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PROLOGUE

The M G 55E fighter-bonber, code-named "G ouse" in Wstern mlitary
par|l ance, was rugged, easy to mmintain, and equi pped for a variety of
ground-attack roles, making it popular for counterinsurgency operations anong
rulers of the Third Wrld' s teetering Marxi st reginmes. Western military
intelligence was interested init, too, because it carried the first
producti on version of the Soviet OC 27/K target-designating and -tracking
conput er, which the counter-neasures experts were anxious to | earn nore about.

Li ke nost Soviet aircraft, ships, and ground units, the MG carried a
bl ack box that could conpute its position accurate to a few feet anywhere on
the Earth's surface with respect to an electronic navigation grid |laid down by
Soviet satellites. Wiat Pilot O ficer Abel Mingabo didn't know when he took
off on a training flight from Zi ganda, one of the two Madagascar states into
whi ch the former Ml agasy Republic had fragnented, was that aboard the
Australian destroyer cruising fifty mles offshore was a group of professiona
m schi ef makers with some highly classified equi pnent, which in conjunction
wi th transm ssions fromthe USAF high-altitude bonber that just happened to be
passing over at the time, was causi ng Mungabo's bl ack box to come up with
wrong nunbers. He turned back after becom ng hopel essly | ost over the ocean
but mssed the tip of Madagascar conpletely and ended up off the coast of the



Sout h African mainland. There he ran out of fuel and bailed out.

VWhat happened after that was never cleared up officially. Mingabo swore
upon his return that he saw the plane go down in the sea. The South Africans
sai d he must have been m staken: the plane crashed on the shore and expl oded.
They even produced pieces of tw sted weckage to prove it. But the Soviet
engi neers who arrived in Ziganda to exanm ne the remains were suspicious. The
damage, they said, was nore consistent with denolition by explosives than with
a crash. And it seened strange that not one piece of the nore sensitive
el ectroni cs devices aboard the aircraft had been recovered. The South Africans
shrugged and said that was the way it was, and the ensuing diplomatic
accusations and denials continued for a while |onger

But by that time, specialists in several Western military |aboratories
were already acquiring sonme interesting new toys to occupy them The OC 27/ K
t arget -desi gnati ng and -tracki ng conmputer found its way to the US Air Force
Systenms Conmand' s Canbri dge Research Labs at Hanscom Fi el d, near Bedford,
Massachusetts.

CHAPTER ONE

Dr. Paula Bryce brushed a curl of blond hair fromher forehead and
studi ed the wavefornms on one of the display screens surrounding her desk. She
tapped a code into a touchpad, noted the changes in one of the pul se patterns
and the nunbers that appeared al ongside it, and conmanded a reconfiguration of
the circuit diagram showi ng on another screen. "That's better," she said.
"D-three has to be the synch. E-six is coupled capacitively to the
second- st age gate."

On a bench a few feet away, the Russian conputer had been stripped down
into an assortment of frames and subassenblies that were now | ying spread out
am d tangl es of interconnecting wires and test |eads. Ed Sutton, another Air
Force conmuni cations scientist, peered through a nicroscope at a detail of one
of the boards and repositioned a mniature probe clipped to it, "That's it
again with the input on both," he said. "Anything now?"

Paul a | ooked at the waveforns again. "Aha!"

"Bi ngo?"

"It's triggering.... Threshold' s about point two of a volt."

"So it is differential?"

"Cone and | ook."

"But not for noise rejection?"

"Uh-uh. That wouldn't figure."

Sutton straightened up fromthe m croscope and sat down on the stoo

behind him He pivoted hinself to | ook across in Paula's direction. "It's
starting to |l ook the way you guessed," he said. "Initialization for a smart
mssile with its own inertial reference, updating fromthe aircraft's
grid-fix."

Paul a nodded. "Air-to-ground fire-and-forget."

"That was a pretty good hunch you had."

"Not really. It's a nodification of sonmething |'ve seen before. This
version would permt tighter evasive maneuvers while attacking." Paula shifted
her gaze to a screen displaying text, and began updati ng her notes. As she
tapped deftly at the pad, glancing intermttently at the display of the
reconstructed circuit and the data al ongsi de, she was aware of Sutton staring
over the cubicle between them Alnost thirty, she was slimy built -- bony
al nrost -- beneath her lab coat and jersey, with fair, wavy hair, which
al t hough cut to neck-length and battened down with a clip, broke free into
unruly wi sps wherever it got the chance. Her features were clear, but sonewhat
sharp with a prom nent bone structure, and her nose a shade too |arge and her
chin too jutting to qualify her as gl anorous. Neverthel ess, nen found her
candid, light-gray eyes and the pert set of her mouth attractive in a way that
derived fromher poise and the self-assurance that it radi ated, rather than



fromlooks. "Challenging" was how many of them said they found her. She didn't
find that especially conplimentary. If they neant form dable as an object of
conquest, it wasn't exactly flattering, while if it referred to sonething
ego-related in thenselves that they saw her as potentially instrunmental in
resolving, well, that wasn't her mission in life or reason for existing. The
real challenge was to recognize that the chall enge was to avoid being pl aced
in either of those categories. It was too subtle to be articulated, for the
whol e purpose of the gane was to divine its rules, but the few who coul d pass
-- those were the really interesting ones.

"Good reason to celebrate, maybe," Sutton ventured after a while.

"Real | y?" Paul a continued entering her notes. Typically, he was waiting
for her to put the proposition. Just for once, why couldn't he sinply say
strai ght out what was on his nind?

He skidded off along the tangent, "Cher's away this week -- gone to the
Catskills. W've got relatives and a vacation | odge up there, you know Good
skiing area in winter. Ever get up that way?"

"No, | never did," Paula sighed inwardly with exasperation. The stupid
thing was that Sutton wasn't too bad a guy. Hs being the man had nothing to
do with her refusing to help himout, or with any hangup about who was
supposed to make a first nove to whom It was sinply that the matter seened
inmportant to him while it wasn't especially inmportant to her. Therefore the
gane required himto do sonething about it. That was what the chall enge was
al | about.

"Did you ever try skiing?" he asked. Before Paula could reply, a
call-tone sounded fromthe flatscreen term nal on the desk. She touched a key
to accept, and as she swung the unit toward her, a picture appeared of a
pi nki sh, heavy-jawed face with crinkly yellow hair conbed back fromits
forehead. It was Col onel Raynond, who headed the section. He was franed
agai nst a background that included part of a picture hanging in a conference
roomtwo floors up fromthe I ab.

"Paula, I'mw th some people here in Geighteen. W' ve, ah, got sonething
we'd like you in on. Can you get up here right away?"
"Sure thing.... Onh, will you want the latest on Squi d?" "Squid" was the

code word for the OC-27/K conputer

"No, it's nothing to do with that. But how s it goi ng?"

"We're progressing."

"That's good," The screen bl anked out.

Paul a cl osed the log on the other screen, got up fromher chair, and
tidied together the papers she had been using. "I've updated the log for
Charl ey and Bob when they get back fromlunch," she called back fromthe door
as she left. "And yes, skiing' s okay."

Sutton shook his head and | ooked back at the di senbowel ed Sovi et
conputer. He wasn't sure why he persisted in nmaking a fool of hinself from
time to time like this. It made hi munconfortable, and he was al ways secretly
relieved inside when she turned hi mdown or the subject changed. But sonehow
he felt better for going through the notions of having tried. God al one knew
what he'd do if she ever took himup on it.

The picture showing on the |large wallscreen facing one end of the
conference table was of a prototype habitat designed to test ideas and
technol ogies for living in space. It housed over twelve thousand people, in an
i mense torus nore than a mle in dianeter. Six spokes -- three thick, major
ones alternating with three thinner ones -- connected the torus to a centra
hub structure. Part of the image was shown in cutaway to reveal mniature
cityscapes and residential areas alternating with nultilevel agricultura
sectors and parks. At intervals around its exterior, the colony carried the
Red Star embl em of the Soviet Union. The Soviets had naned it Val entina
Tereshkova -- after the first woman to go into space, nore than fifty years
previously. They clained that it synmbolized the peaceful goals of their space
program and woul d stand as a showpi ece to the world of what a Marxi st econonic



system coul d achi eve. Conpletion of "Mermaid," as the structure was code- naned
by the Western intelligence community, was targeted for the follow ng year, to
coincide with the centenary cel ebration of the Russian Revol ution

CGeral d Kehrn, fromthe staff of the assistant secretary of defense for
i nternational security, was nore concerned about the colony's suspected hi dden
function, however. He was an intense, restless man with a bald head and a
heavy bl ack rmustache, who radi ated nervous energy and paced agitatedly bel ow
the screen as he spoke. "Then, about a year ago, an East Gernman defector
appeared in Austria, who clainmed to have worked on construction of Tereshkova
from 2013 to 2014. He was brought back to the States, and in the course of
further interrogations described some of the hardware that he'd seen, and in
some cases hel ped install."

Dr. Jonathan Watts, a civilian adviser with the decade-old US Space
Force, who had come with Kehrn fromthe Pentagon, interjected for Paula's
benefit, "Big-nmother X-ray | asers. Nuclear-driven mcrowave pul ses strong
enough to nelt netal. A giant accelerator track buried inside the main ring --
what you'd use to feed batteries of matter-zappers.” He tossed up his hands
and shrugged. His face was constantly nobile in a rubbery kind of way,
changi ng expressi on constantly behind bl ack, heavy-rinmed spectacles. "Q her
parts of the place seemed to be for |aunching ejectabl e nodul es, probably
fission-punmped egg-buster |asers. And according to other reports, certain key
parts of the structure are doubl e-shell ed and hardened agai nst inconing
beans. "

"Yet nobody el se has seen a hint of all this," Paula remarked. "Enough
visitors have been through the place, haven't they?"

"Just on the standard tour," Col onel Raynond said fromhis seat opposite
Watts. "They only see what they're allowed to see. The place is over three
m | es around, not counting the hub. There'd be enough room backstage to hide
the kinds of things we're tal king about."

Paul a nodded and | ooked again at the image on the screen. Except for its
i nner surface -- the "roof" facing the hub -- the main torus was not visible
directly; it nmoved inside a tire-like outer shield of sintered |unar rock
whi ch, to avoid needless structural |loading, didn't rotate with the rest of
the col ony. The shield was to exclude cosm c rays. Supposedly. O was that
anot her part of the defensive hardeni ng? The question had doubtl ess occurred
to ot her people too, so she didn't bother raising it.

In the center of the group, informally chairing the proceedings, was a
broad-framed, craggy-featured man with a dark chin, noody eyes, and gray,
wiry, short-cropped hair. He was Bernard Fol eda, deputy director of the
Pentagon's Unified Defense Intelligence Agency, and had arranged the neeting.
The UDI A was essentially an expanded version of the forner Defense
Intelligence Agency, now serving the intelligence needs of the Space Force in
addition to those of the traditional services. He had said little since
Paula's arrival, tending instead to sit back for npbst of the time, watching
and |istening inpassively. At this point, however, he |l eaned forward to take
charge of the proceedi ngs again.

"Cbviously this was something we had to check out." Fol eda spoke in a
| owpitched, throaty voice that carried w thout having to be raised. "W put a
ot of people on it. To cut a long story short, we succeeded in recruiting one
of the people who worked on Tereshkova -- a Russian, who was code- naned
' Magician. ' "

Paul a's eyebrows lifted. "As a source? You nean you actually got
yoursel ves an inside man up there?"

Fol eda nodded. "Luck played a part in it. He was soneone we'd had
connections with for a while. The details don't matter. Magician was an
el ectrical maintenance supervisor, which nmeant he noved about a lot -- exactly
what we wanted. He worked there for alnbst six nmonths. But as you can i magine,
somewhere |ike that wasn't the easiest place to get information back from The
sni ppets he did get out to us were tantalizing. He indicated that he'd
col l ected a whol e package together, but he couldn't get it down to us. The



security checks on everybody who canme back for |eave or whatever were too
strict. He wouldn't risk it. But what he said he had up there sounded |ike
dynamte. W christened it the 'Tangerine' file."

"Dynam te," Jonathan Watts repeated, tossing up his hands again. "Wapon
specs, pictures, firepowers, ranges, configuration data, parts lists,
bl ueprints, test data, installation dates... the works."

Fol eda resuned, "Then sonebody had an idea." He stopped and then | ooked
at Col onel Rayrmond. "It might be better if you explain the technicalities," he
suggest ed.

Raynmond turned his head toward Paula. "It involved the packet-header and

checksum protocols used in the Soviet comunications |ink down from Mernaid."
Paul a nodded. The terns related to data-conmunicati ons networks.

I n many ways, conmmuni cations networks are |ike road systens: their
purpose is to move traffic quickly fromone place to another with mini num
congestion. They therefore present simlar problens to their designers. Speed
is important, of course, and so is safety, which nmeans essentially the same in
conmuni cations as it does on highways: what arrives at a destination should
bear as close a resenbl ance as possible to whatever |left the departure point.

Also inportant in both fields is using systemresources efficiently,
whi ch nmeans avoi di ng situations in which sone channel s becone choked while
others are not being used at all. Thus, norning conmuters seek out alternative
routes for getting to work, which spreads traffic out over all the available
roads, to come together at a common destination. A standard technique for
sending large files of information fromone conputer to another through a
conmuni cati ons network works the same way. The sendi ng conmputer breaks the
file up into data "packets," which follow different routes through the network
to the destination, with different conputers along the way deciding from
nmonent to noment which way to route any given packet, depending on the
conditions at the tine.

To guard against errors due to interference, equipnent faults, or other
causes, the conmputer at the sending end uses the data content of a packet to
conpute a mat hematical function known as a "checksum" which it sends al ong
with the message. The receiving computer perforns the sane cal cul ati on on what
shoul d be the sane data and conpares its checksumw th the one that has been
sent. If they match, then the nessage is clear; or nore precisely, the chances
against it are astronomically renote.

Raynmond went on, "W figured out a way to transmt Magician's Tangerine
file down, using the Russians' own Earthlink. Basically the idea was very
sinmple: rig the packets to carry a bad checksum which neans that the
recei ving Sovi et ground-station throws themout as garbage. But NSA is
watch-listing the m smatches. Get it?"

Paul a was al ready nodding and smiling faintly. It was neat. Wen the
checksuns failed to match, the receiving conputer would sinply assune that the
message it had assenbl ed was corrupted, disregard it, and signal for a repeat
transm ssion. Wat Col onel Raynond was saying was that the checksuns for the
packets containing the Tangerine file would be deliberately m scal cul at ed.
Therefore they would, in effect, be invisible to the nmessage-processing
conputers at the Soviet ground-station. But the conputers in the US Nationa
Security Agency's receiving posts in Japan, Australia, Britain, and el sewhere,
whi ch eavesdropped on the Soviets' comunications all the time -- and just
about everyone else's, too, for that matter -- would be programmed to | ook for
just those m smatches. Thus they would be able to intercept the infornmation
that the Soviet systemignored. (It went without saying that it would be a
sinmple matter to abort the retransm ssion attenpts for each packet after a
couple of tries, to avoid getting the systeminto a | oop that woul d ot herwi se
go on forever.)

"Tricky, though," Paula said. "Mgician would have to get inside the
conmuni cations center up there."

"He was a mai ntenance supervisor,’
okay."

Raynond rem nded her. "That part was



"Yes, but it would involve actually getting into the system software
somehow, and tampering with it. WAs that really Magician's field?"

Fol eda gave a heavy sigh. "You've hit it, right on the nail."

Paul a gl anced around quickly. "I take it fromthe way we're tal king that
this didn't work out."

"W worked with what we had," Fol eda said. "Mgician wasn't an expert on
Soviet software. But we got the job down to what seened |ike a straightforward

procedure, and he was confident he could hack it.... But sonething went wong.
He got caught. The | ast we heard he was back in Mbscow -- in the Lubyanka
jail."

"The Tangerine file wasn't transmitted?" Paul a said.

Fol eda shook his head. "Nothing ever cane through."

"Presumably they got himfirst," Kehrn said, still below the wallscreen
He cane back to the table and sat down at |ast.

Paul a | ooked away and gazed at the inmage of Val entina Tereshkova again
whi | e she thought over what had been said. So, if it was a disguised battle
platform in conbination with the other weaponry that the Soviets were known
to have deployed in space, it would outgun everything the West had been
putting up for the past decade. But why did that call for the neeting in
progress now, and in particular her presence at it? Then it came to her
suddenly what the neeting was all about. She jerked her head away fromthe
screen to | ook at Raynond and Fol eda. "That file is still up there," she said.

"Right on the nail, again," Foleda confirmed. "Magician nmanaged to get a
nmessage through to us after he was arrested -- it doesn't matter how -- saying
that as a precaution, he created a backup copy of the file. Apparently the
Sovi ets never found out about it." Foleda gestured at the screen. "It's up
there right now, inside a section of Mermaid' s databank, stored invisibly
under a special access code. W have that code. Wat we don't have is sonebody
up there who woul d know how to break into a Russian computer system and use
it."

Paul a stared hard at himas the neaning of it all becanme clear. They had
ri sked using a non-specialist, and the ganble had failed. But by a small
mracle, the prize was still waiting to be claimed. This tinme they wanted an
expert.

She swal | owed and shifted her gaze fromone to another of the faces
staring back at her questioningly. "Now wait a minute..." she began

CHAPTER TWD
"Now wait a mnute," Paula had repeated in the privacy of Col one
Raynond' s office an hour after the neeting ended. "My degrees are in
el ectroni cs and conputer comunications. |'ma scientist. If | wanted to get
m xed up in this kind of business |I'd have joined Foleda' s outfit or the ClA
not the Air Force."

"But this job needs your kind of expertise,"” Raynmond had said. "And the
way they' ve got it figured out, it wouldn't really be that risky."

"Tell that to the last guy who tried. He's in Lubyanka prison."

"Thi s approach would be different. You wouldn't have to get inside the

conputer center -- or anywhere that'd be all that difficult."
"Except a Soviet space station nearly two hundred thousand niles out."
"Kehrn expl ai ned how that could be arranged.... Paula, just prom se that
you'll take a few minutes to think over how inportant this is, would you,

pl ease? It's not only the potential mlitary value of getting detailed
intelligence on those weapons. The political inplications are monunental. The
unal i gned great powers that we've seen energing in this century -- Japan
China, Brazil, the Southeast Asian alliance -- have tended to regard both us
and the Russians as equally crooked in the long run, and played us of f against
each other. But this would prove to the world, irrefutably and finally, that
all the assurances we've been hearing about how the Soviets have changed but



nobody understands them are just as much horseshit as everything el se they' ve
told us over the years. It would show that we are not victinms of paranoia..
that our suspicions all along have been grounded in reality, and their aimis

still to spread their systemworl dw de, by force or otherw se, as much as it
ever was. But against the Iineup of global power that this could nmean, they'd
be powerless -- ruined politically. This 'Pedestal' operation that Foleda's

peopl e are tal ki ng about could be it, Paula, the end of the line for them--
kaputski. That's what this job could nean."

That was when she had nade her first m stake, she decided: she'd agreed
to think about it.

A mal e voi ce that incongruously bl ended an American twang with a guttural
Russi an accent spoke from a | oudspeaker somewhere overhead and interrupted her
reverie. "Ladies and gentlenen, we are now approachi ng Val enti na Tereshkova
and shoul d be docking in approximately twenty minutes. Arrival formalities
will be minimal, and there will be refreshnents while we hear a short address
in the hub reception | ounge before comrencing our tour. The Soviet Mnistry of
Space Sci ences hopes that despite the limted space aboard the transporter
craft, your journey has been confortable. Thank you."

On the viewscreen at the front of the cabin, Tereshkova was al nost a ful
circle, highlighted as two brilliant crescents slashed in the black background
by the Sun off to one side. Around Paul a, the other passengers were stirring
and becom ng tal kative agai n, and those who had been asl eep were stretching,
yawni ng, patting hair back into shape, and refastening ties and shirtcuffs.
There were a hundred or so altogether -- mainly political and mlitary
figures, scientists, and reporters fromWstern and Asian nations -- invited
on a special visit to the colony to cormmenorate the Soviets' centennial My
Day. The voyage fromthe | ow Earth-orbiting transfer platformwhere they had
boarded the transporter from surface shuttles had taken over fifteen hours.

Al t hough this was probably the first spaceflight for nost of them the initial
excitement had lasted only so long, even with receding views of Earth com ng
t hrough on the screen periodically to relieve the unchanging starfield. Now
there was sonething new to see

"Time to wake up," she nurnured to the nan sprawled in the seat next to

her, a still-open nagazine resting | oosely between his fingers. "W're here.
Vel come to Orbitskigrad. ™
The man whom she still knew only as Lewi s Earnshaw stretched agai nst his

restraining belt, held the pose for a few seconds while emtting a | ong-drawn
m xture of a yawn and a groan, and rel axed. Then he rubbed his eyes, sat up in
his seat, and | ooked around. "Hone, honme at Lagrange?" he rmurnured.

He was in his late thirties, solid but athletically built, and had
straight dark hair parted conventionally, brown eyes that were alert and
hurmor ous nmost of the time but could be reflective when the occasi on denanded,
and a clean-cut, square-jawed face with a tight, upturned nouth. This kind of
thing was his business. He was a civilian agent froma departnment that Bernard
Fol eda ran sonmewhere in the murkier depths of the UDI A known nebul ously as
the "Operations Section." Like Paula, he was wearing a badge that identified
himas representing Pacific News Services of California, USA

"Quite an experience, eh, General ?" soneone inquired in the row behind
t hem

"More boring than driving across Texas," another voice drawled loudly in
reply.

"The people don't seemexactly wild with excitenent," Earnshaw said,
cl osing the nagazine and slipping it back in the pouch in front of him
"That's what you get when a generation raised on electronics grows up. Cotta
have new stinulation all the time."

"Real ity can be a good substitute," Paula answered dryly.

"So long as you don't get hooked on it."

She had met himbefore their first briefing together by sone of Foleda's



spooks fromthe Pentagon underworld. After Col onel Raynond finally tal ked her
round, transfer orders had cone through with amazing rapidity, assigning her
to tenporary duty with the UDI A. She had noved from Massachusetts to
Washi ngton within a week, and after a crash course in regulations and
procedures for off-planet duties, she found herself in orbit aboard a USSF
manned pl atform as one of a dozen trai nees undergoi ng practica
fam liarization with a space environnent. Tal k about personal backgrounds had
been di scouraged, so she had learned little about her classmates, including
Earnshaw. At that time, before their cover identities had been invented, she
had known himonly by his class pseudonym of "George," and had hersel f been
known to the rest sinply as "Joyce." It only occurred to her later that the
entire class had probably consisted of final candidates for the same m ssion
She wondered how many people that |ast dozen had been selected from Fol eda
certainly wasn't taking any chances this tine.

Ear nshaw had struck her as capabl e and sel f-assured, which she respected,
and the two of them had worked well together on group tasks, despite her
st ubborn i ndependent streak and his perennial skepticismand refusal or
inability to trust anyone, which at times exasperated her. On the other hand,
he didn't talk when he had nothing to say, and he wasn't especially bothered
about maintaining an i mage and having to be popular all the tinme. It was a
pity he was in a profession that bred such cynicismand suspicion, she
renenber ed thinking. He mi ght have nade a good scientist.

"What attracted nme into science as a career?" she had answered once to a
question he'd asked her. It was sonething they'd tal ked about during tine off

and breaks between cl asses aboard the space platform "I guess because the
chal | enges were demanding intellectually. It doesn't |eave room for
pretenti ousness or self-delusion, as you get in a lot of other areas -- 1've

never been able to stand phoniness. It deals in facts and truth, its
concl usi ons are unanbi guous, and it tests them against reality.”

"The rest of the world has a lot to learn, eh?" he'd said, in the way he
had of tal king absolutely neutrally when he wanted to -- usually when they
drifted into sonething controversial -- with no discernible expression or
i ntonation, neither approving nor disapproving, agreeing nor disagreeing,
encour agi ng nor di scouragi ng. Sormehow it always had the effect of opening her
up more. She'd wondered if it was a result of gunshoe training.

"The rest of the world runs on deception and mani pul ation -- what el se
can you say?" she'd answered. "It's what people perceive and believe that
matters. Whether or not the perceptions and beliefs happen to be true has
nothing to do with it. What matters is that everyone buys the product, votes

the right way, and behaves thenselves. | don't know who | bl anme nost --
cynical |leaders, or the gullible people who listen to them The irony of it
all is that | should end up here, working for this outfit." Yet, here she was.

On anot her occasion, while they were having |unch together in one of the
Pent agon's cafeterias during the three-week preparation period after they were
sel ected, she had said, "You see, the whole problemw th the world is that
fools and fanatics are always so certain of thenselves, but w ser people so
full of doubts."

"Who said that?" Earnshaw had asked.

"Bertrand Russell." She'd waited a nonent while he thought it over. "A
phi | osopher."

" Phi | osopher, eh?"

"Sometine back in the last century.”

"Just like that?"

"What do you nean, 'just like that'?"

"That's how he said it, just like that?"

"l guess so."

Ear nshaw had eyed her skeptically, then asked, "How cone he didn't put "I
think' at the end of it?"

The pressure of the seat against her back increased as the transporter



cane round and decelerated into its stern-first final approach. The inmage on
the screen had enl arged noticeably. Then the view cut to a close-up of the
central part of the hub structure with its array of comunications antennas,
and the docking port's outer doors swi nging open to admit the ship. The sight
of the bay inside |ooned | arger, ablaze with arc |anps, provoking a tw nge of
nervousness inside her. Her second m stake, she decided, had been to go ahead
and think about it after she'd prom sed to.

A quarter of an hour later, the passengers collected their coats, bags,
and ot her bel ongi ngs, and exited through the forward door, moving awkwardly
and using handrails for assistance in the lowgravity conditions near
Tereshkova's axis. They energed onto a carpeted ranmp, where snmiling attendants
in gray uniforms were waiting to usher themthrough to the reception | ounge.

CHAPTER THREE

"Dobro pozal ovat u Val enti nu Tereshkovu," the Russian official said when
they came to the front of the short Iine at one of the reception booths. There
had been a baggage check when they transferred fromthe surface shuttle in
Earth orbit. He peered at their badges and switched to English. "Wl cone to
Val entina Tereshkova," Earnshaw handed himtheir two docunment holders. The
Russi an extracted a plastic card from Paula's, passed it through a reader
checked the information and picture that appeared on a screen in front of him
and entered a code into a keyboard. Then he repeated the process with the
other folder. "Ms. Shelner and M. Earnshaw, both from Pacific News Services,
Los Angeles, California." He studied the screen again for a nmonent. "Yes,
these are correct. What is the purpose of your visit?" Hs tone was one of
personal curiosity rather than of official dom

"Speci al coverage for a consortium of West Coast agencies," Paul a
replied. "W' ve schedul ed a nunmber of special-feature itens on this for the
next few weeks."

"I see. Wll, we nmust be sure to take good care of you. Can't afford any
bad publicity, eh? I'msure that Anericans know all about that." The Russian
passed across two pre-prepared |ID badges in red frames. "War these at al
times for your own conveni ence and safety, and remain within the designated
visitor zones, which are clearly indicated. The stewards wearing red arnbands
are at your service if you have questions or need assistance." He indicated
t he canera and ot her equi prent that Earnshaw was hol ding. "Pictures are
permtted anywhere within the visitor zones. Thank you, and enjoy your stay
with us. Next, please."

Still loping in bounds nore than wal king -- because of their negligible
wei ght near the spin axis -- they followed a short ranp to a gate that |ed
fromthe arrival area into the reception |ounge. G oups of people were already
form ng around tables set, cocktail-party style, with assorted hors d' oeuvres,
breads, neats, and cheeses. Earnshaw s wist unit, which |ooked |ike an
ordi nary conputer-conmuni cator, beeped al nost inaudibly as they passed through
the gate. He stopped a few feet into the | ounge to press something on it and
consult the readout.

"That Russian was quite civilized," Paula said as she stopped al ongsi de
him "Are you sure we're in the right place? I thought they were all supposed
to be nonsters.”

"Today, they're all on their best behavior," Earnshaw said. "Shop w ndow
to the world. Conme on, let's get a drink and eat." They began novi ng toward
the bar that had been set up by one wall. "Ch, incidentally" -- he nade it
sound |i ke an afterthought -- "you've just been X-rayed." Fortunately, the
speci al equi prrent they were carrying had been designed with that kind of
possibility in mnd, and would have shown not hi ng unusual

For the next half hour or so, the guests munched on snacks and stretched
their legs as guests of the Soviet press agency Novosti, while two speakers
delivered a double act that alternated wel com ng remarks and a preview of the



comng tour with a lament for msunderstood Marxi sm Then the party noved on
out of the reception lounge into a large, brightly lit gallery with corridors
| eading off in all directions, railed catwal ks above, machi nery bays bel ow,
doorways everywhere, and a confusing geonmetry in which verticals converged
overhead and the floor was visibly curved.

As they waited to board elevators for the half-mle "descent” to the rim
Paul a | ooked around to reconcile the surroundings with the published
construction plans that she and Earnshaw had spent hours menorizi ng. She
wondered if it was significant that the tour didn't take in any part of the
hub system The sane thought seened to have occurred al so to a worman behi nd
them who was wearing a European Space Agency badge. "Excuse me," the ESA
worman said to the red-arnbanded steward by the door as the group began
shuffling forward into the el evator

" Madan®?"

"Are we going straight down to the ring now? W're not going to see
anything up here first?"

"There is really nothing of special interest to see up here."

"Not hi ng? That's surprising. Wat's behind that far bul k-head, and the

pi pes back there, for instance -- between here, where we're standing, and the
next spoke?"
"Only storage tanks -- fuel for the Earth and lunar transporters, various

agricultural and industrial chem cals, and water."

"You must store an enornous amount of everything. There's nothing el se?"

"Just storage tanks, nmadam "

Ear nshaw gl anced at Paul a and rai sed an eyebrow. That was where the
| aunchers for sone of the ejectable nodul es that Jonathan Watts had tal ked
about were supposed to be | ocated.

After the long flight up fromEarth orbit, the return to nornal
bodywei ght as the el evator noved out to the rimfelt like a debilitating
heavi ness creeping through their bodies; but in another respect, it was
reassuring to emerge wal king naturally again.

Val enti na Tereshkova contained three built-up urban zones inside its main
torus, which in the official bureaucratese of the predistributed literature
wer e desi gnated, m nd-bogglingly, "high-density residential-occupationa
social units." The bureaucrats didn't have to |live there, however, and the
Russi an gui des who acconpanied the visitors down fromthe hub referred to them
simply as "towns." Each was clustered around the base of one of the ngjor
spokes, which forned a central tower disappearing through the roof to connect
to the hub. Alternating with the three major spokes were three slinmer ones,
which termnated in the mddle of the agricultural zones between the towns at
built-up transportation and processi ng conpl exes known sinmply as Agricultura
Stations 1, 2, and 3.

The town that the party arrived in was called Turgenev, and constituted
the adm nistrative and social center. The tour began with a stop high up on
the central tower above the main square, where the guides led the visitors
through fromthe el evators onto an outside terrace for a general view of the
colony. Paul a judged the roof to be fifty to a hundred feet above where they
were standi ng. The cross-section of the rimwas not circular as in a true
torus, but flattened like a wide autonobile tire, with the roof stretching
away horizontally for a distance on either side before it curved over and down
to become the sides. Illumination came fromtwo rows of what |ooked |ike
i mense, gol den-glow ng, venetian-blind slats recedi ng upward and out of sight
with the sweep of the roof -- louvered reflectors that adnmitted light froman
external mrror system Power for the colony's industries came from nucl ear
reactors located at the hub

Bel ow the terrace, a ribbonlike mniworld curved away and upward between
enclosing walls a little under a sixth of a mle apart. The nearer buil di ngs
were higher, nmerging into a monolith of tiered plazas, ranps, pedestrian ways,
and bridges around the tower to formthe town's center. Architectural styles
were varied and followed light, airy, clean designs incorporating plenty of



color and glass, interm xed with screens of natural greenery. The strangest
thing was the geonetry, or lack of it -- for everywhere and on all |evels,
wal I s nmet at odd, asymetrical angles, passages branched between buil di ngs,
roadways curved beneat h underpasses to energe in a different direction, and
not hi ng seemed to run square to anything el se, anywhere. Presumably the
intention was to break up the underlying continuity and di ssol ve the sense of
living inside a tube. If so, it worked.

"The architect who designed this nmust have had a fetish about rhonboids,"
Paul a remarked as they | ooked out fromthe terrace.

There were many figures noving about; below, a vehicle emerged from
behi nd a buildi ng, noving al ong sone kind of track. Farther away, the
t ownscape gave way to a nore open conposition of public buildings and
residential units, trees, and parks, with glints of water in several places.
The terrain clinbed on either side to forma roughly U shaped vall ey about a
central strip, with buildings giving way to terraces of crops and pasture
strips for aninmals farther away in the agricultural zone. Due to unantici pated
difficulties with maintaining the ecol ogi cal bal ance, which the Russians
freely admtted, the general scene was not as idyllic as their
public-relations rel eases had enthusiastically prom sed when construction
commenced. |In some places the metal shoring walls stood bare between tiers of
barren, grayish-l1ooking soil fornmed from processed noondust, and in others the
vegetation was yellow and linp. Their official |line now was that this was
only the first phase, and aesthetics would be attended to | ater; and nost
reactions were to concede that that was what experinmentation was all about.
This was a prototype colony, after all.

"Conventional enclosed dwellings are not functionally necessary, of
course, since the climate can be controlled at all times,"” the Russian guide
was saying. "As you can see, however, famliar styles and arrangenents into
nei ghbor hood groupings are used, to give a feeling of normality as far as is
practicable. The designers of Valentina Tereshkova took the view that the
forms of houses whi ch peopl e have evolved on Earth over |ong periods of tine
best reflect the kinds of surroundings they prefer to live in. There seened no
reason to change it -- at least, until rmuch nore is known about how peopl e
adapt to living in space.”

"What materials are used for construction?" somebody asked.

"Of the buildings? Mainly alum num titanium and other light netals
processed fromlunar ores. Currently the ore is catapulted nagnetically up
fromthe lunar surface, but we are constructing an experinental facility on
Mare Coghitumto test high-power |asers as a | aunch mechanism The Mon is not
rich in hydrogen or carbon. You will find many things fabricated fromceram cs
and netals here, but few plastics. That will change, of course, when
technol ogi es for transnutation of elements are devel oped on an industrial
scale.”

"What's outside the town?" someone el se wanted to know.

"A recreation area that includes sports fields and a | ake. Beyond that is
the region called Ukraine: one of the agricultural sectors where we raise food
and |livestock to feed the colony. W will be taking a look at it when we | eave
Turgenev. Past Ukraine, at the bottom of the next mmjor spoke, is the town of
Landausk, Val entina Tereshkova's scientific and industrial center. W will
have di nner in Landausk, and accommodation will be provided there tonight
before we tour the town in the norning. Now |l et ne point out some of the nore
interesting things that are visible fromwhere we are now..."

Paul a tried to take her mind off the m ssion that had brought her here.
She found herself envying the other people around her, w shing that she, like
them could enjoy the experience w thout apprehension. She went through the
m ssion plan once again in her mnd, nentally rehearsing every step as she had
a hundred tines, like a nervous, first-tinme actress nuttering her lines while
wai ti ng backstage for her entry cue. She thought of the crew back in the lab
i n Massachusetts, secure in their famliar day-to-day routine. Her third
nm st ake, she decided, had been rationalizing to herself that she could use a



little nore excitenent in her life. If she ever got out of this, an occasiona
dabble in sin with the |ikes of Ed Sutton would be just about all the
excitenment she'd need.

"The six-sided building behind, with the glass frontage, is the
uni versity gymmasium wth courts for squash, tennis, and volleyball, a
swi mmi ng pool, a weight-training room and a general arena with seating for
fifteen hundred people. The students come from.." The guide's voice droned on
intermnably. Wuldn't they ever get on with it?

She gl anced at Earnshaw, who at that nonent was doing a convincing job of
panni ng slowy sideways to record the viewwith his canera. He | owered the
instrument fromhis face to let the shoulder strap take the weight, and | ooked
around casually, if anything seem ng slightly bored, |ike soneone passing a
sl ow Sunday afternoon at the city museum But as always, his eyes were
constantly nobile, mssing nothing, checking everything. She tried to tel
herself that if there had been anythi ng unsound about this m ssion, someone
i ke hi mwould never have let hinself be talked into coming on it.

"...transportation around the ring, as we shall see later. Good. Well, if
there are no further questions for the tine being, we will board the elevators
again and conpl ete our descent to the central concourse, and fromthere cone
out into the central square of Turgenev. Actually it's not square really, but

an irregul ar polygon, as you'll see. | suppose we call it that through
convention. So, if you would follow the stewards at the back, |adies and
gentl emen..."

And then they were all noving back inside the tower. One of the voices
around her commented that the place was artistic as well as functional
showi ng spontaneity and individualism Surprising. Not at all the staid,
crushing conformity you cane to expect from Russian bureaucraci es. Another
voi ce explained it was because the Russians had copied it froma Japanese
desi gn.

Despite her resolve, Paula found her chest thunping. Now it would be only
a matter of m nutes.

CHAPTER FOUR

Russi ans had been m strusting and spying on each other for centuries,
| ong before the abdication of the czar in March 1917 and the subsequent
sei zure of power by Lenin in Novenber. Largely as a result of this kind of
tradition, their officials worried about anything they couldn't predict. They
worried especially about behavior by their subordinates that they couldn't
explain to their superiors. Hence, all the way down the lines of command, the
overriding forrmula for survival cane to be: follow orders, don't ask
guestions, never volunteer, and al ways behave predictably. One consequence was
the stifling of innovation and creativity. Another was that they never --
wel |, hardly ever -- deviated from precedent. The operations analysts in
Bernard Fol eda's covert section of the UDI A had established fromrecords of
previous tours of Valentina Tereshkova that the schedule, the route, and the
procedures foll owed were always the same. This fact had been of great help in
drawi ng up the mssion plan.

As the party of a hundred or so visitors assenbled fromthe elevators in
the main central concourse at ground level, the guides divided it into a
nunber of special-interest groups according to preferences which had been
i ndi cated in advance. Thus, all the visitors would be able to see what they
wanted to without being wearied by overload and without taxing any one
| ocation unduly. Furthernore, in a way that was uncharacteristically flexible
for Russians, people were allowed to change their mnds and switch groups at
the last nonent. Invariably sone did. On this particular tour it was certain
that quite a few would, because they had been asked to. They didn't have to
know why.

Hence, for a while the conpositions and sizes of the various groups woul d



be uncertain. The Russians coul d have kept track precisely if they wanted to,
of course, but not w thout subjecting the visitors to a lot of cattle-like
herdi ng and head-counting, which on previous occasions they had refrained from
doing. It was certain, however, that the total would be verified when the
whol e party canme together again for lunch two hours | ater. Thus, Paula and

Ear nshaw woul d have sonewhere in the region of an hour and three quarters to
conplete their task and reappear by the tine the groups reassenbled in the
central concourse before proceeding through to the restaurant.

The plan required themto | eave the zone that visitors were free to nove
in, and the first problemwas with the badges they had been given on arrival.
As anyone conversant with security practices would have assuned -- and
checking with various intelligence sources had confirnmed -- the badges
cont ai ned el ectronic mcrochips, which when triggered by a particular infrared
transm ssion would transmt back a code uniquely allocated to the wearer. Wen
sensors detected sonebody about to pass through a doorway, say, the badge
woul d be interrogated and its response forwarded to a conputer that knew who
was aut horized to go where, and which would raise an alarmif it detected a
vi ol ati on.

Earnshaw and Paula drifted to the side of the central concourse. For the
nmonent conditions were disorderly, with people mlling around between the
various groups, sonme splitting away into the short corridor nearby that led to
the rest roons, and others com ng back out. Earnshaw | ooked around, saw
not hi ng to arouse suspi ci on, and nodded. They nmoved on into the corridor. It
was fairly broad, with the entrance to the nen's facilities lying to the
right, the wonen's to the left, and some doors to storage closets on both
sides. Facing themat the far end was a second exit, which they knew from
their briefings led to a foyer interconnecting vari ous machi nery roons,
techni cal wor kshops, and offices. A large sign above the far exit announced in
several | anguages, NO VI SITORS PAST THI'S PO NT. There were no physi cal guards
-- shipping people fromEarth was too expensive a business for themto stand
around all day doing nothing -- but it was clear that anyone setting off the
al armwoul dn't get very much farther before being apprehended. That was the
way Earnshaw and Paul a needed to go.

Ear nshaw entered the nen's room and unslung his canera and satchel of
accessories. A half dozen or so other nmen were inside, and sone of the
cubicl es were occupied. To one side of the entrance was the white, |ouvered
door of a janitor and mai ntenance technician's closet. He | ooked around and
over head but could detect no sign of surveillance. According to a Cl A report
that he'd seen, the Soviets resorted to such extremes of snooping as
concealing lenses in rest roons only in top-security locations. This was
hardly a top-security part of Valentina Tereshkova -- indeed, according to the
Soviet clainms, the whole place was just a civilian experinment in space
col oni zation. But on the other hand, if it really was a disguised battle
platform.. But there had to be some risks.

"Long way to cone to see Disneyl and, huh?" the ruddy-faced man w ping his
hands by the mirror said.

"I guess this has to be the real Space Muntain," Earnshaw answered. The
ruddy-faced man | aughed and left.

Earnshaw | ocked hinmself in one of the cubicles and commenced his
transformation. A touch of facial creamto dull his skin, sone shadow to
enhance wrinkles, a graying, ragged, Stalinesque rmustache, and a nodest
application of hair whitener added a dozen years to his age. H's vest, turned
back-to-front, became a worn crewneck sweater; his suit reversed into a dark
green, grease-stained work uniform and a pair of fal se uppers changed his
shoes into crunpl ed boots. The satchel that he was carrying wasn't as rigid as
it appeared. Wth its stiffening frame renoved it could be turned inside out,
and when the frame was put back again it became a tool box of the kind issued
to nechanics all over the colony, |arge enough to hold the dismantl ed
"camera." Finally, he rubbed a trace of grinme into the creases of his hands



and under his nails, added a streak to his forehead, and pulled on a cap

When the Russian steward stuck his head in the door of the rest roomto
check, all the visitors had left. "No stray sheep left in here?" he said to
t he mai nt enance engi neer in the green uniform who was runmaging in the closet
near the door.

"They're all gone," Earnshaw munbl ed in Russian w thout | ooking round.

"It's chaos out there this time. You know, | swear our school children
make | ess fuss than some of those people.™

"No discipline. That's what it is."

"You're right. Although, mnd you, I wouldn't say no to sone of those
Ameri can wonen out there. How do they afford such cl ot hes?"
"Well, if they don't do anything that's worth enough to pay for them

t hen somebody el se must pay for them That's capitalism™

"Gve nme a break. You sound like a Party hack."

Ear nshaw fini shed putting tools into his box and turned fromthe closet,
holding a reel of electrical wire. He had hidden his red-framed visitor's
badge in the cl oset and had exchanged it for an imtation blue-framed one, as

worn by general workers and inhabitants of the colony, "I don't know you," he
said to the steward. "You nmight be KGB."

"Do ne a favor! | transferred here from Landausk a few days ago."

"I see. Landausk, eh?" Earnshaw |lifted a stepladder out fromthe closet.
"I suppose we'll be seeing nore of you around here, then."

"Yes, | suppose so. Well, 1'd better be getting back. See you around.™

"Sure."

The steward di sappeared. Earnshaw waited for a few seconds, and then
carried the | adder out into the corridor. He positioned it in the center of
the floor underneath the translucent panel covering the light, clinmbed up, and
had just begun undoi ng the fastenings when Paul a energed fromthe | adies
room She was wearing a mai ntenance engineer's uniform too, now Her face had
shed its nakeup, and she had acquired dark hair.

VWen a tubby man in a blue shirt cane through fromthe off-limts
direction a mnute or so later they were hard at work, with several of the
lighting tubes renoved and wires trailing down fromthe opened panel in the
ceiling. They said nothing, and the tubby man went through into the rest room
Ear nshaw reached into his tool box and handed down one of the subassenblies
that the canmera had cone apart into. Superficially it |ooked |ike an
electrician's test neter. Recessed into it at one end, however, was a tiny
I ens sensitive to infrared. When the tubby man canme out again and went back
t hrough the doorway, Paula aimed the unit to read the interrogation signa
emtted by the transmtter above the door. It also read the response code from
t he tubby man's badge, which reflected invisibly off the surrounding wall. A
nmonent later, a sign appeared in the unit's readout, confirmng that the
conputer inside was set to mimc the tubby man's code. Paul a gl anced up at
Ear nshaw and nodded.

Ear nshaw came back down the | adder, and Paul a plugged a |l ead fromthe
unit into another neter to programit fromthe first. Then she disconnected it
and handed it to Earnshaw. Now t hey each had a device that would minmc a valid
response signal. Earnshaw picked up his tool box and approached the doorway. A
light on his unit flickered as he went through, indicating that it had been
i nterrogated and had responded. Paula cane after him and hers did the sane.
Now t hey were conmitted. They followed the wall on the far side of the doorway
for a short distance and stopped at a switch panel, where they set down their
equi prent and tools. Paul a renmoved the coverpl ate and began | ooseni ng
connections inside, while Earnshaw squatted down and made a play of searching
in the tool box while he checked the |ayout of the surroundi ngs agai nst what
they had been led to expect. Two nen wal ked by, tal king, then turned a corner
and di sappeared. A woman came out of a door and went off in the other
direction.

Paul a fought to keep her hands steady and | ook as if she were working
normal ly. The met hod they had used was far from fool proof, and it was



possi bl e, even now, that they had triggered an alarm although there were no
whoopi ng sirens or flashing lights to indicate the fact. If the conmputer that
t he badge-readers tal ked to was programed to check each individual's
nmoverents from place to place, for example -- which it possessed all the
information to do -- it would just have deduced that the sane person had
passed through the sane point three times w thout going back again. O perhaps
the systemused a one-tinme code for every badge, where the response changed
according to a predeternined formula every tinme it was used. In a top-security
envi ronnent, precautions |like that would be routine. But the whol e essence of
the new plan was to avoid having to penetrate into such areas, and this

| ocation had been selected for the operation precisely because nothing of

ot her -t han-domestic significance went on there. In those circunstances, the

Washi ngt on experts had pronounced -- probably keeping their crossed fingers
out of sight behind their backs, Paula had conme to suspect only when it was
too late -- automatic tracking would be unlikely. As long as there was not hi ng

to indicate that anyone had gone where they weren't supposed to, and that no
visitors were about to wander off and get |ost, the conputer woul d be happy.

Ear nshaw seened satisfied after surveying the surroundings. "Let's go,"
he whi spered. They had an hour and fifteen m nutes.

Leaving a sign saying, in Russian, DANGER -- H GH VOLTAGE, bel ow the
opened switch panel, they picked up their things again and followed a corridor
out of the foyer to a netal-railed staircase. A flight down brought themto a
| andi ng overl ooki ng a machinery bay, with a catwal k | eadi ng off and running
al ong above it on one side. They went on down to where a narrow passage | ed
the other way at the bottomof the stairs. A man in a white coat appeared out
of the passage, stood aside and nodded perfunctorily as they passed, then went
on up wi thout giving thema second gl ance.

They entered the passage. After a short distance, one side opened into a
gallery full of ducts, piping, structural nenbers, and cable rum wth a bank
of electrical cabinets standing in a line along one wall. The passage
continued on, but they left it and picked their way through the gallery to a
set of steps |eading down into a shall ow bay, partly screened fromthe
corridor by the clutter of machinery they had clinbed through. Three sides of
t he bay consisted of banks of plain netal boxes containing environnental
nmoni toring and control conputers, along with conduits bringing in signals from
sensors and instruments in thousands of different |ocations. Although the
pl ace was normal ly unmanned, it contained a bench for use by service engineers
when they came to perform checks or repairs. At one end of the bench was an
i nstrument panel containing test meters, switches, a keyboard and displ ay
screen, and fitted with various supply sockets. One of these sockets was a
standard type provided for the engineers to plug portable conputers into to
access the maintenance departnent's database for reference data -- with the
conplexity of nodern systenms, carrying the requisite manuals around woul d have
requi red a wheel barrow. And it was inside the maintenance departnent's section
of the databank that Magician had hi dden the backup copy of Tangerine -- the
file that the whol e operati on was ai ned at recovering.

Ear nshaw took out the final section of the "canera"” fromhis tool box. It
was, in fact, a specially designed m croconputer, with a plug that matched the
standard Russian data socket. Paula pulled a stool from under the bench and
sat down. She plugged in the set, connected the power |ead, and activated a
search routine to begin testing access routes into the system She worked
qui ckly, nervously, pausing to study a response on the set's mniature screen
thinking for a second, entering a conmand -- wanting to get it over wth.

Ear nshaw st ood behind, silent, watching the approach into the bay. There were
mai nt enance points like this all over Tereshkova, but this one was nore
secl uded than nost. That was why they had picked it.

Paul a bit her lip with suppressed tension as a hunch yielded a positive
response. The mai ntenance departnent's systemused a fairly straightforward
nmet hod of access codes, which was to be expected, since it contained
relatively insensitive information. As another |ine of code appeared, opening



t he executive level of the file manager, she breathed a silent prayer of
gratitude for Magician's presence of mnd in choosing this systemto hide the
filein. O had it been sinmply because he worked in the maintenance
department ? Breaking into one of the higher-security systens, such as the
research departnent's, or the informati on bank kept by Tereshkova's branch of
the KGB, would have been inpossible in the time avail abl e.

She attenpted a direct request for the file. It failed. The initiating
address pointer had been erased to make it invisible. She obtained a sector
tabl e, |ocated the header she wanted, and conmanded a forced read. The system
acknow edged that it had the file, but demanded an access validation to
rel ease it. She supplied the code she had been given. There was a pause. Then
a new | ine appeared, requesting an output-destination spec. "I think we're
getting there!" Paul a hissed up at Earnshaw.

He turned and hunched down to peer over her shoul der. She entered anot her
line and sat watching the screen tensely. A delay of perhaps two seconds
dragged by. Then a confirmation appeared. In the same instant a line in
Engl i sh appeared bel ow

GP700 "TANGERI NE'; STAT OK: READY TO READ. MEM DES? FI LE DES? READ ACC?

Paul a shifted the keyboard from Cyrillic al phabet to English and
conpl eted the dialogue. A final, single-word |ine confirned:

COPYI NG

She sat back, closed her eyes, and exhaled a long, silent breath of
relief. Earnshaw s fingers closed around her arm and squeezed reassuringly.
She blinked and peered at the screen again, as, if to make sure. The word was
still there, glowing solid and jubilant. It neant that Magician's file was
bei ng copied through to create a duplicate inside the high-density
menory-crystal arrays contained in their portable device. The copying woul d
take just a matter of seconds, and then the original inside the maintenance
department's dat abank woul d be destroyed. All that would be |left then would be
to get the copy hone.

COPYI NG COVPLETED AND VERI FI ED CONFI RM SOURCE ERASURE?

Paul a | eaned forward to enter a reply..

She wasn't sure what it was that registered -- a sound, sonething
glinmpsed fromthe corner of her eye, an unconsciously perceived sense of
nmoverent ? Earnshaw was still down next to her, watching the screen. She turned
her head suddenly to | ook up past him.. and gasped out |oud in sudden dismay.

"Rermai n as you are!" the Russian officer snapped, pointing his pistol
Earnshaw s head j erked around. Paula could do nothing but stare up nunbly.

There were four nore uniformed guards behind, two of them holding | evel ed
submachi ne guns. The officer noved a pace forward to the edge of the bay, and
| ooked down. He had a Tartar face beneath the peaked cap, olive-skinned, with
narrow eyes and hi gh cheekbones. "Keep your hands in sight,"” he instructed.
"Now, back slowy against the far wall. Make no sudden noves."

CHAPTER FI VE

The night's rain had freshened the air after a week of early sunmer heat
t hat had become oppressive, and the scattered clouds |eft over Washi ngton
D.C., by nmorning promi sed a spell of cool relief. Bernard Foleda | et the drape
fall back across the bedroom w ndow with a satisfied "pom pom pom pom
pom pom pom pom pont to the tune of Mzart's overture to The Inpresario, and
finished knotting his tie. He took the jacket of his suit fromthe closet,
and, draping it over an arm pompomed his way in a gravelly bass-baritone
downstairs to breakfast. There was no reason for himto be humrming to hinself,
consi dering the disaster that had befallen the departnment in the past week --
it was sinply a habit born of years. And besides, he had learned a long tine
ago that when people in his profession started letting the job get to them
personal ly, they tended not to |last very much | onger

Myra was sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee in her hand,



studying selected itens fromthe norning's news offerings on a flatscreen
pivoted to face her fromthe worktop opposite. Like himin her fifties, she

was a tall, normally full-bodied wonman, with a face that had managed to retain
its composure and hunorous set despite eyes and cheeks still sunken froma
five-month illness that had | asted through winter. The skin on the backs of
her hands was still |oose fromher not having fully regai ned her weight yet,

and her dark, neatly trimred hair showed gray streaks which she hadn't
attenpted to disguise by tinting. They had been married for alnost thirty
years, and unlike the nysterious, wthdrawn spy chiefs of the popul ar novies,
Fol eda di scussed his work with her regularly. He didn't understand how
scriptwiters could expect people like him on top of everything else, to
carry on being furtive and secretive after they got home. Maybe they did it to
gi ve thenmsel ves an excuse for introducing beautiful wormen into their plots --

usual | y Chinese, for sone obscure reason -- who nade their |ivings by coaxing
secrets out of seni-conatose governnent officials in between bouts of frenzied
| overraki ng. |If so, Fol eda had no objection -- the inage was good for

recruiting.
"The rain's stopped,” Myra said as Bernard cane in and hung his jacket

over the back of one of the kitchen chairs. "It looks as if it's going to be
cl oudy today. N ce and cool for a change."
"Yes, | already | ooked. We could use it." Bernard wal ked over to the

chef, took out two plates of scranbled eggs, ham and a hotcake, and pressed a
button to start the toaster. H's wife poured the coffee while he sat down. The
itemon the screen was about a Japanese astronaut who had scored a first by
achi eving escape velocity under his own power with a series of hops and a | eap
of f the surface of Deinos, the smaller of the two nobons of Mars. "So maybe the
old nursery rhyne isn't so silly after all, if we just change it slightly,"”

t he comrent at or babbl ed cheerfully in a way that Bernard found

i ndi stinguishable frombanal at that time of norning. "The cow junped off the
noon, ho-ho!"

Fol eda snorted. "Wat else do we have?"

Myra touched a button on the handpad |ying beside the coffeepot, and a
yel low light on the wallpanel by the stove came on to indicate that the
house- manager audi o was active. "Cancel," she said in a slightly raised voice.
The picture vani shed and was replaced by a selection of options. "Five-three,"
Myra instructed, and a new |ist appeared. "Poland," she said. A headline
repl aced the list: MORE WARSAW DEMONSTRATI ONS. Myra gl anced at Bernard. He
nodded. "Yes," she said at the panel. Then, "X-out, out." The yellow |ight
went of f.

