell stepped forward to |lead the MO usky teamto neet
them at the hal fway point.

"It was a bit scary at tines, but | think Earth has made it," Lyn whispered as they began
novi ng.

"You're nmaking it sound as if it's all over," Hunt nurnured beside her. "This is just the
start of it."

And it was. For the (ianyneans, it was the end of a task they had been working on for
mllennia; for the inhabitants of Jevlen, it was a change of heart and direction; and for VI SAR
it was a new phase of existence.

But for Honp sapiens, it was a whol e new begi nning.

The heirs to the stars were about to claimtheir inheritance.

Appendi x

Answers to Crossword

ACRCSS

1 SHANNON-Irish river. (flower, not flower).

5 DECODE-find the nmeaning of. "COde" (poem added to "DEC. "

9 | NNOCENT-opposite of "guilty." "0" (zero) "cent" (noney) after "inn" (pub).

10 BEACON-guiding light. Literally in "could (be a con)-fused.

12 DEEP END- prof ound conclusion. "Pen" (witer) junmping into (hint) "deed" (action).
13 EXTREME-ultimate. Literally in "t"(ext rene)dies.

14 EULER- Swi ss mat hematician. "E' (east, i.e. oriental) plus changed (anagramof) "rule."

16 I NTRO col I oquial short formof "introduction,” i.e. preanble. WIld (anagramof) "riot"
about (around) "N' (conpass point).

17 EXTRA-sonething nore. "Ex" ("expert" less four letters of six) plus "tra," i.e. "art"
back(ward) .

18 APART-separated. A-part (piece).

20 AFRI CAN-continental. Maybe (anagramof) "i" (one) "fan car."

21 ANNULAR-ri ng-shaped, around. Annul (abolish) a (right).

23 RETAI N-keep. "E" and "T" (head and tail of "elephant") in(side) "rain."

24 DI STRESS- heartache. Di's (Dianna's) tress (lock of hair).

25 YEMEN -type of Arab. "Men" and "1" after "ye" (half of "year," i.e. six nonths).

26 ENCASES- surrounds. "Ease" surrounding (double use) "NC' added to "S" (conpass point).

DOMN

1 SW NDLE-sonething not fair. "Wn" in(side) perhaps (anagramof) "sled."

2 ANNI E-noted (nusical) |ady. Advised to get a gun (arns).

3 NUCLEAR REAC110ON- powerful reaction (response) from nucleus (heart). Extra hint: "r"
(right) taken from"heart" gives "heat."

4 NON- ADDI CTI NG - not habit-form ng. Possibly (anagramof) "did on gin can't."”
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6 ELECTROVAGNETI C-a (kind of) wave. Generated from charges of the kind (brigade) that
produce light (i.e., accelerating electric ones).

7 ORCHESTRA- sonet hi ng that nakes harnmony. "H' (chenical synbol for hydrogen) in(side)
turbul ent (anagram of) "star core."

8 ERNI E-man's narme. "N' (head of "Nornman") in(side) "Erie" (Iake).

11 TEST DATA FI LE-experinental results. Reorgani zed (anagramof) "let's fit a date.”

15 LOGARI THM type of nunber. Phonetically sinilar to "logger" (lunberjack) "rhythnt
(rmusic).

19 THRUSTS-urges progress (mechanically, not politically). "H' (initial of "Hoover")
in(side) "trust," over (literally) "S" (South).

20 ARRAY-nmatrix. "Ar" (chem cal synmbol for argon) plus "ray" (bean)

22 LOESS- geol ogi cal deposit. "0" (nothing) in(side) "less" (smaller anount).
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