The item concerned Sovi et responses to the |atest round of protests and
strikes in Poland and East Germany. As usual the nedia were enphasizing the
mlitary aspect, with dramatically narrated scenes of troops confronting
crowds, NATO units being put on alert -- Foleda recognized one shot of rolling
tanks as being nmonths old, with no connection to current events at all -- and
sni ppets of nmilitary and political spokesnen being questioned about the risk
of a general European escal ation. That was the kind of material that delivered
audi ences to advertisers, and was only to be expected. Western intelligence
had been follow ng the devel opments behind the present situation since |ong
before the public became aware of them however, and opinions were that the
i kelihood of any real shooting was renote.

The Soviets had accelerated their mlitary buildup in the final decades
of the previous century. Their intention had not been so much to provoke war,
for they had no nore desire than anyone el se to be devastated again if they
could avoid it, but, taking their cue fromthe woeful performance of the
denocraci es at Minich in response to Hitler's aggressions, to ganble that, as
before, their adversaries would back down without a fight fromthe threat of
force. And for a time, as Western pacifists how ed for appeasenent and
redi scovered noral outrage with the realization that every pul pit, podium
l ectern, and arnthair was just twenty mnutes from sonebody's | aunch site, it
had seenmed to work. But in the crucial early years of the twenty-first



century, the Soviets had wavered when they found thensel ves faced by the
prospect of having to take on not only the West's military technol ogy, but the
| arger part of the nunerically overwhel mi ng popul ation of Asia as well.
Oiginally the Bonb had redressed the bal ance between sides whose different
political systens resulted in unequal conmitnents to conventional forces. The
irony was that when both sides drew even in terms of Bomb-power, people should
become the deciding factor to tip the scales. And as Marxisnis original appea
waned in the face of Asia's rising affluence, the Soviets fell farther behind
in the conpetition for mnds and souls. Their monent had gone.

Paradoxically, it was just this that nade the present situation so
precarious in a different kind of way. At one tine, before Khrushchev,
conmuni st dogma had held that the capitalists would | aunch a | ast, suicida
war rather than submit to the final triunph of Marx's immutable laws. Now it
seened nmore likely to happen the other way around: that in desperation, an
irrational element in the Soviet |eadership mght decide to take everyone el se
down with themif they perceived all to be lost anyway. It was Asia's armes
that stabilized the situation; in turn, their protection was the Wst's
"Starshield orbital defensive system If that shield were destroyed, the
entire system of deterrence and contai nnent around the Soviet bloc would
disintegrate and set the stage for exactly the kind of |ast-ditch ganble that
the West's strategic anal ysts feared nost. That was what nade knowi ng the true
nature of Val entina Tereshkova so inportant.

That something big was in the wind, the various intelligence agencies of
the US, Western Europe, and Eastern Asia were agreed. Also, it would happen
sometine within the current year. But what or exactly when, nobody knew. In
the eyes of many, the game was nearing its end. But endganes have a perpl exi ng
tendency to suddenly go either way. At this stage of this particul ar endgane,
there was no latitude for error

"I"lIl take a copy to read when | get a chance," Bernard said. Mra
activated the audio again and directed the text to be hardcopied to the den
Bernard washed down the last of his toast with sone coffee, and rose fromhis
chair, "How are we for tinme?" he asked.

Myra went to the wi ndow and | ooked down over the tree-lined avenue
out side, normally peaceful but busier at this time of the norning with people
| eaving for work. There was a bl ack Chevrol et parked hal fway al ong t he next
bl ock. "They're here," she said matter-of-factly.

"Damm, " Bernard muttered as Myra helped himon with his jacket. That
meant he was running late. The two KGB agents fromthe Soviet enbassy who
tailed himevery norning always arrived punctually and circled the block three
ti mes before parking. He bustled through to the den, picked up the sheets of
hardcopi ed text, and slipped theminto his briefcase. Wien he cane back out,
Myra was waiting in the hallway with his raincoat.

"You'd better take this," she said. "It might start raining again |ater

"Thanks, | will." Bernard took his hat fromthe stand.

"Ch, and if nothing pressing cones up, renmenber that Ella and Johnny are
comng this evening. | know you wouldn't want to m ss your grandson's birthday
if you can help it."

“I"1l try not to. Wat have we bought hin®"

"Ajunior spy kit, of course. It has invisible ink, false beards and
nmust aches, a codebook and sonme software to go with it, and a mniature canera
You see, just like the real thing."

"You mean they haven't got something for kids to tap into phone |ines?"

"Gve themtine, dear."”

"Ckay, I'lIl see you later tonight."

"You too. Have fun today." Myra kissed himlightly on the cheek and
wat ched fromthe door at the top or the stairs |eading down into the garage as
he descended and clinbed into his maroon Cadillac. The outside door opened,
and he backed out.

M nutes later in the thick of morning traffic streaming toward the
Bel t way, he caught sight of the KG car, sitting solidly four places behind



himas he swng right off an overpass to take the ranp down to the freeway.
Several cars farther back still, just com ng across the overpass, was the blue
FBI Ford that tailed the KG every norning, Foleda shook his head as he turned
on a piano concerto to relax hinself before the working day started. It was
all sure as hell a crazy way to run a planet.

CGeral d Kehrn was a born worrier. Wen he was younger he had worried about
the things he read that said resources were about to run out. And then when
they didn't run out and scientists began convincing the world that the whole
probl em had been exaggerated, he had worried that too many resources woul d
produce too many people. Wen right-wi ng adninistrati ons were in power he
worried about conservative fascists and fundamentalists, and with |left-w ng
adm ni strations he worried about liberal fascists and regul ators. And of
course, he had always worried about a war breaking out; the nore tine that
went by without there being one, the nore he worried that because weapons were
constantly getting bigger and deadlier, it would be so nuch the worse when it
did. He worried especially about things he didn't know about, and so tried to
keep hinsel f inforned about everything. That nade himgood with details and a
useful person to have around, which hel ped expl ain how he had made it to a
seni or position on the staff of the defense secretary. And the position suited
him for if worse did cone to worst, he would prefer to be right there in the
center of the action -- not able to influence the course of events very much,
per haps, but at |east knowi ng what was goi ng on

As he drove toward the Potonmac on his way to the Pentagon on the norning
of May 4, an inner foreboding told himthat this was the begi nning. He wasn't
sure why, for there had been enough diplomatic goofs and intelligence screwps
before, and this was hardly the first tine the Soviets had nailed a coupl e of
agents. Maybe it was the invol vement of Mernmaid, which had been taking on such
big proportions in everyone's thinking lately. But sonething about the
situation filled himwith the dull, cold certainty that this was the first
tripping over the edge into the scranbling, steepening tunble that would take
themall the way to the Big One.

Because he worried about being | ate whenever he had an appoi ntnment, he
al ways left early. Hence, none of the others had arrived yet when he got to
Fol eda's office. He found Fol eda's operations assistant, Barbara Haynes, a
tall, graying but elegant woman in her late forties whom he knew wel |, and
Rose, Fol eda's personal secretary, discussing sonething being displayed on a
screen in the outer room The strains of sonme piece of classical nusic comng
t hrough the open door at the rear -- Kehrn had no idea what it was; he
preferred jazz hinself -- indicated that Fol eda was al ready ensconced within.

"W heard there was a snharl-up on the George Mason Bridge," Rose said.
"Didn't think you' d make it so soon."

"A vegetable truck decided to unload itself there," Kehrn said, "But I
left in good time. It wasn't so bad."

"Well, at least the rain's stopped.”

"I"'mglad | came in the other way this norning," Barbara said.

"Who's out there?" Foleda' s voice called frominside.

"Cerry Kehrn," Barbara called back

"Tell himto cone on in. And you might as well come too, Barb. Let's get
our thoughts together before the others start showi ng up. And now Vol st" --

who was the secretary of state -- "has just been on the |line saying he wants a
report on the whole thing personally over |lunch before the big neeting starts
this afternoon. |'ve got the feeling this is gonna be a |ong day."

Kehrn went on through, and Barbara foll owed after exchanging a few fina
words with Rose. Fol eda touched a button bel ow his desk to cut the nusic and
pushed asi de sonme papers he had been reading. "H, Gerry."

"Good norning, Bern. O is that the wong thing to say today?"

"Why should it be? -- It's stopped raining. Sit down. Relax. You | ook
worried."

Kehrn pulled out one of the chairs at the neeting table set at a tee



agai nst Fol eda's desk and sat down, placing his briefcase in front of him
Bar bara shut the door. "Who woul dn't be worried?" Kehrn said. "Wat a goddam
mess. "

"Amllion years fromnowit won't matter," Fol eda assured him

"Who el se have we got com ng this norning?" Kehrn asked.

"Pearce and sonebody el se from State. Zol ansky from Operations. Do you
know hi n®"

"W've net."

"Uh- huh. And Uncle Phil will be conming in at around el even to see where
we're at." Philip Borden was the UDI A director. Foleda sent an inquiring
gl ance at Barbara.

"Zol ansky's deputy will probably be coming too," she said, sitting down
at the far end of the table.

"But keep your party-joke book in your pocket, Gerry," Fol eda advised.
"They won't be in the nood."

Kehrn fiddled with the lock of his briefcase and began taking out
not ebook, conpad, and several files. "So what do we have?" he asked. "Anything
new?"

Fol eda shook his head. "Nothing."

"What's the story with Pacific News Services?"

"Forget them They're out of it, PNS agreed to being used as cover for a
government operation. |If our operatives haven't cone back, it's our problem
The Sovi ets haven't |odged any protest with PNS, and PNS isn't going to go out
of its way to pick a quarrel with the Soviets."

"The Sovi ets know t hey were our people, and they're letting us sweat for
a while," Barbara said. In other words, the Soviet reaction would cone via the
official channels.

"And there's been nothing so far through State?" Kehrn checked.

"As Barb says, they're letting us sweat," Foleda said. "In fact, |
woul dn't be surprised if they let us stew for a lot |onger and don't do
anyt hi ng. "

"You mean, like waiting until we bring the matter up with them"

"Sure. Let us come crawling. We have to do sonething. Two of our citizens
have di sappeared, who were | ast heard of heading for a Soviet transfer
station. Presunmably they were caught red-handed committing espi onage. Wy
should the Soviets be in any hurry to come to us?"

"How nuch trouble are we in with the Air Force?" Kehrn asked Fol eda.

"None yet. Bryce was assigned to us for the duration. So far they don't
know about it."

Kehrn shuffl ed sonme papers aimessly for a few seconds and fidgeted in

his chair. "What, er... what about the two people up there?" he asked at |ast.
"Do we know what to expect?"
"I imagine they're still up there, and possibly will be for a while. Is

t hat what you neant ?"

"I was wondering nore, how much are they likely to give away?"

"You're worried?"

"I"'mworried."

"Well, Lew McCain's an old hand. You needn't worry about him" Fol eda
said. "He's worked for me for years. He won't tell themanything. Even if it's
somet hing that's obvious and undeni able, he won't confirmit. That's the way
he is. That's the way they're trained." Foleda's brow creased and his
expression becane nore serious. "I wish | could say the sane about the girl
t hough. This kind of thing isn't her specialty. She's froma different world.
| don't know what to expect there."

"It's one of the things we'll try and get an opinion on from Col one
Raynond up at Hanscom when we've figured out how to break the news," Barbara
sai d.

Kehrn nodded and | ooked unconfortable while he westled with some new
thought. Finally he said, "What are the chances of the Soviets using... well,
let's say, 'extreme methods' of interrogation?"



"I can't see it," Foleda said. "This whol e business has big propaganda
potential if the Soviets decide to go public, and they know it. This one
they' Il want to play clean for the world to see. They woul dn't jeopardize
t heir advantage by risking bad counterpublicity."”

"But threats, maybe," Barbara said.

"That's sonething el se," Fol eda agreed, nodding. "Threats, inplications
of nasty things... MCain would read the situation and not be intim dated. But
again, with the girl... who knows?"

"We shouldn't have used her," Kehrn said, "There had to have been soneone
el se, with the right background as well as the technical knowhow It was a
bad decision fromthe start."

"Maybe, " Fol eda conceded with a sigh. "Somehow I think we're gonna hear
that said a ot of tinmes today."

A tone sounded fromthe screen by the desk and Rose's face appeared.
"They're arriving," she announced. "Zol ansky and his partner are on their way
up, and Pearce has checked into the building."

Fol eda gl anced at the other two and raised his eyebrows. "Okay, Rose," he
said resignedly to the screen. "You' d better start breaking out the paper hats
and squeakers."

CHAPTER SI X

There was a subdued humm ng sound, and buried within it a periodic
resonance that canme and went. Lewis MCain lay listening to it with his eyes
cl osed, allow ng the preoccupation to keep other thoughts fromentering his
mnd for a few nonments |onger. He was aware that he had just woken up. The
hum with its rising and falling undertone, was not something fanmiliar. He was
not in a place that he was accustoned to waking up in.

He opened his eyes and saw a white ceiling with an air-conditioner vent
off to one side of his field of vision. He noved his head to ook at it. H's
head felt nuzzy; the image was blurred, and swam An ache shot between his
tenmpl es and down the back of his neck as he strained to rise. He abandoned the
effort, letting his head fall back on the pillow, and lay for a while until he
could breathe nore easily. Then he rolled over onto his side and opened his,
eyes again. The cot was in a small, w ndow ess, sparsely furnished room
containing a plain table and a single upright chair with his clothes draped
over them Above the table was a shelf with some books and a few ot her
oddrments. The walls were dark blue up to a black strip running at hal f height,
and creamfromthere to the ceiling. Slowy his head cleared, and the
surroundi ngs registered as the cell he'd been occupying for -- howlong had it
been? three days? four days? -- inside the KG Internal Security Headquarters
at Turgenev. The door was solid, with a small grille and sliding panel on the
outside, and led out to the corridor. In the opposite corner was a partition
screening a tiny washbasin and toilet.

Movi ng slowy and cautiously, he raised hinmself onto an el bow. Pain
st abbed t hrough his head once nore. He held the position this tinme, and after
a few seconds the pain eased. He sat up, pushed the single blanket aside, and
| owered his |l egs over the side of the cot. A wave of dizziness swept over him
t hen nausea. He braced hinself for the effort of having to make a sudden dash
to the toilet, but the feeling passed. He pulled on the baggy, beltless pants
and canvas shoes he'd been given in place of his own clothes, stood up
gingerly, and noved to the table. One of the books on the shelf above was a
travel ogue about nineteenth-century |life anmong the Yakut hunters. MCain took
it down and opened the back cover to reveal three small notches cut into the
edge, about an eighth of an inch apart near the top. He pressed a fourth notch
with his thunmbnail, replaced the book, and went behind the partition to the
washbasin to rinse his face. He felt unusually |ead-Iinbed and sl uggi sh when
he wal ked.

He had seen nothing of Paula since their arrest. The interrogations had



been constant and relentless, but so far he hadn't been treated inproperly.
That wasn't necessarily grounds for confort, however. No doubt the Soviets

i ntended to exploit the propaganda opportunities of the situation to their
fullest, and had no intention of conprom sing their advantage by | aying

t hensel ves open to counteraccusations. But how long that political condition
m ght persist was another matter, he reflected as he w ped cold water fromhis
eyes and peered at his reflection in the polished-netal mrror cenmented to the
wall. Certainly the Russians would be in no hurry to ease the pressure on the
US, which probably had something to do with his not being permtted to

comuni cate with his own authorities back on Earth. In fact, he had been told
nothing to indicate even if the incident was public know edge yet.

He had just energed fromthe washroom and was about to put on his shirt,
when the panel behind the grille on the door slid aside and voi ces sounded
outside. A pair of eyes scrutinized himfor a nmonment, and then cane the sound
of the door being unlocked. It opened, and a tall, lean man with gray hair and
a pointed beard entered, followed by a younger, darker-skinned conpani on. Both
were wearing white, hip-length physician's snocks and gray-white check pants.
There were also two uniformed guards, who remained outside in the corridor
when the bearded man swung the door shut. MCain tensed, but the manner of the
two was not threatening.

"Well, how do you feel this norning?" the bearded nman inquired. H's tone
was i ntermedi ate between genial and matter-of-fact, as if he presuned that
McCai n knew what he was tal king about. MCain | ooked at himand said not hing.
"Fatigued? Not quite coordinated? Alittle hazy in the head, eh?" He sat back
agai nst the edge of the table and folded his arns to | ook McCain up and down.
The younger man put down a bl ack nedical bag that he had been hol ding. "Well,
cone on," the bearded man said after a short pause. "The patient can hardly
hel p us ook after his interests if he won't say anything, can he?"

"What interests?" MCain asked. "What are you tal king about?"

The bearded man regarded himcuriously. "You don't know who | am do
you?" he said.

A pause. "No."

"Ch, dear," The bearded man gl anced aside at his colleague, "I think we
may have a conplete block here." Then, back at McCain, "My nane is Dr.
Kazhaki n. W have nmet before, | assure you -- several tines, in fact. You' ve
been a little sick, you understand." He gestured nonchalantly. "It's not

uncomon anong peopl e unaccustomed to an of f pl anet environment.
Space-acclimatization sickness. The weightl essness during the trip up plays a
part, and so does the excess of cosmic rays, but primarily it's an upset of

t he bal ance nechani sm caused by adapting to a rotating structure. The effects
can be quite disruptive until the nervous systemlearns to conpensate."

"Real | y?" MCai n sounded unconvi nced, "And that causes amesi a?"

"W put you under a rather strong sedative," Kazhakin explai ned. "You've
been out for a couple of days. What you're feeling is the aftereffect.
Sonetimes the menmory can be inpaired slightly -- rather like a bunp on the
head. "

Al t hough McCain's expression didn't change, inwardly he felt al arned.
Kazhakin was trying to justify menory | oss and synptons of the aftereffects of
drugs. As McCain knew well, some extrenely potent substances were available to
psychol ogi cal researchers and therapists, and to military and police
interrogators. Although there was no truly reliable "truth drug" of the kind
bel oved in fiction, conbined chemical assaults of different stinulants and
depressants affected different individuals in different ways, and in genera
anyt hi ng was possi ble. Suddenly he had the worried feeling that perhaps his
interrogation mghtn't have been so gentlemanly after all.

"Let's have a | ook, then," Kazhakin said. He notioned for McCain to sit
on the edge of the cot, then inspected both his eyes, his tongue and nout h,
and dabbed around on his chest and back with a stethoscope while the assistant
prepared a bl ood-pressure gauge. "And we'll want sanple bottles for some bl ood
and urine," Kazhakin told him



Tattered remants of recollections were beginning to float back. He saw
the image of a man in a Russian major general's uniform with black, crinkly
hair showi ng gray streaks, bright, penetrating eyes beneath puffy lids, and a
craggy, heavy-jow ed face, "OF course it's obvious you're not a journalist..
Did you know what the file contained?... \Wich organization sent you?..."
There was anot her Russian there, too, inseparable fromthe general as part of
the image swiming in McCain's nmenory, but the details renai ned obscure.

Kazhaki n was watching McCain's face as he inflated the bulb of the
sphygnmomanoneter. "Brain starting to function again now, is it? Some things
com ng back?"

"What day is this?" MCain asked.

"May fourth. You abused your guest privileges on the first, you fell sick
the day after, and you' ve been out for two days, as | said."

If that were so, there ought to have been one notch in the book, not
three, McCain thought. It was strange that he had woken up remenbering to
update his tally of days -- or at |east awakenings -- and yet had no
recol l ection of having done it before. It pointed to his having been out of
control of his faculties for |onger than Kazhakin was cl aim ng. That would
have been consistent with potent drugs, which was not exactly a reassuring

t hought .

"You probably feel a bit heavy and weak, but in fact you've lost a little
wei ght," Kazhakin said. "I'll give you sone pills to pick you up -- no tricks,
| promise -- and we'll put you on an enrichnent diet to build up your
strength. |I'msure that General Protbornov wouldn't want you thinking of us as

i nconsi derate hosts." He saw an involuntary flicker in MCain's eyes. "Ah, so
you renenber the nane, eh? That's good." Kazhaki n unwound the bandage from
McCain's armand smirked at himw th undi sgui sed sarcasm "Yes, we'll soon
have you back to normal, M. Earnshaw of Pacific News Services, California.

do hope your readers won't be too upset if they have to put up wi th your being
out of circulation for a while."

McCai n wat ched expressionl essly as Kazhaki n handed t he sphygnomanonet er
back to the assistant and wote some nunbers onto a chart. It was obvious from
the circunstances of his and Paula's capture that the cover story had capsized
i medi ately. He wondered how nuch nore -- that he didn't even know about --

m ght have started taking water since, or already have foundered conpletely to
joinit.

CHAPTER SEVEN

"You were apprehended in a place you had no right to be, in the act of
obt ai ni ng mi sinformati on fabricated to discredit the Soviet Union -- and not
trivially, but on a scale that woul d have had the gravest internationa
repercussi ons. You were in possession of specialized espionage equi prent, and
you cane here under assuned nanes, carrying false papers." Mjor Genera
Prot bornov paused to allow the gravity of his words to sink in. The action was

for effect -- this was hardly the first time he'd been through this. He
continued, "W can all admire loyalty -- indeed, we take justifiable pride in
our own -- but there is a point beyond which it turns into unreasonabl e

st ubbornness. At least tell us who you are and the name of the organization
that sent you. You nust agree that we are entitled to know that much."

Paul a Bryce squinted against the light at the vague formoutlined on the
far side of the desk. At |east they had turned the brightness down fromthe
blinding level it had been at all through yesterday. And Protbornov's
restraint was a relief after the shouting and inpatience of the other genera
who had interrogated her initially, before she'd gotten sick a few days
earlier. It was all part of a game they played, she told herself. The problem
was trying -- against fear, fatigue, and a numbing |lack of sleep -- to tel
which of the roles and threats that she had been exposed to were for effect,
whi ch were real, and which, depending on expedi ency, m ght be interchangeabl e.



The brui ses on her body still ached fromthe roughi ng up she'd been given
on arrival at Internal Security Headquarters by two fermal e Russian guards with
sow faces and the physiques of weight lifters -- a ritual doubtless intended
to set roles and establish for future reference whose place was whose. Then
had conme the ordeal of hour after hour of demands, threats, and the sane
guesti ons repeated over and over, always with the inplication of further
possibilities that her treatment by the two guards had represented a first
taste of.

But she hadn't given away anything. That was the npbst inmportant thing
that she'd forced herself to recite in her mnd, as had been drunmed into her
by Fol eda's people. "C amup, deny everything, never admit or confirm
anything, even if it's obvious to everyone and staring you in the face," one
of the UDIA nen in the Pentagon had told her, "Because one thing leads to
another. The first adm ssion is a step onto a slope that gets slipperier al
the way to the bottom It's Iike after quitting cigarettes: the only way to
stay off is to stay off conpletely. You don't fool with even one, because
there's a whole world of difference between no cigarette and some cigarettes.
But there isn't a lot of difference between one and two, or between four and
five, or nineteen and twenty. Ckay? It's the sanme with revealing information
once you make that first slip, there's no place to dig your heels in and
stop.”

O could she have given away a | ot nore than she thought, w thout know ng
it? She had fallen ill for a couple of days -- so they'd told her -- with an
acclimatization problemthat affected some people on going into space. She
couldn't remenber much about it, but fromthe way she'd felt when she started
seei ng things coherently again, she concluded that she'd been under some kind
of drug. The doctor told her it was a sedative. But she had been told

somet hi ng about drugs, too, before leaving on the mssion... she couldn't
renenber what. She didn't have clear recollections of anything right now Al
she wanted to do was rest and sleep... Everything was too nuddl ed and took too
much effort to think about.

"This is getting nowhere," the figure next to Protbornov conplained -- a
col onel , younger, businesslike, projecting the i mage of being anbitious and
unprinci pled. H s nanme was Buvatsky, "G ve us just a half day. | guarantee
everything you want to know " Bluff, Paula told herself. N ce guy -- bad guy.

Part of the act.

"Let us hope that extrenes won't be necessary," Protbornov runbled. "You
agree that you cane here to Val entina Tereshkova under a false identity, and
with the intention of conmtting acts of espionage?" H s voice was |ouder this
time, evidently directed at Paul a.

She shook her head, feigning even greater fatigue than she felt. "What?"

"You agree that you cane here under a false identity, intending to conmt
espi onage?"

"I don't agree anything."

"But that much is obvious."

"I wish to communicate with a representative of the United States
gover nment . "

"You know very well that there is no such person for you to talk to

here.”
"I didn't say talk to. | said communicate with. That can be arranged."
"That is inpossible."
n W]y?ll
"For now, it is inpossible. And besides, you are hardly in a position to
be maki ng demands. | ask you again, Do you not agree that you cane here under

a false identity?"
"l agree with nothing."
"What is your name?"
"I wish to conmunicate with a representative of ny governnment."
"Do you still claimto be this person, Paul a Shel mer?"
"That's what ny papers say."



"Do you still claimto be an enpl oyee of Pacific News Services,
Cal i f orni a?"

"I"'mnot claimng anything. You'll believe what you choose to, anyway."
Wong, a part of her mind groaned. She was starting to talk back to them
Whet her or not she reveal ed anything that mattered wasn't the point: it was
just as nuch a first step.

"Common sense dictates that such is not the case. The equi pment that you
had with you was purpose-designed -- hardly the kind of gadgetry that a news
agency issues its staff, you have to adnit." Protbornov's tone was casual now,
al nost chatty. He turned down the lanp, as if making a synbolic gesture to
stop all this unnecessary unpl easantness. She needed to talk, it seened to
acknow edge. "It's clear you were enpl oyed by the American government. That
much is true, at least, isn't it?" His voice held a note of regret that
sounded al nost genuine. Or was she projecting into it something that a part of
her deep down needed to hear? There was a short pause. Her head nodded down
onto her chest, and her thoughts swam "It is true, isn't it? You are not with
Pacific News Services, are you?"

"No," she heard herself whisper, even as another voice inside her head
woke up, shouting too late in protest.

"But you are with the Anerican governnent. |s that not correct?"

From somewhere long in the past she remenbered hearing about the way
sal esmen were taught to begin their closing pitch with a series of statenents
that the prospect could do nothing but agree with. Once begun, the pattern was
difficult to break out of and made it easier to go along with the sal esman's
proposal than refuse it. She had just made her first slip, not by telling
Pr ot bor nov sonet hing he al ready knew, but by agreeing with him She shook her
head and sai d not hi ng.

"Whi ch departnment of the Anerican government are you with?" A pause. "The
Cl A?" Anot her pause. "The UDI A?" Silence. Then, "I should rem nd you that it
is possible to ask these questions again, but utilizing physiologica
moni toring instruments that will make conceal nent of the truth inpossible...
Very well, we've established that you are not Paul a Shel mer of Pacific News
Services, and that you are enployed by the American governnent. Now, purely
for our records and to enable us to furnish information to your own people and
to the various human-rights organi zati ons who concern thenselves with the
wel fare of those in your kind of predicament, what is your nanme?"

"I wish to contact a representative of the United States governnment."

Buvat sky got up with a snort and paced inpatiently away to the side of
the room outside her field of vision. Protbornov raised a hand to massage his
brow with his fingers, and | eaned back with a heavy sigh. "Look," he said, "it
is clear fromthe contents of the conmputer file you were in the process of
copying that your mission was to obtain misinformation created to support the
pr opaganda canpai gn whi ch your governnent has been wagi ng concerning the true
nature of Val entina Tereshkova? Protbornov | ooked up and shot at her with
sudden sharpness, "Have you ever heard the name ' Magician'?" Even before the
word registered consciously, Paula knew with a sinking feeling that her face
had supplied the answer. Protbornov went on, as if the fact were too evident
to be worthy of mention, "Magician was a traitor, who was uncovered by our
counter-intelligence operations, as you well know. He has recanted and gone on
record voluntarily to confirmthat the information he planted in the file was
false. He was working in | eague with Anerican propagandi sts as part of a plan
to mslead world opinion at a time when the newly energing great powers remain
unal i gned. We can show you a video recording of his adnmission. It was nade
quite freely, | assure you." Paul a | ooked skeptical. "W could arrange for
Magi ci an to be brought here fromEarth to tell you to your face, if that would
convi nce you," Protbornov offered.

Paul a frowned down at her knees. The significance escaped her. O was she
just confused? She | ooked up wearily. "Why do you care whether | believe it or
not ?"

Prot bornov sat forward, and Paul a sensed Buvatsky turning in a corner of



the room Too |ate, she realized that she'd said the wong thing again.

"Don't you understand? That is what this whole issue revol ves around, "
Prot bornov said. "Your people told you that this colony is a disguised war
platform is that not so? They described vari ous weapons that they clainmed
were conceal ed here, yes? And their proof was to be in the package that
Magi ci an had conpiled. Ch, don't look so horrified -- it was an el enentary
deduction fromthe facts that we possess.... But what matters is that you
understand they were lying to you... lying, just as they have been lying to
the world. As | said a few minutes ago, | adnmire your loyalty, but don't allow
it to blind you to the possibility that the United States can be | ess than
perfect sonetimes, and that perhaps we of the Soviet Union are not always
wrong." He allowed a monment for her to reflect on that, then continued, "You
see, where Col onel Buvatsky and | differ is that | believe all of us are
basically the sane beneath the surface -- all unfortunate victinms of the
nm st akes of history and our own, unnecessary, nutual suspi cions.

"I don't have to spell out the tragedy that could result fromthis
paranoia...." Protbornov raised a hand as if to forestall her reply. "Yes, on
our side as well as yours. The world has been trenbling for over half a
century. But don't you see what an opportunity this represents? For once, the
del usi ons that the paranoia is based on can be exposed for what they really
are. It wouldn't put an instant end to all the tensions that have plagued our
two nations for so long, of course, but it would be a solid step in the
direction of defusing them Every withdrawal froma brink has to begin with a
first step somewhere. Don't you owe the peoples of that world down there that
much -- a chance to hope?"

Paul a had been blinking her eyes, trying to follow, "I'mnot sure
understand, " she said. Her voice was dry and cracked, Protbornov poured water
froma pitcher in front of himinto a glass and set it down across the desk.
Paul a stared at it. Wiether it was the wong thing to do or not, she suddenly
didn't care. She picked up the glass and gul ped down the water gratefully.

"We are prepared to take you, in person, to all the places in Tereshkova
where you were told these weapons were supposed to exist, and |l et you see for
yoursel f that the accusations are sinply not true." Protbornov threw up his
hands. "Wat could be fairer than that? W want the truth to be known."

Paul a repl aced the glass on the edge of the desk, noticing as she did so
that her hand was shaki ng. "Wy not open the whole place to internationa
i nspection, if that's what you want?" she asked. "Let everyone cone and see
for thenselves."

Prot bornov tossed up his hands again. "I agree! And if | were First
Secretary of the Party, that is precisely what | would do. But | am not
Conr ade Petrokhov. And for reasons which | do not nake it ny business to
criticize, our policy is that we will not strip ourselves naked before the
worl d on denmand, just to prove our good intentions."

"You' ve al ready denonstrated your good intentions," Paula said, massagi ng
her stomach tenderly.

"I apol ogize for that incident. It was an accident. The guards
responsi ble were transferred only recently fromone of our military puni shrment
units, where procedures are different. They have been repri manded and
renmoved. "

Havi ng served their purpose, Paula thought. "I'mstill not sure what
you're saying...." Despite her resolve, she heard herself getting
tal kative.... But, dammt, stuck out here, two hundred thousand mniles away

from everything, she needed sonebody to talk to, even a Russian general. That
sounded a little |like the beginnings of self-pity, she reflected idly. It
wasn't like her at all to feel that way, but she found that the thought didn't
really bother her very nuch. She had reason to feel sorry for herself -- oh
God, had there been something in the water?

"Al'l we want you to do, after you' ve satisfied yourself that what 1've
said is true, is sinply to make a public statenent confirm ng what you' ve seen
wi th your own eyes. If we can show you that our country has been sl andered



before the world, is it unreasonable that we should ask this? It is, after

all, the truth which is supposed to matter, isn't it, even when it

i nconveniently fails to support preconceived notions? Isn't that what you were
trained to think as a scientist?"

"Yes," Paula answered automatically, even as she saw t he mi st ake.

Pr ot bornov gave a satisfied nod. "So, we have established that you are a
scientist. Wth whon? A private corporation, perhaps? But then, how woul d you
cone to know so rmuch about Russian equipment? It was you who was operating the
device. Mre likely one of the services, then, yes?... Yes. Very well, which
one? Arny, maybe?... Navy?... US Air Force, perhaps? W can run physiol ogi ca
tests, you know "

It was all being recorded by conceal ed caneras, Paul a guessed. Afterward,
Prot bornov and his specialists would play the recordings over and over,
studyi ng her every response. Probably other hidden devices were neasuring
changes in her skin tenperature and reflectivity, nuscul ar tensions, eye
noverent s, and ot her giveaways, at that very noment. Suddenly she found
herself weary of it all, hel pless against forces that she didn't conprehend
and didn't know how to resist. It was all pointless. In the end they were
bound to win. And in spite of herself, what Protbornov was saying did sound
only fair and reasonabl e.

"Maybe, " she said. She wasn't sure what she had said it in response to.
Every thought that started to take shape di ssol ved away agai n.

"You will agree to consider making a statenent, if we can show you that
the all egati ons concerni ng weapons are fal se? This would not have to be a
public declaration. It need only be for the information of certain Wstern and
Asi an governments. In fact, we could arrange for the recording to be vetted by
your own people before it was shown to anyone el se. That would relieve you of
any personal responsibility, and it would cause no unnecessary enbarrassnent
in international circles. You see, our ainms are quite honorable. A wong has
been committed, and we sinply wish to put it right." Protbornov paused and
| ooked across the desk

Paul a rubbed her eyes. Al she had to do was agree to a request that
sounded reasonabl e, and she would be able to sleep. How could she be wong for
simply telling the truth about what she saw? God al one knew how nmuch troubl e
t hr oughout hi story had been caused by people refusing to. Protbornov waited a
few seconds | onger, then added, "It goes wi thout saying that your cooperation
inthis small matter could make a big difference to eventual agreenent between
our governnents concerning your future. W understand the regrettable
necessity for the kind of work you were drawn into. Gven a suitable
incentive, we can find it very easy to |l et bygones be bygones over such
things. therw se..." He shrugged.

Paul a stared at the glass on the desk. A distorted, inverted i mage of
Prot bornov's face peered back at her out of the thick curve of its base. As
she stared, it took on the appearance of a grotesque parody of a spider
wat ching fromthe center of its web for its prey's struggles to die away
before it noved. She shook herself out of the stupor that had been creeping
over her. Then it came to her that the Russians would have known far nore than
they seermed to if Earnshaw had given away anything to themat all. She
wonder ed suddenly what he mi ght be going through at that nonent.

And gradually a feeling of self-disgust overcane her at the thought of
what had al nost happened. She drew in a determ ned breath and shivered as she
fought back visions of what she might be letting herself in for. She | ooked
up, clasped her hands together between her knees to prevent them from shaki ng
vi sibly, and steadi ed her gaze across the desk

"I wish to conmmunicate with a representative of the United States
governnent," she said.

CHAPTER EI GHT



The air conditioner humred, and the resonating undertone came and went.
Lewis McCain lay on the cot, staring up at the ceiling. Now that his head was
clearer, isolated recollections fromthe hazy period followi ng his arrest
woul d appear suddenly in his mind in a seenmingly patternless fashion. Lying
here, staring up at the air-conditioner grille, was one of them It had a
gray-pai nted nmetal escutcheon surrounding it, with a scratch by one of the
corner screws where a screwdriver had slipped. The sound hadn't contained that
di stinctive resonance then. Something nmust have | oosened itself in the ducting
fairly recently, he thought idly.

McCain didn't trust Russians. In his experience, whenever they started
behavi ng reasonably, they were up to sonething. They'd been giving himtoo
easy a tinme. Wiy? What were they after? From what he knew of Sovi et
interrogation practices, it was likely on two counts that Paula was having a
tougher time: one, she was a woman, and therefore nore easily intimn dated,
according to standard KGB t hinking; and two, she woul d quickly have been
identified as a technician rather than an intelligence professional, and hence
nore vul nerabl e t hrough knowi ng | ess of what to expect.

So why were they playing a restrained game with hin? Probably because
they anticipated international ramfications and had no intention of
conprom sing their own position by show ng | ess-than-spotless hands. If they
saw the affair as eventually being made public, they'd probably be putting
pressure on Paula to nake a signed statenent. In his case, seeing there would
be little chance of getting anywhere with a sinmlar demand, they m ght sinply
have decided to work on convincing himthat they weren't such bad people after
all, and see what accrued benefits they m ght be able to squeeze fromthe
results later. Yes, he thought, nodding up at the air-conditioner grille, that
woul d be consistent with the way they had been acting.

He thought about how he had come to find hinself here at the age of
thirty-six, a prisoner in a Soviet space habitat hundreds of thousands of
mles fromEarth.

VWhen peopl e asked what had i nduced himto make a career in mlitary
intelligence, he usually told themit was ideological: that he believed the
Western way of life was worth defending. Despite its faults, a denocracy based
on free enterprise allowed himto be hinself, to believe and say what he
chose, and, apart from a few not-unreasonabl e constraints, nmade how he
preferred to lead his |life none of anyone el se's business. That suited him
just fine. So, the answer was true as far as it went; it was the kind that
peopl e expected, and they accepted it. But there was another side to it, too,
whi ch invol ved nore personal things.

McCai n had been born in lowa, but his nmother, Julia, was Czechosl ovaki an.
She had escaped during the anti-Russian uprising of 1968. He renenbered her
telling of the Czechs' disgust over the sellout by the British and French to
Htler at Munich in 1938 of the nation which they thensel ves had created a
nmere twenty years previously and pledged solemmly to defend. Instead, at the
very noment when Czechosl ovakia was nmobilizing to defend itself, they had
surrendered it to six years of Nazi barbarism The story had nade a deep
i mpression on the devel oping m nd of young Lewis MCain. It had convinced him
that tyrants and dictators could not be appeased. The lure of easy pickings
nerely excited themon to greater excesses. As with people, nations able to
defend t hensel ves, and prepared to do so if they had to, were left alone.

Julia retold stories that her parents had told her of |istening around an
illegal radio to reports of Hitler's armes storm ng eastward, apparently
overwhel mi ng the Russians as effortlessly as they had overwhel med t he Pol es.
Czechosl ovaki a, left hundreds of miles behind the front, had surely been
consunmed in a nightrmare that would |lie across Europe for generations to cone.
But then the news began to change. The Russi ans counterattacked fromthe very
gates of Mdbscow. They held at Leningrad. They stopped, then encircled and
anni hilated the Germans at Stalingrad. In the years that foll owed, the Gernans
were driven back renorselessly, until eventually the Red Arny entered
Czechosl ovakia. On the day their T-34 tanks runbled into Prague, Lewis's



grandf at her had strode into the house and announced in a voice shaking with

pride and emotion, "I ama Conmunist!" And for a while Czechosl ovaki a becane
per haps the nost faithful of the Soviets' allies.
But the elation was short-lived. lronically the Russians, |like the Nazis

bef ore them becane oppressors of the people who had wel comed t hem as
liberators. Instead of the independence they had prom sed, they inmposed a
Moscow- control | ed puppet regime and brought in the famliar Bol shevik
apparatus of ruthless persecution, midnight arrests, trunped-up charges,
brutally extracted confessions, deportations, and executions to elininate
potential opposition. And, fanatically pursuing their socialist ideals, they
sei zed | and, property, and all small businesses, which henceforth were to be
owned by the state.

The foundry and engi neering shop that Lew s's grandfather had worked
strenuously to build up through the worst years of the thirties was taken from
the famly and handed over to be nanaged by a Party bureaucrat who had never
seen a lathe or a grinding machi ne, had no conprehensi on of taking pride in
excel | ence, and who was incapable of thinking in any ternms other than of
gquotas. Wthin six nonths the business was ruined, and Lew s's grandfat her
[ ost his incone, which was replaced by a subsistence wage. Later, when years
of anger at corruption, inconpetence, and lies finally boiled over into open
rebellion in the streets, he was shot in the fighting when the Red Arny's
tanks returned to Prague. That was the last thing that Julia remenbered seeing
bef ore she and her conpanions fled for the border. She ended up in Holl and,
where she met her first husband, an American marketing executive. They noved
to the US, but the marriage didn't work out, and Julia spent sone years
rai sing a son, Ralph, on her own before she remarried, this time to a w dowed
lowa farmer of Scottish descent: Lewis's father, Malcolm That was in 1981
during the latter years of what had been a confused period for America.

After emerging as the nost powerful anong the war's victors, the nation
had gone on to enjoy two decades of growth and prosperity unprecedented by any
society in history. Uninterested in the creeds and passions responsible for
turning half the rest of the world into rubble, the generation that had grown
up through the |l ean and threadbare years of the Depression turned to Sears,
General Electric, Ceneral Mtors, and the loan officer at the |ocal bank for
fulfillment. In their own eyes they were overconing the problems of poverty,
di sease, hunger, and ignorance whi ch had devastated human popul ations for as
l ong as humanity had exi sted. They were proud of their achi evement and of the
soci ety that had nade it possible. They assuned their children would be
grateful. They tried to export their systemto other peoples and assuned they
woul d be grateful, too

Pendul unms swi ng, however.

The next generation, watching the rest of the world s problens on col or
TV over refrigerator-fresh steaks after driving home fromschool in
air-condi ti oned autonobiles, instead of feeling grateful, felt guilty. By sone
curious twist of logic it became Anerica's fault that the rest of the world
still had problens at all. Through a sweepi ng extension of the
" Eat - up- your - pot at oes- because-t he-chi | dren-i n- Chi na- are-starvi ng" syndrone --
as if, by sone natural law of protein parity, every uneaten potato on a plate
in Mnnesota nysteriously induced the synmetric di sappearance of rice froma
bow in Peking -- Arerica's enterprise in putting its own house in order was
to blane for the disorder that persisted everywhere el se

The result was a noral crusade against the Anerican system and the
institutions that gave it substance: capitalismand the business corporations,
t he technol ogi cal industries that supported them the science that made
technol ogy possible, and ultimately the faculty of reason itself, which was
t he foundation of science. The weapon was fear. Weathed in clouds of acid
rain, radiation, and carci nogens, buried under indestructible plastics,
del uged with genetically mutated m crobes, and stripped of its ozone, the
pl anet would fernment in swanps of its own garbage -- if the Bonb didn't get it
first or bring on a Nuclear Wnter. And Anerica had provoked the Soviets by



refusing to disarmunilaterally and thereby ensure world peace -- as the
Eur opean denocraci es had ensured peace by disarm ng thenselves unilaterally in
the 1930's.

The greater the contribution to the success of the system the greater
the guilt. It followed that, along with the chem st, the auto naker, the
pharmaci st, and t he nucl ear engi neer, one of the nost persecuted victins of
t he process should be the Arerican farnmer. He had, after all, raised
productivity to a point where three percent of the population could not only
feed the country better than seventy percent had been able to a century
earlier, but could al so export a hefty surplus -- freeing |lots of
intellectuals to wite in confort on the evils of production and to camnpai gn
for the civil rights of the malaria virus while treating people as pollution

Consequently, after putting up with years of harassnment from
i nquisitorial regulators and political activists seeking to ban everything
fromfertilizers to farm nechani zati on, Ml col msold out and nmoved the famly
to California, where he invested the proceeds in an agricul tural-nmachinery
busi ness that provided a reasonable |iving. Throughout Lew s's teenage years,
Mal col m had continued to rage about "corporate socialism -- by which he neant
t he agri busi ness giant that had bought the land in lowa -- as nuch as Julia
war ned agai nst collectivism It no nore represented the spirit of Anerica, he
used to fune, than the liberal-socialist elenment in Washington, and had pl ayed
as great a part in bringing about the econonic ness and cultural negativism of
the seventi es.

Thus, one of Lewis's parents was a refugee froma tyranny that had
destroyed the worth of a lifetine's labor; the other had been a victim of
| egalized witch-hunting in the name of ideology. Reflection on these things
produced a deep sense of resentment and injustice in Lewis as a youth. He
concl uded that there were no such things as inalienable "natural" rights. The
only rights that neant anything were those that could be defended -- by
custom by law, and, if necessary, by force.

McCai n graduated from UCLA at twenty-two with BA degrees in Political
H story and Mbdern Languages. These qualifications, along with his innate
skepticismand desire to preserve his individuality, added up to a good
grounding for work in the intelligence community. Hence, when, desperate to
escape fromthe tediumof California farmcountry life, he attended on-canpus
interviews for entry into the arned services, a recruiter from another
department of the government pounced on himinstead. So, he'd ended up back at
school, this time with the UDIA at its training center in Maryland. Upon
conpl etion of the course he went to its headquarters to work as an
adm ni strative assistant, which he fondly assunmed woul d be a cover title for
nore exciting and gl anorous things. But the job turned out to be just what it
said -- clerk -- and for two boring years he proved his loyalty by shuffling
papers, filling in forms, sorting incom ng material, and checking facts... and
checki ng them again, and then re-checking them The experience turned out to
be vital to becomi ng an effective agent.

Since then he'd spent some years in Europe with NATO i ntelligence, which
was followed by six months back in the US for intensive training on such
t hi ngs as codes and conmuni cati ons, observation, security, conceal nent and
evasi on, weapons and sel f-defense, breaking and entering, |ock picking, safe
cracki ng, wretaps, bugs, and other noble arts. After that he'd gone back to
Europe to be introduced to counterintelligence directed agai nst Sovi et
espi onage i nto NATO weaponry, and then back to the States for courses in
Eastern | anguages and advanced Russian -- he'd spoken Czech and German, which
Julia and Ral ph had often conversed in, since he was a boy. Fromthere he'd
been sent on a series of assignments in the Far East, beginning with a
position at the US enbassy in Tokyo. His last job before being recalled to
Washi ngton for the Pedestal nission was devel oping a network of intelligence
contacts and sources in Peking. And through all of it, everything he'd seen
reinforced his original conviction that the Western way wasn't such a bad way
to live. Yet there were lots of people out there who for one reason or



another, real or imagined, were ready to bring the West down if they got the
chance.

The key sounded in the door, and McCain sat up. It was too early for
l unch, Protbornov entered, acconpanied by a major called Uskayev. Behind them
was a guard carrying a canvas bag. Protbornov | ooked around, his dark eyes
nmovi ng casual |y beneath their heavy lids. He took a blue pack of Russian
cigarettes fromone of the pockets of his tunic, selected one, and al nost as
if it were an afterthought offered the pack to McCain. MCain shook his head.
"You must be feeling al nbost at honme here by now, " Protbornov runbled, "Well
how woul d you say we have treated you? Not unfairly, | trust?"

"It could be worse," MCain agreed neutrally.

Protbornov Iit his cigarette and lifted one of the books fromthe shelf
to inspect its title, "A pity that it requires so nmuch to convince you that we
really are not so uncivilized. You do have an extraordinarily suspicious
nature, you know, M. Earnshaw -- an inpedinent for a journalist, | would have
t hought. Your femral e conpanion thinks so, too. |I'd inagine that many peopl e
you've nmet in life have said the sane. Have you ever thought about that? Is it
possi bl e, do you think, that you could be wong on sone things, and that the
consensus of others m ght have some nerit?" He flipped casually through the
pages of the book, and then, either accidentally or making the notion appear
so, ran a finger down the edge of the back cover. Fromthe corner of an eye
McCai n saw Uskayev watching himclosely, and forced hinself to suppress any
flicker of reaction.

"I don't think it's a good idea to be too influenced by other people's
opi nions," MCain said.

"Your Air Force scientist friend would agree with you on that,"

Prot bornov replied, searching McCain's face as he spoke. "A npbst obstinate
worman. But be that as it may, she recognizes the inportance of the present
situation and its relevance to world security, and she has agreed to cooperate
responsi bly by making a public statenment of the kind we have requested."

Prot bornov gestured in the air with his cigarette and shrugged indifferently.
"So now you don't matter to us so nuch. The only issue you need concern
yourself with is your own fate. If you adopted a nore reasonable attitude than
t he one you' ve been showing, well, anything is possible. If not..." he
shrugged agai n, "what happens then will be up to the Kremin. But as | said,

it is no longer of primary inmportance to us."

McCai n | ooked at him al most contenptuously. "I expected something better
than that. Don't tell me you're slipping."

Pr ot bornov seenmed to have been prepared for as rmuch. "Policy decisions
are not my concern," he said. "My job is sinply to carry themout. For
what ever reason, orders have come through for you to be noved to anot her
| ocation. You should find it nore congenial -- at |least you will have
conpany... and the opportunity for nore stinmulating conversations than ours
tend to be." He indicated the bag that the guard had placed on the table.
"Col | ect your belongings. You are to be transferred i nmedi ately."

McCai n began gat hering together the clothes and personal effects that he
had been given. "Wth a personal send-off by the general ? Wiy so honored?"

"Way not? | feel we have come to know one another a little in the course
of the past three weeks, even if your attitude has been |l ess than candid. A
conmon courtesy fromthe host to a departing guest, maybe? O sinply a way to
i ndicate that we desire no hard feelings?"

McCain went around the partition to retrieve his toilet articles. So far
t he whol e thing had been an exercise in testing and probing for weaknesses, to
be exploited later -- and probably the same with Paula, too. What for? he
wondered. There was a lot nore behind it all than he had unravel ed so far

"So, where to?" he asked as he canme back out, closing the bag.
"Eart hsi de?"

"Not hi ng so exciting, |'mafraid,” Protbornov replied. The guard was
hol di ng the door open. "It's expensive to ship people between here and Earth.
Why should we pay the bill for returning one of the United States's spies to



t hen? They can cone and coll ect you when the tinme cones -- assumi ng, of
course, that Moscow decides to | et them have you back. Until then, you remain
here on Tereshkova, at a place called Zanork." A guard went ahead. Protbornov
wal ked by McCain, with the najor a pace behind, while the guard who had held
t he door brought up the rear

"Ch, you nean the gulag that you've got up here," MCain said. Zanork was
on the edge of the town known as Novyi Kazan, and was | abel ed vaguely on the
maps as a detention facility. "I always admred how faithful a copy this is of
t he Mot her Country."

"Ch, don't think of Zanork as a gulag," Protbornov said breezily. "Tines
are changi ng. Even your Christian heaven needed sonewhere to keep its
di ssidents."

"I take it that nmeans we're unlikely to be seeing the |last of each
ot her."

"I"'msure the Fates have it in store for us to neet again."

"What about Paul a Shelnmer? WII she be noving too?"

"W have received no orders concerning her." There was a short silence.

Then Prot bornov added, "However, she is in good health and spirits. | thought
you mght like to know "
"Thanks. "

Ten minutes later, MCain, acconpani ed by two armed guards, boarded a
magdrive car at a nonorail term nal underneath the Security Headquarters. Soon
afterward, they departed around Tereshkova's peripheral ring, bound for the
town of Novyi Kazan

CHAPTER NI NE

According to the Soviet publicity material, Novyi Kazan was a center for
arts, sports, and education, intended to provide rest, relaxation, and a
contrast to Turgenev's adm nistrative bustle and the scientific-industrial
concentration at Landausk. The travel guides nade little nmention of its
i ncluding a prison. Maybe, MCain thought as he | ooked out of the speeding
nmonorail car, that was what the Russian interpretation of rest and rel axation
neant .

The car seenmed to be a standard nodel containing three pairs of double
seats facing each other on either side of a central aisle, but its only other
occupants besides McCain were two arned guards. Evidently this one was not for
public use. It had left the junmble of Turgenev's high-rise core and noved out
along the valley that he and Paul a had viewed fromthe terrace high over the
town's square on the day of their arrival. On one side, the central strip was
an irregular ribbon of green, wandering anmong grassy mounds, clunps of shrubs,
and occasional trees, with a streamthreading its way from pool to poo
bet ween rocky banks as it collected cataracts tunbling in fromthe valley
sides. Farther away beyond the green strip, wheel ed vehicles vani shed and
reappeared at intervals on a hidden roadway roughly matching the nmonorail's
route. There were plenty of people, alone, in pairs, and in groups, talKking,
wal ki ng, or just sitting and watching the water; a woman was feedi ng ducks,
and two boys were sailing a boat. Above it all, the twin ribbon-suns curved
away out of sight in their artificial sky.

In an earlier century, the Russian enpress Catherine the Geat had
decided to tour the countryside to observe the living conditions of the people
for herself. Her chief adviser, Gigory Potenkin, sent advance parties ahead
of the royal entourage to erect a whol e make-believe world of fake villages
with gaily painted facades to conceal the poverty and nisery that the peasants
had to endure. The people were forced to put on new clothes, |oaned for the
occasi on, and dance, wave, strew flowers, and cheer to maintain the illusion
Afterward, scores of Western observers who had traveled with the royal party
returned home filled with enthusiasmand adniration by the scenes they had
wi t nessed. As McCain stared out of the wi ndow of the nonorail car, he thought



back to the reports he'd read by excited visitors to Val enti na Tereshkova,
bringing to the world their revelation of the changed face of conmmuni sm Just
as others had come back with glowi ng accounts of Hitler's Germany in the
1930' s.

Hal fway al ong the agricultural zone outside Turgenev, the |line passed
through the clutter of processing plant, freight elevators, storage silos, and
handl i ng machinery piled around the base of the nminor spoke, which was known
as Agricultural Station 3 and possessed a geonetry every bit as irregular and
di sorienting as that of the town. The roof here was clear for some distance on
either side of where the spoke passed through, giving a breathtaking glinpse
of the spoke's entire length, soaring away to the hub structure a half mle
overhead. Another half nmile above that was the far side of the ring, and
beyond, an endl essness of space and stars. The sight made the enclosing walls
of Val entina Tereshkova suddenly seemvery thin and fragile. For a while,
McCai n had al nost forgotten he was in space at all

Beyond t he spoke, the car passed through nore of the agricultural zone,
all pretty much as before, and finally entered the outskirts of Novyi Kazan
Houses and apartnents appeared strewn down the valley sides as at Turgenev,
but with nore greenery and water; a sports field cane and went, with figures
pl ayi ng soccer, and the vi ew ahead becanme one of buildi ngs nerging and rising
toward anot her chaotic downtown center. Then the track entered a tunnel

The car slowed, and McCain watched through the front window as it |urched
to follow a branch tunnel off the through-route.

One of the guards noved forward to the consol e under the wi ndow, which
appeared to be the driver's position when the car was bei ng operated manual vy,
and the car halted before a sturdy-1ooking nmetal door closing off the track
ahead. A tone sounded, and an officer's face appeared on the consol e screen
"Prisoner two-seven-one-zero-six for adm ssion,” the guard said. The officer
consul ted sonething off-screen, then | eaned forward to operate a control. A
canera nounted inside the car pivoted slowy to survey the interior, pausing
for a few seconds when it came to McCain's face. Then the door ahead slid
open. The car noved through and stopped beside a platform The guards notioned
to McCain to get out. \Wien they energed, the door across the track behi nd had
al ready cl osed.

They were in what | ooked |ike a |oading and unl oadi ng bay, with the track
branching into two lines that ran parallel between service platforns for a
di stance and then nerged agai n before disappearing through another door at the
far end, also closed. Mire guards were standing on the platformthat MCain
and his escorts had stepped out onto. Wth themwas a group of a dozen or so
men in plain gray jackets and matching pants with scarlet stripes, who began
filing into the car. They were of various colors and races, and MCai n guessed
themto be fromthe place that he was on his way to. Several of them glanced
curiously at himas he passed. They seened heal thy enough and alert. At | east
it didn't look as if he were about to join a house of zonbies, he reflected as
he wal ked between the guards toward the door opening off the platform

Behi nd the door was a guardpost, inside which McCain saw the officer who
had appeared on the screen within the car. A short corridor brought themto a
stairway and el evator. They took the stairs up a |l evel and crossed a hal
containing rows of seats to enter a roomwi th a counter running al ong one
side, where the senior of the two escorts from Turgenev produced papers for
the duty sergeant to sign. Then a captain cane out of a roomat the back to
take charge, and the escorts departed. The captain asked the routine
guestions, and McCain gave his routine fictitious answers, which the sergeant
duly entered into a ternminal on the counter. Then MCain was conducted through
to an exam nation room where he waited forty mnutes for the doctor to be
found to perform a physical check. At last, after being fingerprinted,
voi ceprinted, blood-sanpled, facially scanned for computerized mug-shotting,
typed, tested, measured, and wei ghed all over again, he was given an outfit
like the ones he had just seen in the nmonorail term nal. The captain handed
back the bag he had brought with him along with another containing a spare



change of clothes. Finally he told McCain to hold out his left arm

"\ 2"

"You are not here to ask questions.”

McCain raised his arm The captain pulled back the sleeve of his jacket,
and the sergeant clipped an electronic unit on a red, plastic-coated band
around his wist, and then crinped and sealed it with a special tool. The
captain pressed a button, and two nore guards appeared froma door at the back
of the room

"This is your key to the areas which you are authorized to enter," the
captain told McCain, indicating the wistband. "Security is nostly electronic
at Zamork. Guards are too valuable here to stand around doi ng nothing, and the
same applies to prisoners. Therefore you will be required to work a
m ni mum forty-ei ght-hour week. Your duties will be assigned by the foreman of
the billet you' re put in. Enforcenent of discipline is firm but not unfair.
After an initial probationary period, a sensible attitude can earn privil eges.
Movement outside quarters after curfew, and attenpts to cross the compound
perimeter or to | eave designated work areas in other parts of the colony are
strictly forbidden -- although escape from Val enti na Tereshkova is, of course,
quite inpossible. Do you have any inmredi ate questions?"

"What about communications with my government and nessages hone?"

"That does not fall within nmy area of authority.”

"Whose area of authority does it fall in?"

"Such matters are questions of policy, decided in Mdscow. "

"So who's in charge of this whole place?"

"The governor is Lieutenant CGeneral Fedorov."

"So, howdo I talk to hinP"

"When he decides he wishes to talk to you. You will be interviewed by
your bl ock commandant later. Bring the matter up with him In the neantine,
you report to the foreman in billet B-three. The guards will take you there."

The guards took MCain back through the door that they had come from and
along a corridor to some stairs which |l ed down to another door. A red light
above the door canme on as MCain approached, and a nmonent |ater went out
agai n, acconpanied by a beep. On the far side was a w de thoroughfare running
crossways, with linme-green walls that were featurel ess except for wel ding
seans and bundl es of piping. There were | arge doorways openi ng of f at
intervals. It suggested, if anything, an enclosed street. Figures in gray
tunics, singly and in pairs and groups, were wal king on both sides, while in
the center an electric tractor was hauling a trailer |oaded with boxes. Just
two guards were visible, pacing slowy together some distance away and | ooki ng
nore |ike street cops. McCain and his tw escorts followed the road right to a
corner, where it went left and continued, |ooking nuch the sane as before.
They passed an opening flanked on either side by sections of fixed bars, with
a center section consisting of a sliding barred gate, which was open. A sign
above read BLOCK A. Farther on they came to a simlar gate, this tinme |abeled
BLOCK B. Ared light came on as McCain followed the first guard through, then
went out with a beep. McCain had the feeling that he could get really tired of
red lights and beeps before very much | onger

They were at one end of a nmore-or-less-square hall, with two rows of
doors facing each other across a broad center space. On a higher |evel above,
two nore rows of identical doors | ooked down from behind rail ed wal kways
reached by metal stairs. Footbridges at both ends of the hall connected the
wal kways to conplete a gallery overlooking the central floor area from al
four sides. At the near end of the hall were several long tables with benches,
at which nen were | oosely scattered, sone in groups, others sitting alone. As
with the group that McCain had seen boarding the nmonorail car, they were a mx
of races and types. Sonme were reading, one witing, others playing cards,
while many just sat. In the open area beyond the tables, nore were standing
tal king, and others were gathered in a circle around some kind of gane that
i nvol ved tossing coins.

As he and his escorts noved on across the hall, MCain caught babbl es of



di fferent | anguages. The voices dropped for a nonment as he passed by the

tabl es, and curious eyes followed him They cane to one of the doors on the
right, which carried a large "3" painted in yellow. One of the guards gestured
toward it. MCain stepped forward; the red light [it and the beeper beeped. He
tried the door, and it opened. Wthout a word the two guards turned and left.
McCai n pushed the door wi de and stepped through. The light was dinmer than in
the area outside, and he paused for his eyes to adjust. Then he noved on
inside, letting the door close behind him

The room had an open area running all the way down the center, containing
several tables with chairs pulled up on both sides. He noved forward and
deposited the two bags he was carrying on the table nearest the door. To |eft
and right, the space along the sides of the roomwas partitioned into a series
of five or six bays, each of which contained two double-tier bunks, one
al ongside the partition on each side, separated by a narrow ai sl e containi ng
kit lockers. There were pictures adorning the walls in places, sonme nugs and
eating utensils on shelves, books, a |long, carved wooden pipe resting in a
bowl, and an unfini shed gane of chess on one of the tables. The place | ooked
reasonably cl ean, but had a distinct odor of too many bodies living in too
confined a space. Woever the bodies were, they were absent for the noment.

There was an open door at the far end of the room and as McCain's
hearing adapted to the quiet after the hubbub outside, he discerned sounds of
nmoverrent. A noment |l ater a figure appeared framed in the far doorway, hol ding
a broom MCain waited. The man shuffled out and approached around the farnost
table. He was of Oriental appearance, lithely built, and wearing a bl ack
skullcap in addition to the regulation gray tunic. As he canme closer, MCain
found that he had an abstruse face that nmanaged to both reinforce and
contradict at the sane tine the inpression of years conveyed by his physique.
It was furrowed and wi zened about the eyes, yet surprisingly snooth everywhere
el se. His chin sprouted a short beard that was turning gray, but his stare was
bright and alert like that of a curious child.

"You must be the Anerican," he said. "My name is Nakajima-Lin
Kohnei - Tso-Liang." Hi s voice and expression were neutral, carrying neither
undue warmth nor hostility. MCain was instantly confused. The construction
was typically Asiatic with the famly nane coming first, but the double nane
itself was a conposite of Japanese and Chinese; the first of the given names
foll ow ng sounded Japanese, but the other two were Chinese. He watched MCain
curiously, and McCain had the feeling that he was able to read if the
contradiction meant anything to McCain or not. "Generally |I amcalled Koh."

"Lewi s Earnshaw, " MCain responded. "Mst people call me Lew "

Koh came to where McCain was standing and indicated the |ower tier of the
bunk by the first partition to the left. "Your place will be there," he said.
He nodded toward the corner bunk behind McCain's right. As McCain had noticed
with some of the other bunks, its upper cot was hinged upright out of the way.
It suggested that the place was not occupied to full capacity at present. "I
live across there. It seens, therefore, that for a while we are to be
nei ghbors." Koh spoke English well, with slow and careful articulation

McCai n picked up his bags fromthe tabl e and noved across. "Well, | guess
that's fine with ne. Does your nane nake you Japanese or Chi nese?"

"A mxture of the two, which goes back nany generations. Appropriate to
this century."

"I"ve spent sonme time in both countries. It sounds as if you were
expecting nme."

"The billet foreman is usually notified when a new arrival is due."

"What exactly is a foreman?"

"You are not famliar with the systenf"

"How coul d | be?"

"Aren't you transferring from another part of Zanork?"

"No, | only just arrived."

Koh nodded. "I see. Every billet has a foreman. It's a trusted category
of inmates who are responsible for discipline, take conplaints to the right



gquarters, and hand out work assignnents. Qurs is called Luchenko, a Russian.”
He gestured vaguely in the direction of the far end of the roomwith his free
hand. "Hi s place is back there. He'll talk to you when he gets back."

"So, what's he |ike?"

"Ch, sone days good, sone days not so good. Most tinmes okay."

McCai n | ooked down at his cot, which held just a bare mattress. "Wat do
we do about getting bl ankets and stuff?"

"You pick up a kit at O -- dishes, eating inplenments, and so on."

"What's O ?'

"The Oficial |Issue store, in the Core conplex across CGorky Street."

"CGorky Street?"

"Qutside the block nmess area -- where you just came along. If you w sh,
wi Il show you the way when I'mfinished."

"Are you here all the tine, Koh?"

"One half day each week is for cleaning. This week it's my turn. It
provi des a wel cone opportunity to think in peace and quiet. One sel dom gets
tinme to be alone in Zanork."

"How | ong have you been here now?"

"A year, roughly."

McCai n nodded absently and stepped back to survey the bunk above his,
trying to gauge sonet hi ng about the person who woul d be his cl osest nei ghbor
There were several raunchily explicit pinups attached to the head end of the
partition, a rock nagazi ne cover showi ng a pop group in action behind a
star-spangled logo in the shape of the letters "USA " and, folded on the
pillow below, an Chio State University T-shirt. "Wiat are you in here for?" he
i nqui red.

"Wy govorite po-Russki?" Koh asked suddenly from behind him-- Do you
speak Russi an?

McCain turned and studied his face for a second, then nodded. "Da."

"Where are you fromin Amrerica?" Koh went on, still in Russian. "Have you
been on Tereshkova | ong? What was your offense?"

McCai n saw t he point and nodded resignedly. "I don't know you," he
agreed, switching back to English

"Nor |, you. As you obviously already understand, one |learns not to ask

such questions of strangers."

"Wuld | have admitted to speaking Russian if |1'd been planted here?"
McCai n asked.

"Unlikely," Koh conceded. "But then again you might, if you were being
very clever."

"Are they often very clever?"

"No. But when they are, that's when they're at their nobst dangerous."

McCai n sighed. There was nothing he could say to alleviate all suspicions
instantly. It would take tinme and patience. He sat down on his bunk and turned
his attention to transferring the contents of his bags into his |ocker. "Wo's
t he guy upstairs?" he asked, changing the subject. "Looks |ike another
Anerican.”

Koh gave a short laugh. "No, not an Anerican. An Anmericophile. H s nane
i's Mungabo. He's Zigandan. The Russi ans have strange inpressions of Anerican
life, especially with regard to racial tensions, which their propagandists
exaggerate. They al so have a strange sense of hunor. Luchenko thought it would
be funny to put the Anerican under the black nman." He turned and began wal ki ng
back toward the far end of the room "Toilets and washing facilities are

through there. 1'll take you over to O when |I'mthrough.”

"So, what did this Zigandan guy do for America that caused himto wi nd up
here... or is that sonething we don't ask about, too?" MCain called after
hi m

"Ch no, everybody knows about that. He gave them a top-secret Russian
plane -- a MG55. At least, that was what the court-nartial decided. Mingabo
clained that his electronic navigation system mal functioned, but the KGB
refused to believe that the whole thing wasn't a put-up job."



"What made them so sure?" MCain asked.
"It was el enmentary. Equi prrent produced under a Marxi st econony, they
poi nted out, cannot mal function."

CHAPTER TEN

Dr. Philip Kress, fromthe Brookhaven National Laboratory on Long Island
stared out unhappily from behind the table of panel nenbers at the rows of
del egates to the Third Conference on Conmuni cati ons Physics, sponsored by the
Japanese Sci ence Council and being held at the "university city" of Tsukuba.

"There are no doubt several reasons why the underwater neutrino-detection
experiments have given amnbi guous results,” he said. "The biggest problem al
al ong has been statistical. W're tal king about trying to separate out a very
few real events from an enornous background noi se. Whi chever way you approach
it, you end up subtracting one big nunber from another big nunber, neither of
t hem guar ant eed absolutely, to yield a very small nunber, which is the answer
you're looking for. It's a tricky problem and we're working on it. \Wat else
can | say?" He tossed up a hand to indicate that he was through and sat back
in his chair to light his pipe.

The panel noderator, Jules Dupalnme, fromthe French tel ecomruni cati ons
corporation CIT Alcatel, |ooked fromside to side for further coment fromthe
others. "Ckay? Any nore questions fromthe floor? No? Good. Well, there is one
announcement before we end the session for lunch. Wuld all those who--"

"One question." A Japanese about hal fway back near one of the aisles
stood up. In the fifth row, Dr. Melvin Bowers, fromthe Plasnma Physics
Institute at Livernore, California, sighed and | ooked at his watch. He was
getting hungry, and specul ati ons about comuni cating via neutrinos beaned
through the solid Earth weren't his field. He shifted in his seat and tried to
recall the nane of the bar in the city that Sam and Max said they'd found the
ni ght before -- the one with the underwearl ess hostesses that sat on the
customers' knees. From behind him the voice of the Japanese continued, "I see
adifficulty with the data that have been sel ected as candidates. There is
not hi ng that positively excludes every one of them from bei ng an at nospheric
muon, and not a neutrino-induced muon at all. For exanple, if the detected
nmuon canme frombelow, it would have to be neutrino-induced. But that is not so
in a single case. All the ones we have seen canme from above. Even with a small
sample, this asymmetry bothers ne."

"Phi | ?" Dupal me invited.

Kress shook the match between his fingers to extinguish it and dropped it
into an ashtray. "I agree, it's strange... not what you' d expect..." The
answer wasn't satisfactory even to hinmself. He sighed. "But we have pushed the
detectability threshold back an order of magnitude. Maybe we need to

re-examne the sensitivity of the detectors.... It's difficult to say w thout
further analysis."
"Thank you." Unenlightened, the Japanese bowed and sat down agai n.

Dupal me gl anced down to read the announcenent he had been about to make.

Then, Professor Masaki Kurishoda from Gsaka University, who had been
curiously reticent throughout nost of the proceedings, pulled a nicrophone
across the table. Bowers in the fifth row groaned i nwardly. Kurishoda had a
pudgy, hunorous face and shot a genial snile at the audi ence through his
heavy-ri nmmed spectacl es before he spoke. "OF course,"” he said, "another reason
why you gentl enmen are not getting unanmbi guous evi dence for the existence of
neutrinos m ght be that they don't exist." Sonebody near the front started to
| augh, then stopped abruptly with the realization that Kurishoda was serious.
The professor regarded the audience calmy, shifting his eyes until sure that
he had everyone's attention. Even Bowers had forgotten lunch for the nonent.
Kuri shoda spread his hands expressively. "Explaining the unknown by neans of
t he unobservabl e is always a perilous business. The neutrino was postul ated by
Pauli sinply as a book-bal anci ng device to preserve the conservation | aws of



monentum and spin in the beta decay of a neutron into a proton and an

el ectron. Every subsequent interpretation since has nmerely extended that
convention. W scientists, you see... we think we construct objective views as
dictated by facts, but really we do not. Sometines we seek solutions within a
framework of ruling acadenic opinion." He paused and sent a broad smile around
the room Nobody i nterrupted.

He continued, "If we extend the conservation |laws to include the negative
energy states proposed by Dirac -- and why should we restrict it to positive
states only, except to satisfy convention? -- then pair-production is

expl ai ned without the need for a photon to nysteriously '"turn into' an

el ectron-positron pair: the positron becomes sinply the "hole' left in the
Dirac sea by the electron that has been pronoted to a positive state as a
result of absorbing the photon. The notion of a hole behaving like a particle
m ght have been strange in Dirac's tine, but today, in our world full of

sem conductor el ectronics, we take it for granted. Now, neutron decay becones
such a sinple pair-production event, with the el ectron escaping and the
positron being captured. W no |longer need a neutrino to carry away the

m ssing energy, since the electron was raised froma negative energy level to
begin with. And since three particles are involved in the process, spin
conservation is also satisfied."

Kress was already spluttering farther along the table. "But... now wait a
m nute, | nean, what does that do to the weak nuclear force? You' ve just
pull ed the rug out fromsaying there is a weak force at all, | nmean..."

Kuri shoda shrugged. "I agree. And you are about to remi nd ne of the

theoretical work that has unified the weak and the el ectromagnetic forces
since the 1980's. But | suggest that the 'weak' interactions are nothing nore
than el ectromagnetic forces acting between the dipoles of elementary particles
and those of electrons in negative energy states. So, if the two forces were
actually only one to begin with, then the whole thing will have to be
re-exanined. "

A lot of muttering and head shaking was going on in the audi ence. "But
it's been verified, hasn't it?" soneone objected. "I nean, neutrinos are
detected routinely. They have been, ever since the fifties."

"Cowan and Rei nes," another voice supplied. "Neutrino-induced
transmut ati on of chlorine into argon.™

"Presurmed to be neutrino-induced,” Kurishoda threw back, beam ng, as if
he had been waiting for just that. "The nechanism | have just described
accounts for it equally well."

"Experinents have been conducted whi ch suggest they not only exist, but
possess mass," another nenber of the panel pointed out. "It's been neasured."

"How el se do you account for the missing mass in the universe?" sonebody
el se in the audience called out.

"And ot her experinmenters have found no indication of mass," Kurishoda
replied. "Some experinenters have reported that neutrinos oscillate anong
three forns, while others say they don't. As for the missing mass, well, naybe
we just have to | ook for another kind of gal axy-glue." He hal f-turned, and
nmotioned with his head. "Phil Kress himself has told us about the difficulty
i n observing anything, and then the anbiguity in deciding what it is. In
short, it all relies on statistical nethods that are questionable. There is
not hi ng concl usi ve that proves neutrinos have mass, that they oscillate anong
three types, or that they exist at all. | contend that everything attributed
to them can be explained nore sinply in ternms that are already famliar
Wlliam of Occam woul d have approved. "

The audi ence was clearly all set for a showdown on this. Dupal me raised a
hand before anyone el se could respond. "Ladies and gentlenmen, lunch is
wai ting. Perhaps we could arrange a special session this evening to explore
this subject further?" He | ooked down inquiringly to soneone in the front row,
who | eaned forward to nutter something up at the dais. "Yes, we'll post
details later this afternoon...." He searched for sonething with which to wap
the topic up for the nonent. "Maybe our specul ati ons on neutri no-beam



conmuni cati ons through the planet were a little premature, then, eh?"

Sone of the panelists grinned, while others shook their heads. The
at nospher e rel axed.

"Well, there's always tachyons to think about,"’
audi ence.

"How about that, Professor Kurishoda?" another called. "Do tachyons
exi st ?"

The professor beaned back over the top of his spectacles.

"But of course," he replied. "A tachyon is a quantum of bad taste."

someone qui pped fromthe

Five mnutes later, the attendees were spilling through into the centra
dining hall and di spersing anong the tables, already set with a fish
appetizer, fruit juices, and tea. Melvin Bowers headed for a quiet spot in a
far corner of the room Jenny Hanpden, a research manager from Bell Labs,
joined him They'd nmet the previous day at breakfast in the hotel, and tal ked
briefly during some of the breaks between sessions. She |iked caving,
classical nusic, and cats.

"Well, there goes ny favorite theory," Bowers said as they sat down.

"\What theory?"

"My neutrino-bonb theory."

"Neutrino bonb? That's a new one."

"Thi nk about it," Bowers said. "It neets all the requirements for the
perfect strategic weapon. It keeps defense contractors profitable and enpl oys
people. It justifies the jobs of Pentagon generals and defense anal ysts. And
it gives the nedia a new scare-word and t he peaceni ks sonething to how
about." He snoot hed his napkin across his knees and turned up his pal nms. "But,
it has no undesirable side effects: it doesn't damage property or kill people.
The perfect bonb!"

Jenny | aughed. "Maybe we coul d have neutrino-power reactors, too --
something to divert the oppositionists away from fusion. Then maybe it could
all come on-line, and they mghtn't even notice."

"Hm there might be something in that, too. | w sh sonebody'd thought of
it back in the seventies."

Jenny put down her fork suddenly. "Ch, Mel, there's sonething I forgot.

Look, | have to see Takuji right now | prom sed himsonme slides for the talk
he's giving this afternoon. Wuld you excuse ne? |I'Il be back in five
m nutes. "

"Sure. I'lIl have them hold the entree.”

"Thanks." Jenny got up and di sappeared in the direction of the door
Bowers carried on eating alone. Was it called the Yell ow Dragon? Red
Dragon?... No, not Dragon, but Red sonmething... He didn't notice the tall

el egantly groomed figure approaching fromanong the bodies still mlling about
to find places in the mddle of the room "Ah, Dr. Bowers, good day to you."
Bowers | ooked up. "lgor Lukich," he said, using the Russian faniliar
pat ronymi c.
"Do you mind if I join you?"

"Not at all. Sit down, please. Ch, not there. That side's taken."

It was Professor Dyashkin, the director of a Soviet
conmuni cati ons-research establishment in Siberia. Dyashkin's nane was known
i nternationally, and he and Bowers were friends from previ ous professiona
gat herings in Mdscow and Bonbay. They had both been involved in an informal
spont aneous di scussion that had taken place the night before anong a group of
scientists at one of the hotels in which the conference attendees were

st ayi ng.

"An interesting notion of Kurishoda's," Bowers said after Dyashkin had
sat down. "I was just saying to the friend I'mwth -- Jenny Hanpden of Bell
I don't know if you've nmet; she'll be back in a few m nutes -- neutrinos would

make the perfect bonmb. Then all of you and all of us could stop worrying, eh?"
Dyashkin smled automatically, but he didn't ask Bowers to el aborate and
was evidently not in the mood for snmall talk. He scanned the surroundi ngs



constantly with his eyes, and seened nervous, Bowers becane serious and | ooked
at the Russian inquiringly as he continued eating, "W know each other from
several years now, yes, Dr. Bowers?" Dyashkin said. He spoke guardedly, wth
an el bow resting on the table and a hand covering his nouth.

Bowers nodded. "l guess so -- in a formal kind of way, anyhow. "

"Even so, sonetinmes we nust take risks and trust our judgment. | judge
you as soneone who can be trusted.”

Bowers wi ped his nmouth with a corner of his napkin and resuned chew ng
slow y. When he spoke, his voice had dropped to match Dyashkin's. "What are
you driving at?"

"When are you due to go back to the USA?" Dyashkin asked.

"Well, I'"'mon a one-year exchange here in Gsaka. But | was planning to go
hone for a vacation right after this conference is over. Wy?"

"Anyone might join us at the table, so | conme straight to the point while
we are alone.” Bowers waited. Dyashkin drew a |ong, shaky breath. "Look, Dr.
Bowers, it is possible that | mght be interested in comng over, if the
conditions were right. You understand?"

It took Bowers a nonent. "To us, you mean? Over to our side?"

Dyashki n nodded al nost inperceptibly. "Yes. Personal reasons -- too mnuch
to go into now. But what | want to know fromyou is, would you be willing to
convey ny proposition to the appropriate authorities?"

"Proposition? But | don't know anything about what it is. How woul d--"

"I can arrange that. Wat | have to know now is, would you be willing to
hel p me?"

Bowers chewed in silence for a while. "I'lIl have to think about it," he
said finally.

"How |l ong will you need? Pl ease understand that we constantly risk being

under observation when we travel abroad. The KGB even infiltrate their people
into conferences such as this."

"Gve me until tonight. 1'Il meet you in the bar of our hotel at, say,
eight. Do you think it would be safe to talk there?"

Dyashki n shook his head. "I don't want to talk. Al | need at this stage
is ayes or a no answer."

"Ckay, | won't say anything. If | offer to stand the first round of

drinks, the answer's yes. Ckay?"

"As you say, a deal."

Two nore figures nmaterialized at the table. "Gustav and Sandy," Bowers
greeted. "It's about tine -- we were starting to get lonely here. Say, did
ever tell you ny theory about the perfect bomb?..."

That afternoon, Bowers called the US enbassy in Tokyo for advice. Later
back at the hotel, he went through into the bar for an after-dinner drink
Precisely at eight o'clock, Dyashkin appeared and joined him "H ," Bowers
said. "Quite a day today, eh? \Wat are you having, lgor? The first one's on
nme." The Russian asked for a vodka and soda.

Later, while they were tal king, Dyashkin pointed to the orange docunent
fol der that Bowers had placed on the seat beside him It was one of the
packages issued to each attendee, and contained the conference agenda, copies
of the papers being presented, and other information. "Cbtain another package
fromthe registration desk," he said. "Tonorrow there is a paper on |aser
solitons schedul ed for three o' clock. Be there, and place the folder on the
floor by your chair. I will exchange it for one I'Il be carrying, which wll
contain details of the proposal that | w sh you to carry to the American
authorities."

CHAPTER ELEVEN

"The fractional Fourier-Brown-Wener series with i ndependent Gaussi an
coefficients converges to a sumfor all H greater than zero, you see. But



above H- equal s-one, the sum becones differentiable..."

The end of the day was approaching. McCain lay on his bunk in the billet
and |istened to Rashazzi expoundi ng vigorously to Haber over a pile of books
and papers strewn across the table in the center aisle. They had introduced
t hensel ves to McCain earlier, when they returned fromthe day work-shift.
Rashazzi, or "Razz," as everyone called him was an Israeli, young, handsone,
dar k- eyed, and of boundl ess energy and ent husiasm Haber was a West GCerman,
with a pink, crinkled, bespectacled face and thinning white hair, who was
getting on somewhat in years and gave the inpression of belonging nore in a
sanatoriumthan a prison canp, although MCain already hal f-suspected this
could be an act. They were both scientists of some kind, obviously. Rashazzi
said he was a biologist fromthe University of Tel Aviv. Maybe, MCain had
conceded. Maybe not.

Each pair of bays facing each other across the central aisle along the
length of the billet constituted an eight-man "section" -- two double bunks in
each bay. The front section -- i. e., the one inmediately inside the door --
housed Rashazzi, Haber, and Koh in the bay on the far side, and on the near
side, MCain, with Mingabo the Zi gandan above, and opposite them occupying a
single bunk by the end wall Iike Koh, an Irishman called Scanl on. Koh and
Scanl on were el sewhere for the nonent.

"Where did you get that from you pig!"

"It was a fair play, you-who-were-not-born-but-produced-by-farting!"

"And your father was a pig, and your nother was a pig'..."

More voices filtered through fromthe next section beyond the partition.
They sounded like Siberian dialects from Soviet Central Asia. The ganbling had
begun i medi ately after the evening nmeal, the squabbling soon thereafter, and
the aroma of strange substances bei ng snmoked was wafting around the partition.
Rashazzi had warned McCain that this went on all the time, but not to worry
about it. From others who had crossed through on their way between the rear of
the billet and the nmess area outside, MCain had caught snatches of
Czechosl ovaki an and recogni zed several Russians. The bunk above creaked as
Mungabo shifted his weight. McCain stared up at it. Escape was surely out of
t he question. Finding something purposeful to focus on in this place could get
to be a problem he decided.

A figure cane along the center aisle fromthe far end of the billet and
stopped near the bottom of the bunk. "No, we don't want none today," Mingabo's
voi ce said fromabove. The figure ignored him MCain | ooked out when he
realized that the figure was staring at him He was tall and |ean, thirtyish,
per haps, with waves of blond hair flowing to the base of his neck, a yell ow
nmust ache, and cl ear, penetrating eyes set in a hawkish face. The addition of a
beard woul d have nmade hima natural for the lead role in any Bible novie.
"Hello," he said, "I guess we should get acquainted." He spoke in even,
nmeasured tones, wth what sounded |ike a Mdwest accent. MCain swung his | egs
of f the bunk and sat up. The other stretched out a hand. "Paul Nolan
Springfield, Illinois."

"Lew Earnshaw, just about everywhere, but lowa originally."

Nol an sat down on the edge of Scanlon's vacant bunk opposite. "So, how
did you manage to get yourself in here?" he asked lightly. Wien MCain didn't
reply i mmedi ately, he went on, "I heard a runor going around that a coupl e of
American journalists were arrested a while back, during the May Day tour. Wre
you one of those?"

McCain's eyes narrowed. "lI'mnot sure | want to start answering questions
i ke that," he said.

Nol an smil ed condescendingly, as if he had been expecting as nuch. MCain

didn't |ike people who snmiled too easily. "That's wise. | started out training
to be a |l awyer, you know It's not all the way people think. It's vicious and
conpetitive, like going back to the jungle. There's no sense of decency or

ethics left anynore. Just noney. They all sell their souls to the
corporations. So | got out. Ended up in government, with the I PA in Washi ngton
-- on their legal staff.”



"The Industrial Policy Agency was scrapped years ago," MCain said.

"Yes, well, that was a while ago..." Nolan seemed to be about to say
somet hing further, then changed his nind. "Anyway, what | cane to tell you was
t hat Luchenko wants to talk to you. He's down at the other end.”

McCain rai sed his eyebrows, wondering nmonentarily what the American was
doi ng running errands for the Russian foreman. Then he di snissed the thought
with a shrug and stood up. "Ckay. Let's go."

They wal ked past the torrent of varied suidian insults still flying
prolifically fromthe gane in progress on one side, and through into the
section beyond that. A bearded man at the center table was making tea froma
hot -wat er pot that seemed to have a permanent place there, while another
tal ked as he wat ched: "She never believed anything anyone said. She'd call on

t he phone and ask if her daughter was there. 1'd tell her, 'No, she's out.'
And then five nminutes later the woman woul d call again and ask the sane thing.
She'd try to disguise her voice, but | could tell it was her because..." The

next section contained nore Asiatics on one side and enpty bunks on the other
except one in which a pink-faced man with a hi gh forehead was |ying readi ng.

Passi ng t hrough the next section, MCain caught snatches of a man who
sounded Polish talking to a group. "They stopped short of Warsaw and sat there
for two nmonths to let the Germans wi pe out the Polish Resistance for them It
was deliberate.”

"That's a | ot of rubbish,” sonmeone replied. "They couldn't go any
farther. Look how far they'd advanced all through July."

The first voice dropped to a murrmur. "Hey, Shovak, who's he?"

"New arrival today -- in the front section."

An ol der man sitting with themthrewin, "My father was there, you know
-- with Konev's arny...."

"An American," Snovak said

There was a man |lying on a bunk, staring norosely at a photograph of a
worman on the | ocker beside him... Finally they arrived at the end section
Fi ve sections, eight nmen per section. Space for forty in the whole billet.

Two nen were waiting at the last table. The one at the end was roundly
built and on the heavyish side, with thinning hair conbed straight back from
the forehead in typical Russian style, and a fleshy noon-face anply provided
with chins, McCain's first thought was that he'd have | ooked nore in place in
crunpl ed clothes at the front of a schoolroom or fussing with rosebushes
out side a house in the suburbs. The younger man sitting across the corner from
hi mwas his opposite: solidly muscled, with a mat of short, curly black hair,
a chin of blue-shadowed battleship arnmor, and scow ing eyes that were al ready
wei ghing McCain as a potential adversary. The noon-face notioned for MCain to
sit down. MCain did so, across fromthe bouncer. Neither of themproffered a
handshake, and McCain didn't volunteer. Nolan, whom MCain had nmentally dubbed
"Creeping Jesus," sat down two chairs away on the sanme side

The noon-face had a buff-col ored cardboard fol der open on the table in
front of him containing papers. A clipboard with a chart of sonme kind I ay
next to it. "You are the new American, M. Earnshaw, two-seven-one-zero-siXx,"
he said, glancing down. "From Pacific News, California."

"That's right."

"It says here you are a journalist."

“Uh- huh."

"My nanme is Luchenko. | amthe foreman of this billet. This is Josip

Mai skevi k." MCain gave a curt nod. Maiskevik continued staring at himw thout
nmovi ng. "You know how t hi ngs work here?"

"They told nme a little about it at the front desk when | checked in."

"Do not think of Zanork as a punishnment institution. Its purpose is to
encourage socially desirable attitudes and behavior. It operates by incentives
and privileges, not by coercion. But the privileges have to be earned, | am
responsi ble for seeing that the rules are followed in this billet. If you w sh
to initiate any comunication with the authorities or |odge any conplaint, you
do so through me. Also, | pass out the work allocations. You will be working



in one of the machine shops in the Core, commencing tomnorrow norning."

Luchenko went on to explain about working hours, rules, and procedures.
Next in line beyond hi mwas a "block supervisor,” who was al so an i nmate. The
supervi sor was the neans of access to the conmandant in charge of the block
whom t he captain had nenti oned when McCain was adnitted. In the case of Block
B, the commandant was a Col onel Bachayvin. Then there was the governor
Fedor ov, who reigned above the bl ock commandants. But it appeared that he
dwelt on a higher existential plane, fromwhich he sel dom descended to dea
with prisoners in person, Incorrigibles who were uninpressed by the incentive
process coul d expect a harsher time and solitary detention. The penalty system
was nore or |ess standardi zed, and everyone soon got to know how nuch tine
various infractions could be expected to bring. Failing to be back in one's
bl ock an hour before |ights-out was good for three days, and being insolent to
a guard who was in a bad nmood that day, a week. Fighting with other prisoners
or sabotaging the work output put you in the nonth-plus class. Attacking a
guard was worth three days at nost. "Before they shoot you," Nol an
interjected, sniling.

"I believe in being reasonable,” Luchenko concluded. "You will find
deal fairly with those who deal fairly with ne, Nolan can fill you in on other
details. Do you have any questions for now?"

There was sonet hi ng about Luchenko's manner that didn't quite fit, MCain
had been thinking as he |istened. The Russian was trying to affect an air of
brusqueness, but it wasn't him He was like a salesman trying to put into
practice what he'd read on assertiveness, but w thout the force of character
to pull it off. The appeal to reasonabl eness was for his own protection nore
than anyone else's, MCain guessed. And what was the reason for Miskevik's
broodi ng, silent presence at the table? A hint, naybe, of how the power
structure really worked for anyone who didn't buy the reasonabl eness |ine?
That added up. Luchenko's style would require a strong-arm man behind the
t hr one.

"One thing," McCain said. "Wien | was arrested, | was with a coll eague,
also fromPNS. Her name is Paula Shelmer. | haven't been told anything of her
wher eabouts or her condition. | want to talk to the bl ock commandant or

whoever | need to talk to for some news."

Luchenko pursed his lips for a second, then | eaned forward to scribble a
note on one of the papers in his folder. "I can't prom se anything," he said.
"The request will be passed on."

"I'd appreciate it."

"Anyt hi ng el se?"

"I guess that's it."

"Very well. As | said, followthe rules, and you will find that life can
inprove rapidly. Play fair with ne, and | will play fair with you. That is al
| have to say for now "

McCai n wal ked back to the front section of the billet and sat down at the

far end of the table from Rashazzi and Haber, who were still in the throes of
their ani mated mat hemati cal di scussion. Nolan, who McCain hadn't realized had
followed him pulled up the next chair. "It'Il nmake a change to have anot her

Anerican in here,” Nol an said.

"Are there many around?"

"Only a couple, in other billets. | don't have a lot to do with them --
too brash and | oudnmout hed." Nol an had a habit of smiling all the tinme, as if
he were anxious to avoi d being annoying. MCain found it overplacating and as

annoying as hell. But this was only McCain's first day, after all. The onus
was on himto show some willingness to fit in.
“I'l'linois, eh?" MCain said. "I knew a girl from Chicago once..."

"Worren know not hi ng about politics--"

"She wasn't into politics.”

"Al'l they're interested in is clothes, painting thenselves up, and ot her
peopl e's noney. They're not intellectual."

"Thi s one happened to be a doctor of reconbi nant engi neering. She ran a



conpany that renodel ed pl ant DNA. "

"Mutating nature for profits.”

"It sounds like you disapprove. Have you got sonething agai nst feeding
peopl e?"

"No, against greed and crimnal corporate vandalism"

McCai n nodded. Suddenly he was losing interest in trying to be
acconmmodating. "Now I'm beginning to see what kind of governnent |awer you
were. O did you flunk that, too?" he said.

"I told you, | got out of the whole rotten system | emigrated -- to the
Sovi et Union."

McCain regarded himdistastefully. "You nean, you defected.”

Nol an si ghed, conveying the understandi ng tol erance of one who had heard
this a thousand tinmes, but whose eyes see farther. "l betrayed none of ny
principles,"” he said calmy. "Americans are forever preaching about freedom
and the right to choose. Wll, | exercised ny right and chose. Wy is the
choi ce wrong just because you happen to disagree with it?" He |eaned cl oser
"None of you understand. It's because of the brai nwashing that you -- all of
us -- went through. The USSR is a rich, strong nation. The people are happy
with their | eaders, and together they are building the world of tonorrow -- a
wor |l d based on equality and justice for everyone. Qppression and exploitation
will end. It will be what mankind has been struggling toward for thousands of
years."

"And you're calling nme brai nwashed?"

"I simply know what's true."

McCain waved a hand to indicate the billet around them and by
inmplication the rest of Zanork outside it, "Well, your faith's been rewarded.
Why did they put you in here? Was it what you wanted, too? Okay, good. Have
fun." He nade to rise to go back to his bunk, but Nolan caught his sl eeve.

"That was anot her story. | thought | understood the phil osophy of

socialism but it wasn't true. | was brought to realize that |, too, had flaws
which 1'd never suspected. But they are curable. Being here is part of the
process, you see. As Luchenko said, it's not a punishnent. | don't think of it
as inprisonment at all."

"What, then -- a vacation resort?"

"A process of guided enlightenment, as in a nonastery, | guess.

Purification."”

"So why the gulag and the KGB? Wiy do you need | and m nes and barbed wire
to keep the workers in Paradi se?"

"That's only tenporary. Wen world revolution is achieved, it wll

change. "

"Bul I shit."

Nol an nodded as if he had been expecting it. "lIt's possible that you may
cone to change your outlook while you are here," he said, rising fromthe
chair. "l just wanted you to know that |'d be happy to tal k, whenever you fee
like it."

McCai n wat ched as Nolan returned to the far end of the billet. Then he
got up and went back to his bunk. Mingabo was beaming at himfromthe top

tier. "I knew all Anmericans couldn't be like him It |ooks |ike maybe you and
me mght get along." He thrust out a pink-pal ned hand. "Nane's Abel."

"Lew. "

"Fromlowa -- | heard you earlier."

"That's right."

"D you ever see the New York Bears play?"

"It's the Chicago Bears. Or do you nean the New York Yankees?"

"Just testin'. You passed.”

"That doesn't prove anything, Abel. A K& plant woul d know things |ike
that."

Mungabo grinned. "True, but that wasn't the test. You'd never inmagine the
horseshit those people believe. A real Russian, trying to pretend he's
Anerican, wouldn't have shaken hands."



McCain grinned back. Actually, a real KGB man woul d have known that the
horseshit was horseshit. The popul ar view of American raci smexpounded by Tass
was purely for Russian donmestic consunption. That told himthat Mingabo was
probably straight, too

CHAPTER TWELVE

Met al shrieked on netal as whirling sawteeth bit into toughened al um num
all oy. The note dropped while the notor |abored under the |oad, and then
soared again as the blade broke through and the end of the length of L-section
gi rder dropped onto the pile in the scrap bin. MCain rel eased the vise and
transferred the piece to the stack waiting behind himfor Scanlon to drill and
deburr. Then he lifted another uncut length fromthe rack and laid it on the
bench to be marked and center-punched agai nst the standard jig. If he ever got
out of Zanork and back to normality, he decided, he'd buy hinself a waterbed.
He' d never want to see another metal bedfrane. What the powers that ran
Ter eshkova t hought they were going to do with so nany bedfranes, he coul dn't
i magine. Did they plan on turning the whole place into a prison?

Kevi n Scanl on was the Irishman who occupi ed the single bunk opposite
McCai n and Mungabo in B-3, enjoying a neasure of extra space that afforded one
of the minor but worthwhile conforts of life. He had becorme mxed up with
espi onage and the GRU -- the Soviet mlitary-intelligence organization, which
in many ways paralleled the K& -- in the course of his forner IRA activities
and connections through themto the Cubans and Pal estinians, until one day he
found hinmself on the wong side of one of Moscow s eternal conradely
vendettas. He had sparse hair, with a |l ean build and gaunt, holl owed face that
made his eyes seem protrusive, especially when he was in one of his intense
nmoods, which usually produced either passionate discourses on Irish history or
i nvective harangues about the "Brits." MCain had worked with the British when
he was with NATO i n Europe, and he'd found them Iikabl e enough despite their
occasi onal stuffiness. But he kept his opinions to hinmself, and on the whol e
he and Scanl on got al ong, which was as well since Luchenko had assigned t hem
as regul ar working partners.

"What |1'd give to be able to wal k out and down the street for a pint o

the porter now," Scanlon called across fromthe drilling table, lifting a
gl oved hand and wi ping his brow with his sleeve.
"Somet hing el se to think about for when you get back, | guess.™

"Or the @uinness. Pure Liffey water the Guinness is made fromin Dublin.
Nowhere else in the world does it have the sanme taste."

"I f anyone ever gets back."

"Cream The head on it is as snooth as tasting pure cream”

A horn somewhere overhead gave two raucous blasts to indicate the m dday
break for lunch. MCain thunbed a red button, and the saw freewheeled to a
stop. The din in the rest of the workshop subsi ded as ot her nmachi nes were
turned off and the figures attending themstripped off their greasy coveralls
before joining the general nmovenent toward the main door. Scanl on cane round
t he bench, wiping his hands with a piece of rag. "Now, isn't it nice to think
of all the lvans and M adinirs who'll sleep confortable in their beds for the
charitable work we're doing here today? And wouldn't Father O Halloran from
Bal | i ngarry be proud of me for that?"

McCai n hung his coverall on the end of a storage rack. "lIs that where
you're fronp"

"Ah, many years ago now, it was. That was when | met ny first Anericans.
There was a devel opnent estate set up not three mles fromthe village --
light industry, they said, electronics and the like. An American conpany cane
first and built a conputer factory there. Then the Germans and t he Japanese
cane, | recall. W weren't exactly wld about being invaded by all the
foreigners, but the noney they paid was good."

They came out of the workshops and began wal ki ng al ong a wi de corridor of



grimy, battle-scarred, line-green walls. Meals were brought to each bl ock and
eaten in the conmon nmess area. "How did the Arericans fit in?" MCain asked.
"They were al ways chasing around after the girls, which didn't please the

local lads at all. There were fights sonetinmes. The Germans preferred their
beer, but they liked ordering people around too nuch. Me, | had nore time for
t he Japanese than any of them Very polite people -- always bow and snile sort

of apol ogetically before they knock anyone's teeth in."

"I thought it was the Irish who were supposed to be fanmous for all those
t hi ngs."

"I's that a fact, now?"

"Great lovers, drinkers, and always good for a fight, isn't that what
t hey say?"

"You don't strike ne as the sort of man who pays much attention to what
peopl e say. How about yourself? Are you blessed with any Irish in the fanily?"

"I"'mnot sure," MCain replied, with deliberate vagueness.

"Surprising. | thought all Anericans were obsessed w th geneal ogy."

"I guess what |I'mtrying to say is that Earnshaw sounds nmore English to
me, if anything."

"Hm yes, now. Kind o' what | was thinkin' neself.... But you' re not so
bad a fella for that."

They came out of the Core and turned south onto Gorky Street.

Conpass directions in Tereshkova were the sane as on Earth. The spin axis
t hrough the hub defined north-south, with the direction that the hub docki ng
ports faced being arbitrarily taken as north. Follow ng the convention of a

normal , spherical, inside-in and outside-out planet, the equatorial plane was
perpendi cul ar to the axis and m dway between its poles, dividing the entire
wheel of Tereshkova into a north zone and a south zone -- like a tire cut in

two along a line running around the niddle of the tread. The equator itself
was the circle where this plane intersected "ground” level in the ring -- i.
e., the mdline of the central valley floor. It followed that a person wal ki ng
al ong the equator -- or parallel to it at any level fromthe rimto the hub --
woul d be moving east or west. Once nore the faniliar convention applied: when
facing north, east was to the right and west was to the left. Which way the
col ony happened to be rotating had nothing to do with it.

Zamork lay off-center against the colony's south wall, on the eastern
side of Novyi Kazan. The front, which consisted of administrative offices and
guard quarters, faced the roadway and nonorail tracks, with the road running
above the nonorail at that part of the ring and entering Zamork on a higher
| evel . The rear of the administrative section opened onto the main
t hor oughf are known as Gorky Street, which closed on itself to forma square
di viding the inner Core conplex fromthe surroundi ng bl ocks that formed the
rest of the facility. The Core, which was also on two | evels, contained the
kitchens, laundry, stores, a library, and workshops for such activities as
machi ni ng, tailoring, and shoemaki ng. Qutside the Core were siXx prisoner
bl ocks, two on each of Gorky Street's remaining three sides. A walled exercise
conmpound open to the "sky" lay on the east side, behind A and B Bl ocks. Bl ocks
C and D were segregated for wonen prisoners, who wore |ight blue tunics
i nstead of gray and had their own, fenced-off portion of the east conmpound.
Segregati on was not total, and the male and feral e i nmates sonetinmes found
t hensel ves worki ng al ongsi de each other in the Core and on sonme of the outside
| abor details. This nade comuni cati on between themroutine, and for a
noderate outlay in ingenuity afforded anple opportunities for anorous
di versions. None of the wonen whom McCain got a chance to exchange a few words
wi th knew of an American fitting Paul a's description, however.

As Luchenko had said on McCain's first day, a high enmphasis was placed on
i ncentives. Prisoners could earn "points" for above-quota job performance, and
there was a store at which points could be converted into additional conforts
such as tobacco, candy, ganmes, and materials for hobbies. Accrued points could
al so be traded for bonus tinme off work. So, when a prisoner spent his savings
on the basics for a new pastinme, he then found that he needed to behave



hinself for the extra tine that he now needed to enjoy it. Prisoners could
even debit and credit points anong thensel ves by voucher, using individua
accounts maintained in the adnmnistrative computer system and known
collectively as "the Exchange." This could be useful for things Iike buying
illicitly distilled vodka -- for which a thriving underground market existed,
acquiring goods to barter on the colony's black market when on outside work
details, and settling ganbling debts. None of it fitted with what MCain knew
of the way the Russians ran their prisons. Wiy, in fact, would the Russians
bring prisoners this far at all? He found it difficult to believe that it was
just to provide cheap |abor for the nmundane work. There had to be nore to it.

As McCain and Scanlon entered B Bl ock from Gorky Street, Oskar Snovak and
Leo Vorghas, who were also fromB-3 billet, caught up with them "Two points,
"Il lay you two points!" Oskar Snobvak exclaimed to Vorghas as they joined the
line inside the ness area and began shuffling forward with their netal
messtins. At the table in front, a kitchen orderly in a snmock that | ooked
greasi er than the machi ne-shop coveralls was ladling stew out of a hatch in a
rubber-tired, stainless-steel trolley, covered in flaps and lids, that |ooked
i ke a scal ed-down arnored car. "No trotter ever tinmed a mile in under a
mnute fifty. Three points!" Smovak was Czechosl ovaki an, a stocky, solidly
built cannonball of a man, with black hair, a ruddy face, and dark eyes
| ooki ng out over a Fidel Castro beard. He had a voice that was |oud and
cutting, but nmost of the tinme it was because he was being jovial rather than
pugnaci ous, MCain had | earned. He clainmed to have been arrested because of a
relative of his who was caught photographing m ssiles being |loaded into a
Russi an submarine at Mirmansk

Leo Vorghas was a Lithuanian, in his early forties, perhaps, with an
open, high-browed face, thin, sandy hair, light-colored rounded eyes, and a
pi nki sh conpl exi on. The breast pocket of his jacket always bulged with
spectacl e case, ruler, and an assortnent of nore pens than anyone coul d ever
know what to do with. H's claimto notoriety was that as a government
statistician he had made extra nmoney on the side by selling details of Soviet
econom c disasters to Western journalists: they'd paid better noney than
Western intelligence agencies had offered.

"One forty-eight point something," Vorghas insisted. "I renenber reading
it. No, wait a minute, the Ukrainian over in F-ten -- he showed it to ne in a
book. You ask him He'll tell you."

"Ah!" Snovak roared. "That was a pacer, not a trotter. No trotter has
ever beaten one fifty. Check it out, Leo. You |lose.™

"Bah. Well, it's the same thing."

"It nost certainly is not. Trotters nove the diagonally opposite |egs
toget her. Pacers nove the ones on the same side.”

"But the carriages are the same, aren't they? | say that makes it the
same thing. Nobody w ns."

"Ch, nonsense."

They each collected two | adles of a tolerable concoction containing
pot at oes, cabbage, and a few scraps of nmutton, a plate with two pi eces of dark
bread sneared with margarine, a slice of sausage, an apple, and a nug of bl ack
tea, and carried themover to one of the tables.

"What do you say, M. Anerican?" Snovak asked, giving MCain an unusually
keen | ook. "Know anythi ng about racing?"

"Not really.... It's not ny scene,"” MCain answered.

"That's surprising," Smovak said. "I thought it was popul ar there. Russia
and America have had a comon interest in trotting since |long before the
Revol ution."

"I didn't know that."

"Ch yes. They're both large countries, you see -- with bad roads that
couldn't take heavy stagecoaches, before there were any trains. So they both
bred horses for pulling Iight carriages over |ong distances. You nean you
didn't know?"

McCai n shrugged and carried on eating. "Does the name Sam Caton nean



anyt hi ng?" Snovak asked him

"Never heard of it," MCain said

"Ch, why don't you cone straight out with it, OGskar? Tell himyou're
wondering if he's really an Arerican at all," Vorghas said irritably.

"Well, 1've never heard of the fella either,” Scanlon threw in. "GOskar,
will ye lay off giving Lew a hard time. The man's only after hanging up his
hat, for heaven's sake. Wat kind of Czechosl ovaki an wel come do you cal
t hat ?"

"Kevin is right," Vorghas agreed. "This place breeds nistrust. Prudence
is all very well, but it can go too far."

"And how will you ever become a priv if you don't trust people?" Scanlon
asked. Vorghas | aughed.

McCai n had heard the expression before. It was a saying of Luchenko's and
seened to be a joke of sone kind anong the inmates. "What's a priv?" he asked,
| ooki ng at the others.

"Hasn't anyone told you about themyet?" Vorghas asked. MCain shook his

head.

"Privil eged-category prisoners,"”
category, see."

"They live up on surface level," Vorghas said.

Clearly that hadn't conveyed nmuch to McCain, either. Scanlon expl ai ned,

"There's an upper level to Zamork, out on the surface, above the part that

Snovak said. "You' re only regul ar

we're in down here. They live in huts with grass around them and trees -- not
packed into snelly billets as is good for the likes of us. There's | ess work
for themto do, of course, and nore frills -- just like in the real world.

And," he added with a wink, "the wonen and the nmen are mi xed together. Now,
there's a carrot for you if ever there was one. Mingabo, the poor fella,
drives himself wild thinking about it."

"They' ve even got a beach up there,"” Vorghas said.

"A beach!" Snovak repeated, as if daring McCain to challenge it. MCain
stared at themin astonishnent.

"You see, there's a high-level reservoir next to this place, between
Zamork and the town," Vorghas said. "It feeds the water systemthat drains
down through the recreation area between Novyi Kazan and the ag zone. Wel|
the privs have got a beach on it up there.”

"What kind of people are these privs?" MCain asked, growi ng nore
curi ous.

"The professional class of the classless society," Smovak told him

Vor ghas nodded. "Scientists, teachers, and such -- dissidents that the
Party wants to keep out of the way for a while, but w thout upsetting themtoo
much. They're worried about the risk of bad publicity later."

"Frightened of changes in the winds that swirl through the Kremin's
blustery halls,"” Scanlon recited lyrically.

McCain sniled faintly as he chewed his bread. It was heavy and grainy in
texture, "And people fromdown here can get pronoted?" he said.

"It happens," Scanlon replied. "But 'tis a rare thing when it does. Many
a Luchenko lives in hope, but few are chosen."

McCai n nodded distantly. So the forenmen and the bl ock supervisors had
their incentives, too. It fitted with the general schene of things, but that
still didn't shed any light on the reasons why. "So what's it all for?" he
asked the others. "Wy is this place here, and why is it the way it is?" There
was a qui ck exchange of gl ances ampbng the others, and a pause of a second or
two. McCain obviously wasn't the first to have wondered about such questions.

"Progressive psychol ogy,"” Vorghas declared. "I think it's an experinment
that the KGB psychol ogi sts dreanmed up -- a new approach to behavi or
nodi fication." He |leaned forward and let his voice fall a fraction. "Look
around. You haven't got any of your ordinary crimnals and riffraff here.
These are all potentially useful people. Think of the advantages if you can
find out howto rehabilitate people |ike these and save their skills for the
state." He gestured vaguely around and overhead with the spoon he was hol di ng.



"It's the isolation. Everything is supposed to take on a new perspective from
this oasis of humanity out in space -- the vastness of the universe and the
puni ness of Man, and that kind of thing. W' re supposed to cone to see that
we're all alike underneath and have to work together...." He shrugged and
resumed eating. "That's what | think, anyway." MCain |listened but wasn't
convi nced. That m ght have explained the privs with their huts and beach
upstairs, but what about the rest? There was a fat |ot of the vastness of the
uni verse to be seen froma bottombunk in the | ower |evel of B-3.

"Why make a conplicated issue out of it?" Snovak asked. "The Russians are
a century behind the tines. They're only just finding out about nethods the
rest of the world has been using for years, and they don't want to admt it.
So they've set their experinment up nice and quietly, away fromwhere it would
get attention, so they can fold it all up and forget it w thout any
enbarrassnent if they make a nmess of it. That's Russians all over."

"Ah, is that so, now?" Scanl on challenged. "That's every bit as invol ved
as what Leo said, I'msitting here thinkin'. Wiy couldn't they sinply be doing
the sane as the rest, and shipping the troubl emakers as far away as they can
fromwhere they mght do damage? Didn't the Brits have to send half o'
thenmsel ves all over the world because there wasn't a decent one of thenf |
can't agree with what either of ye is saying, now Jet planes and tel ephones
have noved Siberia a ot closer to Moscow than it used to be, and that's al
there is toit."

McCai n | ooked down and carried on eating his stewin silence. He'd
listened to the answers, and he didn't believe any of them The curious thing
was that he'd watched the people giving the answers, and he didn't think they
bel i eved them any nore than he did. But they were safe answers. The sinple
fact was that nobody in the place trusted anybody.

Maybe t hat was the whol e idea.

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

McCain sat at one end of the center-aisle table in the front section of
the billet, contenplating the diagramthat he had been sketching. On the top
bunk behi nd him Mingabo was admiring a new addition to his collection of
| asci vi ous pi nups. Miungabo's passion for Americana -- an attitude that had
done little to inprove his credibility with the K& at his court-martial -- it
turned out, derived fromhis dreamof the kind of |life he'd seen blacks living
in Arerican porno novies, which he took to be representative of the typica
New Engl and suburban soci al scene

"Hey, Lew, waddya say to this for a piece of pink-shot?" he called down
dreamly. "lIsn't that the horniest thing you ve ever seen in your life? D d
you ever make it with a chick like that back in the States?"

"All the time," MCain drawl ed over his shoul der. "They cone as extras
with the hotel roons. Hell, | did better'n that while | was at college."
Mungabo si ghed and stared agoni zedly at the picture. He'd never understood why
the Russians wanted to take over the West if they got the chance. Now it was
all starting to make nuch nore sense

McCain's sketch was of the system of mirrors by which sunlight
illuminated the interior of the colony. It had begun with an idea that Scanl on
had mentioned first in the machi ne shop. Scanlon had tried drawing it but
didn't have enough know edge of the details, whereas McCain had the benefit of
the informati on he'd nenorized for the mssion.

The first conponent of the systemwas a |large, annular, primary mrror
that hung detached in space a mle away along the colony's axis, |ooking like
an enornous version of an ophthal noscope, which old-time eye doctors wore on
their foreheads. It produced a ring-section beamof reflected sunlight -- a
tube, like a hollow tree-trunk -- and according to the relative notions of the
Eart h- Moon- Sun system coul d be steered by thrusters to keep the beam trai ned
down the axis, onto the hub. Here the beam encountered a ring of plane



secondary mirrors around the hub, which relayed the light radially outward to
the roof of the outer torus, where an arrangenent of |ouvered reflecting slats
admtted visible light and heat, but bl ocked cosmc rays. The secondary
mrrors could be tilted i ndependently to illum nate or darken different parts
of the torus as required.

The path that a ray of light followed was thus fromthe Sun to the
primary mirror, fromthere down the axis to a secondary mrror, and after a
couple nore reflections in the chevron-section roof slats, down to a point
somewhere on the "ground" inside. Scanlon's thought was that if a | aser were
aimed at the roof fromthe ground inside, its beamought to trace the sane
optical path, but in the opposite direction. In other words, it might offer a
means of communicating information out. The problem of course, was that
whoever the information was intended for would have to be | ooking for it,
whi ch presupposed that some other way of talking to themexisted in the first
pl ace. Besides, Scanlon wasn't even sure if the idea was feasible, and MCain
didn't know either. This would be nore in Paula's I|ine.

He sat back, chewing his pencil while he watched Haber and Rashazzi over
by the bunk on the far side, fiddling with an inprovised contraption of |enses
and mrrors. They seenmed to have access to an inexhaustible nunber of sources
of components and materials for the Rube Col dberg gadgets that they made to
denonstrate the inconprehensible things they tal ked about. Those two woul d
know if the idea was feasible, MCain thought. But how was he to broach the
subject? Hs instincts told himthat they, if any in the billet, were clean
t he probl em woul d be convincing themthat he was.

He was certain nowin his own mnd that Rashazzi was no bi ol ogi st,
al t hough the Israeli kept cages of mice in the washroom at the back of the
billet, which he told Luchenko were for breeding experinents. But on one or
two occasions he had used figures of speech that were straight fromthe
speci alist jargon that McCain was used to hearing around the Pentagon -- such
as "eggbuster," for an X-ray battle |laser tuned to vaporize the hardened
shel s of warhead reentry vehicles. He was pretty sure that Razz was a defense
scientist of sone kind.

He hadn't forned any clear inpression of what Haber was. Al Haber had
told himwas that he'd been apprehended in Mbscow and accused of receiving
Soviet military secrets during an exchange visit. Fromhis varied topics of
conversation, he seened to be one of those all-rounders fromthe grand old
cl assi cal school of scientists.

The probl em was the universal mstrust. Fostering mutual suspicion anong
enem es and subjects was the traditional Russian way of making organi zed
opposition all but inpossible. And it was also part of the traditional Russian
character to submit, which was one reason why totalitariani smhad survived
there for a century. But McCain was not a Russian, and it wasn't in his nature
to conformto other people's ideas of how he shoul d behave. He needed sonme way
-- even if just a token -- of defying the system But how? Escape, the usua
outlet for such urges in this kind of situation, was surely inpossible. Blind
rage and destruction was hardly his style. Wat el se was there? \Watever he
canme up with, he'd have to start finding out pretty soon who his friends were.

"I'f Americans designed a space colony, it wouldn't be like this one,
would it, Lew?" Mingabo said fromthe bunk behind. "It wouldn't be al
antiseptic."

The question caught McCain far way in his reverie. "What?... | don't
know. What do you nean, antiseptic?"

"Look around at the towns and pl aces. Everybody lives in nice, clean
respect abl e boxes, and does nice, clean, respectable jobs, and they play
heal thy ganes in the parks, and the kids sit in lines in nice schools.... You
see, it's all the perfect picture of an academ c professor's or sone
soci al -work counsel or's idea of how other people oughta live. Except nobody
asked the people. It's like living in a museum... How can anyone have fun
bei ng a respectabl e social statistic?"

McCain hal f-turned and rested an el bow on the back of the chair. "How



woul d you change it if it were up to you?"

"Hell, 1'd add a bit of nightlife to them squeaky-cl ean towns they've got
out there -- a few bars, maybe sonme strip joints, the things that nake rea
cities cities. Gve people a chance to be honest-to-CGod, flesh-and-bl ood
peopl e, know what | nmean? That's how Ameri cans woul d have done it, right?"

"Maybe," McCain said. "It goes to extrenmes both ways, | guess."
"I remenber when | was a kid growing up in Ziganda, we had this preacher
cane all the way from Boston to save us fromhell," Mingabo said. "He told us

that Anerica was God's second chosen nation. And do you know how he fi gured
t hat ?"

" How?"

"He said it was a revel ation because 'USA" was right there inside
"Jerusalem’' Ain't that something?"

McCai n blinked, |ooked back over his shoul der, and thought for a nonent.
"Was that the same CGod that put the ass in Massachusetts?"

Mungabo t hrew back his head and | aughed. "Can't say | know about that.
But you know, Lew, that whol e business that guys like himtal k about -- it
al ways struck me as the neatest con operation that anyone ever dreamed up.
mean, they're selling eternity, and your payoff in sone hereafter, right?
Well, that keeps 'emall pretty safe fromconplaints by dissatisfied
customers, don't it? -- or from being sued because they didn't deliver? Wen
did the | ast person conme back and tell everyone it ain't the way they were
told it is?"

"Well, | guess it's not my problem"” MCain said, "lIt's not sonething
ever did buy any stock in."

Razz, Haber, Mingabo, and Scanl on were probably okay, MCain had deci ded.

What about Koh?... He still wasn't sure. As proverbially inpenetrable as the
Chi nese side of him Koh was a phil osophical observer of life -- and hence of
everybody and everything -- with innunmerable ancestors, and living relatives

seem ngly everywhere on Earth. Nobody knew how he had come to be in Zanork.
McCai n had heard sone say he was an obvious plant; and others that no pl ant
woul d be that obvious.

VWhat about the rest? McCain turned in his chair and surveyed the billet.
Nol an was too transparent. He had to be the decoy. So who was the real one?
Luchenko, of course, was excluded fromthe list of potential allies. Al ong
wi th Luchenko, MCain elimnated the rest of the group that seenmed to forma
constellation around himat the far end, which apart from Nolan and the
Bul gari an Mai skevi k, included Borowski, a Pole, and a norose Frenchman call ed
Taugi n.

And yet, for all that watching and |istening was part of the forenmen's
jobs, MCain was discovering that they could, usually for a price, be
surprisingly ready to turn a blind eye to sone of the things that went on. The
underground distillery trade and bl ack market with the towns, for exanple,
couldn't have existed without their knowi ng; and he'd heard of one instance
where the foreman of another billet had cooperated in covering a prisoner's
absence fromwork. Wiy would a foreman put his own privileges at risk when
there was nothing to gain? It wouldn't nmake sense. So in reality it had to be
a covert part of their job. If that were true, then the security precautions
and detention-style discipline were to a |large degree a superficiality carried
out for effect -- a charade to satisfy expectations. Wat did that nean?

"Uh-uh. Shoul dn't have taken the name in vain," Mingabo's voice nurmnured
from behind him Nolan was approachi ng through the next section, where Snovak
and Vorghas were engrossed over a gane of chess. He sat down at the end of the
table a couple of places from MCain. MCain folded the papers he had been
drawi ng on and tucked theminto his jacket pocket.

"How are you finding things?" Nolan inquired casually.

"lI've seen better."

"The place isn't so bad?"

"On the whole, I'lIl take Manhattan. You never give up, do you?"

Smovak | ooked up fromthe next table and groaned. "Oh God, you two aren't



starting all that again, are you? Look, I'Il tell you what the difference
bet ween capitalismand communismis. Wth capitalism man exploits man; wth
conmuni smit's the other way round. See? Ha-ha-ha!"

"I just want you to see that it isn't all black and white," Nol an said.

"l never said it was," MCain answered. "But | do know that where | cone
from you live how you want, you go where you want, and you say what you want,
wi t hout needing a permit fromany comm ssar. And US soldiers don't shoot US
citizens in the back for trying to |l eave the country. That mghtn't be black
and white to you, but it's getting pretty close for ne."

"But what about the inequities, the injustice...”

"Unlike in the classless society? Ch sure. Everyone in Mscow drives a
Cadi | | ac?"

"Crass materialism The cravings of greed. Can't you see that it's
conpetition and rivalry that lead to conflict? Such things can't be pernitted
in today's world. W nust inpose harnony, which can only cone through serving
the coll ective good. Peace must be the objective, at any price. If we fail in
that, then everything else is | ost anyway. You nust agree with that."

"No objective is worth any price," MCain said.

"Not even preventing a gl obal nucl ear war?"

McCai n shook his head. "No."

Nol an stared disbelievingly. "Wat price could conceivably be too high to
pay for that?"

"Submtting to the kinds of things that sone people have had inflicted on
themin recent tines," MCain said. "If it meant seeing kids being put into
gas chanbers by thugs, I'd rather fight and risk the consequences. If it meant
havi ng i nnocent people dragged fromtheir honmes to be worked to death as sl ave
labor, I'd rather fight. If it meant giving up the right to be me, 1'd rather
fight." He sat back in his chair and regarded Nol an oddly for a couple of
seconds. "l don't understand what it is with people |ike you. You cone from
t he best-fed, best-educated, healthiest country, that gives you nore
opportunity than anywhere, anytime in history, and you want to tear it
down. ... Where d'you cone from out of curiosity? Want ne to guess?
Pretty-well-off famly, was it? Was that the problem-- you felt guilty
because you were rich in a world where not everyone was rich?" MCain saw a
flicker of disconfort cross Nolan's countenance. He nodded. "Well, you could
al ways have nade yourself feel better by giving it away. But that wasn't good
enough, was it? Everybody else had to be made to give theirs away, too, so you
could be equal." Smovak and Vorghas were watching fromthe next table;

Rashazzi and Haber were |istening, also. At that nonent the door opened and
Scanl on cane in. He stopped when he saw them all watching MCain. MCain went
on, "It was rage and envy against a world that didn't need people |ike you.
You didn't have anything to offer that people wanted freely, by choice. So get
rid of freedom eh? W'Ill nake themtake notice of us. Pull down the system
pai nt everybody gray, and we can all be happy nobodi es together." He got up
and turned away to go back to his bunk. "Fuck you, Nolan. We'Il keep our
bonbs. If you think you can take what we've built, cone on and try. But don't
try selling me a guilt trip that says it's nmy duty to give it away."

Nol an stood up flushed and tight-1ipped, and marched toward the door
wi t hout saying anything. The |ight above cane on, the beeper beeped, and he
was gone. The two scientists stared for a nonment |onger and returned to what
t hey had been doi ng.

"Hear, hear," Snovak nurmured barely above his breath, and | ooked back at
t he chess gane. Miungabo was cackling delightedly in the top bunk by MCain.
Scanl on nmoved over to his own bunk opposite and sat down. "I see ye've been
getting a piece o' the indoctrination," he said to MCain.

"Doesn't he ever quit?" MCain asked.

"He's worse with the new fellas,” Scanlon said. "Either he makes a
friend, or he shuts up..." he nodded at MCain, "and sonetimes sonebody shuts
himup. It's alittle peace well all be having for a while now, |I'mthinkin".
Scanl on wat ched until MCain turned his head toward him then pulled the top



of his jacket aside to reveal the top of a netal flask. He w nked, and his
voice fell to a whisper. "Froma little still that somebody's got running in a
place I won't mention. As good as poteen, but | can't vouch for how well it
conpares to your own mountain dew. Maybe a drop or two |later, eh?"

"Sure. Is there a price?"

"Ch, let's say it's on credit. Wen | need a favor, I'Il let you know. "
Scanl on scratched the side of his nose pensively. "But then again, fromthe
tail end of what | just heard, |1'd say you've already earned it."

"Well, | never argue with a guy who's buying."

Scanl on gave McCain a long, curious |look, as if weighing himup. "And
it's not as if that systemof theirs is anything for hinmself to be getting so
excited about."

McCai n | ooked uncertain. "What systen? You nean Nol an? The Russi an
syst en?"

"Ah, sure, and what else would | be tal ki ng about?" MCain frowned,
wondering what this had to do with anything. Scanlon rolled his eyes
poi ntedly, indicating that walls had ears.

"They don't trust anyone, either,” MCain replied, nodding to show that
he understood. "It's kind of a conditioned reflex. Did you know t hat Tol stoy's
serfs didn't want himto free themwhen he tried? They thought it was a trick.
They woul dn't have a school either. They said the only reason he wanted to
educate the kids was to sell themto the czar as foot soldiers.”

Scanl on shook his head solemly. "That's terrible, now"

"l wonder what does it."

"Centuries of living under rapacious rulers,’
that did nothing to di scourage exploitation."

"You nean |ike the Brits?"

Scanl on stared back fixedly for a nonent. "Let's go for a wal k outside,"”
he suggest ed.

"It seens to nme that you're already well on your way to understanding the

Scanl on said, "A system

way things are in Zanmork, Lew," Scanlon said. "lI've a feeling you're from sone
ki nd of a background that hasn't exactly nmade you a newcomer to such things,
but what it might be I'll |eave as your business."” They had come out through

the door at the rear of the B Block ness area into the general conpound, which
contained its usual evening crowd of gray-clad figures standing, walking,
tal ki ng, watching. "Wat do you nmake of the place so far?"
"Strange kind of a prison,"” MCain answered.
"It is that. And have ye had any thoughts as to why that m ght be?"
McCain could see nothing to lose by being frank. "It's an information
" he said.
"Now t here's an interesting thought," Scanl on answered.
"M nes have mners in them Al so, there has to be something to dig. But
inthis mneit's hard to tell the difference."

For McCain's conclusion was that the whol e place was set up for the
gat hering of sensitive information -- the practice of which had al ways been a
Russi an passion. Fromforeign intelligence operatives |like hinmself to Russian
donestic dissidents, Zanork was full of people who knew a | ot about the
enem es of the reginme at home and abroad, and their intentions -- a priceless
trove of information to be gathered. It followed that the place would al so be
full of others put there to do the gathering. He was unlikely to be the first
to have arrived at such a conclusion, and no doubt that was why nobody trusted
anybody. The theory fitted, too, with the | axness in discipline beneath the
superficial pretense: the authorities wanted the inmates to m x, talk, and go
t hrough the notions of defying the system-- and the | ooser their tongues
becarme in the process, the better

They passed a group practicing gymastics on honemade equi prent, and
Scanl on steered McCain toward a gathering in the center, where an inprovised
choir a dozen or so strong was delivering a hearty rendering of a Romani an
folk song. "Well, M. Earnshaw or whoever you really are, |'ve decided to take
a chance on ye." He had to lean close to McCain and shout into his ear to be



heard. MCain noticed that npbst of the others around them were behavi ng
simlarly and taking no notice of the singing whatever. He sniled faintly as
t he neani ng of the choir dawned on him

He turned his head toward Scanl on. "Wy?"

"Three things ye did that stoolies don't do."

"Such as what ?"

"It doesn't matter," Scanlon said. MCain thought he already knew,
anyway. He hadn't posed as a transfer from el sewhere in Zanork, which would
have provided a reason for being fanmliar with anything a new arrival woul dn't
know about; he hadn't denied that he spoke Russian; and he hadn't shown any
eagerness to tell a cover story and get it accepted. Scanlon went on, "And
besi des, | pride neself on being a sound judge of people.™

"COkay, Kev, I"'mglad to hear it. So what do you want ?"

"To buy your soul. Wat el se woul d you expect fromthe devil hinself?"

"Who said it was for sale? In all the stories |'ve read, it never turns
out to be a good deal ."

Scanl on cl apped hi mon the back. "Aha, always the cautious one, eh
That's good. Now, |I'mthinking that there's some of us as nmight be able to be
of alittle help to ye."

"I"'minterested. Go on."

"My understanding is that you've been trying to obtain certain
i nformation through the official channels via Luchenko."

"I asked himfor an interview with the commandant,"” MCain agreed. "I
brought it up the day | arrived, and again three days after that."

"And what was the result?" Scanl on asked.

"Nothing. | think they're jerking ne around."

"What was it that ye wanted to know -- in general, if you take ny
nmeani ng? You don't have to be specific.”
"I was with a colleague when | was arrested. | just want to get sone

news.

Scanl on nodded and wat ched the singers for a while, who had switched to a
song that MCain recogni zed as the nel ody of part of a Brahms violin concerto.
Then, as if abandoning that |ine of conversation suddenly, Scanlon said, "It's
not that Russians are incapable, you understand. But their system doesn't give
them sensible goals to aimat. They're not rewarded for being efficient.
They're rewarded for achieving the Plan, even if the Plan nmakes no sense." He
paused, and added absently, "It leads to a ot of corruption -- endenic to the
society, you might say.... A man will get nothing done w thout paying the
right price to the right person. And then again, if you look at it the other
way round, there isn't anything that can't be done, provided you know who to
ask."

"I'f Luchenko needs greasing, he should find a way to say so," MCain
said. "l don't read mnds."

"Ah well, it's his way to | et people stew until they get anxious. It
rai ses the price. But then, on the other hand, maybe it isn't Luchenko that ye
need to be dealing with at all." Scanl on paused, giving MCain a sidelong
gl ance, and noved his head closer as he cane to the point. "Sonme of us have a
l[ittle understanding with one of the guard officers, who has access to centra
record information. | can put you in contact with him He'll be able to find
out if there's any news of your friend."

"And what will he want out of it?" MCain asked.

"What does anyone want out of anything? Mney, drink, sex, a good tinme. A
new coat for the wife, if he has one, or bikes for the kids. Asian and Wstern
goods still fetch fabul ous prices on the Soviet black market."

"Look, this may cone as a surprise, but | didn't come here stocked up for
a long stay. And | don't think of nyself as all that pretty."

Scanl on went off on one of his apparent tangents again. "Tell nme
something, Lew, is it a fact that ye've been sonmething of a Russian scholar in
your time? You seemto know a | ot about them™

"I majored in nodern history and | anguages. That's not uncommon for a



journalist,” MCain said. Both statenments were true. It was best if cover
identities drew as much fromreality as was practicabl e.

"Did you ever read Dostoyevsky?"

"Sure."

"Then ye'll have heard of the secret society of thieves who as good as
ran the Russian crimnal underworld back in the times of the czars. They
penetrated the prison system too, got thenselves special treatnment, and
sonmetines intimdated the authorities. Al so, they had a comuni cati ons network
t hat bordered on bei ng uncanny." MCain nodded. And as Sol zhenitsyn had
described a century later, they were still around and doing a thriving
busi ness long after the Revol ution. Scanlon drew on MCain's sleeve and they
began wal ki ng sl owm y across the conpound, keeping their distance fromthe
wal I's, "It works like this," he said. "The organization is still around. Today
it's turned into a sophisticated operation called 'the Cooperative,' and
survives through having connections into all the state bureaucracies, even the
K&. And it exists here, too."

"I'n Zamork, you nean?"

Scanl on waved a hand vaguely. "Around Tereshkova, generally."

"Do we know who?"

"Not unless they want you to. But there are account nunbers in the
Exchange that you can voucher points to, which through processes that we

needn't concern ourselves with will end up as rubles in a Mdscow bank. Through
a code system you authorize your creditor -- in this case the guard officer
that | mentioned -- to draw it out. So whether he wants a bl onde for hinself

or a bike for the kids, he'll find the wherewithal waiting for himwhen he
goes back on his next Earthside | eave. Then, when you finally get out, you
settl e your accumul ated account with the Cooperative in US dollars, yuan, or

yen -- plus interest, naturally."
"I'n other words they're offering a | oan service for bribing the guards.”
"Exactly."
"How rmuch does this cost?"
"Well, it's not cheap, I'll admit. But then again, we're not talking

about the world's nost secure line of investnment either."

"Suppose a guy doesn't get out."

"Bad debts are factored into every business. So you can see why it
woul dn't be cheap -- the | osses have to be recovered sonmehow. "

"Suppose sonebody forgets to settle up when he does get out?"

"I'd advise strongly against it."

McCain fell silent as they turned at the tripwire five feet inside the
wal | and began retracing their steps. Wth the ability to put guards,
of ficers, and possibly even some of the senior officials in their pocket, a
termte operation like that could underm ne the whole system The fact that it
extended into Zamork suggested that sonebody influential somewhere had been
persuaded that he'd serve his own interests better by not interfering. If this
typi fied what was goi ng on beneath the surface everywhere, then maybe the
whol e Sovi et Potenkin illusion was on the verge of caving in.

He thrust his hands into his pockets and considered the inplications and
risks. If the officer failed to deliver, all MCain would have | ost woul d be a
few points of Mnopoly nmoney, and the Cooperative woul d have forsaken any
opportunity of doing repeat business. If he got what he wanted but rubles
failed to materialize in the Mdscow bank, that would be the officer's problem
not McCain's. Wiat was Scanlon's angle on it? he wondered. The Irishman nade
no secret of having worked with terrorist groups, and McCain had al ready
categorized him beneath his superficial bonhom e and cal cul at ed
| oquaci ousness, as capable of acting with utter ruthlessness if a situation
called for it: a killer. Not sonebody who was di sposed to handi ng out favors
just to be nice to people.

They came back to the group standing in front of the choir, and stopped.
"So, what's in it for you?" MCain asked. "Are you on a percent of the take or
sormet hi ng?"



Scanl on continued staring ahead inpassively and shrugged. "A man has to
make a living," he said. It was as much of a concession as anyone coul d have
asked for.

McCain drew a | ong breath and sighed. "Ckay, deal nme in,’
"Where do | sign?"

"Leave it with ne,’

he agreed,

Scanlon told him "You'll be hearing."

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The next norning, four of the Siberians in the central part of the billet
went on strike. Although fromdifferent nations and sects, they shared a
religious taboo about pigs, and were protesting at being assigned to a work
detail that involved cleaning out animal pens in one of the agricultura
sectors. It was McCain's turn for cleaning the billet that day, which neant
t hat somebody from one of the other billets would be working the shift in the
machi ne shop with Scanl on

Sone of the cleaning materials kept in a closet in the washroom area at
the rear of the billet were getting low MCain nmade a list of the itenms he
needed and picked up an enpty cardboard box to take to the O store to collect
them When he came out into the billet, the Siberians were still sitting
i npassively on their bunks, as they had been when he passed through. Luchenko
was standing in the center space, remonstrating with them "Let us discuss
this reasonably. You be fair with me, and 1'll be fair with you..." He
directed his words mainly at a tall, clear-skinned Uzbek called Irzan, who
seened to be the strike organi zer. Miskevik, as always, was standing a few
paces back, arms fol ded across his chest, scowing and silent.

News of the strike had spread, and when McCain energed into the ness area
he found a crowd of inmates fromB-3 and other billets gathering outside the
door to denobnstrate their solidarity with the Siberians. A guard officer was
facing themw th several guards, urging themto disperse and | eave the matter
to the authorities. McCain |l eft the nmess area and went out onto CGorky Street.
He crossed to the other side and began wal king in the direction of the next
corridor leading into the Core.

"Settling in?" a voice called frombehind him MCain turned and saw he
was being foll owed by Peter Sargent, an Englishman from B-12, one of the
upper-level billets. He was in his late thirties, with light hair and sonewhat
boyi sh features which he attenpted to di sguise, MCain suspected, with his
ragged, sandy-col ored nmustache. MCain found himcheerful and am abl e,
rem ni scent of some of the British he had worked with in Europe.

McCain waited for Sargent to catch up, and they resunmed wal ki ng t oget her
"I"ll get used to it, | guess -- even all these crazy Asian ganbling ganes.
Why doesn't soneone teach '"emto play decent football or sonething?"

"Do you mean soccer?"

"No, our kind, you know... NFL, Super Bow ?"

"Ch, that!" Sargent sniffed. "I can't inmagine why you call it 'football
at all."”

"How cone?"

"Well, for one thing it's not a ball, is it? If you're going to be

logical, it ought to be foot-prol ate-spheroid. And then, why 'foot,' when they
spend nost of their tinme running around throwi ng it?"

"What part of England are you fron®"

"Chel tenham over towards the west. Ever been there?"

"Not to that part. | was in England a couple of tines, though. I like the
cities that you can still walk around in. Too many of ours got turned into
airports with streets on them™

"You have to wal k," Sargent said. "It's the only bl oody way to nove."

Just then, they heard the sound of feet crashing in unison and grow ng
| ouder, and a nmonent |ater a squad of guards led by a captain and noving at
t he doubl e appeared from around the corner and passed, heading in the opposite



direction. MCain turned his head and stared after them uneasily. "Sonething' s
up sonewhere," Sargent said. Coviously he had been el sewhere and wasn't aware
of the | atest developnments in B Block. MCain spent a few m nutes updating
him then left Sargent at the intersection and followed the corridor from
Corky Street into the Core.

He made his way past several workshops and the laundry to the O store,
where he passed his box over the issue counter along with the list he'd
conpil ed. Two wormen were there also. McCain realized that they were watching
himintently while he waited. After a while he turned his head and
acknow edged themw th a quick upturn of his nouth. "Hi."

The taller of the two, who had black hair tied high, |ooked himup and
down with shamel ess approval. Her face wasn't bad | ooking, but it had a
hardened edge to it. "I haven't seen you around.”

"Do you know everybody?"

"No, but | remenber faces."

"What accent is that?" the other one asked. She was dunpy, with a rounded
face, snub nose, and reddish hair. They both sounded Russi an

"Amrerican.”

"An American!" The tall one | ooked inpressed. "That's a rarity. W don't
see many of them You are new here, yes?"

"Fairly."
She pouted and stretched out a finger to toy suggestively with the top
button of McCain's shirt. "Are you making many friends -- | mean cl ose

friends? There are ways, you know. |nterested?"

"Who knows? How do | call? They haven't installed ny phone yet,’
The small, dunmpy worman gi ggl ed.

The taller one gestured across the counter as a nountain of a woman
dunped McCain's box down on the counter. "Just |eave a nessage wi th Hannah
anytime. Only fifty points on the Exchange. For eighty you can have two girls
and a really good tine."

"I''I'l think about it."

"What do we call you?"

"Lew. But for now, | gotta go."

"Lew. I'Il renmenber. |I'm Zena."

McCai n wal ked away carrying his box and wondering what the West imagi ned
it could teach the Russians about the profit notive.

VWhen he got back, it was obvious that there had been trouble. The
prisoners in the nmess area were standi ng back behind a cordon of guards with
weapons at ready, and in the cleared area around the door of B-3 nore guards
were hauling out three of the Siberians. Luchenko was to one side of the door
gesticulating to the guard captain and Maj or Bachayvin, the bl ock commandant.
As McCain drew nearer, Miskevik appeared in the billet doorway. He paused to
send a strangely chall enging | ook out across the faces of the prisoners
wat ching from a di stance, then noved over to Luchenko. Seconds l|ater, four
nore guards came out, supporting the sagging formof Irzan between them H s
mout h was puffed and swollen on one side, his face bruised, and there was
bl ood on his chin and down the front of his shirt and jacket. It seened the
stri ke was over.

A squad of guards formed around the four Siberians. The captain rejoined
them and the group began noving toward the exit out onto Gorky Street. Major
Bachayvin remai ned behind with two ai des and the rest of the guards. "Wll,
what are you all staring at?" he said to the watching prisoners. "The ness
area of this block is to be cleared, and novenent outside restricted for the
rest of today. Everyone will return to their billets imrediately." Mirmnuring
angrily anong thensel ves, the prisoners di spersed under the threatening
muzzl es of the guards' weapons, after which the guards closed the barred gate
onto CGorky Street that MCain had just returned through

McCain went into B-3 and found Snovak, Borowski, and another Asiatic
Si beri an, whose nanme was unpronounceabl e and whom everyone referred to as
Charlie Chan, straightening out the furniture in the center section of the

he sai d.



billet. Evidently McCain's first cleaning day wasn't going to bring him nuch
of the solitude and contenplation that Koh valued so highly. He went on

t hrough to the washroom at the back and found a pool of blood on the floor
with stains on the back of the door and down one wall. Rashazzi's mice
scrabbl ed about in their cage indifferent to it all. He stood | ooking at the
pattern and coul d al nost reconstruct the events. Had the guards del ayed com ng
into the billet until Maiskevik had finished with Irzan, or had they left the
two of themalone for a few nminutes after they took the other three Siberians
out ? McCain wondered. He was still staring at the scene when the door opened
wi der and Luchenko | ooked in and gazed around casually with no show of
surprise. Then he | ooked at McCain curiously with his expressionless
nmoon-face. "You' d better get busy," he suggested.

Scanl on cane back with the rest when it was time for the m dday neal.
Wth the Gorky Street gate closed, guards posted there to admt only B Bl ock
i nmates, and the nmess area cl eared except for those eating, he didn't have to
be told what had happened. "So that's how the system works, eh?" MCain said.
"l see now where Maiskevik fits in."

"He's a nasty piece of work, right enough," Scanl on agreed. He | ooked at
McCain curiously. "Do you think you can handl e hi nP"

"Why should | think about that?"

"Because you're going to have to, if you're to do what you're wanting
to," Scanlon said. MCain forced a questioning frown, but Scanlon's insight
was so close to the mark that he didn't reply. There was nobody el se nearby
and Scanl on went on, "I don't know exactly what kind of mschief it is ye' ve
in mnd, but there's something. And you're fly enough to know that there isn't
a lot that a man can do on his own. The rest o' the fellas in here are al
waiting for the right man, and the nan they'll follow will be the first who
can take the Bulgarian. It might not be exactly what you' d call sensible, but
it's the way the world is, and the way that everyone fromkings to scoundrels

has always had to deal with it -- as if there was any difference."
McCain reflected on the prospect. He was fairly sure he'd never take
Mai skevik in an even fight if it cane to that.... But on the other hand, he

wasn't froma school that had placed too nmuch stress on fair play and giving
t he other guy an even break, either.

The next day, back in the machine shop, Scanlon told McCain to go to the
library on the upper level in the Core later that evening, and to open an
interactive file at one of the reference conputer term nals under the | abe
ARCHI TECTURE, BYZANTI NE. Scanl on al so conveyed the hardly illum nating, and
hi ghl y questionabl e observation that "Cabbages dance in Kanthat ka."

"What the hell's that supposed to nean?" MCain asked him

"Just renenber it."

McCain did as instructed, and at 19:10 hours that evening was seated
before one of the reference screens in the library, when w thout warning the
text he had been readi ng vanished, and in its place there appeared the
guestion, \Were do cabbages dance?

McCain entered in reply, Kanthatka.

The screen cleared, and then presented, Understand you are in need of
certain informati on. Can possibly assist. Require details.

McCai n conposed a brief nessage expl aini ng about Paul a Shel ner and aski ng
for news. The screen cleared once nore, and the invisible correspondent stated
a price. McCain rejected it. Must appreciate market realities, the screen
advi sed, and repeated its offer. Again MCain refused. They haggl ed, and
eventual ly struck a deal. McCain was told he would hear nmore in the next day
or two, and then he was staring at his original material again, with no trace
that the conversation had ever taken place.

He cal cul ated on the basis of the going conversion rates of points into
rubl es and rubles into dollars that the exercise had cost himal nbst a quarter
of a day's worth of his Washington salary. He dreaded to think what the total
m ght be by the tine he got out if much nore of this went on. If UD A s



Accounts Section didn't accept it as a legitimte, reinbursable business
expense, he reflected, he'd be in real trouble.

CHAPTER FI FTEEN

The road surface was | oose and gravelly because of the repairs in
progress, and there was a break in the line of traffic going the other way. A
short di stance behind, the black KG Chevrol et had been stopped by a delivery
van pulling out ahead of it. And there were no police cars around.

"Watch this,"” Bernard Fol eda said. He accel erated suddenly when the
oncom ng gap was just ahead, then braked and spun the wheel to send the car
sl ewi ng round in a one-hundred-ei ghty-degree turn to point back the way it had
cone. He throttled off for a monent to regain grip, then accel erated again and
slipped snoothly into the stream heedl ess of the indignant toots and bl ares
fromthe startled drivers behind, and sending a cheerful wave at the faces
staring hel plessly fromthe stranded Chevrolet.

"Bernard, what in God's nane are you doi ng?" Barbara asked in amazenent
fromthe seat next to him

"Keeping ny hand in. It's nice to know you can still do it." Fol eda
lifted a hand fromthe wheel to nmake a throw ngaway gesture. "Anyhow, every
once in a while | get tired of it. It can get to you -- haying those creeps

behi nd you everywhere you go."

"Do you do this kind of thing when Myra's with you, too?"

"Wuld you believe me if | told you that she showed me how to do it?"

Bar bara gave hima curious |ook. "You know, | would. Wy, is it true?"

"Yes. Her brother used to do stunts for novies when she was a kid."

"Didn't they cover it when you took field training?"

"Ch sure, but Myra's way is better."

They left the road to cut across the parking lot of a shopping mall, and
exited into a lane at the back. "Are we still going to nake it on tine?"

Bar bara asked, glancing at the clock in the dashboard.

"Probably sooner than we would have if we'd gone the other way, fromthe
| ook of how they had that road dug up,"” Foleda said. "This | eads to anot her
route to Langley. It's worth knowing." They were en route for the CIA' s
headquarters. A man by the nane of Robert Litherland had called fromthere to
say that the Cl A had picked up sonething that would be of interest to Foleda's
department, but didn't elect to go into further detail. However, since Gerald
Kehrn from Def ense was al so going to be there, Foleda guessed it had sonet hi ng
to do with Tereshkova.

"Anyhow, " Barbara pronpted, "before this sudden urge seized you to
recapture | ost youth, you were saying..."

"Ch yes, about Lew McCain and the Air Force woman. The inpression | got
when Uncle Phil and | talked to Volst was that State and the Soviets are
pl ayi ng a cat-and-nouse gane over the whole thing. It took us | ong enough to
even cone clean and admit we're mssing two people. W want comunications
contact, and until the Soviets give it to us, our people will only refer to
the cover identities. But the Soviets are rejecting that as |udicrous. They
want the real nanes and positions, and an admission that it was all official
and we goofed."

"But they're not going public?"

"Not so far, anyway. That's something they can afford to keep in reserve.
Meanwhi | e, we don't know what's happening with our two people. W don't even
know for sure where they are."

Bar bara sighed and stared out at the procession of well-kept, older-style
cl apboard hones with screened porches, bright-painted shutters, and glinpses
of lawns sheltered in privacy behind barricades of flowering shrubbery. "Lew
can take care of hinself, | don't doubt,"” she said distantly after a while. "I
feel nmore for that Air Force woman, Bryce. It's a sorry way to wi nd up when
all she wanted to do was be a scientist." Foleda grunted -- either



nonconmittally or in synpathy; it was difficult to tell. Barbara | ooked across
at him "What kind of a person is she? Did you find out much when you tal ked
to Col onel Raynmond up at Hanscon?"

"Some. She's froma family with sonething of a mlitary tradition, mainly
Navy. Born over in Tacoma, Washington State. Her father was an engi neering
of ficer on nucl ear subs, and her nother was a Navy brat, too -- raised around
bases from Scotl and to Japan even before she nmarried Bryce's father. So the
not her was used to getting along without a man around. Raynond figures that
was what gave Bryce her stubborn streak."

" St ubborn, eh? That might not be too bad a thing in this situation."

"Maybe so, maybe not," Fol eda said. "Raynond and | coul dn't make our
m nds up. Apparently she's good as a scientist, but defensive about it to the

verge of fanaticism-- you know, the ethical purity of science, objectivity,
honesty, that kind of stuff."
"Uh- huh. So?"

"I't makes her nore than a little disdainful toward things |like politics
and the reasons why this kind of job needs to be done. Raynond says it can
make her difficult enough to work with sonetines, even when she's on the sane
side. In other words, she won't take easily to the idea of knuckling under to
peopl e she feels inwardly are her intellectual inferiors. That sounds I|ike
good news. But if she came up against an interrogator fromthe sanme nold, and
it turned into a battle of will, it could backfire. Let's just hope it isn't
getting her a harder tine than is necessary."

The story at the CIA was that a prom nent Russian scientist, director of
a maj or research and conmuni cati ons establishnent, wanted to defect. He had
approached an Anerican called Melvin Bowers at a scientific conference in
Japan, and Bowers had initially contacted the enbassy in Tokyo. Now Bowers was
back in the US

Fol eda sat back and tapped absently at his tooth with a thunbnail while
he stared at the map of the Soviet Union being presented on a wallscreen. His
brow creased beneath his wiry, short-cropped hair. "Were's this place,
agai n?" he asked after a thoughtful silence.

CGeral d Kehrn operated a control on a panel inset bel ow the edge of the
table. For once, to Foleda's relief, he was managing to keep reasonably stil
this nmorning, and not having to get up and wal k about all the time. On the
map, a light-cursor noved to seek out a point located in the Vilyuisk Muntain
region, in a desolate part of Siberia between the O enek and Lena rivers. A
nmonent |ater, one of the auxiliary screens beside the main one showed an
enlarged satellite picture of a fenced-in cluster of buildings and ot her
constructions scattered anong a forest of conmunications antennas. A pattern
of rectangul ar buildings arrayed i n nonotonous, barrack-1ike Iines was partly
visible outside the fence on one side, while an open expanse of wet-I| ooki ng
terrain broken by patches of scrub and an occasional tree rose toward a ridge
of hills on the other.

"It's called Sokhotsk," Kehrn said. "Located on the Central Siberian
Pl at eau about two hundred mles southwest of a city called zZhi gansk. W know
it's a mjor node in the Soviet mlitary- and emergency-comuni cations
network; also, it's one of their primary space-operations groundlink
stations."”

Litherland, a solidly built CTAnman in his late thirties, with
collar-length blond hair and broad, |inebacker shoul ders, was spraw ed
casually in his chair in the center in a way that contrasted with Kehrn's
tense, upright posture. He tossed up a hand | oosely to interject, "There's
nore going on at that place than we've figured -- sonmething very big and very
classified. That's why Cabman could be extremely useful." In the eterna
doubl e-tal k that pervaded the intelligence world, "Cabman" was the code nane
t hat had been given to Professor Dyashkin.

"I's that the nearest town -- the one two hundred mles away?" Fol eda
asked, still studying the display.



"There's a small industrial town called N zhni Zaliski about ten mles
north," Kehrn replied. "About five thousand people. But it doesn't have nuch
connection with Sokhotsk. It was built for the workers of a new nining and
construction project over the nountains from Sokhot sk. "

"How far from Sokhotsk is this project?"

"Aw, six to ten mles, I'd guess." Kehrn glanced at Litherland.
Litherland confirmed with a nod.

"Over the nountains," Fol eda said.

"Yes." Kehrn | ooked puzzled. "Is it inportant?"

Fol eda shrugged. "Who knows? Just trying to get the picture."” He | ooked
at Barbara. "Did you have any other points, Barb?"

She gl anced at her notes. "lIs Bowers okay?"

"Yes, how about this Professor Bowers from California?" Fol eda asked.
"Are we happy he's clean?"

Li therl and nodded. "First-rate record. He's had top cl earance for
government work for six years. Stable, married, no personal problens, and a
hi story of everything okay in the famly. W're running a check on anything
that may have changed since his last review"

"I's he available if we need to talk to hinP" Fol eda asked.

"He's staying in the area, for the time being," Litherland confirmed.
"Fifteen mnutes fromhere."

Fol eda nodded, satisfied. He glanced first at Kehrn, then at Barbara for
possi bl e further questions or conments, then | ooked back at Litherland. "Okay.
So, Robert, what can you tell us about Conrade Professor Igor Lukich Dyashkin,
ali as Cabman?"

Litherland call ed a databank record onto the tabl etop screenpad that
everyone had before them A headi ng CABMAN: SUMVARY PERSONAL PROFI LE: appeared
at the top, and below it the nane. Underneath, a picture appeared in the upper
left corner of a man in his late forties, fresh-faced with a strai ght nouth,
candid stare, and boyishly cut hair parted conventionally on the left. Beside
the picture was a sunmary of height, weight, and other personal statistics.
After a couple of seconds, a synthetic voice began reciting details of
Dyashkin's history, which appeared as text in the space below, line by line,
as each was narr at ed.

Born April 6, 1964, Tula, USSR

Fat her: Anton Konstantnovitch, b. Leningrad, 1935, production engi neer

Mot her: Nat asha Pavl ovi ch, nee Sepirov, b. Odessa, 1939, civil servant.

1973 Moved with famly to Oel.

1979 Joi ned Komsonol, Young Communi st League, @ hi gh school

1982 Admitted Kharkov University. G aduated 1987, electrical/electronic
engi neeri ng.

1987- 1994 Sovi et Navy, Two years postgraduate studies, Naval Technica
Institute, Leningrad. One year posting to satellite tracking station
Archangel . Two years Pacific Fleet comruni cations, based VI adi vost ok
Di scharged wi th honor, second |ieutenant.

1994 Naval Underwater Research Laboratory, Sevastopol, work on submarine
conmuni cati ons. Awarded doctorate in conmmuni cati ons systens, 1996.

2003 Married Anita Leonidovich Penkev, administrator with Aeroflot.

Marri age subsequently dissol ved, 2011.

2005 Prof essor of Conmuni cati ons Engi neering, Mdscow State University.

Al so, permanent consultant to Mnistry of Space Sciences on strategic mlitary
conmmand networks. Admitted to Soviet Acadeny of Sciences, 2010.

2015 to present, Director of Operations at Sokhotsk facility.

Fol eda continued studying the text for a while after the voice had
st opped speaki ng. Then he | ooked up and gazed at the far wall. "Seens pretty
solid,” he murnured. "Do we have any | eads on why he might want to come over?"

"We're not sure," Litherland said frankly. "He does have sonething of a
reputation as a ladies' man -- it seens that screw ng around too much was what
got himdivorced. He could have upset some of the prudes anobng the high-ups --
but that hardly seenms sufficient. Cbviously it's sonething to go i nto when we



start talking to him"

"Yes, exactly," Barbara said, as if she had been waiting for themto get
to that. "How are we going to do that? Were is he now?"

"Back in Siberia, as far as we know," Litherland said.

"So, how do we talk to hinP" Fol eda asked

Kehrn answered. "That was part of what was inside the folder that he
slipped to Melvin Bowers in Japan. It contained a nunber code that he's
proposing to use to comrunicate to us directly, via the NSA system"”

"You mean straight into our comunications net?" Barbara checked. "None
of the usual things like drops for our enbassy in Myscow?"

"He's three thousand mles away from Moscow,” Kehrn rem nded her. "And
besi des, what does he need nel odrama nethods for? He's got a billion rubles
wort h of sone of the nost sophisticated comunications equi pnment in the world
sitting right there."

"COkay... so how is he proposing to use it?" Fol eda was begi nning to | ook
unconf ort abl e.

"He's in a position to initiate all kinds of transm ssions worl dw de that
NSA listens in on all the time," Kehrn said, shrugging. "Now that we know what
code he's proposing to use, we just wait for anything that comes in addressed
to us."

"And can we reply the sanme way?" Barbara asked.

"Sure, why not?"

"How hard is this code of his?" Fol eda asked.

"G ade-school ," Kehrn admitted. "He's a professor, not a spy."

"So we know their code-breakers will read it."

"So, they fish it out of the air," Kehrn agreed. "But even if they know
what we say, it doesn't follow that they understand what it means. And on top
of that, they won't have any way of knowi ng who we're saying it to."

Fol eda | ooked nmore unconfortable. "It's another technical ginmmck," he
said. "We've seen enough already. First we had a 'fool proof' way of getting
the Tangerine file down from Mermai d. But we never got any file, and Magician
wound up in Lubyanka prison. Then we sent two people up after it w th another
gi zno that was the wonder of the age. W still don't have the file, they never
cane back, and this time we don't even know where they are. Now you want me to
buy into this."

Kehrn tugged at his nustache, then | eaped to his feet and paced across
the floor. He turned in front of the large screen still showi ng the map. "But
this time, believe nme, Bernard, it really is different," he insisted. "l've
been through the details personally, and |'msatisfied. This time we don't
have to send anyone anywhere. All the guy wants to do is talk. W just listen
And when we want to say something back, all we have to do is squirt it out
t hrough one of the conputers at Fort Meade on a regular beamthat we transmt
all the tinme, anyway. Al the risks are on the other side this tinme."

"It sounds like too many things |I've listened to before," Fol eda
answer ed.

"But Cabman's out where the reindeer are, in the mddle of Siberia,
Kehrn said. "What el se are we supposed to do?"

"Hnph, " Fol eda began tapping his tooth again, and stared noodily at the
pad in front of him studying the face of Dyashkin once nore and then shifting
his gaze back to the satellite picture of the Sokhotsk ground-station. Finally
he | ooked away agai n and asked Litherland, "Wy are you people involving UDI A,
anyway? This kind of thing is routine for the CIA You nust figure we have
sone stake init."

Kehrn moved forward fromthe screen and rubbed his pal ns together
agitatedly, "You're right. Wiere it involves UDIA Bernard, is that Sokhotsk
is the ground-station that handl es the main communi cati ons beam up to Mernmaid,
where our two people might still be."

Li therl and added, "And if Cabman is |ooking for favors, he'll be
expecting us to ask for sone evidence that he's genuine. Maybe we can persuade
himto try and find out sonething about what happened to your people. It seens



worth a shot."

Fol eda was | ooking nore interested already. "So what's this?" he said,
"The Cl A handi ng out freebies?"

Litherland returned a faint grin. "I guess we've deci ded that maybe we're
on the sanme side after all," he said.

Fol eda | ooked at Barbara. She inclined her head in a way that said she
couldn't find any snags. "Ckay," he announced resignedly. "Let's suppose |'m
sold. But it's obvious that Cabman can only serve our purpose for as |long as
he stays at Sokhotsk. Therefore we should react encouragingly, but keep
stalling him"

"That's what we were hoping you'd say.'
sat down. Litherland nodded. "Fine."

"Cal | ous, cal cul ated exploitation of another hunman being," Barbara
remar ked.

"I't's that kind of business, Barb," Foleda agreed with a sigh

Kehrn canme back to his chair and

CHAPTER SI XTEEN

Back in the days when she was an engi neering student, Paula Bryce had had
a poster anobng the pictures, astronom cal charts, and assorted sanpl es of
encapsul at ed phil osophy cluttering the wall of her apartment, which read:

He who knows not, and knows not that he knows not, is a fool. Avoid him
He who knows not, and knows that he knows not, is ignorant. Teach him He who
knows, and knows not that he knows, is asleep. Waken him But he who knows,
and knows that he knows, is a wise man. Follow him

At the bottom in a fit of exasperation one day, she had scraw ed, He who
knows not whet her he knows or knows not anything at all is a politician. Get
rid of him Paula had never been exactly enanored with politics.

After growing up in a Navy famly with an i ndependent-ni nded not her whom
she adm red, she had found nmost of the girls she net in her teenage years
silly and boring, and the boys either crude and inmature or despairingly
wi mpi sh, rarely sonmewhere in between. So she tended to spend her time in
solitary occupations, usually at a conputer keyboard or behind a book. She
read Ayn Rand, Kant, and N etzsche when she was in a serious nood, hard
science-fiction to relax, and books that debunked UFO s, psychic powers, quack
nmedi cal fads, ancient astronauts, and the Iike, for anmusenment. She
experimented with drugs, which she didn't Iike, alcohol, which was okay, and
sex, which was great. In her studies she found the challenge and rigor of the
sci ences stinulating, but kept liberal arts and the humanities to a m ni mum
they struck her as w shy-washy, too subjective in their conventional w sdons,
and they invariably attracted in droves precisely the kinds of people she
couldn't stand.

On one occasion during the canpus period of her life, she found herself
representing the opposition to a group of sociology students who clained to
have obtai ned positive results in a series of ESP card-guessing tests, which
they chall enged the science fraternity to debate. Paul a showed how a
conpar abl e score could be derived by matching the results to a sel ected
portion of a random number string, thus proving once again to the world that
somet i nes peopl e have | ucky streaks, sonetimes unlucky, and nost of the tine
t hey nmuddl e al ong sonewhere in between. The revel ati on woul d not have
surprised any experienced ganbler, but her efforts made little inpression on
the judges and the editors of the college nmagazi ne, who awarded the verdict to
t he paranormalists on the grounds that "the influence of ESP has not been
di sproved." And neither had the existence of Santa C aus ever been di sproved,
Paul a pointed out in disgust, but to no avail.

Deci ding on a career in science or engineering but unable to face the
prospect of nore years in academ a, she followed the famly tradition by
opting for the services, and joined the Air Force in 2000 at age eighteen
After basic training she entered the USAF el ectronics school at Keesler AFB,



M ssouri, qualified there for a grant scholarship, transferred to

Conmuni cati ons Command, and went on to conplete her doctorate under Air Force
sponsorship at the University of Chicago. After that she noved to the Pentagon
to work on the performance eval uati on of special -purpose mlitary hardware,

whi ch invol ved spells at NASA, CGoddard, and the USAF research center at
Langley. Life settled down to a fairly humdrumroutine in these years, and she
relieved the boredomthrough a protracted affair that she rather enjoyed wth
a married officer twenty years her senior, called Mke. He was the kind of
nonconform st who attracted her, and had earned his pronotions through
conpetence rather than the kind of social image-building that was typical in
any nation's peacetine officer corps. But after two years M ke was posted to
the Mediterranean, and for a change of scene Paula applied for a posting to
Systenms Conmmand. She was accepted, and eventually became a specialist in

anal yzi ng purl oi ned Russi an and East European hardware.

In all this tine her disdain for politics and econom cs persisted. In her
view, for anybody with the brains to see it, breeder reactors and fusion
spaceflight, computers, and genetic engineering had laid Thomas Malthus firmy
to rest. There was no | onger any necessary reason for people anywhere to
starve, or anything logical for themto continue fighting each other over. In
fact, wars squandered the resources that could have sol ved the probl ens that
the wars were supposed to be about. Scientists had been saying for over fifty
years that there was plenty of energy and everything el se, that the planet
wasn't overcrowded and woul d never cone cl ose, and that nodern-day lifestyles
were inconparably healthier, safer, nore prosperous, and nore varied in
opportunities than "natural"” living had ever been. But nobody told the public.
It wasn't news, and what the nedia didn't talk about didn't exist. Politicians
couldn't see it, or perhaps they pretended not to because it wasn't the kind
of talk that generated fears and attracted funding, and in the course of it
all they had created the cultural pessim smthat was handing the twenty-first
century to Asia. That |labeled themin Paula's book as just about the worst
cl ass of people to be running the world.

And ineptitude seened to be just as nmuch a mark of whoever was
responsi ble for running the place she was in now, she thought wearily as she
sat with her back to the wall on the thinly padded cot and surveyed the
austere cell that she'd been cooped up in for she didn't know how | ong. The
singl e unshaded bulb in the ceiling was turned down sonetinmes but was never
out, the intervals varying erratically so that she had lost all track of tinme.
They had noved her here froma double cell, where the series of cellnmates who
had come and gone had been so transparently planted that on one occasion, for
once since her capture, she had actually laughed out loud. If that was an
exanpl e of the Russian fiendi shness that had kept the West paral yzed for a
century, then the West deserved to be eclipsed by Asia, she concl uded.

First there had been Hlda, the East German, with her snmile, blond
fringe, and baby-doll blue eyes. "I amyour friend. It is a nistake that | am
here in this place. | know sone inportant people outside, and | can help you
after | amreleased. But first |I rmust know nore about you. What is your nane?
Where are you fronf..."

Then there had been Luba, supposedly arrested for spreadi ng subversive
pr opaganda anmong students in Rostov. Her line had been scare tactics: "They
tell the world that they' ve changed their ways, but they haven't. Nothing has

changed. They're still as bad. They will keep you from sl eeping for a week or
nore, |eave you for days in a cell below freezing, and starve you until you
can't stand up. By the time you nmeet your own people again there will be no
marks. But you'll tell themwhat they want to know eventually. | like you. |
don't like to think of you doing sonmething like that to yourself. Wy not nake
it easy?"

But the effect had been the opposite of that intended. Paula's initial
fear had given way to a resolve that stemmed froma growi ng feeling of
contenmpt. As the interm nable interrogati ons went on w thout change of tune,
the facade had peel ed away from Protbornov and his troupe to reveal them as



pl ayed-out actors in roles that had becone nechani cal and stylized. The

nmonot ony was not, after all, a deliberate ploy to wear her down, as she'd
first thought. In fact it wasn't anything clever at all. She had vague,

i ncoherent recollections of her interrogators ranbling on about religion
soci al sciences, things that had nothing to do with the present situation --
anything to take up time, it seemed. The sinple fact was that they had nothing
el se to say, nowhere left to go, and they were waiting for sonebody else to
figure out what to do.

She | eaned forward on the cot to pull the blanket up around her shoul ders
and tuck the edges under her knees. That was another thing: the room was
al ways either too chilly or too hot, but never confortable. She snorted
beneath her breath. WAs this really a nmeasure of the opposition she was up
against? If so, it wasn't just nediocre, but infantile. People could do
t hensel ves a di sservice by overestimting their opponents, she refl ected.
Maybe t he West had been doing just that for a hundred years.

During the days, weeks, nonths -- however |ong she'd been shut up -- she
had occupi ed hersel f by going through old debates again in her head. She
renenbered reading tales of calculating prodigies, and tried devi si ng nethods
for performng calculations rapidly in her head. There had been a wonan in
I ndia once who could mentally nultiply two thirteen-digit nunbers in the
astounding time of twenty-eight seconds. Paula found the best way was to work
fromleft to right, adding the part suns progressively, rather than fromri ght
to left as taught in schools. She wondered if schools taught it that way
because it used | ess paper. She had passed the tinme playing word ganes in her
head (how nmany palindromes coul d she think of?), conpiling lists of useless
facts (how many place-nanmes start with G?), playing with scientific
specul ations (what would the world look like if Planck's constant were a
mllion tines larger?), and rem niscing over events in her life.

Fromthe time she had spent in Massachusetts, she renmenbered warm summer
Sat urday evenings in the waterfront narketplace of downtown Boston, where she
went with her occasional dates to wal k anong the crowds and the sidewal k
restaurants, maybe visiting a bar or two before deciding where to have di nner
The hearty | ocker-roomtypes who nade openi ng ganbits by cracking of f-color
j okes had never lasted |ong. The ones with sonething worthwhile to say, and an
interest in what she thought, did better, Earnshaw had refused to oblige by
fitting into any of her categories. She often wondered what had happened to
himsince the first of May. Perhaps he was no | onger even on Tereshkova.

The sound of the door being unlocked interrupted her thoughts. It swung
i nward, and a bl ank-faced guard with oriental features stepped through while a
second waited outside. "You cone now " Paul a sighed, pulled the bl anket aside,
and stood up. She did her best to smooth her crunpled shirt and sl acks, and
instinctively brushed the ever-recalcitrant curl of hair from her forehead.
The guard nmoved a step nearer and reached out as if to jostle her elbow to
hurry her. She noved her arm out of the way and glared. The guard hesitated,
then stood aside. Paula wal ked by him out into the famliar corridor of gray
wal | s and nunbered doors.

They went up a flight of stairs, around a corner, and al ong anot her
corridor to a narrow hallway with benches by the walls on either side. The
doorway into the roomthat CGeneral Protbornov used was open, and Paul a could
see him al ready seated behind the desk inside, snoking a cigarette. The guard
who had been | eadi ng noti oned her forward, but before she had noved nore than
a step a tel ephone rang inside the room and another officer appeared in the
doorway with his hand raised for her to wait. He closed the door, and Paul a
drew back. The two guards had reverted to zonbie node and were standing a few
yards away, one in each direction along the hall, apparently wi thout rmuch idea
of what was supposed to happen next. She sat down on one of the benches to see
what they would do. They didn't do anything.

Then she becane aware of a commotion of raised voices comng from behi nd
one of the other doors. She | ooked up curiously, and as she did so the door
opened partly and a Russian lieutenant started to come out. A woman's voice



called from behind him unnistakably sarcastic in tone, but Paula could catch
only a few of the phrases since her Russian was not fluent. "That's right, run
and call a guard... afraid I'Il bite?... And we expect you to protect us!"

"Pl ease sit down," another man's voice pl eaded frominside. The
lieutenant turned to talk back into the room "Look, you said you wanted to
talk to somebody with the appropriate qualifications. Well, |I'mgoing to fetch
somebody now, all right? As you say, we do not have the qualifications."

"You don't have the sense, you nean," the woman's voice retorted. "Wat
do you take ne for, a common crimnal or sonmething -- a pickpocket or a whore?
Look, | am a senior scientist from Novosi birsk." Paul a rai sed her eyebrows.
Novosi birsk was one of the nmajor Soviet scientific centers, especially for
advanced physics. "Does that nmean anything to either of you? | have been
brought here because of political protest, which | claimis nmy right, and
object to the way this is being dealt with. | demand to speak to whoever is in
charge of this entire establishnent. Don't you realize this could get you
shi pped back to Earth and ten years in a canp?"

"Be patient, if you are capable. | will seek instructions." The
lieutenant turned back fromthe doorway into the hall. The two guards
strai ghtened thensel ves up. "It's all right, at ease," the |ieutenant

muttered. "See that the bitch in there doesn't |eave." He saw Paula sitting on
t he bench. "OCh God, another one." She watched hi mwal k away al ong the
corridor, shaking his head.

The lieutenant had | eft the door open, and through it Paula could hear
the voice of the other man who had spoken earlier. "Yes, this is Col one

Tul enshev. | want to know if Sergei Gennadevitch is there. Have you seen him
recently?... W have a small problemhere. See if you can find himand put him
on the line, would you?... No, it's not serious, but | would like..."

Then Paul a realized that the woman who had been doi ng the shouting was
standing in the doorway. She |ooked at Paula for a nmoment, and then, tossing
an indifferent glance at the two guards, cane out and sat down next to her on
t he bench. The guards had been told not to let her |eave. She wasn't |eaving.
So they remai ned where they were and didn't intervene.

The wonman was somewhere in her md-forties, Paula guessed. She had fiery
hair, al nbst orange, tunbling to her shoulders in waves, a firmface with high
cheeks, a sharply defined brow, an outthrust deternined chin, and clear
unwaveri ng eyes. Her body was full and rounded beneath a tan sweater and brown
skirt, and her breast heaved visibly as she recovered her breath. She studied
Paul a's face for a few seconds, then nuttered sonething quickly in Russian
Al t hough Paul a didn't catch the words, the tone was synpathetic and curious. A
wave of eagerness surged up involuntarily inside Paula, something from deep
down, reaching instinctively for the prom se of a first true contact with
anot her human bei ng since the day she and Earnshaw were captured. She shook
her head and expl ai ned that she was a foreigner and hadn't understood. The
worman stared at her. "Anglicanka?" Paul a shook her head again. "Nyet,

Aneri kanka. "

"Ah." The woman nodded slowly and spoke in English, keeping her voice to
little nore than a whisper. "I heard a runmor of two Anerican spies being
arrested a while ago. You were one of thenP" Paul a shrugged and sai d not hing.
The wonman smiled faintly. She | eaned closer and rested a hand lightly but
reassuringly on Paula's arm "Listen to soneone who knows them They will try
to frighten you. Don't let them-- it's just bluff. Stalin has been gone a
long tinme. The fossils in charge of things today are not made of the sane
stuff. Their whole rotten systemis about to fall apart, and they know it.
Face up to them Adnmit nothing. Wen they see they can get nowhere, they will
give up."

Bef ore Paul a could reply, the colonel who had been speaking on the
tel ephone inside canme out. "Wat is this?" he thundered at the two guards.
"The American woman i s under solitary detention. She is not permtted to talk
wi th anyone! Anyone! -- Is that clear!" He | ooked at the Russian wonman. "And
you, high and nmighty as you may think you are, you have not been dism ssed to



go wal ki ng about the building. The general is on his way here now " He held
open the door. The Russian woman rose and went back in, carrying herself
proudly and without haste. Just before she di sappeared, she turned her head
and sent Paula a faint nod of reassurance, as if to stress her words. It had
been just a matter of seconds, but, maybe because she needed to so
desperately, when Protbornov finally called her into the other room Paula
felt as if some part of the indomtable strength that the Russian woman seened
to radi ate had rubbed off on her. She admitted nothing. They threatened; she
defied them It was the same the next tinme, and the next.

And finally, as the Russian wonan had predicted, the interrogators gave
up. They informed Paul a one day that she would be goi ng el sewhere, pending
further directions from Mscow. She was to be noved, they told her, to a place
cal | ed Zanork.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Wth snoke billowi ng around them froma Gernman tank burning in the street
bel ow, two Red Arny infantrymen with tomy guns slung across their backs
clambered to the rooftop of the shell-scarred Reichstag building in Berlin and
unfurled a Soviet flag. The theme nusic rose to a triunmphant crescendo, and
the canera closed in on the hamrer-and-sickle enblemflying proudly on red
agai nst a background of three Stornovi ks crossing the sky in formation

Appl ause spattered fromthe nore appreciative anong the audi ence as the
lights brightened. The Saturday night nmovie in B Bl ock mess area was over. It
had been about a Russian Janes Bond figure fromthe days of the "G eat
Patriotic War," called Stirlitz, who infiltrated the Nazi SS and sabotaged an
attenpt by Heinrich Hmiler and Allen Dulles, then the head of American
intelligence in Europe, to make a separate peace in the West in early 1945.
Such an arrangenent woul d have allowed the Nazis to concentrate their
remai ni ng forces against the Soviet Union -- and after Hitler was renoved, the
filminplied, would have prepared the way for the Americans, British, and
Germans to join forces against Russia in a typically treacherous bid to
protect their capitalist interests.

The rows in front of the screen dissolved into groups of prisoners
di spersing to carry their chairs back to their various billets, and the guards
who had been watching fromthe back returned to their duties. MCain was
wal ki ng al ongsi de Peter Sargent, when Gskar Smovak caught up with them "So,
there you are," Snovak told them "Now you've seen it for yourselves -- how
Stirlitz saved us fromyou schem ng Anericans and British. W don't know how
much we have to thank our |eaders and the Party for, eh?" MCain never knew
whet her or not to take Snovak seriously. Stirlitz was obviously fictitious,
and the story as depicted bore only a renpte connection to the events that had
actual ly taken pl ace.

"You don't really believe all that, do you?" Sargent said incredul ously.
From their conversations, MCain had come to suspect that he was connected
with Western intelligence, too.

"Stirlitz has becone | egendary anong the Russi ans,
of them accept himas real, wi thout any question."

"Yes, and everything else that it said, by association," Sargent replied.

"How do you know it wasn't so?" Smovak chal |l enged. "The Russi ans get
their brand of bullshit. You get your own bullshit. How do you know which is
ri ght? How do you know any of it is?"

"When the Mbscow Fil m Studi o can make a novie that doesn't have to be
passed by Party censors before you can see it, then come and tal k about it,"
Sargent said. He upended the chair he was carrying and turned toward the
stairway | eading to the upper level. The others continued wal king to the door
of B-3 and entered the billet to a frenzied acconpani ment of red flashes and
beeps. In the nmess area behind them a deeper note sounded from a klaxon to
signal five mnutes to go before in-billets -- the time for the nmess area to

Snovak said. "A |lot



be cl eared and everyone inside. Lights-out would be one hour later. There was
little of the roll-calling that had characterized earlier prison environnents.
Counting and checking that people were in the right places was perforned
automatically by renote conputers nonitoring the electronic bracel ets that
everyone wore.

Inside the billet, Koh, propped upright at the end of his bunk with an
open book, watched silently as the noviegoers trooped in. Rashazzi and Haber
were taking turns to scribble on synbol - packed papers littering the front
table. "Now we need a way of relating u-prinme to theta, and elimnating
X-bar," Rashazzi was sayi ng.

"Use the expression for the work integral,"’
"Where was it?... Yes, here."

"Why don't you two |learn a | anguage that other people can understand?"
Snmovak grunbl ed as he passed behind them

"Perhaps we like it better if they can't,’
rai sed his eyebrows and noved on

Mungabo clinbed up onto his bunk above MCain's and cl asped his hands
behi nd his head as he lay back to stare at the ceiling. "There's never any ass
in them Russi an novies," he conpl ai ned. "Nobody cares about all that politica
shit, and sone of the action was okay... but there's never any ass." Luchenko
nmoved past the bunk, heading toward the far end of the billet, with Mui skevik
and Nol an cl ose behind. "Never any ass,"” Mingabo repeated in a | ouder voice
for his benefit.

"I nperialist decadence,
offer.”

"Il take it, I'lIl take it," Mingabo rurrured, eyeing his pinups.

McCain grinned to hinself as he folded his jacket and stowed it in the
flat drawer beneath his bunk. Yevgenni Andreyov, who was follow ng, stopped by
the end of their bunk. Andreyov was probably around sixty, with patches of
white hair on either side of a balding dome, and a white beard, but tw nkling
gray eyes that could have bel onged to sonmebody thirty years younger. MCain
al ways found himgenial, and trusted himnore than he did the others at the
far end of the billet.

"They brought it upon thensel ves, you know -- the Gernans," Andreyov
said. "In 1917 they sent Lenin back so that he woul d take Russia out of the
war. But the state that Lenin created was the one that finally destroyed
Germany. That's irony for you."

"You seemto know a | ot about all that," MCain conmented.

"Yes, well, ny father was there, you know -- with Konev's arny in 1945."

Scanl on cane in just as McCain turned to head for the washroons at the
far end of the billet. He was carrying a string bag containing grapefruits,
whi ch he deposited on his bunk. MCain indicated themw th a questioning
nmotion of his head. "A fella who has a friend who works in one of the ag

Haber suggested, runmagi ng.

Haber said pointedly. Snovak

Luchenko tossed back. "That's all they have to

zones," Scanlon said. "I got themduring the novie. It's legal. You can get
your bonus in kind instead of in points if there's a surplus.”

"l haven't seen one of those since | left the States. How nuch?"

"A point..." Scanlon caught the | ook on McCain's face, "for two."

"Capitalist!" MCain snorted

"Sure, a man has to live."

McCai n picked up the bag containing his toilet gear and began wal ki ng
through to the far end of the billet. At the middle table of the next section
Snmovak and Vorghas were sitting down to a card game with Charlie Chan, the
Amur skayan whose nane nobody el se coul d pronounce. Chan was slenderly built
and studi ous-1ooking, with olive skin, slit-eyes, and a pencil-Iline nustache.
He was notorious for his appalling jokes, which the other Siberians seened to
find as hilarious as he did. Behind themthe Hungarian, CGonares, was already
asleep in his bunk. Gonares was currently on outside work assignment, shifting
freight in the cargo bays at the hub. Farther along, a Yakut called Nunghan
and an Afghan were experinmenting with the |atest ganbling creation -- a
pi nbal | gane that involved shooting glass marbles up an inclined wooden board



to roll down again through an obstacle course of holes and nails. The idea had
been Rashazzi's, who had charned "the Dragoness" -- the stern-faced

worman- nountain who ran the O store -- into getting a box of marbles froma
children's toyshop in Novyi Kazan specially for the purpose.

McCai n now hardly noticed the strange snell that had greeted himthe day
he first entered the billet. It was due, he had since discovered, to a kind of
wild garlic that certain Siberians, Yakuts in particular, once ate
traditionally during the ong wi nters when no other vegetabl es were avail abl e,
and now chewed t hrough habit. The scent reeked on the breath and exuded from
the pores. "Yes, | know what you nean -- we've got it, too," Peter Sargent had
said when McCain tried to describe it. "An extraordinary olfaction --
fermenting birdseed in a crappy petshop,” which at |east conveyed the
intensity, if not the precise quality. MCain wondered if they'd bribed
somebody in the ag zones to grow a patch of the awful stuff for them
specially. He couldn't imagine its being included in the production lists
drawn up by the omiscient planners in Mscow.

On the far side, Taugin, the Frenchman, was stretched out with his head
propped on one hand, staring nournfully at a woman's picture franed on the
| ocker next to him as he seened to do for nost of his free tine. The rest of
it he spent prowling norosely about the conpound or along Gorky Street. From
time to time he would nurnur things like, "Mm, where are you now?" or "Ch,
Mm, where did we go wong?" -- but the nane was different on different days,
and the pictures changed.

Luchenko, Maiskevik, and Nolan were together in the rear section. On the
other side of the table fromthem Borowski, the Pole, was getting up fromhis
bunk. In contrast to his Gllic neighbor, Borowski was pragmatic, cheerful
and always willing to help. But how nuch did that nean? He was still one of
the group at the far end, which MCain | ooked upon as Luchenko's persona
circle. Russia was notorious for nothing being what it seened. Zanork was a
good microcosmof it.

"Profits before people,” Nolan fired at McCain as he passed. "That's
capitalism It destroys life. There used to be beavers on Manhattan | sl and.

D d you know that? And what about the passenger pigeon?"

"Ask the Siberian mammoth," MCain said, and went through into the
washroom A nmonent |ater he stuck his head out again. "And there's plenty of
beaver in Manhattan. Ask Miungabo." He di sappeared back inside to relieve
hi nmsel f.

The door opened again a second | ater, and Borowski came in. They stood

side by side, staring at the wall. Abom nable noi ses and odors cane fromthe
cubi cl es behind, where two of the Siberians were entrenched. The damm garlic
affected everything. "lIt's a mracle that Razz's mice survive in here,"

Bor owski conmented. A flurry of scanpering in the cage behind the door

acknow edged the remark. MCain didn't answer. He'd caught the expressions on
Luchenko' s and Mai skevi k' s faces when he poked his head back out to retort at
Nol an. The back of his neck was prickling.

"What did you think of the novie?" Borowski asked.

"Hm®... Aw, standard stuff."

"You know, in Russia they teach that it was their entry into the Japanese
war that brought victory there, too. But that was only a week before it ended,
wasn't it? Hadn't Anerica already dropped the first atom c bonb by then?"

Bor owski saw that MCain wasn't l|istening. As he zipped hinself up he | eaned
cl oser and murnured, "Watch yourself out there." Then he left.

The sound of flushing came from one of the cubicles behind, MCain
re-created in his mnd every detail that he could recall of the situation in
the end section just beyond the door when he had passed through. Luchenko had
been sitting to the right of the end table, about m dway al ong, with Mi skevik
st andi ng behi nd himand Nolan farther back by his bunk. Taugin was on his bunk
to the left, and Borowski woul d probably have gone that way, too, after
| eavi ng the washroom On the table in front of Luchenko there had been a pack
of cigarettes, a book, atin lid used as an ashtray, and at the near end a



coupl e of magazines. Near the far end there had been a | arge enanmel nug al npst
full of steanming tea, perhaps left there by Borowski. MCain thought
carefully; then he opened the door of one of Rashazzi's cages of mice and
scooped a large fistful of feed grain into his left hand.

When McCain canme out, Luchenko was still at the table, and Nol an had sat
down on his bunk. But Maiskevik had noved to stand in the center aisle at the
far end of the table, covering the way through to the rest of the billet. To
the I eft, Taugin hadn't noved, and Borowski was getting sonething fromhis

| ocker. The mug of tea was still standing where it had been. MCain noved to
the left to pass by the table.
"Earnshaw. " Luchenko's voice was unusually clipped. "I may have sone

i nformati on on your colleague." MCain stopped and | ooked inquiringly. "But
first, of course, there is a price."

"You never nmentioned anything about that," MCain said.

"I must have forgotten. Nothing is free here. |I'm sure that being
American, you will understand."

"You expect nme to pay you for doing your job?"

"It is the customhere."

"No, thanks."

McCain turned in the direction he had been headi ng, but Mi skevi k nmoved
to block the way. "If you choose not to avail yourself of the service, that's
up to you," Luchenko said. "But | have done ny part. It nust still be paid

for."

Mai skevi k shoved McCain roughly in the chest with the flat of his hand to
stop him and stood stroking the knuckles of his clenched fist, "Everybody in
here pays their taxes," he growmed. It was one of the few occasions on which
McCai n had heard Mai skevi k speak. The nessage was cl ear enough. On the fringe
of his awareness, MCain registered that the rest of the billet had suddenly
gone quiet. He heard sonebody come out fromthe washroom behi nd hi mand stop

McCai n | ooked quizzically at Luchenko. "I thought you said we could
al ways di scuss these things reasonab--" H's |left hand shot the grain into
Mai skevi k's face, and as the Bul garian blinked reflexively MCain's other hand
swept the mug up off the table to followwith the tea. Miskevik bell owed and
st aggered back, clawing at his scal ded face. McCain kicked hard into his
crotch, then seized the |apels of his jacket with both hands to pull the
Bul garian forward onto a nmurderous head-butt full in the face. Maiskevik fel
back agai nst the end of Borowski and Taugin's bunk, his eyes glazed and bl ood
gushing fromhis ruined nose. MCain kicked his feet away, and he crashed into
a sitting position on the floor. Incredibly, he was trying to get up again.
McCai n grabbed a fistful of hair to jerk Miskevik's head back and delivered a
straight-fingered jab to the exposed throat. M skevi k gagged and crunpled to
sit with his head lolling to one side, with rivulets of blood fromhis nose
runni ng down the front of his clothes.

It had been too fast and violent for anyone else to react.

Luchenko was gaping fromhis chair across the table, Nolan was staring
ashen-faced from behind, while a few feet from MCain, Borowski was stil
frozen in the act of turning fromhis |ocker. Forcing hinmself to be cal m
external ly despite the adrenaline charge pul sing through his body. MCain
repl aced the nug on the table. "I've just filed for an exenption,” he told
Luchenko. Then he stepped over Maiskevik's legs to continue on his way. The
ot hers who had conme forward fromthe other sections of the billet parted to
[ et himthrough. He stopped halfway to pour hinmself a cup of tea at the center
table, and carried it back to his bunk

Slowmy the billet cane back to |life behind him At the far end, Luchenko
was still sitting, stunned, while Nolan, Borowski, and a couple of others
haul ed Mai skevik to his feet and steered himinto the washroom

Scanl on was | eaning forward on the edge of his bunk when MCain sat down
opposite him "Here," he said, holding out his flask. "A little drop o' the
hard stuff will do you nore good than that."

McCain took a | ong swig and nodded. "Thanks." He handed back the flask



and then sipped his tea.

Scanl on regarded himcuriously for a while. Then he took a sip fromthe
flask hinmself and | ooked across at MCain again. "So, M. Earnshaw, " he said
at last, "what kind of a school of journalismwas it, |'m wondering, that they
sent you to, now?"

I nside the Governnent Buil ding at Turgenev, General Protbornov and the
three other men with himwatched a replay of the incident as it had been
recorded through a wide-angle lens built into one of the ceiling lights in
billet B-3. The title on the thick, red-bound folder lying in front of
Prot bornov read, MC CAIN, LEWS H., U S. UN FI ED DEFENSE | NTELLI GENCE AGENCY
ABSOLUTE TOP SECRET.

Sergei Kirilikhov, fromthe Party's Central Committee, nodded
tight-lipped and pivoted his chair to face away fromthe screen. "You were
right after all, General," he said to Protbornov. "He reacted just as your
peopl e predicted he would. My conplinments."

Prot bornov patted the folder on the table affectionately. "Wen he was a
teenager in California, there was a gang of bullies at the school he attended
who liked to terrorize other students, especially Hispanics. Wll, one day
they made the m stake of picking on a new intake batch who turned out to be
the children of N caraguan mountain guerilla fighters recently arrived in the
country, and al nost got thenselves killed. The affair made a deep i npression
on McCain. Later, when he was with NATO, he hospitalized a woul d-be nugger in
Berlin. What we have just seen was fully in character.”

Maxi m Sepel yan, fromthe Mnistry of Defense, stroked his chin dubiously.
"You, ah... you don't think that this man could be too headstrong -- too
i mpul sive, perhaps?"

Pr ot bornov shook his head. "W have studied his notivational psychol ogy
i ntensely. Despite what you just saw, he is not a person primarily di sposed
toward violence. He only resorts to force when conpelled to in self-defense.
H s ideol ogical convictions reflect the same principle. Wen given a choice,
he bases his rel ationshi ps on reason, persuasion, and patience. But he is
defiant, and he has a strong sense of loyalty to his beliefs. Those are
exactly the qualities we want."

The other man present, General Andrei Tol omachuk, fromthe KG&'s N nth
Directorate, gestured toward the screen from Protbornov's other side. "I
presune that what we saw there was genui ne. The Bul gari an wasn't acting under
i nstructi ons?"

"Definitely not," Protbornov said. "That was all quite genuine, | assure
you. Part of the objective was to test that McCain's ability and determ nation
are as we have assessed them"

The four exchanged inquiring | ooks. "Very well, | amsatisfied,"
Kirilikhov pronounced. Tol onachuk agreed. Sepelyan thought for a nonent
| onger, then nodded. "Wen | get back to Mdoscow, | wll advise that the next

phase of the operation proceed as planned," Kirilikhov said.

Pr ot bornov | ooked pl eased. "So the countdown remai ns on schedule. W're
still talking about a Novenber seventh D-day." Kirilikhov nodded.

"Four nmonths from now," Sepelyan nmused. "The waiting will nake it seem
like a long tine."

"It's the centenary,"” Ceneral Tol omachuk said. "We've been waiting a
hundred years. What are four nore nonths conpared to a hundred years?"

"What are they conpared to owning the worl d?" Protbornov asked.

CHAPTER EI GHTEEN

Mai skevi k was taken to the infirmary the next morning for treatment
followi ng an "accident," and Luchenko was sunmoned to a talk with Mjor
Bachayvin, the bl ock commandant. An hour |ater two guards appeared at the
billet to collect Miskevik's things, and by lunchtime the prevailing opinion



was that he wouldn't be comi ng back. No official reason was given. Luchenko
reappeared | ater and had nothing to say on the matter except that two
repl acenents would be coning to B-3 in Miskevik's place. McCain carried on in
t he netal -wor ki ng shop through the afternoon, expecting to be haul ed away at
any time, but by the end of the shift nothing had happened. He could only
concl ude that the managenment, for reasons best known to thensel ves, were going
along with the accident story officially. Maybe Luchenko was on the take to a
greater degree than he cared to make known to his bosses, McCain reflected. O
maybe they were all part of it, too. Either way, it could add up to possible
opportunities to be exploited.

VWhen McCain arrived back at the billet, Nolan brought hima note fromthe
mai | pouch that a nessenger delivered every day to Luchenko. It advised that
t he book McCain had reserved was being held in the library. MCain hadn't
reserved any book. He went to the library and was handed a gaudy paper back
entitled A Hero's Sacrifice. It was one of the standard pul p inspirationa
pi eces churned out for the masses by Party hacks, and carried a cover picture
of a standard Sovi et workaholic hero, nuscles taut beneath bronzed skin,
steely-eyed, and conplete with hard hat and jackhamrer, shown agai nst a
background of cranes, bulldozers, and an oil refinery under construction

McCain took the book to the general compound and shi el ded hinsel f anbng a
group of prisoners placing bets on a Siberian variation of the shell gane
before he ruffled through the pages. The slip of paper that dropped into his
hand read:

SUBJECT OF QUERY WAS DETAI NED I N SOLI TARY AT SECURI TY HQ TURCGENEV UP TO
FOUR DAYS AGO FOR CONTI NUI NG | NTERROGATI ON. CONDI TI ON GOOD. NO GROUNDS FOR
CONCERN. HAS RECENTLY BEEN MOVED TO ZAMORK, RESTRI CTED SECTI ON, BLOCK D

The nessage al so included instructions for McCain to followto
reestablish contact, should he need further information on anything. MCain
wasn't sure whether he felt reassured or not, although, according to Scanlon
t he source had proved consistently reliable in the past. Reputation was
everything in any good business, Scanlon had rem nded him

He saw Andreyev approachi ng as he was about to begin wal ki ng back across
t he conpound, and stopped to wait for the older man to join him "Have you met
the two new arrivals yet?" Andreyev asked. He had a thick wool en cardi gan
beneath his jacket and swung his arns across his body as he spoke, as if it
were cold. MCain could picture himin a black overcoat and fur hat in a
Mbscow street scene.

"No, |I've been in the library," MCain said, "So they're here already,
eh?"

"And straight out of training, if | ever saw KGB before. You' ve stirred
t hi ngs up properly, you know. They don't trust you an inch now. A bodyguard
for Luchenko, that's what they are. Miungabo has christened them King and
Kong. "

"It seens strange," MCain comrented, mainly to see what Andreyov woul d

say. "I'd have thought they'd have shipped nme out."
"Ch, they couldn't |eave Miskevik there, could they? Not any |onger --
after what happened. He's lost face.... Wuldn't be able to carry the sane

wei ght any nore, in the billet. Not after what happened."”

"And | don't get put away for a while to cool down?"

"No, they couldn't do that, could they? Not if they want to pretend it
was an accident."”

"That's my point. Wiy would they pretend that?"

"Who knows why they do things?" MCain gestured at the conpound in

general. "So, is it likely to be everybody's gossip for the evening?"
"No, it won't be spread around."
"How cone?"
"It's best."

They began wal king slowy toward the door into the throughway between A
and B Bl ocks. Andreyov turned his head to peer at McCain, as if weighing
something in his mind. Finally he said, "You seemto be a man of strong



opi nions -- strong inpressions of things."

McCain thrust his hands into his pockets. "Sone things, nmaybe. | don't
know.... Wat did you have in nind?"

"The things you argue with Nolan about. You have strong ideals."

"I never really thought of nyself as an idealist."

"Principles, then?"

"A few, maybe."

Andreyov hesitated, then said, "I admire that. Everybody who is anything
worthwhile has to admire that. But, you know, it troubles nme that you shoul d
think so badly of Russia." Before McCain could reply, he went on, "It isn't
everything you think. W are proud of our country, as you are of yours. Like
you, we worked hard and we suffered to make it what it is. And we have
transformed our Mdtherland from backwardness to one of the world' s strongest

nati ons, and extended its influence everywhere -- out into space, too. There
are many positive things that you should remenber, things we have achi eved.
Creative things. Qur history, our arts... Russia has produced nmen of words and

i deas that have swept through the civilized world as have few ot hers. Russians
have brought glory to nmusic and ballet, and at one tine to painting and
architecture.... And hospitality and friendship! Do you know what the educated
Russi an val ues nore than anything el se? Good friends and stimnul ating
conversation. There is nothing anywhere else in the world to match the loyalty
of Russians who are close friends. You have to spend an evening at home wth
an apartment full of them when the tal king goes on over food and vodka unti
long into the night. O | amon ny own and the tel ephone rings at three in the
nmorning, and it's ny friend Viktor who | have known for forty years and he
tells ne, 'Yevgenni, | have problems and | need sonmebody to talk to. | am
comng over." Or it is Aeg, who says, '| have been thinking about what you
said last week. W nust discuss it.' So what do | do? | put the water on to
boil for some tea. Where would you find that in New York? Ch, no, there | nust
get up and go to work because | have to be 'successful' all the tinme, or make
noney, noney, or please the boss whose ass | want to kick, but then he fires
me fromny job and | sleep in the street. Is it not so?"

They energed into Gorky Street and turned to followit for a short
di stance to re-enter the B Block mess area through its front entrance. "No,
you m sunderstand,” MCain said. "I don't have any quarrel with the Russian
people. | respect everything the Russian tradition stands for -- all the
thi ngs you said. But the present political systemis sonething alien to al
that. That's not the real Russia."”

"Yes, we've made our share of mistakes, it's true," Andreyov agreed.
"Especially in Stalin's tine. And | adnit we are still too bureaucratic and
par anoi d about foreigners. Russians worry a | ot what people think of them you
see. They can't stand the thought of being conpared unfavorably, or of being
seen in a bad light. They're like a wife who is too fussy about her house and
won't | et anyone in when she thinks it's untidy. And we still tend to fee
enbarrassed by sone things, so we hide ourselves fromthe world. But it's
changi ng. Soneday we will show the world. Not in nmy lifetine, maybe... but it

wi |l happen.”

"Well, when it does, then I'Il feel a lot easier,"” MCain said.

They wal ked on in silence for a short while. Then Andreyov said, "That
novi e |last night, ny father was there, you know -- he was with Konev's arny

that linked up with the Anericans in Germany. Wthin nmonths there was talk
that now they were going to start fighting the Americans. He told ne sone of
the sol diers wept when they heard it. They couldn't understand why."

"Life can be crazy," MCain agreed.

"You don't understand it either?"

"I gave up trying to. | just believe that you pay what you owe, you
coll ect what you're due, you protect what you have, and you help if you can
O herwi se nmind your own business and | eave peopl e al one.™

"You don't want to destroy the Soviet Union?"

"Not unless it tries to destroy ne."



"What about if you thought it was about to? Wuld you attack it
preenptivel y?"

McCai n nodded as he saw the point. "Like Maiskevik, for instance?"

"We are taught that the capitalists will start a desperate, last-ditch
war to try and save thensel ves rather than subnit to the inevitable triunmph of
worl d socialism" Andreyev said. "Doesn't what you' ve just said confirmit?"

"Look at Japan, China, and the rest of Asia and tell ne again about the
triunph of world socialism 1'd say it's the other way round: it's not us
that's in the ditch. Maybe we feel the sane way about you."

Andr eyov shook his head sadly. "No trust, no trust," he sighed. "Wy does
it always have to be that way? You know, | heard a story once about two nen
froma ship that had sunk, and they were floating on top of a chest full of
food and water in a sea full of sharks. But to nmake enough roomto open the
door, one of themwould have to junp into the water. Now, they had an oar
al so, which neant that the other one could beat away the sharks. But if he
didn't beat away the sharks and all owed the other one to be gobbled up, then
he woul d be left with all the food. They both knew that they would naybe
survive if they cooperated with each other, and that they would both die if
they didn't; but if one was left with all the food, then he would certainly
survive. So neither of themwould junp, because neither trusted the other. And
they both starved to death, on top of a chest full of food." Andreyov | ooked
at McCain. "It's the sane problem isn't it. Wat's the solution?"

McCai n thought for a while. "I guess first we have to deci de who the
sharks are,"” he said. They stopped inside the B Block nmess area. MCain took
in the usual evening scene, then his eyes canme back to Andreyov. He wondered
how a seenmingly harm ess old nan cane to be shut up in a place like this.
"What did you do to get in here?" he asked.

"Ch, it's a funny story.... | don't really have any famly left now, you
see, so | volunteered for the experinental population that they were bringing
up to inhabit the colony. But they didn't |like some of the things |I said, so
they put ne in here rather than send nme all the way back again. Subversive,
they said I was."

"Not many guys your age get to go into space,"” MCain conmrented.

"Hah! | might as well not have bothered, for all | can renenber,"
Andreyov replied. "Very peculiar, it was. | don't have any clear recollection
at all of that trip. Alot of others | was with said the same thing. Al like
part of a dream it was..." He paused and rubbed his tenples. "In fact, even
t hi nki ng about it makes me tired. And it's past ny tinme to rest, anyway. Not
as young as you people.... If you'll excuse ne, | think I'Il turn in."

"Sure. Thanks for the talk. 'N ght."

Andreyov went on into the billet. MCain spotted Scanl on and Koh at one
of the tables and went over to sit with them It could have been his
i magi nati on, but despite what Andreyov had said about gossip not spreading,
McCain got the distinct feeling that many eyes were following him too many
heads seenmed to | ook away suddenly as he let his gaze wander over the ness
area. He | ooked back at the other two.

"How s Andreyov tonight?" Scanl on asked.

"He always strikes me as a lonely kind of person. That's why he talks a

lot, and | listen. He only cane up here because he doesn't have any fanily
down there." MCain shrugged and gestured at the figures in the ness area.
"Maybe this is his famly now | don't think the idea of going home even
crosses his nmind."

"Ah well..." Scanlon | ooked curiously at Koh, "Don't you ever think about

goi ng hone?"

"Not a lot." Koh was packing his long, straight-stemmed pipe with the
m xture of tobacco and herbs that he snoked.

"There is really no point. And besides, not everyone back where | cone
fromagrees that what | did was an honorabl e thing." Koh never pinpointed
exactly where he considered hinmself to be from "And that's, very inportant,
of course. It's conceivable that I'd have a harder tinme back there than up



here.”

"Don't you want to contribute sonmething to what a | ot of people are
saying is Asia's century?" MCain said.

Koh chuckled as he Iit his pipe. "Maybe | already have." He sucked
several times, and was rewarded with a cloud of aromatic snoke that he puffed
into the air.

"What did you do?" MCain asked.

"Maybe I'Il tell you one day," Koh answered nysteriously. He went on, "In
any case, whatever is destined to evolve will do so in the long run, with or
without nme. Wth all their glorification, I don't believe that even the

Christs, Napoleons, Htlers, and Genghis Khans really influence history that
much. Al they do is slightly accelerate or slightly retard what woul d have
happened anyway."

"So Asia was due to take the twenty-first century anyway?" MCain said.

"Yes, eventually," Koh replied. "You had Malthus, and thought you were
runni ng out of resources; we had Confucius. But people are the only resource
that matters, because human ingenuity creates all the rest -- and we have
thirty percent of the world' s supply. Wen you think of it that way, the
out come was inevitable sooner or |ater."”

Scanl on was staring with his head cocked to one side, as if this put a
ot of things in a perspective that he hadn't seen before. "Go on, Koh," he
said. "That's a thought, now So it was all inevitable, you're telling us?"

Koh shrugged. "Eventually. But the West itself speeded up the process."

"How cone?" McCain asked.

"You nmade the Third Wrld into colonies and held it back for centuries.
But in doing that you were conpressing a spring. And when the spring was
rel eased after the Second World War, nothing could contain the energy and the
urgency to make up for lost time. In half a century Asia went through social
changes that had taken the West a thousand years, Anerica |ost confidence in
itself -- the very thing we had adm red nost. You made the sane m stake that
the British had a hundred years before.”

"Trust the Brits to be at the bottomof it," Scanlon nuttered.

Koh went on, "The power and wealth of their ruling class was tied to
i ndustries that were becomning obsol ete. Instead of adapting and noving with
the tines, they tried to entrench thensel ves around technol ogy that was being
superseded. It can't work. Neither the Iion nor the zebra can stop evol ving
and hope to survive. One would starve; the other would be eaten.” It was true,
McCai n thought to hinmself. Wiile the two powers that represented the
culmnation of the Ad Wrld remai ned deadl ocked in their nmilitary stal emate
the forerunners of the New were raci ng ahead with devel opi ng the energy-dense,
nucl ear - based i ndustries that would power the twenty-first century and carry
manki nd across the Sol ar System

"Different dogs have their days," Scanlon said.

"Quite," Koh said. "Likew se, human culture as a whole is all the tine
evolving, but it doesn't evolve evenly, everywhere at once. It's like an
anoeba, where first one part noves, then another. The center of action shifts
fromplace to place, and so civilizations rise and fall: the East and Mddle
East | ong ago, Greece, Ronme, and the classical civilizations of the
Medi t erranean, the power struggles of Europe, and the rise of America. But
there was no | aw of nature which said that once the focus shifted to America
it had to remain there forever. What we're seeing is sinply the next step in
the process. The era of Western civilization that sprang fromthe European
Renai ssance a thousand years ago is over.... Actually, the termis a m snomer.
What happened back at that time was not the rebirth of anything. It was the
birth of a conpletely new culture. Oh, true, a new civilization night pick up
a few stones that suit its needs fromthe rubble of an old one, but that's not
the sane thing as rebuilding it...." Koh sat back and smled through the cloud
t hat was beginning to engulf him He held out an upturned hand in a gesture
that coul d have nmeant anything, and an ecstatic light crept into his eyes.
"They must free their souls to soar..." He paused, |ooking at the other two



for a noment as if they had suddenly materialized there from nowhere. Then he
carried on, his voice rising and falling in cadences in lyrical rapture:
"...unfettered essence of distilled turpentine."

McCai n and Scanl on gl anced at each other. They knew they woul dn't get
anyt hi ng nore that was coherent out of Koh for the rest of the evening. And
t hen, which was just as well, the lights blinked to signal that it was tine to
nmove into the billets. They each took one of Koh's arns and helped himto his
feet.

"You never struck nme as a student of cultural evolution, Kev," MCain
said as they steered Koh toward the B-3 door

"Well, aren't the Irish students of life itself, and isn't that
everyt hing?" Scanlon replied. He | ooked across at McCain for a nonent.
"Anyhow, it's the evolution of what's going on in this place that ye should be
t hi nkin" nore about, yourself."

"How d' you nean?"

"Whatever it is you have in mind to do, you've got it off to a fine
begi nning. But, M. Earnshaw, journalist, as the bishop said to the parlor
mai d, 'Where do we go next from here?'"

CHAPTER NI NETEEN

Fromits position two hundred thousand mles away from Earth and sone
di stance above Earth's equatorial plane, Valentina Tereshkova had permanent
lines for its conmunications |lasers to at |least two of the Soviet synchronous
satellites, which redistributed message traffic anong surface |ocations and
other satellites, depending on the signals' final destinations. The West's
mlitary establishnent also maintained a systemof "Auriga" surveillance
satellites, which between them were able to keep a constant watch on both the
Soviet satellites and Tereshkova. The Aurigas were equi pped with tel escopes
designed for operation in the infrared range, which could pick up the stray
reflections fromboth ends of the Soviet conmunications beans; thus they were
able to eavesdrop on the nessage-flow to and from Tereshkova as it took place.
From space, the intercepted stream of Soviet communicati ons code was routed
down through a conplicated chain of |links and relays, eventually beconing
grist for the conputer batteries of the National Security Agency's
code-cracking mll at Fort Meade, Maryl and.

For as long as Tereshkova had been operational, a portion of its signa
traffic had used virtually inpregnable top-security coding algorithns -- which
had done little to alleviate the West's suspicions over what was supposed to
be an i nnocuous social experinent in space-living. By sunmer of 2017, however,
the hungry NSA cryptanalysts in the section that handl ed "Teepee," as the
intercept traffic to and from Tereshkova was code- named, had received a
windfall of a different |and.

The standard procedure foll owed by both sides for sending encrypted
nmessages over conmunications links was to transmt the code as a stream of
five-digit nunber groups. That way, anyone intercepting the transm ssion with
the intention of decoding its content would receive none of the clues that a
structure reflecting the varyi ng word-1 engths woul d have supplied. To
conplicate the task further, the transmitting conputers then obscured where
the different nessages in a stream began and ended, by filling the gaps
between them wi th random five-di git number groups so that the channel sinply
transmitted continuously twenty-four hours a day. A nessage buried in the
stream carried a special number sequence that the conputers at the receiving
end were programmed to watch for

For some time the pattern-searching routines that the NSA conputers
subj ected incomng material to as a first pass had been detecting
irregularities in the filler groups used to pack the gaps in Teepee
transm ssions from Tereshkova to Earth: the random nunbers weren't as random
as they should have been. Further analysis revealed a conceal ed codi ng system



It suggested that the West had unwittingly tapped into illicit traffic between
personnel at two of the Soviet Union's own establishments -- an intriguing
notion. The "Blueprint" code, as this traffic buried inside Earthbound Teepee
was designated, turned out to be conparatively unsophisticated, and clearly
not a creation of professional Soviet cryptographers; furthernore, its sender
was too chatty, providing the Fort Meade veterans with sufficient material to
break it fairly quickly. In late June the nanes "Earnshaw' and " Shel mer"
appeared in the plaintext translation of one of these signals, which, fromthe
lists that the NSA kept of who was likely to be interested in what, caused
copies to be routed, via Litherland at CI A Langley, to Bernard Fol eda.

Three weeks previously, the Cl A had arranged for a nmessage to be beaned
into the Soviet conmunications net in accordance with the protocols that
Dyashkin had passed to Dr. Bowers in Japan, indicating interest and a
willingness to "tal k" further. Dyashkin had acknow edged, and in the ensuing
unusual dial ogue -- phrased very obliquely to keep the Soviet counterpart of
NSA of f the scent of who was talking to whom -- the Americans had requested
Dyashkin, inplicitly as a test of good faith, to try to find out if the two
visitors who had di sappeared on Tereshkova at the beginning of May were stil
being held there. A week later, a response from Dyashkin had stated that they
ver e.

VWhat was interesting about the Blueprint intercept that contained the
references to Earnshaw and Shel mer was that it occurred a day before
Dyashkin's reply. In other words, a nmessage fromthe nysterious correspondent
up in Tereshkova was known to have contained the answer a day before Dyashkin
sent it to the ClA Here, then, was evidence that Dyashkin was the
hi t hert o- unknown recipient at the Earth end of the Blueprint line; also, it
corroborated that his information was in fact com ng fromwhere he said it was
conmi ng from

Bernard Fol eda | ooked at the report that Barbara had brought in and
studied the figures on the appended sheet. It was an estinmate of the anount of
political indoctrination included in the Soviet school curriculumfor various
grades, "They always go for the children,” he murrmured as he read.

"Who do?" Barbara asked.

"Fanatics, extremi sts, every kind of nut with a cause. The way to their
Uopia is by getting at the mnds of the children, so they try to control the
schools. Instead of getting educated, the kids end up as political putty.
Maybe t he Chinese are right: governnents should stay out of the whole
busi ness. "

"I's that what they're sayi ng?"

"I't was sonething that Myra and | tal ked about a while back." Fol eda sat
back and tossed the report down on his desk. "Did I ever tell you? -- that
m ght have had something to do with how !l got into this kind of work."

Bar bara sat down on one of the chairs at the neeting table and | ooked at
himcuriously. "I don't think so."

Fol eda stared at the wi ndow. "There was sonething that happened when
was a teenager -- not really so sensational, but it's always stuck in ny nind,
so | suppose it must have made sone kind of inpression. Two people canme to
have dinner with us one night -- a Jew sh couple that ny parents had been
friends with for a long tinme. They tal ked about the past year that they'd
spent traveling around overseas. Al their lives they'd been busy with their
own affairs, until one day they | ooked at each other and realized they hadn't
seen anything of the world, and if they didn't do sonething about it soon
t hey never woul d."

"Too wrapped up with famly and busi ness, you mean?" Barbara said.

"Yes, exactly. Anyhow, | can renenber Ben -- that was his nanme -- saying
to ny father, 'You' ve known us for a long time, Chuck. |'ve never had any tine
for politics. But, do you know, after what we saw in other places, | never
want to set foot outside this country again. | don't want to see our
grandchil dren growi ng up the way we saw others made to. And I'Il tell you

somet hing el se: | would give thousands of dollars, no, tens of thousands, to



any political party -- Republicans, Denocrats, | don't care; they're all the

same to me -- just so long as they're cormitted to defending this country.™
"That was how you got into intelligence?"
"Ch, | wouldn't exactly say that. But | think it played a part. |1'd been

| ooking for a way to express what | felt about the world, and that just about
sumred it up.”

Barbara was used to Foleda's inclination to ranble off like this for no
obvi ous reason. It usually happened when he was preoccupi ed with sonething
that he hadn't said nuch about. Some people clainmed that they did their
har dest thinking while asleep. She had conme to see this as his way of
di stracting his consciousness while a deeper part of his mnd tussled with
somet hing el se. "Do you think everyone in this business needs an ideol ogy |ike
that ?" she asked.

Fol eda shook his head. "I don't know of any rule that says they have to.
Take Lew McCain for instance. Totally pragmatic. He's not interested in
keeping the world free for denocracy. He just likes challenges with some risk
thrown in, and believes in being free to be hinself. In fact, the way he
operates, an ideology would probably be nore of a hindrance. Maybe that's why
he's a good field man and | fit in better behind a desk. And yet in another
way..." Fol eda | ooked away fromthe wi ndow. "How do you feel about this whole
Dyashki n busi ness?" he asked Barbara suddenly.

She had worked with himlong enough not to have to ask pointless
guestions. "What bothers you about it?"

Fol eda stared down at the papers strewn across his desk. "It's com ng
together too easily.... Look at it. First, two of our people get stuck up on
Mermaid. A nonth later this professor shows up in Japan with a story that he
wants to defect, and he just happens to run the primary groundstation that
Mermaid talks to. And while all that's going on, the hackers at Meade find a
code that turns out to be easier to break than it ought to be, and they
di scover that somebody up there has their own private line down to him" He
tilted his chin questioningly.

"Even if NSA hasn't found it yet, he has to have some way of talking
back, " Barbara said.

"Ri ght. What does that make you thi nk?"

Bar bara shrugged. "Maybe we can get the use of his line to nake contact
with our two people up there sonehow. "

"Why woul d you need to do that?"

"Because the Soviets are coming up with any excuse not to let us talk to
themofficially..." Barbara's eyes narrowed as she began to see what Fol eda
was driving at.

"Ni ne out of ten. And what el se does it nake you think?"

She frowned for a few seconds, then said, "lIs that what sonebody
sonmewhere wants nme to think?"

Fol eda nodded. "Ten out of ten." He got up and noved over to the w ndow,
where he stood staring out silently for a while, "Anything that involves
Mermaid i s serious. There are questions we need answers to before we can | et
this go farther. Who is this line to Dyashkin fron? What was it set up for?
Why does he want to defect? And nost inportant, is he genuine? W can't go
wal king blind into something like this."

Bar bara waited. She understood the situation, but at the same tinme could
see no i mMmediate pointer to a way of getting the answers that were needed. It
woul d be another exercise in the long, uphill grind that was ninety percent of
intelligence work: sifting through uninteresting-Iooking scraps, |ooking for
patterns and connections, and hopi ng sonethi ng useful m ght energe. Where,

t hen, woul d they begin accumul ati ng nore background information on sonmebody
i ke Dyashkin? -- personal things, glinpses of his character and |loyalties,
things that nmight help fill in the blanks. Barbara | ooked over the desk for
possi bl e clues to the way that Fol eda's m nd had been working. One of the
ref erence screens was di splaying a summary of notes he had extracted from
various databank records. At the top was the heading, Dorkas, Anita



Leoni dovi ch. Codenanme "Cel list."
Fol eda had turned away fromthe wi ndow and was wat ching her. "The
Aerofl ot adm nistrator,"” he conmented. "Dyashkin's forner w fe."

"Yes, | know, " Barbara said.
"Except she's not with Aeroflot anynore." Fol eda nmoved to where he could
see the screen. "In 2014, three years after she and Dyashkin went separate

ways, she remarried, this time to a character by the name of Enriko Dorkas,
who's listed as a foreign correspondent with Novoye Vrenya."

Bar bara pursed her lips silently. New Ti nes was a magazi ne of news and
current affairs that had been founded in 1943 for the specific purpose of
providing cover for Soviet intelligence officers abroad. "Which presumably
nmeans he's KGB," she said. "Were are they posted?”

"He's a colonel,"” Foleda confirned, "They're both in London, with the
Soviet Residency in Kensington. Oficially she's a clerk at the enbassy. But
it gets nore interesting. You see, according to a report that we have on file
fromSIS, Anita Dorkas -- Penkev before she married Enriko -- is connected
wi th an underground Soviet intellectual dissident organization known as the
Friday Club. As is often the case with senior officers, she and her husband
don't live in the enbassy quarters, but have an apartnent in Bayswater. A
doubl e advantage for sonebody m xed up in dissident activities: one,
opportunities to travel abroad; and two, a lot of freedomto neet with outside
groups and sources of foreign aid. The SIS desk that's been dealing with her
says she's being extrenely cooperative."

"You nmean the British have recruited her?"

"So they claim"

Bar bara nodded and was about to reply, but then she checked herself and
sat back to stare at the screen again thoughtfully. "Unless, of course..
she's really with the K@ too. The dissident story could be a cover for
tracki ng down the di ssidents' overseas connections."

Fol eda gave a satisfied nod. "And that's the key question: D d she
maneuver her way into marrying an upward-bound KGB man to gain a uni que base
for her dissident activities? Or is she a loyal Party agent-wife posing as a
di ssident? Wiich way round is it?"

"How confident do the British sound about her?" Barbara asked.

Fol eda shrugged. "She's provided personnel |ists of enbassy staff that
t hey requested, organization charts, the nanes of sone contacts over there who
are passing information to the Soviets. It was material that we already had
fromother sources, so we could tell if what she was produci ng was aut hentic.
But on the other hand, if the Soviets already figured we had it, they woul dn't
be I osing anything by letting her give it to us again. So it doesn't really
prove anyt hing. "

"Hym .." Barbara sat back in her chair. "How | ong ago did you say she
married this Enriko?"

"Three years -- since 2014," Fol eda repli ed.

"If she's a genuine dissident, she nmust have set herself up with himthat
far back. Wat do our people in Mdscow have on her?"

"Alot that corroborates her claim But then, the Soviets have been known
to plant agents with covers Iong before they're activated. However, there is
evi dence that she's been mxed up with the Friday Cub for at |east eight
years." Fol eda | ooked at Barbara curiously as he said this, as if inviting her
to read the inplication.

"Ei ght years," she repeated. "That would take us back to 2009... while

she was still married to Dyashkin."
"Ye-es."
Now Barbara saw the point. "If Anita is genuinely a dissident, and was

that |ong ago, then possibly Dyashkin is too."

"Right." Fol eda noved around the desk and sat down in his chair again.
"Whuldn't that be a worthwhile thing to find out about hinmP?" And finding out
shoul dn't prove too difficult, for Anita was not only accessible outside the
Eastern bl oc, but was already talking to British intelligence.



"Ckay, | get it," Barbara said. "So what now? Do you want ne to start
getting questions together for the London-people to work on?"

Fol eda shook his head. "No, not them"

"Who, then?"

"When was the last tinme you had a trip to Engl and?"

Barbara's eyes snapped wide in surprise. "Me? | haven't done anyt hi ng
like that for years."

"Then, let's get rid of sone cobwebs. Don't you have a pet ideology to
save the world or bring in the mllenniun®"

"Me? No. Didn't Thoreau say that as soon as sonmething starts ailing
peopl e, even constipation, they're off trying to change the world? |I'm happy
m ndi ng ny own busi ness."

Fol eda' s craggy, dark-chinned face split into a grin. "Then, that nakes
you a natural for the field, like Lew. Maybe we should have left you there in
the first place. Let's just say that 1'd like to keep this business in the
famly for the time being."

CHAPTER TVENTY

The wonman the others called Nasha brought to mind a vision of an
obscenely fat toad. Stiff black hairs bristled fromthe warts on her multiple
chins, her arms creased at the joints like columms of bonel ess brawn, and her
piglike eyes darted constantly this way and that in their fleshy slits,
pouring di sapproval on everything they surveyed. "They're not even half done
yet," she scol ded as she waddl ed up to deposit another w re basket full of
dirty crockery and cutlery on top of the one that Paula hadn't had a chance to
enpty yet. An odor of stale perspiration acconpani ed her, "There's nore to

cone, and after that the floor needs doing. What's the nmatter -- haven't you

ever worked before in your life? | suppose you always had oppressed blacks to
take care of you in America, eh? Wll, here it's different. Everyone works to
eat." She bustled away with a final remark in Russian that Paula didn't catch

Paula lifted a stack of plates fromthe basket into the sink full of hot,
greasy water and poured in nore detergent. The scum coated her arns, and her
hair clung to her forehead in the clamry air. Her hands were sore, because the
gl oves they' d given her had holes in them "There are no others available."
Couldn't we get sone? "That is imnpossible" -- the eternal Russian answer to
everything. They could build an artificial world in space with materials m ned
fromthe Moon, but they couldn't nake a di shwasher that worked. Wy coul dn't
t he di shwasher be fixed? "That is inpossible.” Wwy? "It is inpossible.”

They had brought her to a place on the edge of the urban zone called
Novyi Kazan -- the wonen's section of what was apparently a sizable detention
facility located bel ow the surface. After a degradi ng physical exam nation and
search during the adni ssion process, she had been issued a two-piece tunic of
light gray and a few personal effects, and brought to a barred cell that held
seven other wonen in addition to herself. They ate and slept there, and the
few anmenities they enjoyed were brought there. Life alternated between the
cell and the workplace, which in Paula's case neant the sane hot, noisy
kitchens for ten hours a day, and the drab-panel ed corridors that she wal ked
t hrough fromone to the other. She longed to be back in solitary. At |east on
her own she'd had time to think

"What do you call this? Do you call this clean?" The toad was back again.
"You have to press harder to wi pe off the grease. Are people expected to eat
off this? What's the matter -- are you worried your arms might ache?"

"The detergent is alnobst gone. It needs nore detergent."

"There is no nore detergent."

"Why can't we get some nore?"

"That is inpossible."

"\ 2"

"It is inmpossible.”



She ate alone at one end of the cell's single table, doing her best to
ignore the taunts that the novelty of having an American anong them provoked
fromthe rest of the conpany.

"What is the matter with her this evening, do you think?. "

"Her hands are chapped. Can't you see her hands? Cbviously she's not used
to working."'

"Why not? Doesn't anyone work in America?"

"Well, of course sonebody has to work. The bl acks work, and the oppressed
cl asses work, for their capitalist masters."

"Then, she must be a capitalist.”

"A capitalist's princess daughter -- much better than the Iikes of us."

" Sophi sticated, you see."

"Very nobl e and haughty."

“I't won't do her much good here, though, will it?" G ggling.

"Hey, is that right, Princess? Is your father a capitalist? Did you grow
up in a big mansion with silk sheets and servants to w pe your nose for you?"

"And her behind!" Shrieks of |aughter

"Now you know how nuch fun it was for your servants."

"I'n Russia, everyone w pes their own nose."

A smal |l washroom cont ai ning two basins and a single, unscreened toil et
bow opened off the rear of the cell. Paula was attenpting to clean off the
day's grease with [ukewarmwater and the gritty, seem ngly unl at herabl e soap
provi ded, when Katherine, a thinly built Byelorussian with [ ong black hair and
pal e skin, cane in. Katherine had a conparatively reserved di sposition
borderi ng on al oof ness, and said little; but her eyes had a studied | ook as
they took in the surroundi ngs, and her words when she did speak were those of
a person with a different background from nost of the others. She hung her
towel on one of the hooks behind the door and set down a plastic bag that she
had been carrying. Fromit she took a piece of soap, a toothbrush, a tin of
tooth powder, and a conb, and then turned on the faucet w thout saying
anyt hi ng. The faucet shuddered violently, hissed with the rel ease of trapped
air, and then began emtting a trickle of yellow sh water. Water in the col ony
was supposed to be recycled through a closed ecol ogi cal system Sonetines
Paul a wonder ed.

The soap Katherine had | aid out was whiter and cream er |ooking than the
gray cake that Paula was hol ding. Paula | ooked at it, then she shifted her
eyes to catch Katherine's in the metal mrror and inclined her head. "Wuere
did you get that?"

"It was issued."

"I got this. Wy is it different?"

"Ch... sonetinmes it varies. If the store woman has preferences..."

"Some people are favored, you nean."

"You have to be accepted."”

"And | take it I'mnot."

"She maybe has somnet hi ng agai nst Anericans.”

"But not just her."

Kat heri ne shrugged and hung her shirt and pants next to the towel. Paul a
carried on scrubbing her arnms in silence for a while. Then she said, "Can |
talk to you, Katherine?"

"l cannot prevent you fromtalking."

"There's sonmething | don't understand. Look, why do Russians believe al
t hat propaganda? | nean, they've got eyes, haven't they? They've got brains --
they can think. Surely you people don't believe everything they tell you about
us. | mean..." Paula nade a hel pless gesture in the air. "After a hundred
years of it, you must know. .. Qur politicians tell us stupid things about
Russi ans, too, but we know that's just the way they are. W mght not I|ike
everything the Soviet system stands for, but we don't confuse that with the
peopl e. W don't have anything agai nst you as individuals."

"You tal k about having eyes and brains, and about people, but it is you



who serve the systemthat crushes people.”

"But that's not true. The things they tell you aren't true. People are
free under our system It's--"

"Then, that nakes it even worse. |If you had no choice because you were
forced to be slaves, that woul d be oppression. But if you are free and choose
to be slaves... And it is us who you say are propagandi zed?"

Paul a shook her head wearily. "You really believe that every American is
hostile to all Russians?"

"Anerica is the heart of capitalism It is inevitable that the
capitalists nust try to destroy progressive socialismbefore they thensel ves
are swept away. Qur priority has always been to defend oursel ves against this.

It had to be. Look how many tines you have attacked us.... And you accuse us
of hostility!"

Paul a stared at her bemusedly. "W attacked?... | don't understand. What
are you tal king about? No Western nation has ever attacked you -- except

Htler, and then we were all on the sane side. No Western denocracy ever
attacked Russia."

"You see, they lie to you," Katherine said. "In the very first year of
the nation, in the summer of 1918, the capitalists sent their armes into
Russia in an attenpt to hel p treacherous counterrevol uti onary forces destroy
the new Soviet state. |Is that not attacking us?"

Hi story had never been one of Paula s consuning passions. She shook her
head. "I don't know.... | guess | never really looked into that particular
period. "

Kat heri ne nodded. "There, you see. Yes, American, British, French
Japanese, they all cane. You didn't know? And even after Russia had been
weakened by four years of war in Europe and then torn apart by the Revol ution
still the people's Red Arny was invincible. And then you say Hitler was not
one of you, because you are the denbcracies. But it was the so-called
denocraci es that rearmed Germany and allowed Hitler to rise, so they could
send him agai nst Russia to fight the war for themthat they were too cowardly
to fight thenselves. They tried to start a war that they would wiggle their
way out of |ike worns, but they underestimted Stalin."

"I'mnot so sure about that. I--"

"Pah! What do you know? You know not hing. And then, when the tiger they
had tried to ride about-turned, it was Russia that killed it and saved them
And then it was Russia that drove the Japanese invaders out of China and ended
the war. Russia has always defended countries that were invaded. After the
war, you Americans and your puppets tried to invade Korea. And you tried to
i nvade the Mddle East, you tried to invade Cuba, you tried to invade
Vi et nam "

Paul a stared. "You nean that's what they teach?"

Kat heri ne shook her head unconprehendingly. "And you say we have never
been attacked, that we are being paranoid. You think you are victimzed, and
wonder why. It is we who have al ways been attacked."

Paul a sighed. "I don't know, your propaganda, our propaganda... Wo's to
say what's right? But neither one of us is responsible for whatever really
goes on. Wiy should any of it affect us here, personally? In here of al
pl aces, 1'd have thought we had enough in common to outwei gh all that,
what ever the real story is."

Kat heri ne | ooked at her coldly. "The reason I'min here is that ny
loyalty is in question," she said. "I used to have a husband. He went to
London with a Soviet trade m ssion, and while he was there he net a reporter
froma New York art magazi ne, and she seduced him The Americans |let him
return with her, and now they are |living down there somewhere with a famly.
So, you see, Princess, | do not exactly have strong reason to be fond of
Ameri cans, American wonen in particular, and especially Anerican wonen
journalists. Does that answer your question?"

Paul a lay in the dark, clutching the coarse bl anket around her and



staring up into the black shadow of the bunk above. She was picturing teenage
days of sailing anong the islands in Puget Sound, the shining towers of
downt own Seattle across the water, and the A ynpic Muntains, green in the
sunlight, rich with recent rain. As she thought back, she wondered what had
becorme of the self-assurance and singl e-ni ndedness that she thought she had
| earned from her nother, Stephanie. Wth Paula's father being so | ong away at
sea, and having come froma naval famly before that, Stephanie had al ways
been in control of herself and her life. She'd socialized a |lot and thrown
lots of parties. There was always a streamof visitors calling at the house.
Hence, for Paula, learning to assert herself with people around had been
simply another part of growing up. One thing that had made an i npression on
her, she remenbered, was her nother's adroitness in handling the advances --
usual ly tactful, but sonetimes crude -- that an attractive wonman |left on her
own for |long periods of tine was subjected to by the nen who cane to the
house. Ever since then she'd tended to regard nmen as polarizing into two
groups: either they were strong, or they were weak; they were either smart, or
stupid; worth getting to know, or not worth wasting tine on. She could respect
the ones who nmet her standards... but there weren't nmany of them Wen she was
about fifteen, by which tinme they had noved to the East Coast, she renmenbered
one of those intimte nother-daughter conversations, in which Stephanie had
confided that, yes, sonmetines she had gone along with those propositions when
Paul a was younger -- with discretion, naturally. Intrigued, Paula had wanted
to know whi ch ones. Stephanie nentioned a couple of nanes, and Paul a had found
t hat she approved the choices. Instead of feeling indignation as she had hal f
expect ed, she had found her nother to be a suddenly far more hunan and
exciting person.

"Hell o, American Princess,
awake?"

Paul a turned her head and made out a figure crouched by the bunk in the
darkness. "Who is it?"

"It is |, Dagmar." Dagmar was an East German girl, about the sanme age as
Paul a, auburn-haired, not unattractive, with a firm shapely body and freckl ed
face.

a voi ce whispered fromnearby. "Are you

"What do you want ?"

"To say hello -- be friends. Is not right they all mean to you like this.
I think is not Princess's fault if world can't get along, yes? So | cone, make
good. W can be friends together, yes?"

Paul a blinked sleepily -- she had been farther gone than she'd realized.
"Why not?... Maybe."

She sensed the face coming closer in the darkness. There was al cohol on
the other woman's breath. "Yes, Dagmar and Princess can be good friends. No
sense to fight..."

Paul a felt the blanket being lifted and the hand sliding softly over her
breast. "Fuck off!" She knocked the hand away sharply, pulled the blanket back
around her neck, and turned away.

"Stuck-up bitch!" Dagnmar's voice hissed.

Paul a heard her straighten up and stanp away to the far end of the cell.
Peal s of female | aughter cane through the darkness a nmonment |ater. "Wat,
Dagmar, no |uck? Wat did we tell you?"

"Der Seicherin! That's it. She can rot for all | care now"

"How much did we say you owe nme, Dagmar? Or would you rather clinmb in
here instead and call it quits?"

Paul a pulled the bl anket around her face and put everything out of her
m nd but sl eep.

CHAPTER TWENTY- ONE

"I remenber an American couple | nmet |ast year, when | was on vacation
with a girlfriend over in Connemara on the Irish Atlantic coast. Nice |ooker,



too; used to nodel flinsy knickers and things -- you know, the kind you see on

the posters in the tube stations.... Anyhow this couple -- a carpenter of sone
kind and his wife, they were, from M chigan -- had bought a porcelain
figurine, you see, that they'd found in sonme little antique shop in a fishing
village they'd driven through. It was rather attractive, | nust say -- two

| eprechauns with long pipes and evil grins, hatching m schief over jugs of
grog. It could easily have been a hundred years old or nore...."

"Jereny," fromthe British Special Intelligence Service, paused to smle
at the recollection as he sat between the two wonen in the rear seat of the
London taxi cab. He was suave, urbane, snooth-shaven, wavy-haired, and nattily
dressed in a dark three-piece suit with a buttonhole carnation. H s speech and
manner evoked sonething of an imge that Barbara thought had gone out of style
with tailcoats and dreadnoughts.

He continued, "Well, this figurine had an inscription round the base in
Gaelic which had been intriguing themfor days, but nobody they'd net had been
able to translate it for them But Gaelic poetry was sonething | used to
dabbl e in, back at university. Wuld you have believed |'d decided to try and
become a playwight, years ago? | actually got a couple of things staged, too
-- the usual provincial kind of thing, you know "

"So what did it say?" Sylvia asked fromhis other side. She was al so from
SIS, and had been carefully picked for the job because of her tall, |ean
build, tapering face, and bl ack, shoul der-length hair. She was wearing a navy
two- pi ece costume with pol ka-dot scarf and trim white shoes and mat chi ng
purse, a floppy white hat, and carrying a |ightwei ght pastel-blue shoul der
wrap over her arm

"That was the funny part,
said, 'Made in Taiwan.'"

Barbara sniled and | ooked away at the crowd throngi ng the sidewal k on
Oxford Street, a few hundred yards east from Marble Arch. It was well into
July, and the sumer sun and bl ue skies had brought out the colors on the
London streets: the shirts and dresses of the tourists and | ate-norning
shoppers, the seasonal offerings in the wi ndows of the fashion houses, and
riotous displays of orchids, roses, and lilies on the carts of streetcorner
flower vendors. There were couples old and young, sone armin arm sonme wth
children; businessnmen strolling to lunch, jackets slung over their shoul ders,
worren in col ored slacks and bright sumer dresses; two Arabs studying a
painting in one of the shop wi ndows; an Indian in a turban, munching an
i ce-cream cone. Just ordinary people, wanting nothing nmore than to be left
al one.

Barbara |iked watching people m nding their own business. It sumed up
her outlook on life, as she'd said to Foleda. She thought it a pity that so
many people were incapable of doing |likewi se. And al ways the w ong people. For
invariably, it seened, it was those of nediocre talents but inflated
anbitions, with no affairs of their own worth m ndi ng, who neddl ed the nost in
ot her people's. So the people nost likely to end up naking deci si ons about
other people's lives were usually the |ast ones anyone woul d want doing the
job. Although she worked for a governnent, privately she thought they were not
unli ke gerns: the only thing anyone really needed them for was to protect
t hensel ves from ot her peopl e's.

The cab crossed the end of Baker Street, and Jereny glanced at his watch.
They were exactly on time. The driver slowed down and cruised for a block. A
worman was waiting on the corner of Duke Street. She was tall and lean, with a
tapering face, black shoulder-length hair, and wearing a navy two-piece
costume with pol ka-dot scarf and trim white shoes and purse, a floppy hat,
and carrying a |ightweight pastel-blue shoul der wap. "That's her, Freddie,"
Jereny said, pointing. The woman was | ooking at the taxi-cabs in the oncom ng
traffic. She saw the yel |l ow bound not ebook wedged on top of the dashboard
i nside the windshield and rai sed her arm The cab pulled over, and she cli nbed
in, seating herself next to Sylvia, who was on the curb side. Because of the
tinted rear windows and the high upright back with just a tiny window in the

Jereny said. "You see, it said, ha-ha... it



center that London taxis had, it would not be apparent to anyone watchi ng that
it was al ready occupi ed. The worman woul d seemto have sinply hailed a cab and
clinbed in.

"Gawd, it's 'er twin sister!" Freddie chirped.

"Just drive, there's a good fellow, " Jereny said. He closed the driver's
partition, and they pulled back out into the traffic.

"This is Anita Dorkas," Jereny said to Barbara. "Anita, this is the
Ameri can who wants to talk to you. Don't worry about this other person. She's
you, as you've probably gathered already, so there's nothing | can tell you

about her. So how are things? Do you still have the afternoon free?"

Anita nodded. "I need to be back at the enbassy by five, though." She
spoke English conpetently, though her Russian accent was distinctive. "I'm
pl eased to neet you," she said to Barbara.

"Me, also.”

"Did you arrive in England this norning?" Anita asked.

"Nobody said I'd just come here from anywhere,"” Barbara pointed out.
"Only that |I'm Anerican.”

"I ncurably Russian and suspi ci ous,"
conpul sively."

Sylvia was scrutinizing Anita carefully, fromher hat down to her shoes.
"Tch, tch. You're not wearing lipstick," she said reproachfully. Anita raised
a hand to her mouth involuntarily. "I forgot. I'msorry -- | hardly ever use
it."

Jereny said breezily. "She fishes

"Terrible capitalist nmuck, anyway," Jereny renarked

Syl via produced a handkerchief and mirror from her purse, noistened the
handkerchi ef with her tongue, and wi ped her own |lips clean. "How s that?"

Jereny | ooked her up and down, then Anita, and nodded. "Splendid. Two
peas in a pod."

They made a right into New Bond Street, followed it down to Piccadilly,
and there turned left to head toward the Circus. Jereny slid the partition
open again. "Here'll do, Freddie." The cab pulled over and stopped. Sylvia
squeezed by in front of Anita's knees to open the door and clinb out. She paid
Freddie the fare and added a tip, then strolled along the sidewalk for a few
yards before stopping to adnire a diorama of the South Seas in a travel
agent's wi ndow. A half bl ock back along the street, the thickset man in the
felt hat and baggy blue suit, who had gotten out of another cab follow ng a
few cars behind, stopped in a doorway and studied his newspaper. After a few
seconds Syl via began noving again, and so did he. By that tine the cab
carrying Barbara, Anita, and Jereny was already lost in the traffic and on its
way to a hotel near Regent's Park, where a suite had been reserved. Meanwhil e
Sylvia had a slow, solitary but relaxing afternoon ahead of her, |eading her
tail, whom she had al ready spotted, around the circuit that Anita had
nmenori zed: w ndow shopping along Piccadilly and Regent Street, lunch in
Lei cester Square, a visit to the National Gallery, and then a wal k across St
James's Park and cof fee over a magazine in a boul evard cafe near Victoria
Station before the rendezvous in Bucki ngham Pal ace Road to work the switch
back again. And she was getting paid for it. There could be worse ways of
maki ng a |iving, she supposed.

Bar bara stuck her head through into the bedroom of the hotel suite.
"Don't hang up. Anita wants mlk, not cream for the coffee,” she told Jereny,
who was sitting propped on the bed with his back against a stack of pillows
and his legs stretched out in front of him H s jacket and shoul der strap with
hol ster containing a .38 were draped over the back of a chair, and he was
hol di ng a book |ying open on his | ap

He addressed the vi phone by the bed, which was switched to voice only and
at that monment connected to room service. "Ch, one nonent. Could we have some
mlk as well as creamfor the coffee, please?" He glanced at Barbara. "Is that
it?" She nodded. "That will be all, thank you."

"Thank you, sir," a dignified voice acknow edged froma grille in the



unit. "It will be about fifteen mnutes.’
click.

"Everything going all right?" Jereny asked.

"Better than we hoped," Barbara said.

"Good-o. The firmlikes to please, you know " Jereny settled hinself back
nmore confortably and returned his attention to his book

Barbara turned fromthe doorway and wal ked back across the I ounge to
where Anita was sitting in one of the two easy chairs at the table by the
wi ndow. The view outside was a rolling green sea of Regent's Park treetops,
wi th the buildings of the zool ogi cal gardens visible above like white cliffs
in the distance. Anita resuned tal king as Barbara sat down.

"It was a difficult decision in many ways, but | came to the concl usion
that there are basic human val ues that have to cone before patriotism
Certainly that's true if one defines loyalty to the present Soviet regine as
patriotism But that isn't how we see it. Before 1917, Russia was socially and
politically backward conpared to Western Europe, | admt, but when you all ow
for the effect of a czar who was living in a different age and an enotionally
unbal anced enpress, it was making trenendous strides to catch up. Russia was
starting to assert itself as a nodern state. The charade of archaic ponp,
royal courts, and fairy-tale pal aces was played out. Nothing could stop the
tides of industry and trade that were sweeping Russia into the twentieth
century. The uprising in March was the voice of the real Russia. That was the
direction that it should have kept going in. Wat happened in Novenber was al
wrong, an aberration. That is what has to be undone. At the tine of the
Revol ution, Maxim Gorky -- and he was no | over of czarism-- warned the people
not to destroy the pal aces and treasures of the old order, because those
things represented a cultural heritage that would continue to grow in the new
Russia. But instead, it was stunted. What we have seen in the |ast hundred
years is a cancer of barren political dogma and m ndl ess sl ogans that has
suppressed culture. That is what we are conmitted to ending. Qur loyalty is to
the Russia that should have been, and which will be one day."

Anita sat on the edge of her chair, polite, but at the sane tine tense
and unsmling. Her face, though at first sight attractive in proportion and
line, revealed an undertone of pallor and tiredness in the daylight by the
wi ndow whi ch seened to accentuate the spareness of her frame. Barbara's
i mpressi on was of sonmeone very serious and very dedicated, for whom one idea
had conme to donminate all other considerations in life. Her instinct was to

The voice signed itself off with a

accept Anita as being what she clainmed to be -- but, of course, sonething nore
substantial than that woul d be needed eventually.
"What | wanted to ask you about was sonething el se," Barbara said. "It

goes back a number of years, now. Your forner husband, Igor. Wat can you tel
me about hinP" She watched Anita's face but was unable to detect an i medi ate
reaction that hinted either of aversion, lingering affection, or any other
enot i on.

"Alot of things," Anita replied. "Wiat would you |like to know?"

"You don't seem surprised or curious about why we should be interested in
him"

"Not hi ng surprises me anynore. |'m sure you have your reasons."
"You were a nenber of the Friday Cub as long as eight years ago,"
Barbara said, making it a matter-of-fact statenent rather than a question.

"Yes."

"And other affiliated groups before that.'
st ab.

"Yes," Anita answered.

"What kinds of activities were you involved in back then?"

"I's this really necessary? |'ve been through this over and over with the
British. Don't you people talk to each other? I"'msure | don't have to renind
you that we have linmted tine. My understanding was that you considered this
nmeeting to be very inportant. | would like to make it as useful as possible.”

Bar bara conceded the point with a nod. "Tell ne, then, was your husband

That was a guess, but worth a



al so involved in the dissident novenent? Did you work together? How cl ose were
his views to the ones you expressed a few m nutes ago?"

"W were in Sevastopol then. He was working on submarine communications, "
Anita said distantly. "Then we noved to Mbscow. He was made a professor at the
uni versity."

"Yes, | have seen his chronol ogi cal record.™

A pigeon alighted on the sill outside the window. It strutted a few steps
with its chest pouting and its head extending and retracting like that of a
com cal clockwork toy, then stopped and cocked an eye to peer in through the
pane for a couple of seconds. Then it flew away. "He was one of us," Anita
said. "He lived for the same cause. But he was never as passionate about it as
some of themwere. Maybe it had something to do with his being a scientist. O
maybe he becane a scientist because he was that way to begin with.... But he
was al ways nore unexcitable and analytical. And very patient. He could have
wai ted a hundred years for the systemto change."

"Does that mean he might still be actively involved?" Bar-bara asked.

"Ch, | don't doubt it," Anita said without hesitation. "He's not the kind
to be easily changed."

"Do you know where he is now?"

"The last | heard was that he'd noved to Siberia, some kind of scientific

est abl i shment somewhere -- but that was several years ago now. "
"You haven't kept in touch since you separated?"
"No. "
Bar bara | ooked surprised. "I'd have thought your work woul d have required

it."

Anita hesitated, then said, "My marriage to Enriko -- ny present husband
-- was a very fortunate occurrence for our group. As you can see, it provides
opportunities for extending our contacts and gai ni ng overseas support. It
seened better, in order not to risk jeopardizing such a stroke of good | uck
to cut my connections with the past." The explanation didn't stand up. If
Dyashki n were ever exposed by the K@, his ex-wi fe would automatically be on
t he suspect list regardl ess of whether she stayed in touch with himor not.
That Anita's marriage to a K@ officer had been allowed to go through said, as
clearly as anything could, that so far Dyashkin had managed to stay cl ean
Bar bara stared back and sai d not hi ng.

Anita becane agitated and reached for her purse, which she had set down
by the wi ndow. She runmaged inside and took out a box of pills. Barbara picked
up the jug of fruit juice fromthe tray standing on the table by the recorder
taping the conversation, filled one of the glasses, and held it out. Anita
took one of the pills and reconposed herself. "There was nore to it than

that," she said. "lgor always had an eye for wonen -- maybe you al ready know

that. They responded to him too, even though he never said very nuch. He had
a way of radiating an aura of... well, call it nystery, or dom nance, if you

will. You know the kind of thing."

Barbara snmiled and tried to | ook encouraging. "Sure. W hasn't net a few
i ke that?"

Anita went on, "Perhaps our getting married was a m stake. Igor was a
brilliant man. Sonetines | felt | couldn't provide the anbunt of intellectua
stinmulation he needed. He was in the Navy when we nmet, and for a time things
seened to go all right. But after he got his doctorate and we began neeting
nore academ ¢ kinds of people..." Anita drained the rest of the glass of
juice, "One of his affairs becanme serious. O course, the woman was al so a
scientist -- a nuclear expert of some kind. | net her a fewtines. A very
spirited woman. Her hair was the nost noticeable thing. Like fire. Yellowy
red, al nost orange."

"“Can you tell me her name?" Barbara asked

"Oshkadov. O ga Oshkadov."

"Where was she fron®"

"I don't know. But she worked at the science city, Novosibirsk."

"I see. Go on."



Anita shrugged. "There isn't really a lot nore to tell. He was adamant
that he wanted to separate. Because of our underground activities, however, we
both saw that it was in our interests not to quarrel or get enotional about
the situation. He agreed to a generous settlenment financially to snmooth things
over. | have no conplaints, really."

"WAs O ga al so a dissident?"

"I don't know. If she was, | was never told. But then, you'll appreciate
that we were hardly in the habit of publicizing such matters."

Bar bara nodded. "And your present marriage to Enriko. Wuld you say it
was, well..."

"How far does affection enter into it?" Anita shook her head and sniled

hunorl essly. "Oh, there's no need to worry about that. |'ve had ny share of
t hose ki nds of delusions. Now only the cause matters to nme. Enriko neans
nothing. This tinme it's purely a matter of expedience -- an opportunity that

was too good not to seize."

There was a tap on the door. Jereny anbled out of the bedroom and opened
it to adnmit a waiter with a cart |loaded with plates, silver dishes, and pots,
"Ch, jolly good. Just leave it there, would you? Here, buy yourself a drink on
us."

"Thank you very much, sir." The waiter |eft.

"Just one last thing," Barbara said.

Anita | ooked at her. "Yes?"

"Were you or your husband ever involved with a group known as the
Conmittee for Freedom and Dignity?"

Anita | ooked puzzled. "No."

"You didn't deal with a person who went by the name of 'Tortoise' ?"

"No. "
"You're sure?"

Anita shook her head. "I've never heard of either of them Wo are they?"
"You really don't know?"

"No.... Can't you tell me who they are?"

Bar bara fini shed the notes she had been naking and cl osed her book. "It

doesn't matter," she said. "It's time for lunch."

It was hardly surprising that Anita had never heard of either the
Committee or the Tortoise, for neither of themexisted. The terns had been
i nvented purely for introduction into the conversation as "tracers." If they
turned up in the official Soviet comrunications traffic intercepted by Western
intelligence in the weeks ahead, it would be a giveaway that Anita's loyalties
were not as she cl ai ned.

CHAPTER TWVENTY- TWD

It hit Paula first when she was on her way to the kitchens, a half hour
after the cell's cheerless breakfast of watery oatneal, black bread with
margarine and jam and tea. A hot flush came over her suddenly. She found
herself fighting for breath, and her |egs becanme | ead. She tottered agai nst
the corridor wall and put a hand out to steady herself.

The femal e guard who was | eadi ng stopped and | ooked back, while the other
three prisoners in the detail waited with no show of concern. "Wat's the
matter with you? Cone on."

"You by the wall, nove!" the second guard snapped fromthe rear. She
poked Paul a sharply in the back with the baton she was carrying.
Paul a |l urched a couple of paces along the wall, tried to stand, and fel

back against it once nore. Her chest was poundi ng, and she could fee
perspiration trickling down her body inside her shirt. Nausea welled in her
throat. "Can't..." she gasped.

"Ch, you don't feel l|ike working today? Is that it? What do you take us
for, fools? You don't get away with that kind of thing here. You and you, take
her arnms. We'll take her to work if she won't walk."



Paul a felt two of the other women hold her on either side, and then she
was on her way along the corridor again. She had a fleeting inpression of
somebody going the other way stopping to | ook curiously, two prisoners in work
snocks wheeling a cart into an elevator on one side, and all the tine the back
of the guard striding ahead... wi de hips sw nging beneath the plain brown
mlitary skirt; massive calves encased in thick tan stockings; heavy,
fl at-heel ed shoes. Now they were at the doors |eading into the kitchens.

Her first breath inside was like an intake of hot, fetid gas froma
furnace, and sent her reeling against one of the al unm num worktabl es. The Toad
was there suddenly, saying sonething, but all Paula could hear was incoherent
snat ches of her voice mxed with the guard's.

"...matter with her? Doesn't she..."

"I think it's... on the way here... malingering?"

"Yes, you! I'mtalking to you! What do you babbl e- babbl e,
cl uck- cl uck- cl uck-cl uck-cluck. .."

Paul a was distantly aware of her knees buckling. Her arm pushed out
agai nst sonething as she slid down the side of the table to the floor. There
was a crash and the sounds of breaking glass. The faces of the Toad and the
guard were peering down at her with their nouths nmoving, but both the sight
and the sounds were out of focus. After the effort of trying to stand, the
relief of sitting was |like an escape to nirvana. She let her head fall back
agai nst the netal door behind her and cl osed her eyes, not mnding if she
stayed there forever. She couldn't get up again, didn't want to get up
Not hi ng coul d nmake her. That was all there was to it.

... Then she was being stretched out along the floor. A coat or sonething
was being tucked around her. She drifted...

"Hey, can you hear nme?" Soneone was sl apping her cheek lightly. She was
still lying on a hard floor, feeling cold and shivery now. A hand was feeling
her pulse... then her eyelid was being lifted. A bright light... Collar being
opened, dermal diffusion capsule taped to the side of her neck. She opened her
eyes briefly and saw a woman in a white cap and a nedical snock |owering a red
bl anket. Warnth, blessed warnth..

Voi ces echoed fromfar away. "Ch no, she's got sonething all right..
Couldn't guess at this stage... will be notified in due course..."

Hands were lifting her....

She was wat ching M ke showering. Mke had been the ol dest of the |overs
she'd had. She liked his body the nmost. He had big shoul ders and a barre
chest, and even the thickening around his nmidriff had excited her as a sign of
maturity. He rem nded her of Robert Mtchum one of her favorites fromthe
ol d-time novies, before they'd been taken over by health-faddi st adol escents.
She and M ke used to shower together after they made | ove. The best tinmes had
been late in the evening, before going out to dinner, or maybe to a party
somewhere in Washington. He grinned and gestured for her to join him But as
she noved he began changing into the Toad. The cl oser she approached, the nore
he transformed. She recoiled, and it was M ke again. There was no way to get
to him

The dream di ssol ved, |eaving her tense and agitated. She turned her head
to the side and felt it resting on a pillowthat felt soft and snelt clean
The remant of the inmage in her mnd died away, and her tension with it. Her
toes were rubbing on the luxury of snoboth Iinen. The sounds of a woman's
footsteps on a hard floor, lasting for a few seconds, stopping, then starting
again, and a man's voice talking in Russian, filtered through into her
awar eness.

She opened her eyes and saw a roomw th beds and | ockers, pastel-yellow
wal I s, and sone kind of wheel ed apparatus consisting of netal flasks, rubber
tubes, and a panel with lights and switches standing at the far end. Raising
her head, she saw she was in a small nedical ward. A blond orderly was
collecting dishes fromthe other beds and taking themto a cart standing in
the center aisle, and a woman on the far side was watching sonmething on a



flatscreen nounted on a hinged arm extendi ng across the bed. Another wonman was
readi ng, others were sleeping. Paula tried to sit up, but she was too weak and
her head swamfromthe attenpt. She followed the orderly with her eyes, |icked
her 1ips as she sunmoned up the effort, and finally managed to croak

"Pozal sta..."

The orderly | ooked round, put down the plate she was hol di ng, and cane
over. She had blue eyes and a pretty face. "So, you are awake now," she said
in Russian. "How do you feel ?"

"Could |I get sonething to drink?"

"Water, yes? | don't know if anything el se woul d be good." She
half-filled a glass froma pitcher on the |ocker by the bed and hel ped Paul a
to lift her head. Nothing had ever tasted so good. "Better? I'll get the nurse
to come and | ook at you. Sleep sone nore, now. "

"Spasi ba, spasiba." Paula |lay back and cl osed her eyes.

Sinply to be talked to |ike a human being again... She put out of her
m nd any thought about how long it was likely to |ast.

They told her it was food poisoning. She told them she wasn't surprised.
It woul d soon pass, they said. One nore day of rest, and then there would be
no reason for her not to return to work. No, she protested, surely not so
soon. She didn't feel up to walking, let alone Iaboring for ten hours. One
nore day -- they were adanmant.

Paul a found herself dreadi ng the thought of going back. Several of the
other women with her in the ward were al so Russi ans, but they exhibited
not hi ng conparable to the hostility she had been subjected to back in the
cell. It seened she'd managed to get herself confined with just about the
worst mix of personalities that she could have run up against.

The wonman across the aisle was called Tanya and cane originally from
Vol gograd. It used to be Stalingrad before the Party went through one of its
peri odi ¢ interchangi ngs of black and white and deglorified the great
dictator's nmenory. Tanya was a teacher, and had been arrested for pronoting
anong her pupils ideas that conflicted with the official ideologica
doctrines. "I couldn't care | ess about their stupid doctrines,"” she told
Paula. "And that's one of the worst crimes for a teacher. | couldn't nake the
bureaucrats understand that objective reality is what it is, and that it
doesn't care what any Party tries to say it should be. W can only discover.
Chi l dren shoul d be taught how to think, not what to think. That was all
cared about -- children's minds."

"And that can be a crinme?"

"A potential threat to the regine -- the ultimate crine. But surely it's
the sane everywhere. Isn't religion used in Anmerica for the sane purpose -- to
instill obedience and stifle questions?"

Paul a shook her head. "No -- it's just there if people want it. In fact,
you can't mix it with education, by law "

Tanya | ooked at her curiously. "Really? That's interesting. | didn't know
that. | haven't met many Americans. They don't give you perm ssion to travel

to other countries very easily over there, do they?"

"You don't need any perm ssion. Anybody can just get on a plane and go
where they want."

"I hadn't heard that before.... You are being serious, | suppose?”

In the next bed was Anastasia, from Khabarovsk on the Pacific side of
Si beria, who said her brother had been convicted of passing secrets to the
Chinese. "l hope it doesn't affect ny son's career,"” she told Paula, "He's
such a bright boy. At school they're teaching himto program conputers. Do
Ameri can boys ever get to see a conputer when they' re only fifteen?"

Paul a was told she woul d be noving back to her cell after the evening
meal . As the afternoon wore on, she grew quieter, and becanme inwardly nervous
to the borderline of being fearful. She tried to read and rest to recover her
strength as best she could, but the enotional strain was draining energy out
of her faster than it was rechargi ng. She even toyed with the thought of



stagi ng an accident -- anything to put off the nonent of having to return to
the kitchens and the cell.

And then, when there was | ess than an hour to go before the eveni ng neal
was brought in, she heard a voice that she recogni zed renmonstrating loudly in
the corridor beyond the ward door, which was open. "I don't care if you are a
doctor. It isn't doing her any good, | tell you. It isn't a matter of nedica
know edge, it's a matter of common sense."” Paul a | ooked up sharply. The
Russi an wormman with fiery, shoulder-length hair had stopped just outside. She
was wearing a light-green two-piece tunic and talking to a gray-bearded man in
a knee-length white coat, Paula caught a glinpse of her firmy defined,
hi gh- cheeked features and determ ned chin as she half-turned and raised a hand
to make her point. The man said something in a | ower voice that Paula coul dn't
catch, and then they noved on. "Then, |'Il make sure that somebody in higher
authority is informed. If you won't sign a sinple..." The orange-haired
worman' s voi ce faded away.

Suddenl y Paul a was sei zed by uncontrol |l able desperation. "Anna!" she
cal l ed out.

The bl ond orderly cane out of the instrument roomat the far end of the
ward. "You wanted sonet hi ng?"

"Yes, | ook, sonebody | know just went past, out there in the corridor
She went that way, with a doctor. Please catch her and tell her | have to talk
to her, would you? It's very inportant. She has red hair, and she was wearing
a green suit."

Anna nodded and hurried out into the corridor. Paula |ay back agai nst her
pillow and found that she was trenbling. But she couldn't let the chance pass

by. Slowy she cal ned down. Chance?... Chance of what? Now she didn't even
know what she was going to say.

Foot st eps sounded outside, and a nmonent |ater Anna cane back in. "I found
the I ady," she announced, |ooking at Paula oddly. "She doesn't know an
Ameri can wonman cal l ed Paul a Shel ner. But she will come and see what you want.
She'll be here in a mnute or twd, she says." Anna di sappeared back into the

roomat the rear.

Paul a | ooked around. Tanya was sl eeping, and Anastasia was sitting at the
table at the far end of the ward, witing sonething. O the other three from
t he nearby beds, two were away undergoi ng therapy, and the other was at the
table with Anastasia. So it would be possible to speak with sone privacy at
| east. She lay back, trying to force herself to breathe normally and rel ax.

The orange-haired wonan reappeared in the corridor outside, entered, saw
Paul a wi thout showing a flicker of recognition, and continued | ooki ng around.
Eventual | y her eyes wandered back. Paula nodded and mustered a smile. The
Russi an worman cane over to the bed and stood | ooking down with a puzzled
expression on her face. "You are the American?" she said in excellent English.

"Do | know you?... But yes, your face does seemfanmiliar."
"Turgenev six weeks ago -- the Security Headquarters. You were giving two
officers a tough tinme. | was outside. You came out and spoke to ne."
Conprehension flowed into the Russian woman's face. It was an anmazingly
expressive face. "Yes, of course! The nervous girl in the corridor. | was

trying to place you sonewhere here, not back there. So, we both wound up in
Zamork." She waved a hand briefly. "But why are you in here?"

"Food poi soning, they said. A bug or sonething.... | don't know. "

"You are an Anmerican, so. And your nanme is Paula. | amcalled O ga. But
the girl said there was sonething inportant. Wat is it?"

Paul a | ooked over her shoul der and then back. "It's not really sonething

I'd want to make public know edge..."

O ga nmoved cl oser and sat down on the edge of the bed. She |ooked at
Paul a questioningly. "Well?"

"You said not to be intimdated."

"That's right. They will try, but you nustn't let them Once they find a
crack, they have you. Then they keep hanmering in wedges. But strength, they
respect. It's all they respect. If only America had understood that sixty



years ago."

"The place they've put ne in is dreadful. And the people there... It's
not so much intimdation as degradation."
"Yes, that is another of their nasty tricks. | synpathize. Make a fuss

until they change it. You Americans are like the British and try to conprom se
to pl ease everybody. It can't be done. You just end up pleasing nobody. That's
not the way to deal with Russians. They all shout, and whoever shouts the

| oudest and | ongest gets his way." O ga patted Paula's arm affectionately and
started to rise. Paula caught her by the sleeve.

"I heard you telling those officers that you are a scientist.”

O ga hesitated, then sat down again. "So, what of it?"

"And that's how you come to speak English so well?" O ga nodded but
didn't reply. Paula went on, "What does a scientist do in a place like this?
mean, are there opportunities to use your mnd, to think? Are there others you
can communi cate with?"

"Naturally there are. This is a space habitat. Resources are linmted.
They don't ship people this far to open doors and count heads."

Paul a took a long breath. "I ama scientist, too," she said. She'd
deci ded before A ga canme in that she could hardly do any damage by revealing
no nmore than Protbornov and his interrogators had al ready established.

"Well, that's very good, and | respect you as a fell ow professional. But
| still don't see what--"
"You have influence. You can persuade people. Look, | scrape grease off

di shes in a stinking kitchen and scrub floors, day after day. Can you talk to
someone who night get ne noved out? | can do nore good sonewhere el se --
better for nme, and better for the colony."

O ga frowned, "Are you saying you want to work for then?" Paula noticed
she said "thent and not "us."

"I"mnot talking about changing sides,"” Paula said. "I Just want to work
as a person -- on sonething that has no mlitary value. There nust be such
things here. You just said yourself that resources are valuable here. Wy
wast e any? There are children in the colony -- | could teach science, naybe;
or there m ght be sonething connected with nedicine, agriculture... anything."

O ga | ooked dubious. "Well, | really don't know what | can do...." She
caught the inploring ook in Paula' s eyes, but that only seemed to make her
nore defensive. She got up and began turning away. "My own problens are one
thing -- | can shout at them about things like that. But interfering in policy
on sonmething like this is different. | amsorry, but I"'msure it will all
straighten itself out in good--" She stopped as if a new thought had just
struck her, and turned back. "What kind of scientist are you?"

"Comuni cati ons el ectronics. Computers..."

"Where did you | earn that?"

"I'"d rather not say."

"Hhm .." O ga regarded her with what seenmed |like a newinterest. "You
know sonet hi ng about conmmuni cati ons-system protocol s and operating software?
Encryption routines and hardware m crocode?"

"Some," Paul a replied cautiously.

"What about Russian systens?"

"I've dealt with them"

"I see." O ga brought a hand up to her chin and stared at Paula for what
seened a long time. Then, abruptly, she seened to make up her mnd. "I can't
make pronises, and | don't do mracles," she said. "So don't hope for too
much. But we'll see." Wth that she turned away again and left the room

The wonen who were attending therapy returned a short while later, and
Paul a did her best to match their chatter through the evening neal. Wen it
was over, the sane two guards who had escorted the work detail arrived to
coll ect her. Anastasia and Tanya gave her a bag of candies to take back, which
t hey had put together between them "To show how Russians and Ameri cans ought
to be," Anastasia told her. Tanya smiled and patted Paula's arm Paul a ki ssed



both of them and found that her eyes were watery.

"They would be, if only they were left alone,"” she said. Then, with a
sickening feeling of dread rising in her stomach, she went back to her bed and
pi cked up the bag into which she had al ready put her things, while the guards
wai t ed stone-faced just inside the door

At that noment hurried footsteps sounded in the corridor outside, and Dr.
Rubakov, the senior physician, cane in, waving sone papers. "Ah, good, she's
still here." Rubakov turned to the two guards. "The order has been rescinded.
The American woman is to remain here for a further three days' rest and
recuperation. Here is the countermandi ng order and papers, all signed and
approved. You may go." He showed the papers to the senior of the two guards.
The guard took them scrutinized the top sheet carefully, turned it over, and
nodded finally to her conpanion with a shrug. They left, closing the door
behi nd t hem

The reprieve had been so sudden and so overwhel mi ng that for a nonent
Paul a t hought she was going to coll apse again. She sat down shakily on the end
of her bed. Rubakov | ooked pleased. "I'mglad they changed their mnds," he
said. "You need nore tinme to get over it." He noved cl oser and studi ed Paul a
for a few seconds, at the sane tine stroking his nustache with the knuckl e of
his forefinger. "So perhaps we can do a deal, eh?" he murmured in a | ower
voice. "l can get good cosnetics -- French brands, no | ess. Make you feel and
| ook a new person. Interested, maybe?" Paul a cl osed her eyes and sighed. "What
ki nd of deal ?" Rubakov | ooked suddenly al armed and enbarrassed, "Ch no! You
m sunder stand."” He shook his head and spread his hands. "l just want |essons
to inprove ny English!™"

CHAPTER TWENTY- THREE

It was like a reprieve froma death sentence. Paula couldn't be sure that
the I ast-m nute change of plan had anything to do with A ga's intervening
sonewhere, but for the nonment she was content to make the best of the
opportunity to regain her strength, and | eave the question to answer itself in
due course. But secretly the hope was there, though she tried not to admt it
to herself consciously because of the risk of a greater disappointnment |ater
She became brighter and nore cheerful toward everyone around her

Dr. Rubakov appeared the next day with the ultimate luxury in the form of
a box of mlk bath salts, sone lotion and even nail polish for her hands, and
alipstick to add sone color for her face -- tawny pink, just right for her
conpl exi on. After a breakfast of poached eggs and hamw th a spiced
pot at o- oni on hash, buttered toast, and real coffee, she kept her side of the
bargain by giving an inpronptu one-hour English | esson before he went on duty.
He cane back for another hour during his nidday break, and again in the
eveni ng.

"l never realize is so, so... uzasno?"

"Terrible."

"Da, terrible!" Rubakov threw up his hands and shook his head
despairingly at the pieces of paper that he and Paul a had accumrul at ed bet ween
themon the table. "Here words are spelt the sane but sound different; those
ones have sane sounds, all witten different. Where is sense? How can anyone
know ever what to wite? But children, they learn this?"

"I didn't invent it. I'"'mjust telling you howit is,"” Paula said. "Maybe
that's why your guys and our guys have had such a hard tine getting al ong."
They bot h | aughed.

"It's all a result of ancient vernaculars, you know," Tanya, who had been
listening, said in Russian from her bed behind them

"What do you nean?" Rubakov asked, turning.

"Ever since |long ago, back to the tine of the Geeks and Romans, people
had the problemof trying to talk to the slaves that were brought back from
conquered nations," Tanya expl ained. "So 'vernacul ars' emerged between



househol d nenbers and servants -- sinplified m xtures of |anguages which
conbined all the oddities fromthe originals. Over the centuries that
foll owed, waves of successive migrants fromreligious and politica
persecutions, and so on, canme to Britain, all bringing their own |anguages
with them They |anded at different places, and by the tinme they all met in
the mddle, all the conventions were firmy established and nobody was goi ng
to change. So, you see, English came out of it as the vernacular of all the
ver nacul ars of Europe."

"And now Anerica has continued the process by mxing in Yiddish, Negro,
H spani c, Anerind, and heaven knows what else," Paula said. "lIt's a superset
of English."

"Russi ans have never had the problem™" Anastasia commented fromthe far
side. "Nobody is clanoring to get in. They all want to get out."

The next norning, Rubakov told Paul a that General Protbornov would be
arriving later to talk to her. The announcenent jolted her back to reality,
and for the next couple of hours she becane subdued, view ng her prospects
with a mxture of excitenent, which she didn't dare let herself dwell upon
and trepidation. Protbornov appeared shortly before |unch, acconpani ed by
Maj or Uskayev. They coll ected Paul a and went into the duty nurse's office,
just inside the ward door. Protbornov took the chair behind the desk and
noti oned Paula to sit opposite. Uskayev sat by the wall to one side.

Protbornov enmitted a heavy sigh that nade Paul a think of a |unbering
bear. He rested an el bow on the armof his chair and stroked the sides of his
craggy face with thunb and fingers for a few seconds. "I gather you have met
Conr ade Gshkadov," he said at |ast.

"Oshkadov? |Is that O ga, the scientist from Novosibirsk?"

"A spirited woman, even if misguided in sone ways. A kindred spirit of
yours, | would imagine. In fact, you told her that you are also a scientist."
Paul a shrugged. "It's not as if it were sonething you didn't already

know. "

"You val ue science highly, don't you, Lieutenant Bryce," Protbornov said.
The fact that he knew her identity was no reason for her to nake it public
know edge. |f Earnshaw, wherever he was, found a way to contact her, he would
seek her by her cover name. "You show a total dedication to its ideals."

"I val ue worthwhile know edge and nethods for acquiring it that have been
shown to work," Paula agreed. "Things that matter."

"But ideas, |aws, how societies should be structured and governed -- such
t hi ngs do not matter?"

"Politics, you nean?"

"Politics, religion, ideology -- call it what you will"

Paul a westled with the question. Cbviously the proposition couldn't be
denied outright. "OF course things like that make a difference to the lives of
people -- a big difference," she said finally. "But the things that interest
me are the ones that were true |long before there were any peopl e, and which
will remain true if people disappear.™

"You just want to get to the stars. It doesn't matter who wi th, under
what flag?"

"I didn't say that. The stars can wait a bit longer. They're good at it."

Prot bornov's nmouth twitched in what could al nost have been a hint of a
snmle to acknow edge the rebuffed ganbit. "You say these things. Yet you are
with the United States Air Force, engaged in espionage. A strange career to
pi ck, for a woman of such a political disposition, wouldn't you think?"

Paul a sighed and brushed a curl of hair away fromher brow "It was
personal . | joined the service for the independence... to be away from hone,
and for the education. Understandi ng science was inportant to me. This ot her
business... it was sonething | got talked into. It's not what | do."

"What do you do?"

"We've been through all that. | won't answer.”

"So you say you were tal ked into espionage work. You were forced to spy



for the Anerican nmilitary? Wuld you be willing to make a statement to that
ef fect ?"

"No, | wouldn't."

"You know, for someone asking favors, you could be nore cooperative."

"I didn't ask for favors. | offered a trade."

Prot bornov gl anced at Major Uskayev, at the same tinme raising his
eyebrows and straightening his fingers nonentarily fromhis chin. The gesture

seened to say, well, it had been worth a try. He paused, giving the subject a
nmonent to fade into the background, then canme to the main point. "I understand
that you indicated to Conrade Oshkadov that you are willing to be nore useful
to us."

"Wthin limts."
"Why should you wi sh to benefit us?"

"I don't. I wish to benefit myself."

"Frankness is sonmething | respect. So, what are the limts?"

"I have no desire to defect. | wouldn't work on anything of military
significance, or act against the interests of ny country. But outside that,
I'd be willing to explore possibilities for nutual accommodation.”

"Why should we be interested in conming to any acconmpdati on?" Protbornov
asked.

"Because your resources are limted up here," Paula replied. "You can't
af ford people who are dead weight." Protbornov grunted and shifted his eyes
inquiring to Uskayev.

"We are told that you have expertise in the field of commrunications,” the
maj or said, |eaning forward.

"Some. "

"Wul d you be prepared to do work involving comunicati ons?"

"Such as what?" Paul a asked guardedly.

Uskayev pouted his lips. "Ch, devel opnent and inprovenent of facilities
for communicating to Earth and other space stations, perhaps.”

"No. | said | won't get involved in anything mlitary."

"But Val entina Tereshkova is not a military facility. It is purely an
experinment in sociology."

"Ch, cone on. You know that anything devel oped here woul d have potenti al
everywhere el se."

"How about hi gh-speed dat a-conpressi on and -protection techni ques?"

"No. Look, why don't we forget about ny specializations altogether

They're not for sale. But apart fromthat, I'mfaniliar with basic scientific
principles that apply to any field -- teaching, naybe, or medicine. There has
to be roomfor sone kind of deal that we can cone away from and both be better
of f than we woul d have been without any deal at all. That's all |I'm saying."
Uskayev studi ed his hands, paring one thunbnail against the other.
Finally he | ooked up and shook his head dubiously. "I don't think she can be

of very much use to us," he said to Protbornov.

Pr ot bornov, however, didn't seemsatisfied. He started to reply, then
changed his mnd and | ooked at Paula. "I'd like to speak to Major Uskayev
privately for a few mnutes. Please wait outside."

Paul a sat at the table in the ward aisle, turning the pages of a magazine
but not seeing them Wong, wong, wong, she told herself. She'd blown it.
She had been too stubborn. As Protbornov had said, a person in her position
could hardly expect to get away w t hout maki ng a few concessions. She could
see the two officers arguing and gesticul ating through the observation w ndow
of the nurse's office. She should have indicated a tentative conpliance for
the tine being -- to get herself transferred out of those dreadful kitchens --
and worried about the specifics later, when it would have been nore trouble
for themto nove her back. Wiy did she always try doing things all at once,
instead of taking thema step at a tine? Aga had told her how the Russians
achieved their ends slowy, by working wedges into cracks. Here had been her
chance to delicately insert a wedge of her own. Instead she'd swung a
sl edgehammer .



At last they called her back in. "W have agreed on a conpronise offer,"
Protbornov said. "W will assign you to work with Conrade Oshkadov for a
probationary period. She will be able to give you a better idea of the
possibilities available. During that time you must consider what you woul d be
prepared to contribute that mght justify a nore permanent arrangenent. The
situation will be reviewed in one nmonth. In the meantine, we accept your claim
of being a scientist and not a professional spy. Your status will be adjusted
accordingly if you accept. WllI?"

"Il take it," Paula said at once. By this time, she had no stomach | eft
for being obstinate.

They gave her a light-green tunic like the one O ga had been wearing in
the infirmary, and noved her upstairs to an above-surface part of Zanork that
she hadn't known existed. The terrain sloped upward to the containing wall in
keeping with the general |ayout of the central valley, and westward toward
Novyi Kazan a high-level reservoir bounded the detention facility and
separated it fromthe urban center

Wthin this area, the privileged category of prisoners, which Paul a
| earned she had now joined, lived in four-person huts beneath Tereshkova's
ri bbon-suns and peculiar, curving sky. Al though the surroundi ngs of coarse
grass, leathery scrub plants, and sone uncertain-|ooking trees holding their
own in the cindery soil formed a setting that would have fitted a refugee canp
nore than a Florida country club, after the cells and the kitchens below it
was idyllic.

Sone of the huts boasted patches of flowers. There was even a beach
fringing the reservoir, with a bathing area enclosed by a wire fence twenty

yards or so out -- admittedly not in use currently because of oil |eaks from
somewhere and a problemw th algal bloonms -- but the feeling of w nd bl ow ng
across open water after seeing nothing but bare cell interiors and drab

riveted walls for nore weeks than she had been able to keep track of was
exhi | arati ng.

And on her first evening there, when she wal ked down through the rows of
huts to the reservoir, along by the water, and back follow ng the outer hul
wall via the hill at the rear, it rained

CHAPTER TWVENTY- FOUR

At the end of July, the Russians privately released to a nunber of
sel ected Western and Asi an governnents a recordi ng of what they clained was a
vol untary confession by Magician. In it, Magician appeared at ease, conposed,
and in good health. In their consensus, the doctors, psychol ogists, and
experienced interrogators who viewed the recording found no evi dence of
coerci on.

Magi ci an cl ained that for many years he had been obsessed with concern
over the international situation. He abhorred the distrust between the
Conmuni st world and the West, and the prospect of its leading to a gl oba
calamty horrified him So, when what seened |ike a unique opportunity
presented itself, he had attenpted to make his own singl e-handed contribution
to easing world tensions. The file of information he had conpiled to
substantiate the clainms of advanced weapons systens bei ng conceal ed on
Val entina Tereshkova was a fake. He had invented the data and mnisled Wstern
intelligence deliberately, in order to provoke public accusations and denials.
He had believed at the tinme that this would force the Soviet governnent into a
nore open policy and | ead eventually to full international inspection. Thus a
maj or source of potential m sunderstandi ng woul d have been defused. Hi s
intentions had been for the best, as he saw it. However, since then he had
cone to realize that he had acted naively, and in fact had aggravated the
situation instead. He hoped that in setting the record straight he woul d undo
some of the danmage he had caused. He regretted his actions, asked the Wst to



under stand, and expressed thanks to the Soviet counselors and doctors who had
hel ped hi m see everything nore clearly.

"What do you make of it?" Philip Borden, the UDIA s director, asked
Fol eda after they had viewed the recording with others in a conference room
i nsi de the Pentagon.

Fol eda shrugged. "How can anyone know what to make of it? You know as
well as | do, Phil, that with the things they' ve got these days, they could
have turned the pope into an atheist since Magician was grabbed. 1'd be cl oser
to being convinced if they let sone of our people talk to himfreely,
face-to-face. If he's genuine, what would they have to | ose?"

Fol eda wasn't the only person to feel that way. After consultation, the
US anbassador in Mdscow, on behalf of a nunber of interested nations,
chal | enged the Sovi et governnent to nake Magi ci an avail able for unsupervised
interviews by experts freely selected by the West. To the surprise of everyone
i nvol ved, the Soviets readily agreed.

CHAPTER TVEENTY- FI VE

“...in the formation of a class with radical chains, a class of civil
society which is not a class of civil society, an estate which is the
di ssolution of all estates, a sphere which has a universal character by its
uni versal suffering and clainms no particular right because no particul ar wong
but wong generally is perpetrated against it; which can invoke no historica
but only its human title, which does not stand in any one-sided opposition to
t he consequences but in all-round opposition to the presuppositions of..." The
tall, bearded Estonian standing on the box in the general conpound delivered
his reading fromthe works of Marx in an untiring, strident nonotone that
sounded li ke a | ong-playing version of a Mbslemcall to prayer fromthe top of
a mnaret. The audi ence before himcontinued murmuring anmong thensel ves with
total inattention, reasonably confident that even the nost diligent KGB
eavesdropper who might still be glued to a directional m crophone capabl e of
di stingui shing anything intelligible would | ong since have been put to sleep

"We coul d pool sonme points and try getting approval to start gl assbl ow ng
as a hobby, for ornanents or sonething," Rashazzi suggested. "That woul d get
us sone basic equi pment and materials. For the optical cavity we'd need, oh..
say, a meter or two of Pyrex tube. Then for--"

"Sealing it would require a gas-oxygen torch," Haber said. "Soda-line
gl ass could be worked with a propane torch, which would be easier to get hold
of ."

"COkay, soda-linme glass. Then we'd need sone optical-quality glass to nake
Brewster wi ndows, an abrasive powder for sawi ng and grinding, and conponents
for the end-mrror cells...."

Haber was still shaking his head. "It's fornidable. You still need a
vacuum punp and manoneter..."

"W use the glassbl owi ng setup,” Rashazzi said.

"And then the electronics.”

"I know where | can get neon-sign el ectrodes from sonebody in the town. A
pl ai n, doubl e-si ded, epoxy-glass PCB could be made into a twenty-kil ovolt
capacitor. We've already got sone rectifiers.”

McCai n kept quiet. There wasn't nuch he could have contributed, anyway.
He' d asked themif it would be feasible to honme-build a suitable |aser device
for the method that Scanlon had first specul ated about to conmuni cate nessages
out of Tereshkova.

"Gas-dynam ¢ woul d be sinmpler to construct,"” Haber said. "Although there
woul d still be the problem of procuring suitable nozzles and fuel supplies.”

After nore than two nmonths of observing, listening, and getting to know
how t he system at Zanork worked, MCain had come to the conclusion that there
m ght still be a chance of carrying out the mission he'd cone here to
acconplish. True, there was scant |ikelihood of obtaining the Tangerine file



now, but that had been only a means to the end of ascertaining Tereshkova's
true nature. H s unique situation conpared to the rest of the interested
section of the West's intelligence community put himin an ideal position to
do just that. It couldn't be a one-man operation, however, and that raised the
eternal Zanork problemof trying to decide who was reliable. He'd al ready
recruited Scanl on and Mungabo, and now he was putting out feelers to Rashazz
and Haber. It was difficult to imagi ne anyone with their kind of know edge
earning a living as jail house stool pigeons.

"Perhaps you're right," Rashazzi said resignedly to Haber at last, "It's
conplicated. Maybe the answer isn't to try making our own | aser at all
Suppose we just get enough pieces to make what | ooks |ike a broken Russian

one. Then we find sone way to switch it with a working one -- there nust be
some in the labs in Landausk, for exanple. O what about alignnent |asers?
There's still construction going on in sonme areas."”

Haber adnired the young Israeli's enthusiasm but remai ned pessimstic.
"I't's no good," he told McCain. "There sinply aren't enough places to hide al
the parts we'd need, never mnd to assenble and test the finished device. Such
a task could never be conceal ed fromsurveillance."

In the background, the Marxian chant continued with no sign of abatenent.
"What we need is sonmewhere permanent to do it, free fromsurveillance,"
Rashazzi nuttered, staring down at the floor

"Somet hing |ike a workshop,"” MCain said.

"Yes, that's it exactly. W need a workshop."

If Andreyov was a plant, it was the best piece of acting MCain had ever
cone across. But that in itself didn't nake himpotentially useful -- he was
getting old, and he had a | oose tongue. Al the sane, MCain tried making a
few indirect references to subverting the systemto see if he would catch the
gi st, Andreyev nissed the point and responded typically.

"The systemwasn't always |ike that. The czars, oh yes, they were
authoritarian all right, but then Russia has always been authoritarian. It
wasn't the sanme kind of thing. The arts flourished then, because artists were
allowed to express what they felt. It wasn't all political. There were Tol stoy
and Tchai kovsky, Borodin... And there were sone executions, yes -- a few,
mainly crimnals -- but nothing conpared to what cane later. Politica
prisoners weren't treated badly under the czars, you know The jailers got
reprinmanded if they didn't address themrespectfully. Mst of them were
cultured, you see. Gentlermen. Not |ike the rubbish that took over later --
nmurderers and thieves, the lot of them no better than Hitler. Wrse than
Htler.

"Do you know what lost Hitler the war? It was the Nazi racial |unacies.
When the Germans invaded Russia in 1941, whol e nations of people that the
Bol shevi ks had taken over wanted to help throw the Comunists out --

Estoni ans, Latvians, Lithuani ans, Ukrainians. Eager to fight they were. But
H tler thought they were subhumans and woul dn't use them He wanted Russia to
be defeated by Germans. But it wasn't, of course.™

"I heard a joke about Russians," Charlie Chan said, who was |istening.
"Ivan and Boris nmeet in the square outside a railroad station in Mscow, you

see. lvan says to Boris, 'Were are you going? and Boris says, '|l'mcatching
the train to Mnsk, to get bread.' 'But you can get bread right here, in
Moscow.' Boris says, 'I know, but the line starts in Mnsk.""

Ant onos Gonares, the Hungarian who shared a partitioned bay w th Snmovak
and Vorghas, interested McCain because he often went on work details to the
hub. The official plans of Tereshkova showed the zone behind the docking ports
as housing the nuclear reactors that powered the main generating plant and
provi ded process heat for some of the manufacturing operations. Gther reports,
however, held that the manufacturing was | ess extensive than clainmed, and that
nost of the space in those conpartnents held other installations.

"What kind of work do you do in the hub?" MCain asked Gonares casually



one day.

"It varies. Sonetinmes we nove freight around in the cargo bays. Sonetimes
it's cleaning out tanks or scraping down netal for repainting."

"I'n the cargo bays? You mean behi nd the docking ports, back near the
nucl ear area?"

"Yes, sometinmes. Wy?"

"Ch, you know journalists -- always curious. | was just trying to get a
clear picture in ny mnd of the layout. Wiwo knows? -- | might end up witing
about it someday. |, ah, I"'msure | could persuade nmy editors to cash a few
points for nore details... if they proved useful."

"Ah, | see.... What kind of details?"

"Ch, nothing very demandi ng. What's inside which conmpartnment. The
positions and directions of the bul kheads. Wat kind of security they operate
t here. Maybe a sketch or two?"

"How much m ght we be tal ki ng about ?"

"What are the risks, and what woul d nake t hem wort hwhil e?"

"Well, maybe.... Let ne think about it."

Gskar Snovak rubbed his bushy, Fidel Castro beard as he stood watching
McCai n, who was staring out across the B Block ness area. "Wat do you see?"
he asked after a while. For once, his usually cutting voice was | ow and
nmeasured. MCain turned his head. "How do you nean?"

"You watch people, and you think. You say little. Wat are you | ooking
for?"

"I'"'mjust a conpul sive peopl e-wat cher."

"I's that a common habit anong journalists?"

"Probably. How can you report what you don't see?"

"Come on, you're no journalist, Lew | just wanted to say that if | can,
I'd like to hel p. Ckay?"

"Hel p? What w th?"

"\What ever you're planning."

“I'f I find nyself planning sonething, I'Il bear it in mnd."

Smovak sighed. "Yes, | know, it's difficult knowing who to trust, isn't
it. But for what it's worth, |'ve nanaged to get some information for you
about the American woman that you cane here with." MCain | ooked round at him
sharply. Snmovak went on, "She was in a close-confinenent cell in D Block up to
about a week ago, but she got sick and was taken to the infirmary. She hasn't
conme back since."

"Who told you that?"

"A naneless friend in another billet who screws an East Cernman wench from
the cell she was in. It sounded as if the others gave her a hard tine."

"I see.... kay, thanks, Oskar. And I'Il let you know if | need a hand."

Bor owski, the Pole, had warned McCain minutes before the incident with
Mai skevi k. "How did you know?" MCain asked himone day as they talked in the
conpound.

"I just had the feeling they were setting somebody up that night. |
figured it had to be you."

"So how conme | was |eft alone afterward?" MCain asked.

"You woul d have exposed Luchenko's sidelines. He probably bribed someone
hi gher up not to pursue the matter."

"Whul dn't that someone have guessed al ready?"

"Probably. But why go | ooking under shitty stones when you can be paid
not to?"

VWi ch was pretty much what Andreyev had said. But MCain had never been
fully satisfied with that explanation. If the authorities already knew about
the graft systems that were operating around the place, Luchenko wouldn't have
stood to | ose nuch from exposure. So he could have continued with his taxation
racket and have kept face by having MCain put through the mll. Sonething
didn't add up -- but McCain wasn't about to get to the bottomof it just then



and there would be no point in pursuing the matter. "Wiy'd you do it?" he
asked instead. "Did you have sonethi ng personal agai nst Mi skevi k?"

"We all had sonething personal against Miskevik. But on top of that, |'m
Polish, I've heard you tal k; you know our history -- how Stalin carved Pol and
up with Hitler and stabbed us in the back in 1939, about Katyn, and what
happened to the Warsaw resi stance array. The Russians have al ways dreaded the
t hought of a strong Pol and. W' ve never had any reason to feel exactly
charitable toward the Russians."”

"'Tis very sociable you' re becomng all of a sudden, | can't help
noticing," Scanlon said over lunch. "Little tete-a-tetes going on all the tine
wherever | turn ny head. | take it you're recruiting."

"As you said, just being sociable."

"Ch, cone on now, | thought we were supposed to be partners. Don't | even

get to know who it is I'mlikely to find nmeself working wth?"

"If there's a need."

"Aha, always the cautious one, eh?"

"You know the rules. It avoids risking enbarrassing conplications.”

"You went to a good school, | see. Purely out of curiosity, what part of
Western intelligence were you wth?"

"SIS -- the Brits. They infiltrated ne in here specially to keep an eye
on you. You got yourself such a reputation in London."

"Ch, it's like that, is it? Very well, M. Earnshaw, journalist, then
here's me with a little tip for ye that'll make your life a whole | ot easier
Talk to Koh. He'll put you in touch with the escape committee. They're the
people with information of the kind ye could be using."

McCain stared incredul ously. "Escape comittee? You' re joking!"

Scanl on gave a satisfied nod of his gaunt, holl ow cheeked face. "Yes
i ndeed, now, that's put a different tune in your fiddle, hasn't it? | hope
ye've a conscience in you, Earnshaw, because it's shame ye should be feelin'.

"Who's on this committee?"

"Ah, cone on, now. You know the rules. I've given you ny tip. It's Koh
that you need to be talking to."

CHAPTER TWVENTY- SI X

The Sovi et enbassy in Kensington was an el even-story gray stone buil ding
of solid, uncluttered lines, built in the last ten years, standing in a walled
encl osure of well-tended | awns and shrubbery behind a thick screen of trees.

I nsi de the same conpound, an adjacent apartnent building of simlar size
housed nost of the Soviet diplomtic personnel stationed in London. Despite
such conforts as the swiming pool, sauna, gymasium and tennis courts that
life within the conpound offered, Anita Dorkas was nore than grateful to live
outside, a privilege that a Novoye Vrenya correspondent enjoyed.

For one thing it nmeant that she and Enri ko could usually manage to skip
the dreary weekly Party neetings that were obligatory for everyone el se, and
live their private lives away fromthe stultifying cloistered existence |ed by
those within -- nost of whom knew no nore about the world outside than they
were permtted to see on supervised tours rmade in groups. But nore inportant,
it enabled themto escape the omipresent web of informants conpeting to
di scover anything derogatory. The w ves were notorious for courting nutua
confidences in order to curry favor with the chiefs by disclosing what they
had | earned, while two nen woul d spend the night drinking together and then
race to file reports on each other the next nmorning. The privilege existed to
allow Enriko, in his capacity as a K& case officer responsible for recruiting
sources anong British nationals and foreign residents, to operate nore freely,
since the enbassy itself was under constant surveillance by the British; the
irony of it was that the sanme convenience nmade it easier for Anita to conduct
her own extramnural dissident activities, too.



As was her habit on days when she was on duty, she took the tube to
Hol  and Park station and wal ked fromthere. Enriko was using the car that day,
anyway, to go to Hatfield for a luncheon interview with the chairman of a
British industrial association. The Englishman prided hinself on his politica
astuteness and was flattered at the suggestion of being quoted in a
restricted-circulation newsletter that Enriko had assured himwas read daily
by the top Soviet |eaders. Enriko would insist on making a small paynent, of
course, because "...our accounting procedures require it." In time, as what
had ostensibly begun as a friendship based on conmon business interests
deepened, Enriko would ask for gradually nore demandi ng favors and the
payments woul d get bigger, until one day the victi mwould wake up to find
hi nsel f way out of his depth. Then the high-pressure business woul d begin.
There were four basic vulnerabilities that |ed people into being recruited,
Enri ko sometinmes said, quoting an Anerican acronymthat the Cl A taught their
people: "M CE" -- Mney, |deology, Conpronise, Ego. In the case of the
soon-to-be-recruited British industrialist, clearly it was Ego.

The gate attendant waved her on through, and she entered the marble foyer
of the embassy building through the main entrance. An el evator took her up
past nine floors of regular enbassy roonms and offices to the tenth, where she
energed into the wi ndow ess anteroom of the London Residency of the KGB s
First Chief Directorate, which handl ed all operations abroad. As with its
counterparts in Washington, Paris, Bonn, Rome, Brasilia, Bangkok, New Del hi
and el sewhere, it existed solely for the purpose of subversion and information
gathering. Anita's special key opened the outer steel door. The security
of ficer on duty checked her ID via a renote viewpanel and opened the second
door, three feet beyond the first, frominside. She entered, nodding a
good-morning to himin his guardpost as she passed, and went through into the
central corridor of the |ower |evel

The thing that nost people noticed i nmedi ately upon entering the
Residency for the first time was the sepul chral quiet pervading the place. It
was because the outer walls, floors, and ceilings of the building' s entire top
two floors were all double to ensure soundproofing, with el ectronic noise
beamed t hrough the spaces between to frustrate |listening devices. The few
wi ndows were forned from a one-way-opaque gl ass that was al so soundproof and
i npervious to all known types of eavesdroppi ng equi prent. A whol e social order
based on treachery, deceit, mstrust, and paranoia, Anita thought to herself.
How was it possible to avoid becomng enbroiled in it along with everyone
el se?

She passed the | arge General Programs room with twenty-odd work boot hs
at whi ch a nunber of case officers were already busy drafting reports,
transl ati ng docunments, and fornul ating operational plans. The inportant work
of the case officers was considered to be not the obtaining of restricted
i nformati on and docunents -- although this was val uabl e enough -- but the
di scovering, cultivating, and eventual recruiting of "agents of influence"
politicians, government officials, journalists, academ cians, and the like --
persons able to influence policy-making and public opinion. For the mi ssion of
the KGB was still what it had al ways been: to preserve and expand the power of
t he Sovi et Communi st Party oligarchy throughout the world by essentially
cl andesti ne neans.

Across the corridor, on the far side of a wood-panel ed outer room
furni shed with antique cabinets, a sofa, |eather-backed chairs, and a
conference table, was the office of the Resident, Mijor General Dimtri
Turenov. Beyond that were two nore offices. The first was shared by two of the
line chiefs: the chief of Line X -- the KGB field termfor Directorate T,
whi ch collected foreign scientific and technol ogi cal data -- and the chief of
Line N (Directorate S), which was responsible for supporting "illegal s" --
Sovi et-bloc nationals infiltrated into other countries under various
identities. The next office belonged to both the chief of Line KR (Directorate
K), whose task was countering British counterintelligence, and the
i nternal -security officer, who | ooked after the enmbassy's protection, the



guardi ng of inmportant Soviet visitors to the country, and recapturing
defectors. Opposite these was the larger office shared by the chief of the
Ameri can Group, who conpil ed dossiers on resident Anerican businesspeopl e,
scientists, technicians, servicemen, and others who had cone to their
attention as potentially useful; the chief of a simlar group that watched
West Eur opeans; and the active-neasures officer, who handl ed covert operations
and orchestrated disinformtion and propaganda canpai gns anong the British
news nedi a.

Hal fway al ong the corridor she came to the stairway and el evator
connecting the tenth and eleventh floors. Hal fway up the stairs she net |van,
one of the case officers, and Anatoli on their way down. Anatoli was one of
t he technicians who nonitored local British police and
counterintelligence-service radio frequencies. If, for exanple, a sudden
increase in British surveillance comruni cations activity occurred just before
an agent fromthe Residency was due to neet with one of his contacts, the
agent woul d be signaled by radio to abort the appointnent.

"CGood norning," Anita said to them

"Did Enriko come in with you?" |van asked.

"I"'mafraid not. He'll be out until the afternoon. Is it inportant?"
"Popovechny wanted to talk to him He asked me to nention it if | saw
him that's all." Lt. General Vadi m Popovechny was the Residency's

second-i n-conmand and al so the head of Line PR, specializing in politica
intelligence. He was dedicated, anbitious, and injected the ideal neasure of
t oughness into the place to conplenment Turenov's nore intellectual and
sophi sti cat ed managenent style.

"Any idea what it's about?" Anita asked.

"Sorry, no."

"Where's he gone?" Anatoli inquired.
"Hatfield, |I think he said."

"Ch well, see you |ater, anyhow, " |van said.

"Yes. Maybe at |unch.”

"See you later," Anatoli said.

The el eventh floor contained the el ectronics-surveillance officer's
domai n, which included an enornmous room packed with radi o and mi crowave
recei vers, recorders, conputers, termnals, and equi pnent that comuni cated
with satellites via antennas on the roof. Next to that were the Technica
Operations and Phot ography |abs, and then the Translation Ofice, which Anita
entered. Gigori and Eva were already there. Anastasia had a dental
appoi ntnent and wouldn't be in until later, she renenbered, and it was
Vi ktor's day off. "Good norning," she said.

"Hello, Anita," Grigori answered. He was in his late twenties, and had
cone out from Moscow fairly recently to spend a couple of years faniliarizing
hinsel f with overseas routine before becom ng active in the field.

Eva, cheerful and freckle-faced, was both physicist and |inguist, and had
taught English at the Foreign Intelligence School of Mdscow University's
Institute for International Relations. She | ooked around fromthe screen that

she was working at and grinned. "H . Say, | like the coat. Is it new?"

Anita took her coat off, held it up for Eva to see, then hung it on the
rack inside the door. "I got it a couple of days ago in Queensway. On sale,
too."

"I love the color. And that collar has such a stylish |ook."

"Ch, Viktor worked late and finished the Chalners article, so you don't
have to worry about it," Gigori informed her. "It's all filed and I ogged."

"Good," Anita said. "I don't like dealing with that heavy technical
material, anyway." She sat down at her own terminal, activated it, and entered
a call tothe classified section of the conputer records for the file she had
saved yesterday. "It's going to be a hot day."

"I was thinking of going for a swmin the conpound at |unchtine,’
sai d.

"Sounds like a good idea. Maybe I'll join you.

Eva

Ani ta produced her



magnetic key and inserted it in her desk to open the drawer containing the
original documents that she had been working from She was about to say

somet hing further, then stopped and frowned down at the drawer as the |ock
failed to disengage. Either it was faulty, or her key had been invalidated --
all the electronic locks in the building could be reprogranmed renotely from
the Security Ofice downstairs. An instant |ater a message on her screen
announced:

| LLEGAL ACCESS CODE. REQUEST DENI ED

Anita stared perplexedly at the screen. Then she realized that Maria
Chor enkov, the section's supervisor, was standing in the doorway of her office
adjoining the Translation room "Conrade Dorkas, would you step this way,
pl ease,” she said. She was a tall, straight-bodied wonan with a sharp face,
thin-rimred spectacles, and graying hair tied in a bun, who al ways wore thick
utilitarian stockings and drab tweedy cl othes. Her voice just at this nonent
fitted the i mage. Confused, Anita followed her into the office. Behind her
Eva and Gigori exchanged apprehensive gl ances.

"You won't be needing access to the records, since you will no | onger be
working with this section," Chorenkov told her w thout prelimnaries when the
door was closed. "You are being transferred downstairs to the Secretari at,
effective i mediately. Collect your personal bel ongi ngs, please. And thank you
for your help during the time you have been with us."

Anita was flunmoxed. "But this is so sudden. | don't understand..."

"Al'l 1 knowis that |I have direct instructions from General Popovechny."

"He gave no reason?"

"Not to me. And | didn't ask."

"But... Could | speak with him please?"

"That is inpossible. He will be out until tonorrow. "

Anita coll ected her personal bel ongings, munbled a bew |l dered farewel|l to
Gigori and Eva, and went back downstairs to report to the Secretariat, which
provi ded the Residency's clerical services. She was given the job of searching
t hrough British newspapers, nagazines, specialist journals, and the public
dat aservice for references to certain listed topics. Al the information was
freely available in the public domain; it gave her the uneasy feeling that her
security clearance had been suspended.

But by lunchtime she was telling herself that she had overreacted. The
mundane work had to be done, after all, and sonmebody had to do it. Maria
Chor enkov' s brusqueness and insensitivity had been typical. Tonorrow there
woul d be a sinple explanation. By mdafternoon she had just about recovered
fromthe shock, when Col onel Felyakin, the internal-security officer, called
her into his office.

"You are schedul ed for |eave tonorrow, | see,” he said.

"Yes," Anita replied

"I hope you haven't made any inportant plans, because it will be
necessary to change your arrangenents,” he told her. "A couple of people from
Moscow wi || be here, and one of the things they want to | ook into involves you

and your husband. Apparently there has been an adm nistrative m x-up over the
dates and durations of some of the postings, and we'd like to get it
strai ghtened out. Can you manage that all right?"

"Wy, yes... | suppose so."

"Thank you. Shall we say ten o'clock? Ch, and your husband al so. |'ve
checked, and he is due in tonmorrow, anyway."

"Il tell him"

"And make sure you have your passports. We'll need to check the dates and

visas in them"

"Yes. Ten o' clock tonorrow," Anita repeated mechanically.

"Excellent."

By evening Anita's inmagination had turned her fears into certainty.
Sonehow they were on to her, Enriko called to say he had been detained during
t he afternoon and woul d be going strai ght back to the enbassy for an evening
appoi ntnent with the Line KR chief, Colonel Shepanov. The solitude aggravated



Anita's nervousness. She paced restlessly about the apartnent, snoking nore
cigarettes than she was accustoned to and fussing w th kni ckknacks and
ornanents that didn't need rearrangi ng. She poured herself a drink and sat
staring unseeingly at the television for an hour, searching back in her mnd
over the events of the past few weeks for a hint of anything that night have
gone wong or something indiscreet that she m ght have said. She could find
not hing, but that didn't really anmount to nuch. The bi ggest danger in this
ki nd of business was having to depend on ot her people.

Every tinme she | ooked at the clock, another slice of time had been shaved
off the interval that remained until ten tonorrow norning. She found herself
dreadi ng the thought of reentering the enbassy. If a K@ officer's wife had
cone under suspicion, it would be automatic for his reliability to be
guesti oned too. Who were these people from Moscow who wanted to talk to then?
Why the need for passports? She didn't believe the explanation that Felyakin
had gi ven.

It was around nidni ght when Enriko finally appeared, having left the car
at the enbassy and taken a taxi. He and Shepanov had been drinki ng together
and al though he wasn't sufficiently far gone to be called drunk, it showed.

Thi s happened fromtime to time. Anita saw it as a safety val ve agai nst
the stresses that made ul cers, high bl ood pressure, and nervous probl erms
routi ne occupational hazards of a KGB officer's life -- and Enri ko al ways had
enough sense not to let it get out of hand. But whereas he usually came hone
bright-eyed and tal kative after an evening of drinking with friends, on this
occasi on he returned norose and di stracted. Cbviously there was sonething
heavy wei ghi ng on his nind.

"What is it?" Anita asked him

" Not hi ng. "

"Look, | can see sonething's wong. But | can't read mnds. How can |
help if you won't say what's the matter?" He just |ooked at her strangely for
a while and woul dn't answer.

Finally, after he had poured hinself another drink and was sitting
opposite her on the couch in the | ounge, he said, "Shepanov is heading for
trouble, you know. He has problems with his marriage, and that is |eading him
into a problemwith drink. It's a famliar story."

"I'"ve heard gossip around the conmpound about his wife and one or two
nanes,"” Anita replied. "Yes, it happens.”

"And he's lonely away from Russia and his friends. He |ikes having
someone to talk to. But sonetines he opens up too nmuch and says things that he
shouldn't." Enriko seened to be working up to something. Anita waited. Then he
took a gulp fromhis glass and asked suddenly, "How nuch do you know about
t hat woman scientist from Novosi birsk that your former husband took up with?"

Instantly Anita stiffened. Normally her reaction would have been to
rem nd himthat they had agreed not to talk about such matters, but it was too
close to the things that had been preying on her mind all evening. |Instead she
asked, "Wiat do you nmean? \What about her?"

"Ch, I'mnot interested in your personal affairs or anything like that.
But what about her... politically?" Enriko took another drink, and for the
first time Anita wondered if he really had gone past the limt. "Was her
| oyalty ever in question?"

Anita stared at himfor a few seconds, trying to fit what he was saying
inwith the other things that had happened that day. "Wy?" she asked. Her
voi ce was strangely dry and hollow. "What's happened?"

Enri ko | ooked up to neet her eyes directly. "Shepanov told ne tonight
that she was arrested three nonths ago on charges involving illegal dissident
activity. That, of course, would put Dyashkin under suspicion straight away."
Enri ko didn't have to spell out the rest. Al of Dyashkin's close associates
and rel atives would al so be subject to investigation, and especially Anita as
his ex-wife. That was sonething that Enriko could have done w thout as far as
his own career prospects were concerned. "Wre you ever nixed up in anything
i ke that?" he denanded.



"OfF course not. | went through enough screening before we were narri ed.
You know yoursel f how rigorous they are.”

"They have made ni st akes, neverthel ess.”

Anita felt herself grow cold and start to shake. She needed to escape for
a nonent to conpose herself. "Let ne get you a coffee,"” she said.

"Anita, look at me. | ask you again -- Were you ever involved in anything
i ke that?"
She forced herself to react angrily. "I told you, no! Sober up, you're

being ridicul ous. Wuld you like a coffee?"

Enri ko sl unped back on the couch. "Yes, nmaybe | should....’

Anita got up and hurried through to the kitchen. Her nmind was too
agitated to think while she opened a cabinet and took out the coffee and two
mugs. Then, as she stood staring at the jar in her hands, the realization cane
over her that if she went back to the enbassy tonorrow norning, the only way
she woul d ever |l eave it again would be under escort, heading for the airport
to board a Mbscow bound pl ane. Enri ko would no doubt weather through
eventual ly. She wouldn't last a day. Very likely she was finished al ready.

She stood there, gnawing at her lip, disnissing fromher mnd
prepost erous thoughts of what she could do. Then she slowy raised the jar of
coffee in both hands, hesitated for a nmonment, and smashed it on the floor. By
the tine Enriko appeared in the | ounge doorway, she was already past himin

the hall, slipping on her coat. He | ooked at her uncertainly. "Wat was that?
Are you all right? Were are you goi ng?"
"The coffee jar -- it slipped. I'"'mjust going to get sone nore at the

shop on the corner. Be a dear and clean it up while |I'm gone, would you?" And
before Enriko could reply, she had I et herself out the hall door and was
headi ng for the stairs. The apartnment was only one floor up, and instead of
using the front entrance, she went on down another level and |eft the building
via a side door fromthe parking basenent.

Anita wal ked several blocks, then took a cab to Knightsbridge on the
south side of Hyde Park. She went into a hotel that she knew there and sat for
a while, steadying herself with a drink in the upstairs bar and thinking what
to do next. Then, reaching the conclusion that she had no other choice, she
went to a phone booth in the | obby and called the special nunber she had been
gi ven by her contact at SIS.

In an operations roomof the British Special Intelligence Service |ocated
in a labyrinth that had exi sted beneath Witehall since the days of World War
I1, the duty officer who took the call consulted a supervisor, and then sent
out a radio signal coded for emergency priority. Two niles away in Chel sea,
the signal activated an ordi nary-|ooki ng comuni cator in the pocket of a
j acket that had been thrown over the back of a chair, underneath a pile of
clothes. The unit had been set to reject incomng calls. However, it contained
speci al - purpose circuitry that caused the standard setting to be bypassed.

Jereny had been waiting nonths for this. The chateaubriand for two had
been splendid, the wine inpeccable, and the atnosphere enchanting. Now, with
the soft strains of violins and the scent of roses pervadi ng her bedroom the
eveni ng was al nost conpl ete.

Daphne kissed himon the mouth and | ay back, smling seductively as she
opened her robe to uncover her perfect body. Jereny allowed his eyes to feast
on the sight. "I say," he nurnmured. "I've always had a thing about flinsy
little knickers like those. Is what's underneath as pretty as the rest?"

"Why don't you find out?" she whispered.

H s hand stole down from her cheek, lingered at her breast to excite her
ni ppl e, then stroked downward, over her stomach, as the nuscles tensed in
eager antici pation.

Beep! Beep! Beep! Beep!..

"Bl oody Christ, not now ... Blast! Blast! Damm and bl ast the buggering
sods! They can't--"

"What is it?" Daphne shrieked, sitting up



"I have to call in."

"You said you were off all night."

"I am | mean... Ch, it's too conplicated to explain now"

"Can't you turn the bloody thing of f?"

"It's sonmewhere under all this stuff...”

"Be careful with that dress, darling."

"There. GCh, God!..."

Daphne pull ed her robe back around her and reached for a cigarette. She
si ghed resignedly. "The phone's there. Better |uck next tine?"

"Ch, there will be a next tine, then?"

"But of course. In fact, | think you did it on purpose, just to heighten
t he suspense."

"You really are insane. But I'Il still take the rain check."

"Rai n check?"

"Ch, it's what the Anmericans say."

"What does it nmean?"

Jereny stopped as he was about to punch in the nunber. "Do you know, " he
sai d, suddenly benused, "I have absolutely no idea."

Jereny collected Anita in a cab froma rendezvous at Hyde Park Corner and
took her to an address south of the river, in Lanbeth. Wen they arrived,
Sylvia was already there with another woman from SI'S. Two agents woul d be
there twenty-four hours a day until Anita was noved, and the police would be
keepi ng a watch on the outside discreetly.

"What do you think will happen next?" Anita asked them

"That's not up to us," Sylvia answered.

"Since the Anericans have been showi ng so nuch interest in you, it
woul dn't surprise me if you ended up bei ng whi sked off over there," Jereny
sai d.

"I do hope | haven't been a nuisance," Anita told them

Sylvia | aughed. "OF course not. It's our job. What a silly thing to say!"

"Never let it be said that we all owed anything to cone before King and
Country," Jereny recited staunchly. Sylvia gave hima curious |ook. He sniffed
di sdainfully. "I rather think I'll go and put on some tea." Wth that he
mar ched out of the room and across the hallway outside -- stopping to deliver
a hefty kick at the unbrella stand on the way.

CHAPTER TWVENTY- SEVEN

Getting anything organized in Zanmork on the systematic basis that MCain
had in m nd would require ways of evading the inforners and el ectronic
surveillance devices -- and if McCain's theory of the whol e operation having
been set up as an "information mne" was correct, the Russians were unlikely
to have settled for half-neasures.

Rashazzi and Haber had devel oped several techniques for locating and
di sabl i ng conceal ed mi crophones, and were experinenting with ways of
neutralizing the bracelet nonitors. To mask these activities and at the sane
time provide some anmusenent for himnself, Rashazzi had been training his mce
to eat the polyvinyl insulating coatings of Russian electrical wring, and
then releasing the mce into the spaces behind the floors and walls. Wen
Russi an technicians arrived to trace the faults that the two scientists
tanmperings sometines caused in the security system they invariably found
short-circuited wiring that | ooked for all the world as if it had been nibbl ed
by busy rodent teeth, usually wth nmouse droppi ngs nearby. The ruse didn't
| ast | ong, however, and instructions came down through Luchenko for Rashazzi
to get rid of the mice. Then they mysteriously escaped fromtheir cages and
presunmably di sappeared into the hole that just as nysteriously appeared in the
wal I underneath the tank in one of the B-3 toilet cubicles. Their nobility
nmust have been extraordinary, for within days repair crews were rushing
frantically all over Zamork in response to a plague of electrical failures and



burned-out lighting circuits. Luchenko was in trouble with the block
supervi sor, and Rashazzi |ost a stack of accumul ated privil eges, but the
reactions went no further than that.

The exercise provided a snoke screen for finding out nore about the
security system but it really didn't solve the overall problem The Russians
had | ong been adepts at deception, and it was never possible to be sure that
the surveill ance neasures uncovered at one |level were not decoys intended to
divert the prisoners' attention while a nore cunningly hidden | evel continued
operating uninpaired. Long after Rashazzi and Haber had becone experts at
ferreting out wired nicrophones, for exanple, they discovered another kind
enbedded in the walls, which operated without any telltale leads at all: they
were connected by strips of conducting paint, which were then conceal ed by a
| ayer of ordinary paint. Rashazzi nmade a probe tipped by a pair of fine
needl es that could detect the strips, but it was tedi ous work.

It was possible to play various ganes to try and deduce if a particular
| ocati on was bei ng nonitored, such as deliberately staging a
provocati ve-soundi ng di al ogue there and watching for any Russian response. The
trouble was that Russians could play games like that too, by weaving their net
with a wide mesh and purposely allowing the small fry through in order to
catch the bigger fish later. How many were willing to be fall guys to find
out ?

McCai n concl uded there could be no safe way of communicating inside
Zanmork's regul ar environment. The outside work details offered better
prospects, but he had no control over who was assigned to them-- and he
hi nsel f was confined to working inside Zanmork, anyway. But then, he asked
hinself, was it so essential to get out or Zanork itself, after all?
Surveil |l ance devices would be in the places where people went: in the billets,
corridors, nmess areas, and so on. But in addition to places like those, the
structure included spaces behind the walls, nmachinery conpartments between
decks, and shafts carrying cables and ducting off in all directions. If there
were some way of getting into places like that..

McCain put the question to Rashazzi one norning as they were wal ki ng
al ong CGorky Street, staying close to a tractor hauling a trailer |oaded with
trays of rattling pipe fittings.

"Al brecht and | have been looking into that for sone tine," Rashazz
said. "The problemis that the wall- and fl oor-panels everywhere carry a
system of conductive strips on the back that will cause open circuits and set
off alarms if they' re noved."

"Coul dn't you junper the connections or sonething before the panels were
l[ifted, so the circuit wasn't broken?" MCain asked.

"You could, if you knew the circuit layout. But you can't trace the
layout until you lift the panels. So it's a vicious circle. Alot of people
around Zanork have gotten thensel ves stretches in solitary through fooling
withit. It's a tricky business."

McCain fell silent and stared moodily at the floor as they wal ked.
Wthout some way of being able to tal k and exchange information freely, he
wasn't going to get anywhere

The outer torus of Valentina Tereshkova was a little over three miles
around, which nmeant that the total length of the colony's road system was not
| arge. Therefore the Russians hadn't bot hered shippi ng up heavy
road- mai nt enance machinery to stand idle nost of the time; they nade use of
the | abor force already available there instead. Wen centralized planning
failed to produce enough bolts to match the nunber of holes that Scanl on was
drilling, bedframe production ceased while the planners brooded over their
schedul es, and McCain was sent on an outside assignment with the
road-resurfacing gang that Koh was with, working near the edge of one of the
agricultural zones. He hoped this would give himthe chance he'd been waiting
for to talk with Koh in less restrictive surroundi ngs.

The road that the gang was working on ran between rows of corn, at the
base of a series of terraced plantations of vines, fruit trees, soybeans, and



t omat oes. Above, through the transparent roof section by the nearby
agricultural station, one of the m nor spokes soared upward to nerge into the
clutter of the hub structure a half mle overhead. A mld breeze was bl owi ng
fromthe west, and the environnent provided a wel come change from Zanork for
the guards as well as for the prisoners, which neant that nobody was in any
hurry to get the job done, so supervision was minimal. Two of the guards were
pl ayi ng cards across the hood of one of the trucks and another was sitting
reading in the driver's seat, while the rest sauntered about casually,
somet i nes exchanging words with the prisoners. McCain was working with Koh a
short distance away fromthe others, using rakes to spread a sticky gray
concoction of lunar-rock furnace slag and bi ndi ng compound processed from

i ndustrial |eftovers.

"So, what did you do?" MCain asked.

"How do you nean?" Koh replied. McCain had the feeling that Koh knew
quite well what he neant.

"You said once that you'd tell ne sonetinme about what you did to wind up
in here."”

Koh worked on in silence for a while. MCain thought he was ignoring the
guesti on, when suddenly Koh chuckl ed. "Do you renmenber the incident at the
Asi an Industrial Fair in Chungking a couple of years ago?"

"Seens to ring a kind of a bell.... There was a fire, wasn't there?
Sonething to do with the KGB."

"A Chinese traditionalist novenent called Wite Mon was nmeking a
nui sance of itself, canpaigning against industrialization and nodernization,"
Koh said. "They staged a denobnstration at the Chinese pavilion... or at |east,
that was the way it was supposed to |ook."

McCai n nodded. "Now | renenber. Except they weren't White Mon peopl e at
all. They were inmporters. It was a stunt set up by the Chinese intelligence
sendee to discredit themand justify inposing tighter restrictions. But later
the guy who authorized it adnmtted he was working for the KGB. So all the
time, it was a deception orchestrated by Mosc..." MCain's voice trailed away.
He stopped what he was doing and | ooked up suddenly. "WAit a mnute,
Nakaj i ma- Li n Kohnei - Tso-Liang -- it was you! You were the KGB' s inside man,

t he head of Chinese intelligence."

"Deputy head," Koh said.

"What ever. So what went wong? How d you wind up in here?"

Koh chuckl ed again. "Yes, it was ny idea -- a bit unfair, | suppose, but
you've no idea how difficult White Moon was becoming. It was just intended to
be a denonstration. The people we hired weren't supposed to burn the whol e
pavilion down. That was entirely due to an overzeal ous subordinate. But it was
nmy responsibility, and we do have a strong sense of honor..." Koh shook his
head fromside to side, and his breath came in quick, shaking gasps, as if
what was armusing hi mwas too much to bear. "But, you see, the KG had not hing
to do with it, hee-hee-hee.... | only made that confession after everything
was bl own anyway."

"You nean you never worked for the KGB?"

"No. It was probably the first piece of international mschief in which
t hey were genuinely innocent, ha-ha-ha... and nobody believed them"

McCain sniled and turned back to his raking. "And so?"

"So, the KGB kidnapped ne to make sure | wouldn't do anything |ike that
again, and here I am"

The dunp truck arrived to deposit another | oad of material and then went
to collect a fresh charge fromthe mxer at the far end of the workings. One
of the guards came close to inspect what they were doing, then noved away.
They worked on in silence for a while. Finally McCain said, "Scanlon told ne |
should talk to you."

"Ch yes?"

"Have you ever heard of an escape comittee, back at Zanork?"

"One hears all kinds of things in Zanork."

"Do you think it's possible at all -- escaping from here?"



"They say all things are possible."

It seenmed McCain was going to have to work for it. He tried a nore
obl i que approach. "If there were an escape conmittee, and if it were up to
you, who would you trust to recruit into it?" he asked.

"I get the inpression that you are already doing an excellent job of
wor ki ng that out for yourself," Koh said.

"Who are the dangerous ones? Who woul d you | eave out?" Koh didn't answer

at once, and McCain pronpted, "l1'd assune not Luchenko and that bunch at the
far end, for a start -- Nolan and the rest."

Koh frowned. "I'm not so convinced Nolan is one of them" he said at
last. "I don't doubt he's a true believer, but that doesn't mean they'd trust

hi m enough to be a plant. Their | eaders tend to be contenptuous of true
Mar xi sts, you know. Stalin wasn't at all happy when Beria proposed recruiting
upwar d- bound i dealists from English universities back in the
nineteen-thirties. He didn't think people who believed such twaddl e coul d make
reliable spies.™

At | east Koh was tal king nore out here than he usually did. MCain sought
to keep it going. "What notivates people |ike Nolan?" he asked.

"Fear of freedom"

"That sounds |like a strange thing to say."

"Not if you think about it. In the long term humanity is evolving toward
t he emergence of individualism Merging the Western phil osophy of individua
freedom and the political and economic principles that go with that into its
own culture is probably the greatest single thing that has happened to Asia.
It's the force that is shaping the twenty-first century."

"The good old Anerican system™

"Yes. But nobody ever said it had to stay in America. In any case, it
originated in Europe."

"Ckay. "

Koh went on, "But sometines social changes are too fast for people to
adapt to. Wen that happens, people are left feeling insecure, threatened by
forces they don't understand and can't cope with. So they try to escape by
turning the clock back. Early social orders like the feudal systens suppressed
individuality, but in return they provided security and certainty. You knew
who you were, where you bel onged, and what was expected of you -- as in
chi | dhood, where the authority of the famly constrains, but at the sanme tine
protects."

"Children have to grow up eventually."

"Yes, and so do people. But when the change is too fast and | eaves them
feeling isolated, people turn to authoritarianismfor the certainty and
security they have lost. Hence the rise of Reformation religions of Luther and
Cal vin when European feudalismcollapsed. The middle classes flocked to
prostrate thensel ves before an all-powerful God whose strength woul d protect
them™

"That's just about what happened with Nazi Germany, too," MCain said as
he wor ked.

"Precisely. They weren't ready to becone a |iberal denocracy when the
Allies tried to inpose it on themafter 1918. They, too, yearned for the kind
of authority they were used to, and for a strong | eader who woul d take
responsi bility and make the decisions."” Koh shrugged. "And they found one." He
lifted a hand fromhis rake to gesture vaguely at the colony around them "And
the sane thing is true of this Soviet political nonstrosity. Progressive? Pah
Not hi ng of the kind. It's the last relic of an order that's on its way out."

"You and Scanlon seemto talk about that kind of thing a lot," MCain
sai d.

"Aren't all the Irish supposed to be phil osophers of life, 'which neans
everyt hing' ?" Koh replied.

McCai n straightened up and drew a handkerchi ef from his pants pocket to
wi pe the sheen of perspiration fromhis forehead. "Getting back to Scanl on,"
he said. "About four days ago he told ne--"



Koh cut himoff with a wave of his hand. "You can save yourself the
| engt hy expl anation.” He nodded toward the truck a hundred yards back al ong
the road, which carried the tools, lunch bags, and ot her oddnents. "Wen you
pi ck up your jacket, look in the inside pocket. You will find sonething there
t hat shoul d answer your questions. Think of it as a gesture of good faith by
the escape committee. They feel there m ght be grounds for you and themto get

together. | get the inpression that you feel the same way."
"Then, it does really exist?"
"Certainly."
"But how?..."

Koh sm | ed and shook his head, "Never m nd how | know the things | know
Let's just say, M. Earnshaw, that both of us know something about the
intelligence business.”

CHAPTER TWENTY- El GAT

VWen the gas pedal of an automobile is pressed harder, the vehicle goes
faster. Wthin the throttle's operating range, the output of the process
changes smoothly with input. The mathematical relationship connecting the two
is an exanple of a "linear" function. Wen pressure is steadily increased on
the trigger of a gun, on the other hand, the operation is markedly nonlinear
not hi ng much happens until the nmechanismis on the point of tripping, after
which an infinitesimally small further increase of input brings about an
abrupt and spectacul ar change in systemoutput -- the gun fires.

Most mat hemati cal representati ons of nature take the formof functions
t hat change snoothly. The real -world processes that they nodel, however,
invariably lead to discontinuities when taken far enough, and the nodels turn
out to be nerely approximtions that are close enough to be useful over
limted ranges. Thus, solids eventually nelt, liquids boil, a star condenses,
or a new species energes: suddenly a phase change occurs in which the fornmer
behavi or breaks down, new | aws supplant the old, and all the previous limts
and projections cease to nean anything. These boundaries are the places where
the really interesting things in nature happen. Crossing themis what is
cal | ed Evol uti on.

Paul a had received her first insight into the astonishing conplexities
that can arise fromnonlinear systems when she was studyi ng conpl ex- nunber
theory at college. A "conplex" nunber consists of two i ndependent parts, |ike
the latitude and | ongi tude conponents of a map reference. And like the points
on a map, the total field of all conplex nunbers can be represented by the
infinity of points on a plane -- unlike ordinary, one-part nunbers, all of
whi ch can be represented by the points on an endless line. Now, infinitely
many points exi st between any two points on a plane, however close to each
other they might be; and an infinity of nunbers exists between any two of the
nunbers in the conpl ex- nunber plane. Therefore, if an arbitrary path is traced
across the plane, the value of the nunbers that the path passes over will
change smoothly with the distance noved: an infinitesimally small change of
position will yield an infinitesimally small change in nunmber value. There are
no sudden junps.

The function that particularly excited Paula is called the "Mandel brot
Set," and has been described as the nost conplicated object known to
mat hematics. Yet the nethod of generating it is amazingly unconplicated. A
point is taken on the conplex plane, and the nunber that it corresponds to is
used as the input to a sinple equation. The equation is then evaluated to
produce a result. Depending on the range that the result falls in, a color is
assigned to the correspondi ng point on a display screen. Repeating the
procedure for all the other points generates a color nmap of how the result
obt ai ned changes from place to place for the originally snmooth-changi ng nunber
field. The outcome is not a mixture of form ess patches as m ght be supposed,
whi ch woul d denote |unplike properties varying steadily fromregion to region.



I nstead, what energes is highly organized, infinitely detailed structurel!
Total |y unexpected discontinuities and instabilities appear, in which the

m nutest variations of input send the results fleeing away to infinity; and
yet a curious connectedness renmains, producing spirals, snowflakes, filanments,
and strangely beautiful conpound forns, ever-varying in an unending regress of
successive |l evels of detail down to whatever resolution mght be explored.

Refl ecting on how a sinple mathematical relationship could create such
ast oundi ng richness of formout of nothing nore than a smoothly graded nunber
field, Paula had suddenly made the connection to the generation of form and
structure in the natural world -- for the shapes and whirls and connecting
threads revealed in the graphics imgery were conpellingly evocative of the
structures found in nature. And was not the entire physical universe the
product of physical "processors" operating anal ogously upon steadily varying
gradients of electric and nmagnetic fields, chemical concentrations, pressures,
tenmperatures, velocities, and densities, fromthe nolecular fields that guide
the differentiation of growing enbryos to the ridges and chasnms of space-tine
that nol d gal axi es? That was when she had experienced her first true
excitement at the world of the physical sciences, fromwhich had grown the
conpul sion to conprehend nore of its workings that she had known ever since.

She was reni nded of those natural hairspring nechani sns now, as she sat
staring at a display screen in a conputer-graphics lab in the Governnent
Center at Turgenev. One of the things the Val entina Tereshkova experi nent was
reveal ing already was that there was still nmuch to be | earned about
mai nt ai ni ng conpl ex cl osed ecol ogies. Wth A ga's help, Paula had ended up
working in a section of the Environnental Departnent, creating conputer nodels
of plant and m croorganisminteraction cycles. The hope was eventually to
i ntegrate such nodels into a conprehensive sinulation of the colony's entire
bi ol ogy -- although that goal could easily be still many years away. She
traveled with an escorted party of others to Turgenev every day through a
five-day week, and back to Zanmork in the evening. She spent nost of her tine
there in the graphics lab of the central conmputer facility. The |ab was
located in a less restricted part of the sane general conputing conplex in
whi ch Magi ci an had net his downfall.

On the screen, an intricate, constantly changi ng network of col ored
synmbol s interconnected by flow |ines and feedback | oops nodel ed dynam cal ly
the coll ective metabolismof one of the closed aquatic ecosystens being tested
in the biolab area at Landausk. Currently the ecol ogy inside Valentina
Ter eshkova was sustai ned by using industrial engineering processes to produce
at nospheri c gases, recycle water, and renpove wastes. The longer-termintention
was to develop a self-regulating biological systemto performthese functions
-- an Earth-type ecology in mniature. But the subtleties and conmplexities of
the interactions involved, even in a small, isolated aquatic system sinpler
than any farmnmyard pond, were endl ess and fascinating. She had thought for a
long tinme at the back of her m nd about quitting the Air Force and defense
work for a field to which she coul d devote herself with total absorption. But
for sone reason she had always put it off for just one nore year...

The door of the room opened and O ga cane in. She had tied her orange
hair high and was carryi ng sone books and a sheaf of papers, which she set
down on the desk behind Paula's chair. "Still busy, | see," she said. "I
talked to Stefan and got the things you said you wanted to read. Here they
are."

Paul a turned her chair away fromthe screen. "Thanks."

"How are things going?"

"Ch... nore conplicated than we expected, but interesting. How nuch
| onger before the Zanork bus | eaves?"

"About an hour. Why? Do you want to take the later one again? I'msure it
can be arranged."

"Yes."

O ga smled. "A prisoner applying for overtinme. Woever heard of anything



like it?"

"I feel like a person again."

"I was only teasing. | understand." She nodded at the screen. "Are you on
the track of what went wrong in test tank three?"

"I think so. The green al gae bl ooms support the fish as food and produce
oxygen. Al so, they detoxify some of the harnful gases, such as ammoni a. The
problemwith the way it's set up is that the systemwon't produce a dense
al gae popul ation, no matter what you do. So it pollutes itself through oxygen
starvation."

"Any idea why?"

"The macrophytic plants that they put in as purifiers upstreamto
oxygenate the shell-bacterial filters also produce an antibiotic that
interferes with the reproduction cycle of the algae," Paula said. "But it
woul d be difficult to elimnate them since they supply feed for the Wite
Chi nese Amur fish. So we need some way to break down the antibiotic. Bigheaded
carp cause blue-green algae to predom nate, whereas Silver Chinese carp, which
are phytopl ankton eaters, produce a shift toward diatom al gae." She si ghed.
"The whol e ecol ogy changes conpletely with even a slight shift in fish-species
conposition. In other words, the way they're trying to do it doesn't have
enough resilience against change. It's too sensitive. It needs nore negative
f eedback. "

O ga | ooked inpressed. "Did you work all this out?"

"No, | picked it up fromthe biologists. I'mjust helping out with the
sof tware. "

O ga noved round the desk and sat down in the chair on the far side.
"This kind of thing really interests you, doesn't it," she said. "Biology?"

"Not that, so rmuch. | know you're a physicist." Paula | eaned her chair
back and stretched out a leg to rest her foot on the edge of the console.
"Evolution interests me -- not in the biological sense especially, but the way

order and conplexity emerge out of chaos, generally."

"That's what | nean: the underlying processes commn to all of science.”
O ga seenmed to be trying to say that science, the comobn search for truth, was
somet hing that united people of all races and nationalities. They adhered to
the sane standards of ethics and intellectual honesty, and spoke the sane
| anguage. Deception -- especially self-deception -- was the only eneny, and it
was the eneny of all of them

Paul a | ooked across the desk and nmet the Russian woman's questi oni ng
| ook. "Yes, exactly," she said. In other words, they were both on the sane
side of something that had nothing to do with flags or frontiers. She | ooked
around the roomand up at the ceiling, shrugged, and sighed, d ga nodded her
head, acknow edgi ng that there was nothing nore they could safely say just
there and then. But Paul a sensed that O ga had acconplished what she'd cone in
for.

They nmet again later that evening back at Zanork, on the gray beach
fringing the reservoir. The strip-suns overhead were fading in sinulated dusk,
and other figures were out, making the best of the brief evening that would
persist until the perimeter lights were switched on. A cool breeze was com ng
across the water, A ga turned up the collar of the coat she was wearing over
her tunic, and they began wal king slowy along the water's edge toward where
t he beach ended at the hull wall.

"Wuld it cone as any great surprise to you to learn that | m ght have
had my own reasons for agreeing to help you that day back in the infirmary?"
A ga asked.

At the time, Paula had been too overw ought with her own circunstances,
and | ater too relieved to know she woul d be escaping fromthem to think about
it. But since settling in to her new status, she had wondered. "No, it
woul dn't," she answered honestly.

"I have no interest in political ideologies," Oga went on. "They are
not hi ng but medi eval religion and superstition, hiding behind different



sl ogans. Their purpose is the same: to control the mnds of people through
dogmati sm and mani pul ati on. Neither systemrespects truth, freedom or any
form of independent thinking, or tol erates opposing opinions. The inquisitors
of Galileo were no nore interested in the way the Earth noves than American
creationists care about the true origins of life on this planet. The rea
issue in both cases is that of traditional, unquestioned authority being
chal | enged. "

"But with science it's different,” Paula conpleted. "Okay, we see eye to
eye on all that. So, where is this |eading?"

"Along with others, |I came to the conclusion that the ethic and
rationality of the scientific approach to understanding reality could help
formthe basis of a saner world," Oga replied. "But Neanderthal politica
systens stood in the way -- particularly the ones |ike ours that suppress free
expression, which is essential if anything better is to evolve. So | becane
politically active as a dissident, and upset a |lot of people in the process.
To cut a long story short, | ended up losing nmy academic titles, being
arrested, and eventually getting shipped up here."

Paul a nodded, "So?"

"The dissidents that | worked with are still active back there,” O ga
said. "Most of themare the kind of people that we have tal ked about -- our
ki nd of people: scientists, intellectuals, and thinkers who believe in the
possibility of a safer, nore civilized world based on reason and honesty."
They had neared the point where the wall of the outer hull rose sheer at the
water's edge. Behind them the ground above the beach rose steeply to becone
the hill forming the valley side, lined with the huts of the special VIFP s.
They stopped, and O ga turned to face Paula directly. "Many others were
arrested over the years. W could never find out what had happened to them
But when | canme to Zanmork, | found many of themup here, alive and well."

"Go on," Paula said, still not seeing any connection with herself.

O ga's voice dropped instinctively, even though they were alone. "I
managed to establish a way of conmunicating with sonebody down there.”

"To Earth?"

"Yes. | was able to send information about the people who were up here --
there were coll eagues down there who coul d make good use of such information
besi des friends and rel ati ves who needed to be told. And nore than that. Wth
early notification of the new arrivals up here, our people down in Russia knew
who el se was at risk -- the KGB works in predictable patterns. Many were
snmuggl ed out of the country in good tine. The KGB was going insane trying to
di scover where the information was com ng from"

"Well, that's great, but why are you telling nme all this?" Paula said.

"The channel was cut, due to an accident. | need a conmunications
specialist to restore it. Now |'m asking you to help ne."

So that was what had caught O ga's interest in the infirmary. Now it al
fitted together. They turned and began retracing their steps slowmy along the
beach. Lights were coning on around the perinmeter and along the wire barrier
twenty yards out in the water. "How did it work?" Paul a asked.

"Does that mean you will hel p?"

"I don't know at this stage if | can. You'll have to tell ne nore about
it."

"I once had a lover who was a university professor,” Oga replied. "Let's
call himlvan. Ch, it wasn't so terribly serious -- he was formerly a Navy
man, and quite active with the |adies from Archangel to VI adi vost ok,
suspect. But whatever, we found that we shared certain values, and we remai ned
good friends even after the passionate stage wore off."

"What kind of professor is he?"

"WAs -- conmuni cations engineering. But now he's at a research
establishnment in Siberia. It also happens to be the groundstation that handl es
the main comuni cations link from Val enti na Tereshkova," O ga turned her head
to glance at Paul a as they wal ked. "Now do you see?"

Paul a stopped wal ki ng, and her eyes narrowed. O ga waited. "The place



you've got ne into at Turgenev... that's no coincidence either, is it?" Paula
said slowy. "It's practically next door to the Conmunications Center."

"You catch on fast," A ga nurnmured. They resuned wal ki ng. d ga conti nued
"I assune you're famliar with the random nunber streans that are used as
fillers between messages on secure channel s as routine procedure.”

Paul a saw the inplication inmedi ately. "You piggybacked on the beam
usi ng the gaps."

"Right."

" How?"

"lIvan snuggled a specially programmed el ectronic chip up to ne via a
flight-deck officer on one of the transporters. It was designed to replace the
random nunber generator in the encoding processor of the primary Earthside
conm i nk, inside the Conmunications Center. The way it worked was, first I'd
plug the chip into a BVv-Fifteen and preload it with the nessage text that |
wanted to send -- | could do that nyself anywhere. Then a certain insider
whose nane doesn't nmatter would switch the chip inside the Comunications
Center for me, and the nessage was transnmitted automatically.”

"COkay, | get it." Paula nodded. The BV-15 was a standard Sovi et
gener al - pur pose conputer, used as a net term nal or stand-al one system and
found all over Tereshkova. There were two of themin the graphics | ab where
Paul a worked. "So what went w ong?"

"There was an equi prent fault that caused a power surge and bl ew up the

chip,” AOgareplied sinply. "I still have ny contact inside the Conmunications
Center. The procedure should still work. But we no |onger have the hardware."
"And you want nme to program a new chip," Paul a concl uded.
"Exactly. | have specifications of the BV-Fifteen programfor |oading the

chip, and | can get docunentation for the transnission encoders. You already
have access to the equi pnent you need in the graphics |ab. There would be no
need for you to physically enter the Comunications Center itself, or any
ot her secure area.”

"\What about the messages coming in from Earth?" Paul a asked. "How do you
handl e t hen?"

"I can take care of that nyself," O ga answered.

"If we do it, is there any guarantee Ivan will still be listening after
all this time?"

"No. Let's just hope that he is.”

They stood looking in silence at the lights and the water for a while.
"When do you want an answer?" Paul a asked at | ast.

"I was hoping for one now "

"l have to think about it."

"Tonorrow, then?"

"Ckay, tonorrow "

When they nmet the next day, Paula had been having sone ideas of her own
about how a private comunications link to Earth m ght prove useful, too --
except that the people she had in nmind to conmmunicate with had nothing to do
with Soviet intellectual dissidents or with spiriting fugitives out of Russia.
How she m ght be able to extend the link fromthe groundstation in Siberia to
the West's military-conmmuni cati ons network, she at present hadn't the faintest
idea. But in the neantime, the opportunity for setting up the first phase was
too good to miss. Her fingertips were already itching inpatiently at the
pr ospect .

"Al'l right," she told A ga. "You ve got yourself a deal. Let's hope
Ivan's still listening -- 1'Il give it atry."

CHAPTER TWENTY- NI NE

McCain rinsed off the suds and dried his face briskly with his towel in
front of the mirror. CGonares was working at the hub again that week, and had



been bringi ng back descriptions and sketches as MCain had asked. From his
initial perusals of them they seenmed to McCain to bear out the officially
publ i shed construction plans. Maybe Fol eda had all owed hinmself to get carried
away for once.

The door opened as if a grizzly bear had swiped at it, and Oskar Snovak
cane in. He threw down a plastic box containing his soap and shavi ng gear, and
began peeling off his shirt. "Sounds as if we're going to be getting the place
spruced up before very much | onger, eh, Lew?" he said, |leaning forward to
exam ne his beard in the mrror

"How cone?"

"This place is going to be the big attraction."

" Zanor k?"

"No, the whole of Tereshkova. Haven't you heard?"

"Heard what ?"

"Big celebrations for the centenary. All the Russian bigwigs will be
com ng here -- First Secretary Petrokhov, Chairman of the Council of
M ni sters, Kavansky, the whole Politburo, nost of the Central Conmittee..
Tereshkova will be the showpi ece of the Communi st world." Novenmber 7 was the

day the Soviets traditionally cel ebrated the Revolution. This year would be
extra special, since it was the centenary.

"Well, don't forget to wite down all your conplaints and suggestions,"”
McCai n grunt ed.

VWhen McCain cane out of the washroom he found Luchenko sitting with
Nol an at the end table. Andreyov was readi ng sonmet hing to Borowski nearby, and
Taugin was |lying norosely on his bunk. King and Kong, as usual, were hovering
not especially inconspicuously in the background. Luchenko caught MCain's
eyes and tilted his head to beckon himover. MCain stopped.

"You have been getting good reports fromyour work detail,"’
said. "I'mglad to see it."

"I like to think |I earn nmy keep," MCain answered.

"You seemto be behaving yourself nore these days."

"Peopl e are | eaving nme al one nore these days."

Luchenko let the remark pass. "Just to show that such things do not go
unrecogni zed, | will be assigning you to nore outside duties around the
colony," he said. "I trust you will find that agreeable."

McCain raised his eyebrows in genuine surprise. It fitted in with his own
ainms perfectly. "Sure," he replied. "I like to be out and about."

"Of course. Well, just so you know what to expect." Luchenko stared up
with an expression that said he had made a concessi on and woul d be expecting
some reciprocation. McCain returned a | ook that said maybe, and noved on. He
guessed that Luchenko had had no choice, so was making it look |ike a favor.
In other words, Luchenko had been notified that there was going to be need for
a lot of outside work around the colony. It fitted with what Snovak had j ust
sai d.

Luchenko

Charlie Chan was with Irzan and Nunghan, who were dealing cards over a

bunk in one of the mddle sections. "I know a funny joke," he said, catching
McCain by the sl eeve as he passed.
" 0,1?"

Charlie Chan shook, barely able to contain hinself. "A Russian from
Moscow goes into a Yakut's, hut on the tundra and sees a gl ove hanging from
the ceiling. He says, 'Wat's that?' And the Yakut replies, 'A cow s udder."'"

"Go on."

"That's it. A cow s udder!"”

Chan col | apsed onto his bunk, where he lay shrieking and withing with
mrth. MCain wal ked on, shaking his head. He still hadn't managed to fathom
Charlie Chan's weird hunor. Maybe it was a glinpse of howit had all begun, he
mused -- the first dazzling insight to metaphor, back in the wi nter gl oom of
some Neanderthal cave, which had evol ved down through the ages fromthose
begi nni ngs through the court jester and the nmusic hall, to Buster Keaton
Laurel and Hardy, the banana peel and the custard pie.



"I know anot her one just as good," Charlie Chan's voice offered behind
himas he reached the front section

"Tonorrow," MCain called back. "I couldn't stand it."

Mungabo was sitting on the top bunk, sewing a tear in his pants, and
Rashazzi and Haber were debating sonething abstruse at the center table.
Scanl on and Koh were sitting on opposite bunks in the bay on the far side, and
seened to be tal king about the evolution of cultures again. MCain wandered
around the table behind the two scientists and sat down next to Koh. "Snovak
tells ne we're going to be getting sonme visitors," MCain said.

Koh nodded. "So it appears. |'ve also heard a runor of ammesties being
granted -- part of the public-relations spectacul ars. They plan on making this
a big event."

"Does that mean we're all going hone?"

"I wouldn't hold ny breath. If there's anything to it at all, it probably
only applies to the privs."

The tal king and the activity anong the occupants of the billet's front
section were to cover their underlying tension in the time left before
[ights-out. For tonight was when they would nmake their first attenpt at
breaki ng through into the underfl oor space.

"Koh was just saying sone fascinating things about history," Scanlon told
McCain. "And isn't that something you' re always talking about yourself?"

"It was one of ny majors, sure," MCain replied.

Koh nodded. "W were discussing the European Renai ssance."

"Except that the man's saying it wasn't a Renai ssance at all,"
sai d.

"The termis a misnoner,"” Koh settled hinself nmore confortably on the
bunk. "It was the birth of a new culture, not a rebirth of anything." MQCain
renenbered hearing this before. But on the | ast occasion, Koh had been snoking
his herbal m xture and had becone incoherent before he could get any further
Koh went on, "Teachers and professors like to think that their subjects are
part of a glorious |egacy that spans down through the ages in an unbroken
succession fromthe distant past. It gives thema feeling of noble pedigree.
So they present architecture, or art, or mathematics, or whatever as a
continuum and divide it into periods that they call O assical, Medieval,
Modern, and so on. But the continuity they see is an illusion. Each culture
possesses its own uni que way of conceptualizing reality -- a collective
m ndset that determ nes how the world is perceived. And everything which a
culture creates -- its art, its technology, its political and econom c system
-- is unavoidably part of an expression of its unique worldview Ch, it's true
that a culture m ght adopt some things it finds useful fromothers that went
before, but that doesn't constitute a |lineage. The splendor of Ronme was the
voi ce of the Roman worl dview, the New York skyline spoke of America. They were
products of different minds and perceptions. There was no |line of descent from
one to the other."

The ceiling lights blinked three times to signal five mnutes to
lights-out. Haber and Rashazzi got up fromthe table and cane over. MCain
nmoved his |l egs to nake room for Haber to sit down. Rashazzi stepped up to the
top bunk and turned to sit with his | egs dangling over the side.

Koh continued, "Rone was an expression of C assical Man, who never
mast ered the concept of infinity, but shrank fromit at every encounter. Look
at his pictures and vase paintings. They show only foregrounds, never any
background. You see -- they avoid the challenges of distance and linitless
extent. H s tenples were domi nated by frontages that denied and suppressed
i nner space. He shunned the open ocean and sel dom sail ed out of sight of |and.
Hs world was tineless: its past lay hidden in an obscure, unchangi ng real m of
gods, and he made no plans or provision for any future.... In other words,
everything that O assical Man created expressed the same thing: perception of
a world that was finite and bounded. Even his mathematics confined itself to
the study of finite, static objects: geonetric figures bounded by I|ines;
sol i ds bounded by planes. Tine was never recognized as a dynam c variable --

Scanl on



t hat was what confounded Zeno and |l ed to insol uble paradoxes. And O assica
Man's nunber system contai ned no negatives and no irrationals -- not because
he was intellectually incapable of dealing with them but sinply because his
wor | dvi ew enconpassed nothing that such entities were needed to describe. In a
finite, tangible world, nunmbers merely enunerate finite, tangible objects. And
it was perfectly natural that the formof art that dom nated his culture
shoul d be scul ptures: static, finite objects bounded by surfaces."

Rashazzi seened about to say sonething, then rubbed his chin thoughtfully
and nodded, evidently deciding not to interrupt. The sound of Snovak bel |l ow ng
about somet hing cane fromfarther along the billet.

"But C assical Man died, and Europe stagnated through the centuries of
its Dark Ages before Western Man appeared. That's the way every new culture
ari ses: nothing significant happens for thousands of years, and then
suddenly, a new breed of Man with a new worl dview bursts forth in a frenzy of
creativity that sweeps the old order away. Western Man appeared out of the
wr eckage when European feudalismcollapsed -- not as a reincarnation of
C assi cal Man, who was gone forever, but born in his own right, fromhis own
begi nni ngs.

"Western Man not only conprehended change and infinity, he delighted in
them-- with a restless, thrusting energy, the Iike of which the world had
never seen. After the stagnation of the Dark Ages, everything that spoke for
hi mwas an exultation of the newfound freedons that they synbolized. The
cal cul us of Newton and Leibnitz was the | anguage of a universe no | onger
static and bounded, but dynamic and unlimted, to be explored through the
scientific passion for discovery and the voyages of the global navigators. His
mast ery of perspective and soaring Gothic arches rejoiced in the experience of
boundl ess, endl ess space. And what was his dom nant formof art, which reached
its zenith of expression along with the high point of his culture in the
ei ghteenth century? Misic, of course. For what else is the nmusic of Myzart and
Beet hoven than flute and strings exploring vast, orchestra-created voids --
the flourishes of baroque porticoes and the curves of the infinitesinal

cal culus, the commtnent to reason and the power of intellect -- set to
sound?"

Koh paused and stared solemly into the space opposite him H s voice
took on an edge of regret. "But, |ike O assical Man before him-- in fact, any
organismthat is born lives out its span and dies -- he was not imortal. And

i ke Classical Man he bal ked before realities that his nature was unable to
assim |l ate. The problens that have plagued hi msince are the consequences.”

"You nmean the problens we're in right now, today?" Rashazzi said.

"Yes. Whereas O assical Man couldn't conme to terms with infinities of
space and tinme, what confounded Western Man was the confrontation wth
physical infinities: the infinity of potential growh and achi evenment that is
implicit in the evolutionary process itself and in the creative power of the
intelligent mind. For although free of the tyranny of feudalism Wstern Man
is essentially Malthusian in his worldview, always bounded by the currently
perceived limts and possibilities. He extended his vision to the horizon, but
not beyond it. As the continuous functions of his mathematics aptly synbolize,
his is a world that changes snoothly, an orderly, civilized world, unable to
acconmmodate to sudden |l eaps. Was it nere coincidence, then, that the world of
Western Man fell apart at the end of the nineteenth century, when it cane
face-to-face with the discontinuities of relativity, quantum nmechanics,
evolution, and the inplications of industrialized econom c gromh? He couldn't
cope with phase changes. Ch, sone individuals played with the concepts
academcally in the same way that Zeno played with mathematical infinities;
but the collective mind-set of Western Man was unable to feel what the
concepts neant. And so, he has foundered into his own, cultureless, Dark Age."
The lights-out warning flashed. "Time to break it up, you lot at the

Smovak's voice called out. "Let's have sonme quiet.”
"Oskar, you nmake nmore noise than all of those guys put together," Mngabo
shot back fromthe far side of the table. The group di spersed back to their

end,



own bunks.

"'Tis a small part we are of everything, when ye think about it, and
that's the truth,” Scanlon said fromacross the aisle as McCain clinbed into
bed.

"What makes you so interested in all that stuff of Koh's?" MCain asked.

"I"'mnot sure. It's a new way of |ooking at things." Scanlon paused. "I
suppose a man likes to think that what he is and what he does will add a
little to something that matters. Like them stones that Koh tal ks about..
Woul dn't anyone rather think that what he did would be built into sonething
worthwhile than be left in the rubble?" MCain turned his head and | ooked
across at him Scanlon was staring up at the ceiling, deep in thought. Then
the lights went out.

A half hour later, McCain was lying in the dark, waiting for his senses
to register the pattern of stillness that would tell himthat the billet had
settled down for the night. It was possible that the surveillance m ght
i nclude infrared sensors capabl e of tracking body novements in the darkness or
ot her devices that Rashazzi had failed to detect -- but there had to be sone
risks.

"COkay?" he breathed into the darkness when he judged the time to be
ri ght.

"Ckay," Scanlon's voi ce whispered back

"On your way," Mingabo muttered above.

McCain raised his head and whistled quietly through his teeth. A sinilar
si gnal acknow edged fromthe far side, which nmeant Rashazzi agreed, MCain
lifted his blanket aside and rolled noiselessly onto the floor. He slid the
drawer out from underneath his bunk and placed it on top, then turned and
renoved Scanlon's drawer also, lifting it up on top of his own. Then he noved
out between his and Scanl on's bunks toward the center space of the billet. The
bl ack-cl ad shape of Rashazzi was already wiggling along the floor on the far
side of the table to neet him MCain reached under the table and grasped the
ends of the wires that Rashazzi pushed through for him Then he craw ed back
bet ween t he bunks, passed one wire to Scanlon, and drew the other into the
space underneath his own bunk, where the drawer had been

The "gesture of good faith" that Koh had brought for MCain fromthe
escape committee had turned out to be a set of wiring diagrams show ng the
| ayout of heating, lighting, and security circuits, which were standardi zed
and the sanme for every billet. In particular, they showed the |ocations of the
conducting strips on the backs of the structural panels, and their connection
points to the alarmwi ring. The information would make it possible to bore
holes in just the right places to attach junper |eads for bypassing the
breaks, w thout having to disturb any panel s beforehand. Then, with |uck, they
woul d be able to Iift the bypassed fl oorpanel and explore the recesses beneath
wi thout triggering the alarmsystem That was the purpose of the night's
experi ment.

Apparently the escape conmittee had obtained the diagrans through bribery
foll owed by blackmail froma Russian electrician. Exactly who the conmittee
were, or at |east which of themwere responsible for this particular venture,
Koh hadn't said. Their problemwas that they were in a billet on the upper
| evel , and going down fromthere would sinply have brought themthrough the
ceiling of the billets below. Hence they needed the cooperation of people who
were already on the | ower |evel

McCai n and Scanl on had spent nuch of the previous night taking turns to
lie in the narrow space between the bunks, |aboriously cutting two saucer-size
hol es through the soft-alloy floorplates in the positions indicated on the
di agrams. McCain renoved the disk on his side, which had been resealed with a
conmpound of al um num dust and a nonsetting goo that Rashazzi had concoct ed,
and felt beneath the floorplate for the | owvoltage cabl e running beneath the
hol e. He scraped an inch of the cable bare and attached the wire that Rashazz
had passed from across the room securing it with adhesive tape. Meanwhile



Scanl on had done the sane on his side, hanging his arm around the edge of his
bunk. There was nothing nore for themto do now until Rashazzi conpleted the
nore conplicated connections on the far side of the room Wen that was done,
t hey woul d have constructed a bridge circuit across the end of the billet,
bypassing the pattern of contact strips beneath the floor. Wile Rashazzi

wor ked on the wiring, Haber and Koh, working fromthe bunks on either side,
shoul d al ready have taken the heads off the remaining rivets hol di ng down the
panel .

"How are we doi ng?" Scanl on's voi ce whi spered fromthe darkness close to
McCain's ear.

"It's attached. I'mwaiting for Razz." Rashazzi woul d be neasuring
resi stances and vol tages before he risked breaking the circuit.

"Any bets on what's downstairs?"

"Probably bilgewater." Only MCain and Rashazzi woul d actually be going.
There was no need for a circus.

At last, the wire in MCain's fingers jerked three tinmes. He
acknow edged. "That's it," he told Scanlon. "They've got the plate up. | guess
thisisit."

"Cood | uck, Lew. "

McCain crawl ed back to the center space and stopped to listen, but could
det ect not hing abnormal. Myving slowy and soundl essly, he crossed the center
bet ween the end of the table and the door, and then noved toward the space
bet ween the two opposite bunks.

He found the edge of the hole with his fingers. Rashazzi had al ready gone
down. Haber reached out in the darkness and handed hima purloined flashlight
and a cloth bag containing tools, sone nylon rope, and other itens that m ght
cone in useful. McCain patted the German's arm and then | owered hinself
full-length down into the opening between the bunks. He felt hard protrusions
and structural beans around him all the nore constricting and entonbing in
the total darkness now pressing in fromevery side. Then he heard the
floorplate being replaced above him

Li ght appeared ahead, sil houetting Rashazzi's form against a clutter of
supporting nenbers, pipewrk, and cabling. There was little clearance, and
McCain's first thought was to wonder if the expedition mght have ended
al ready, right there. They began exam ning the surroundi ngs nethodically inch
by inch, shifting their flashlights to opposite hands and rolling over to
study first one side, then the other. Rashazzi spent sone tine on his back
exam ni ng the conduction strips fromthe underside. One of the tasks for
toni ght would be to install a second bypass circuit below the floor, so that
in future they'd be able to lift the plate up again w thout repeating the
whol e procedure every tine. They found no sign of surveillance devices in the
bel owfl oor space. Then Rashazzi began worm ng his way forward. McCain could
see nothing of what |ay ahead, since Rashazzi's body was between himand the
light.

After he had progressed eight feet or so, Rashazzi stopped and began
nmovi ng the light around to reconnoiter, MCain noved up behind him It was a
tight squeeze. Then, as Rashazzi continued angling his lanp this way and that,
a glint of light caught McCain's eye for an instant, reflecting off something
bel ow. He pointed his own | anp down between two of the metal ribs he was |ying
on, and brought his face close to peer along the beam There was a much
room er space down there, with glinpses of machinery. Suddenly MCain realized

that he and Rashazzi were not truly in the bel owfloor space at all. They were
lying in a shallow frame carrying pipes and cables i medi ately beneath the
flooring; the true interdeck conpartnent was still beneath them He tapped

Rashazzi's leg, and light blinded himas Rashazzi ainmed his |anp back to I ook
over his shoulder. MCain pointed at the metal work beneath them and jabbed his
finger up and down several times. Rashazzi understood and probed the darkness
beneath with his beam but from where they were, there was no way down.
Rashazzi continued wiggling forward, stopping after another ten feet or so to
| et McCain catch up.



By now they were well under the next billet, if not beyond, with a steady
background of hunmi ng and throbbing com ng fromthe darkness beneath. Rashazzi
shone his | anp ahead to check the next stretch. Then he emtted a soft "Ahah!"
and resumed crawling. McCain foll owed and saw that a | arge pipe that had been
wal ling themin on the right made a sudden turn away, leaving a gap in the
side of the frame |arge enough to squeeze through. Rashazzi was al ready
| owering hinmself down. Then he provided the light while MCain joined him

They were in a space barely high enough to stoop in, standing on a netal
floor. Around themwere runs of ducting, blowers and other machinery, pillars
and braces supporting the deck above, and a maze of pipework. Shining their
lights upward, they could see the frane they'd been craw ing inside. They
spent some time checking again for surveillance devices, but could find
nothing. "It |ooks clean," Rashazzi whispered, finally. "You know, | think we
m ght just have done it -- a place where we can avoid surveillance, w thout
having to get out of Zanork."

"Maybe," McCain replied. "Let's check out some nore of it."

They had already agreed that to get as far fromthe known parts of Zanork
as they could, they would continue exploring downward rather than laterally if
they did get below the billet, and accordingly they set to work exam ning the
floor. It consisted of reinforced metal plates secured by spot-welds. Rashazz
had made a hand-operated trepan-like device for cutting sheet netal away
around such welds, but it would be tedious and time-consum ng. Rather than
conmit thenselves to such a task, they noved along to the next panel, but
found the sanme thing. And with the next; and the next. But the one after that
was different: it was secured not by welds, but by snap fasteners.

"Considerate," MCain grunted. "Mist be renovabl e for maintenance or
somet hi ng. "

Rashazzi shrugged in the torchlight. Wthout further ado, he | oosened the
panel and lifted it aside. Bel ow was a shall ow space containing a lighting
fixture in what was apparently the ceiling of yet another |evel below The
Israeli felt in one of his pockets for an electrician's screwdriver tipped
with a neon indicator and squatted down to probe around the connections. The
neon failed to light. "It's not live, anyway," Rashazzi said.

They turned their lanps off while McCain tested the ceiling panel. It
lifted freely and showed no trace of |ight from bel ow. Rashazzi sw tched his
[ anp on again, while McCain swng the panel upward on its cables and | odged it
to one side. They peered down through the gap and made out nore machinery,
with portions of nmetal flooring some distance below, but it was difficult to
judge how far. MCain unraveled the rope fromhis bag and | owered one end down
whi | e Rashazzi tied the other end to a pillar, MCain checked that his bag was
securely tied at his waist, then swng his legs into the hole and | owered
hi msel f down hand over hand until his feet found the floor bel ow Rashazzi
fol | oned.

They were in a narrow wal kway that coul d have been intended for
mai ntenance. It |ed between punps, transforners, and | arge, squat cylinders
wreat hed in pipes, that seened to be storage tanks. O perhaps it could have
been used during construction of Val entina Tereshkova, for the absence of
power in the ceiling |ight suggested that the place was visited infrequently.
"I wonder where this leads," MCain said. "W might have an open gateway here,
right out of Zanork, anytine." The floorplates this time, however, were
solidly seam wel ded, precluding any possibility of penetrating further in the
downward direction w thout enornous effort. They began exploring the
sur roundi ngs.

Fart her on, another wal kway went off to one side. They followed it
between the | ast of the storage tanks and girderwork abutting a bul khead to a
series of bays containing power-distribution equipment and banks of enornous
batteries -- a backup supply systemfor enmergency power. An internedi ate deck
split the space beyond into two | evels. The upper level was cluttered with
nore piping and structural work. But the | ower space, the floor of which was
actually sunken a few feet to make it considerably deeper and roomer than it



appeared fromeven a short distance away, was conparatively enpty. Conceivably
it had been |l eft as expansion space in which to install nore equipnent at somne
| ater date. MCain and Rashazzi gl anced at each other in the torchlight, then
nmoved cl oser and | owered thensel ves down into the space.

It went back perhaps twenty feet, ending at a solid bul khead wall, which
Rashazzi estimated could well be the near side of CGorky Street, extending down
to the lower levels. That fitted with the mental nmap that MCain had been
constructing, too. A wall of cable guides running between roof supports closed
in one of the sides, while the other was seni-open to a forest of supports and
tiebars that disappeared away into the blackness behind the storage tanks.

Rashazzi stroked his chin and | ooked around. "I don't know where we mi ght
be able to get to fromhere," he said. "It will take some time to check. But
you know sonet hing, Lew? Think of it -- here we are in a pretty secl uded

pl ace, with another whol e | evel above full of machi nery naking nice background
musi c to screen out noise. If we could run sone power into here from
somewhere, this would nake the perfect workshop that Al brecht and | were

| ooking for." He nodded and | ooked around again with evident satisfaction
"Yes, |'d say that tonight's expedition has already been well worth the
effort.”

CHAPTER THI RTY

The warm dry summer had done wonders for Myra's health, and by the
m ddl e of August her face had regained its color and filled out again. "Yeah,
| figure you'll last a few nore years yet, at least," Foleda told her
approvingly as they sat sipping iced orange juice at a sunshaded table on the
veranda at the back of the house.

"Doesn't she | ook so much better,” Ella said fromwhere she was sitting
with her |egs dangling in the pool, watching Johnny and two ot her boys of
about his age fromalong the street playing in the water on the far side. "You
| ook |ike a brand-new worman, Mother."

"I feel like one," Myra replied.

"See," Fol eda said. He al ways managed to | ook outrageous on his days off,
and on this occasion was wearing Bernuda shorts of a deafening tartan
sungl asses, and a straw hat. It rem nded Ella of pictures she had seen of
Churchill in sone of his wartime outfits. "That's what having an attentive
husband does for you."

"Are you going to let himget away with that, Mther?" Ela asked Mra.

"Sure, if it works both ways," Myra said. "Because | score higher. |
nmean, | ook at the state of him He hasn't had a day sick for years."

"And peopl e always think that kind of work is so stressful. You're a

fraud, Dad -- and living off us taxpayers, too."
"Nonsense. | work hard all the tinme. It's the best deal you people ever
got -- worth every penny."

"How cone no heart attacks, then?"

"The light heart and inner tranquility that come from bei ng honest." Mra
| aughed delightedly. "How can you possibly nmean it, Bernard? \Wat about the
fuss you had |l ast week with the attorney general over that Argentinean
mnister's hotel suite your people bugged?"

"Hell," Foleda grunted. "I said honest, not legal."

A call-tone cane fromthe screenpad lying by the tray on the table. Myra
pi cked it up and acknow edged. It was Randal, Ella's husband, frominside the
house. "Is Bernard there?" he asked. Myra passed the pad over.

"What ?" Fol eda sai d.

"There's a news itemjust coming in about that Russian space col ony
you're always interested in," Randal told him

"Ter eshkova?"

"Yes. | thought maybe you'd like to see it right away.... O | could
store it for later."



"No, I'd like to see it now," Foleda said. He started to get up

"Want me to put it through on the pad out there?"

"No, I'll cone inside. Wiy spoil the party?"

A bright-red beach ball bounced on the surface of the water and bobbed
agai nst the pool side, with Johnny splashing after it. "Were are you goi ng,
Grandpa?" he call ed up.

"Just inside for a mnute."

"Ask them they'll know, " one of Johnny's friends said, com ng across
behi nd hi m

"We'll know what?" Ella asked them

"Which did cone first, the chicken or the egg?"

"Ask your grandma," Ella answered. Johnny | ooked at Myra.

"Ask your grandfather," Myra said.

"Didn't they teach you at school that birds evolved fromreptiles?"

Fol eda said as he nade to | eave.

"Sure."

"Well, there's your answer: dinosaurs were |laying eggs before there were
any chi ckens."

Fol eda found Randal sprawl ed al ong a couch in the w ndow | ounge a half
| evel bel ow the kitchen and dining area, a handpad resting on his knee. "What
have we got?" Fol eda said, perching hinmself on an arm of one of the chairs
facing the wall screen across the room Randal touched a button and the screen
cane to life with a view of Mobscow s Red Square, showing the Kremin wall and
St. Basil's Cathedral. After a few seconds it switched to colums of parading
tanks and missile carriers, and then a line of heavily nmuffled Soviet |eaders
saluting fromthe reviewing stand atop the red-nmarbl e mausol eum of Lenin's
Tomb. "It canme in live a few m nutes ago," Randal said.

The comrentator's voice-over narrated: "News from Moscow today of a big
break with tradition. The customary mlitary parade hel d every Novenber
seventh to celebrate the uprising that brought the Communi st Party to power,
whi ch has | ong seenmed an inviolable national institution, will not take place
in this, the Revolution's centenary year. A spokesman for Tass, the Soviet
news agency, announced this norning that this year the occasion will be
commenorated out in space. Instead of reviewing the traditional mlitary
parade in Red Square -- which tends to be a cold business around Novenber tine
in Moscow -- the Soviet |eaders will be traveling en nasse to the experinental
space col ony Val enti na Tereshkova, two hundred thousand nmiles fromEarth" -- a
vi ew had appeared of Tereshkova hanging in space, followed by standard shots
of a transporter docking at the hub, a view of the Turgenev urban zone, and a
harvesti ng machine at work in one of the agricultural sectors, while the voice
continued -- "to see not marching soldiers and rockets, but scientists,
engi neers, farmers, and spaceborne factories. So, what does it nean? Are they
sendi ng us one of those fampus 'signals' we're always being told about? Sone
of the experts will be giving us their interpretations later. Frank Peterson
talked in Moscowwith M. Corlienko, the Soviet foreign mnister."

"What do you think?" Randal said to Foleda. "Doesn't that |ook like a
change? Cone on, Bernard, give them sone credit when it's due. This is exactly
the kind of initiative we need nore of. W have to reciprocate.”

"W'll see." Fol eda sounded skepti cal

"Damm t, anyone woul d think you people wanted a war," Randal said,
shaki ng his head in exasperation

It was a subject they often argued about. Randal was a psychiatrist. He
consi dered all nucl ear weapons i moral and had pronounced the world | eadership
collectively insane. Foleda, on the other hand, contended that the nuclear’
ti pped 1 CBM was the nost noral weapon to have been invented since the days
when kings led their soldiers into battle. It put the wealthy and the powerful
of all nations right up in the front Iine, where the risks were no |onger
exclusively other people's. "Wth true denocracy," Fol eda maintai ned,
"everybody is in the trenches."

On the screen the Soviet foreign mnister was telling an interviewer,



"Yes, you could describe it as a gesture. W see it as synbolizing the
direction of the Soviet Union's conmmitnment to the twenty-first century. Coning
in the one hundredth year of our existence as a nodern nation, the conpletion
of Val entina Tereshkova is a nodel to the world of what can be acconpli shed
under a conmuni st system Your econom sts and experts said it couldn't be done
-- that our systemwas too inefficient to achieve any significant nonmlitary
goal s. They di scouraged the energing nations of the world fromtrying to

enmul ate us. But we have shown them Tell us now what we are or are not capable
of achieving. That is the direction in which we will continue to grow --
stronger and nore prosperous. And is it not appropriate that on our centenary,
when this policy becomes a denonstrable reality, that is where our |eaders
shoul d be?"

"It's an honest, straightforward, goodw Il gesture,” Randal said across
at Fol eda. "Sonebody has to start trusting sonebody."

Fol eda didn't reply, but stared hard at the screen, trying in his mnd to
reconcil e what he had just heard with the nost recent trends to be distilled
fromthe various intelligence sources that his people tapped. Deliveries of
fuel and supplies to Soviet naval bases had been increasing significantly. The
War saw Pact nations had announced plans in the weeks ahead for mlitary
exercises to be held in Eastern Europe and Siberia that would invol ve
| arge-scal e troop and arnor novenents. Soviet aircraft had been doing a | ot of
practice flying lately. Fourteen hospitals near najor cities had installed
ener gency generating equi pnent in the last three nmonths al one. A K& genera
had taken charge of the Soviet civil-defense organization. No single item
stood out as grounds for anything conclusive, but taken together they added up
to precisely the kind of situation that nmade intelligence anal ysts nervous.

But the signs didn't seemto anticipate the sane | evel of activity
extending into the longer term The Soviet military units undergoing
nmobi |l i zation, for exanple, were not being issued with winter clothing and
equi prent; the quantities of spare parts being ordered fromfactories were not
consistent with demand requirenments extending far into the future. It seened
t hat whatever they were hatching woul d happen soon, and was expected to be
over with quickly. At a tine of acute first-strike apprehensi veness
everywhere, such a thought was bl ood-chilling. And now here was a specific
date, less than ten weeks away, slap in the mddle of the time frane that
seened to be indicated. Suddenly Foleda felt the sickening certainty that he
could already | ook at a cal endar and put his finger on doonsday.

"...you d think that sone people wanted a war." He realized that Randa
had been sayi ng sonet hi ng.

"What are you saying we should do, disarmunilaterally?" he asked,
snappi ng himsel f back to the present.

"Way not? If we did, they would. Then the probl em woul d have gone away.
That's sinple enough, surely.”

"But suppose you were wong, and they didn't," Fol eda said, his voice

still numb. "Wuld you be willing to run that risk? Wich would you see as
greater?"

Bef ore the exchange coul d proceed any further, a flashing synbol appeared
in the bottomcorner of the screen to indicate an inconing call. Randa

touched a button on the handpad. "Foledas'. This is Randal ."
"Hell o, Randal, this is Barbara Haynes, calling Bernard," a woman's voice
said fromthe unit. "lIs he around?"

"H , Barb. Sure -- one nonent."
“I"lIl take it up in the kitchen," Foleda said, relieved at the chance to
extricate hinself. Randal redirected the call, erased the stored bulletin that

they had just watched, and settled back to see what el se had cone in on the
news.

Barbara was calling froma house that the Cl A owned on some tree-covered
acres in Maryland. "W collected Ms. Jones and took her to the farm
Everything's fine. Shall | confirmthat you'll be com ng out tomorrow to talk
to her?" It nmeant that Anita Dorkas had arrived from London, been smnuggl ed



through the airport despite attenpts by Soviet officials to intervene, and was
now i nstalled at the safe house.
"Good work," Foleda said, "You bet 1'll be there."

The room had a large marble fireplace, a nolded plaster ceiling, and high
wi ndows with rich, heavy drapes, |ooking out over |lawns and a rose garden. It
was furnished traditionally with a sl ender-1|egged Georgi an si deboard,
davenport, side tables, and several settees and w ng-backed chairs. A grand
pi ano stood at the far end, inside the arched entrance-way fromthe hall
Anita Dorkas was sitting at one end of the long central table, with Fol eda
across the corner fromher on one side and Barbara on the other. Harry Meech
al so fromthe departnent, sat at the other end with a portable screen-pad,
surrounded by files and notes. Gerald Kehrn fromthe Defense Departnent was
paci ng around agitatedly, first studying the pictures on the walls, now
pi cking up a vase, then stooping to exanmine the china in one of the
gl ass-fronted cabi nets.

"And that was enough to make you so certain you'd been discovered?"

Fol eda sai d again.

"It wasn't just that. It was a conbination of several things," Anita
replied. She sounded tired, but not resentful. This kind of thing was
necessary and not unexpected. "The behavior of mnmy superior at the enbassy that
day. The fact that they chose a tine when Enri ko was away. And when he told ne
what Shepanov had said -- about the woman that my ex-husband had taken up with
being arrested -- the inplications were obvious. lgor -- my ex-husband,

Prof essor Dyashkin -- woul d have cone under suspicion imediately. W had both
been invol ved i n underground dissident activities, and for all | knew he m ght
have been arrested, too, by then. Either way, it was only a matter of tine
before they got onto ne. | was afraid that if | went in to work the next
norning, | would only cone out again under arrest, en route for Russia."

"You just wal ked out," Foleda said. "Not a word to your husband? You
didn't say anything? You've never seen himsince. Isn't that a little odd?"

"I"ve already explained: | used him He was head-to-toe KGB. There was
never anythi ng personal between us as far as | was concerned. | had no qual ns
in that respect."

"How did he feel about it?"

"As far as | could tell, he saw ours as a normal marriage."

"How woul d you describe his attitude to your rel ationship?"

Anita hesitated and searched for words. "He was... well, considerate
enough in our dealings, | suppose.... not ungenerous. W had ups and downs

occasionally, but on the whole we got along all right. You could have
described it as a friendly acconmodati on, not exactly romantic..."

"WAs it successful sexually?"

Anita nodded. "Yes, I'd say so."

"But you've just said he was pure KGB," Fol eda pointed out. "Earlier, you
painted a pretty clear picture for us of your ideological convictions. They're
very strong. Wasn't there any basic enotional conflict here? A paradox,
maybe?"

"I"'mnot sure | follow you," Anita said.

"Didn't it bother you to go to bed with a dedicated officer of the KGB?"
Bar bara asked her.

Anita | ooked at her squarely, then at Fol eda. "No. He was quite good, if
you must know. And it is fun. Way not nake the best of it?"

"Did he have other wonen, too?"

"I'f he did now and then, it wouldn't have surprised ne."

"Woul d the thought have troubled you?"

"No. "
"How about yoursel f?"
"Never ampong the enbassy staff. | couldn't afford to risk conpromn sing ny
own work."

"But el sewhere? Your illegal contacts in London?"



"There was one, yes."

"You didn't contact himthe night you decided to get away -- before you
cal l ed the SI'S nunber?"

"No. "

"Why not ?"

"It sinmply wasn't that strong a thing. | needed help, not friendship."

Fol eda nodded, satisfied, while Meech scribbled furiously at the far end
of the table and tapped buttons on his screenpad. It woul d have been easy for
Anita to have tried harder to justify her action by depicting herself as
havi ng had a rougher tinme from her husband, and putting nore blane on himfor
the problem What she had said didn't have the ring of a cover story about it.

There was a short pause. Anita refilled her water glass fromthe pitcher
on the table, took a sip, and lit a cigarette.

"Cetting back to Professor Dyashkin," Kehrn said over his shoul der from
across the room "You and he were narried when, did you say?"

"August third, 2003," Anita replied.

"And divorced?..."

"2011. | forget the precise date."

"I'n Moscow. "

"Yes."

"Whi ch was after he'd begun his affair with dga..."

"d ga OGshkadov. Yes."

"But before he noved to Sokhotsk."

"Where?" Anita frowned. "I've never heard of that place."

Kehrn made a pretense of forgetfulness. "Ch, that's right, I'msorry. You
didn't keep in touch, did you?" Meech nodded to hinself unconsciously as he
recall ed earlier answers onto the screen for conparison. Kehrn canme back to
the tabl e and rummaged t hrough sone papers. "Presumably you have heard of
Val enti na Tereshkova, though," he said.

Anita shrugged lightly, "The space col ony? Wy, of course. In fact,
wasn't it in the news yesterday?"

"Does it hold any special significance for you?"

"No, none. Should it?"

"Does it hold any significance for Professor Dyashkin? Do you connect him
with it in any way? Did he ever tal k about it?"

Anita could only shake her head, "If he was connected with it sonehow, |
was never aware. He never nmentioned it in any special sense -- only the casua
ref erences that anyone m ght nake concerning things that appear in the news."

"And you said that you didn't know he'd noved to Siberia?"

"No, | didn't say that. | knew he'd noved to Siberia. | didn't know
exactly where. Was it to the place you nentioned a nonent ago?"

The interview went on in a simlar vein until it was time for |unch
Kehrn went through with Anita to the table that the house orderlies had set in
the dining room where two Cl A officers who woul d be questioning Anita further
in the afternoon were due to neet them Foleda announced that he would go for
a stroll around the pond at the rear of the house to feed the ducks and get
some air before joining the party, Barbara acconpanied him

"What do you nmake of it?" he asked her

"I still think she's genuine. In fact, I'mnore convinced than | was in
London. "

"Uh- huh. What el se?"

"Well, if Professor Dyashkin is also nmixed up with the Friday O ub, and

his ladyfriend O ga has been arrested, that maybe answers one of the big
guesti ons we've been asking; Wiy does he want to defect? He can feel the heat
closing in on him and wants an option for an out."

"It's obvious, isn't it." There was a note to Foleda's voice that said
perhaps it was too obvious. He stopped as a flotilla of ducks arrived from
across the pond and waited a few feet out fromthe bank for the pieces of
breadrolls he'd picked up fromthe plates that had conme in with the coffee



earlier. "Then, hows this for a long shot?" he said. "Let's suppose that 4 ga
was nmoved up to Tereshkova for some reason, and that she's inside the prison
canp there. W already know that Dyashkin is at the receiving end of the

Bl ueprint transm ssions. See my point?"

Bar bara nodded. "It's a good bet that A ga's the person at the other."

"That's the way it |ooks to ne." Fol eda broke another roll and tossed the
pi eces into the water.

"How can we find out for sure?"

"Easily -- by asking Dyashkin. He nust know who it is he's talking to."

"Woul d he tell us?"

"Why shouldn't he? He confirned that Lew McCain and the Bryce girl are up
there. And besides, he's sweating and he m ght want us to get himout, so he's
not of a mind to refuse favors," Fol eda turned back fromthe pond. "Now let's
string all those facts together. W' ve never been able to di scover how he
works his end of the Blueprint line, but we know he's got some way of sending
nmessages up to Mernmai d.

Now, we're pretty certain his contact up there is dga, and O ga was
arrested for anti-Soviet activities. Now let's assune that A ga's inside the
same place that Lew McCain and Bryce are in... and bearing in mnd that we
al ready possess a |link between us and Dyashkin... See the possibilities?"

Bar bara shook her head and blinked at the audacity of what Fol eda was
suggesting. "Then, maybe we could use his line to get through to our own
peopl e up there," she conpl et ed.

"A neat idea, eh? Who knows what kind of use we nmight find for a
connection |ike that?" Foleda threw the |ast of the bread. "Wl |, the ducks
| ook happy. Let's go back and get sone |unch ourselves."

CHAPTER THI RTY- ONE

The secret bel owdecks workshop becanme known as "the Crypt." By the tine
McCai n, Rashazzi, and Haber got there, Haber was breathing heavily fromthe
exertions of the Journey, which was still strenuous, even with the rope | adder
that Rashazzi and McCain had attached at the light-fixture panel. The worst
part was getting down fromthe pipe-supporting franme underneath the billet
floor. Now that they could exam ne and neutralize the security circuits from
the rear, what they needed was an easier way in. They had identified severa
out - of -t he-way places in the Core where entry m ght be possible, which would
have t he added advantage of making the Crypt available during the day. Besides
giving them nore productive time, this would provide relief fromthe
exhausting | oss of sleep that was beginning to affect all of them

By now the Crypt was powered and lit froma junction box that Rashazzi
had tapped into, and had acquired a spaci ous workbench, boxes, storage racks,
and a staggering assortnent of tools, test equipment, instrunents, electronic
conponents, and jars of chemicals, gadgets, and parts, which the tw
scientist-thieves had materialized froma score of hiding holes that MCain
had never suspected, and the whereabouts of which he still hadn't the foggi est
notion. The |l aser was at one end of the bench. Scanl on had managed to purl oin
a broken research nodel fromthe scrap heap at the university in Landausk,
where he'd been working since bedframe production was suspended. It needed
some replacenent parts, which the two scientists said they coul d hand- make,
and a new electronic control unit. In addition, a nunber of other contraptions
and devices were at various stages of construction

"Come this way, Lew," Rashazzi said. "This is what we wanted to show
you." He beckoned McCain through into the space behind the bench, Haber
foll owed, after collecting a notebook and sone other itenms fromthe bench
Supported between two boxes was a shallow cylinder cut fromone end of a drum
about three feet across, containing six inches or so of water. The hole in the
center was plugged, and a loop of stiff wire sticking up through the water
fromthe plug forned a handle to pull it out. On the floor between the two



boxes and underneath the cylinder was a bow for the water to drain into. It
seened a very sinple arrangenent, and McCain could attach no significance to
it. He waited curiously.

Haber had placed a neter rule across the dish with its edge above the
center of the plug, and was waiting with a pencil and not ebook. "Ready when
you are," he told Rashazzi

Rashazzi picked up a dropper and used it to deposit spots of a purple dye
at intervals across the liquid. Then he grasped the wire handl e and, taking
care not to disturb the water, slowy drew the plug out. The water began
falling through into the bow beneath. "The liquid has had over twenty-four
hours to settle,"” Rashazzi said, watching. "That's to allow any swirling
i ntroduced during filling it to dissipate conpletely. Did you know t hat when
water in a bathtub back on Earth fornms a vortex, the direction of rotation
usual |y doesn't have anything to do with the way the Earth spins, as nost
people think? It's an accidental consequence of the notion left over from when
it flowed in and how it was sloshed about. To see the true effect of the
Earth's rotation, you have to elininate such residual currents."

"No, | didn't," MCain answered tonelessly, staring at the falling
surface of the water and trying hard not to let his feelings show at that
particul ar monent. If they were going to preoccupy thenmselves with this kind
of academ c fussing, the whole effort was a waste of tine already. Wat good
could cone out of it?

As the water level in the dish fell, the drops of dye elongated into
threads along the flow lines and traced out the counterclockwi se swirl that
was beginning to appear, slow on the outside and getting faster nearer the
hol e. Rashazzi | eaned over the dish to read the neasuring scale, and used a
stopwatch to time the rotation speed at increasing distances fromthe center
"One, one point three; two, one point nine; three, two point four..." he
recited to Haber, who scribbled the nunmbers down. MCain watched the process
wi t hout interrupting.

VWen the dish was enpty and the experinment over, Rashazzi straightened up
and remarked, "Conservation of angular nomentum you know. That's what nakes
vortexes form"

McCain grunted noncommittally. The principle was the same as with
twirling ice skaters, where pulling in the arnms nmuses themto spin faster

Rashazzi went on, "If an elenment of the fluid possesses nomentum about
the center, its rotational rate must increase as the radius it's at decreases.
The sane thing causes tornadoes and hurricanes. You can see how the water in a
tub at Earth's north pole, for exanple, would be rotating."

"Sure,” MCain said.

"And what about at the equator? Wuld you agree that the water in that
case is not rotating?" Rashazzi asked, MCain |ooked uncertain. "lIt's not
rotating around the hole -- in the plane perpendicular to the hole's axis,"
Rashazzi sai d.

McCai n nodded. "COkay. So?"

Rashazzi | ooked across at Haber. "The situation on a rotating cylinder
such as a floor inside the ring of Valentina Tereshkova, is identical to that
at the Earth's equator," the German explained to McCain. "There should be no
vortex induced by rotation."

It took a second for the point to register. Then MCain stared benusedly
at the bottom of the enpty dish, |ooked up again, gestured vaguely with his
hand. "But?..."

"Exactly." Rashazzi nodded. "There's sonething odd about the nechanics of
this place. Since the colony rotates a |l ot faster than Earth does, the effect
is much stronger here. It can overwhel mthe residual currents | nentioned
earlier. W'd have noticed it long ago if all the sinks and showers here
didn't have suction drains -- not one good ol d-fashi oned plughol e anywhere. "

McCai n shook his head as if to clear it. This was all conpletely
unexpected. "Have you got any idea what it neans?" he asked.

"Not really,"” Rashazzi admitted. "But the notion of the col ony nust be



nore conplicated than we've supposed. It wasn't sonething we wanted to even

tal k about upstairs. |I'mnot sure what it night nmean."
"That game that Nunghan and his friends play out in the nmess area was
what first nmade us curious," Haber said. "If you | ook very carefully, marbles

don't roll straight over long distances. There's a slight curve. That's

somet hing el se you shouldn't get in a rotating cylinder. W established that
it wasn't due to any slope in the floor, but it wasn't possible to neasure
anyt hi ng accurately w thout being conspicuous. That was why we needed a pl ace
like this."

"And al so the laser," Rashazzi said, "If we can get it up to the surface
| evel sonehow, there are sonme other things we'd like to try with it. For
exanmple, if we can--"

At that nonment a rasping sound cane froma buzzer fastened to one of the
supporting pillars. It nmeant that sonething had broken one of the infrared
beanms that Rashazzi had installed to cover approaches to the Crypt. Instantly
Haber flipped a switch to put out the light. They noved back agai nst the wall
and waited. After a mnute or so, lights flickered in the direction of the
wal kway through the punp and storage-tank area, acconpani ed by the sounds of
peopl e approachi ng. They cane to the side branch that led to the Crypt and
followed it. There were three lights, and a nuttering of voices. MCain and
the others tensed. The approaching figures were noving purposefully, not in
t he manner of peopl e searching, but of ones who knew where they were going.
They reached the edge of the sunken | evel and shone their beams down into the
space below to pick out the three men crouching in the darkness. MQCain,
Rashazzi, and Haber noved out fromthe wall resignedly, holding their hands
hi gh and enpty in front of them

Then, fromout of the darkness beyond the lights that were blinding them
an English voice said cheerfully, "Sorry, didn't mean to startle you chaps.
It's just what you nmight call a good-neighbor visit." It was Peter Sargent,
fromupstairs in B-12

Rashazzi turned on the |light again and Haber sat down weakly on a nearby
box. McCain glared up as the three newconers switched off their flashlights
and cl anbered down into the Crypt. "What the fuck are you doi ng here?" he
grow ed.

One of the two nen with Sargent was swarthy-faced, with a short beard and
dark eyes that were constantly darting suspiciously this way and that. He
| ooked I ndian. MCain knew his face from around the conpound but had never
talked to him The other, MCain hadn't seen before. Heavily built, wth
reddi sh curls fringing an i nmense brow, and a face that sonmehow nanaged to
conbi ne decisive, sharply lined features with a rounded, babyish shape, he was
wearing a priv-category green tunic. He noved a pace forward into the |ight
and took in the surroundings with a cool, dispassionate stare that could have
signified ownership.

"We thought it was tinme to introduce ourselves personally," Sargent said.
He gestured toward the big man first. "Eban Istanel, who is Turkish.... And
this is Jangit Chakattar, originally fromDel hi." He | ooked pl easantly at
McCain. "We were delighted to hear that the information fromthe escape
conmittee turned out to be so useful. But we also heard from Koh that you had
doubts if the committee exists at all. | can assure you that it does." He
gestured toward hinself and at his two conmpani ons once again. "You see, it was
our present. W run the escape committee."

McCai n | ooked fromone to another for what seened a long tine, in
silence, but fromthe expression on his face his m nd was working furiously.
Finally he asked Sargent, "Which one is in charge?"

"Eban." Sargent indicated the big Turk. "He is the chairman."

"Very pleased to nmeet you," MCain said. The Turk extended a perfunctory
hand.... And McCain hit himsquarely on the jaw

The big Turk sat on a box with his back propped agai nst one of the roof
supports, dabbing a fol ded handkerchief at the swelling on one side of his



nmout h, McCai n, Haber, and Sargent were also sitting in a loose circle, while
Rashazzi | eaned agai nst the bench and Chakattar stood | ooking on from behind.
"It's all right," Istanmel had rmunbled to his two astoni shed conmpani ons when
McCai n punched him "He had the right. W used them"

For what McCain had realized in the nonments follow ng the appearance of
Sargent and his two friends was that he and his group in B-3 had been set up
The fact that they had cone through w thout m shap was beside the point. They
had been the ones at risk. Supposedly this had been necessary because the
conmittee people occupied an upper-level billet, and penetration bel ow decks
requi red access fromthe lower level. But clearly the new arrivals had not
cone via the route that McCain's group had been using, through the floor of
B-3. That meant they had another way of getting into the bel owdecks region.
Mor eover, Istanel's presence showed that it connected with the privs' |evel up
on the surface, sonmehow. Very likely they'd had such an alternative all along,
but had played safe by getting the B-3 group to try out the method first.
McCai n had guessed their appearance now represented a bid to take over the
operation, and the disdainful manner that the Turk had exhibited did nothing
to dispel the suspicion. But McCain's action, in accordance with the
rough- and-ready unspoken code by which such things were asserted, had
symbolically redressed the inbal ance of status which the advantage the escape
conmittee had gained for itself inplied. The neeting could now proceed as a
di scussi on between equal s.

"You people are really serious?" MCain sounded mldly incredul ous. "This
escape conmittee business. You think there's a hope of getting away from a
pl ace like this?"

"Probably slim" Sargent admitted. "But studying the possibilities does
hel p keep the mnd busy, all the sane. It wouldn't do to allow oneself to
vegetate, would it?"

"What kinds of possibilities have you identified?" Rashazzi asked
curiously.

"Real ly, you can't expect us to divulge details of such things freely,"
Chakattar protested fromwhere he was standing. "Mich effort was involved --
all kinds of confidential things. W don't know anything about you three."

"True," Haber sighed. "Nor do we know you."

The eternal Zanork inpasse. The position was ridicul ous. MCain saw from
his expression that the Turk was thinking the sane thing. Somebody was goi ng
to have to make a first nmove. "Look," he said, addressing the conpany in
general . "We all know the problem But we've all put a lot into finding a
place like this, specifically to get away fromthe environnent upstairs. You
got the information to nake it possible; we did the work. Now, if we're not
goi ng to pool what we know, what's the point of all this?"

I stamel gl anced at his handkerchief and put it back in his pocket. "The
problemisn't so much of knowi ng who's trustworthy, but the risk that if
someone were caught, the nore he knew, the nmore woul d be conpronised,"” he
said. "So we are reluctant to give away anything wi thout a good reason. |'m
sure the same applies to you, also.”

"How are we supposed to hel p each other achieve our respective goals if
we don't share information?" Rashazzi asked.

There was a short silence. "Very well," Chakattar said at last. "You talk
about goals. Qurs is very sinple: to find ways of escaping. What is your
goal ?" Rashazzi and Haber | ooked at MCai n.

It was McCain who had proposed that sonebody had to start trusting
somebody, and he accepted that the onus of making the first concession was
his. Besides, he could see nothing to | ose from appearing to be forthright by
revealing to the present conmpany what the Russians woul d al ready have
concl uded for thenselves, anyway. "All right, 1'll be straight,” he said. "I
was sent here on a nmission by a branch of Western intelligence. That m ssion
i nvol ves establishing the nature of equi pment believed to exist in locations
around Val enti na Tereshkova. | intend if | can to carry out that mssion, and
to find a way of comruni cating the findings back to Earth. In other words, ny



i medi ate goal is to conduct a reconnai ssance of the entire colony and a
detail ed exam nation of certain parts of it. One piece of information that

m ght help a | ot would be knowi ng how you got in here." He | ooked fromthe
Turk to the Englishman to the Indian and spread his hands. "W have a common
need here. You're |looking for ways to get out -- a detailed know edge of the
pl ace is essential for any specific plan. So, for the tine being at |east, our
goals are identical. Wen the time conmes to revise that, then hopefully we'll
all have gotten to know each other better.”

| stamel | ooked at Sargent and Chakattar, in a way that said it was good
enough for him Sargent gave a shrug and nodded. Chakattar, however, was stil
unhappy. "You want us to give you concrete information," he pointed out. "But
all you are offering in return is a prom se of good intentions. That doesn't
seemlike a good trade to nme. Wat do you have that would be of tangible
benefit to us right now?"

Rashazzi caught McCain's eye for an instant, and indicated the drum at
the rear with a slight questioning nmotion of his head. He was asking if they
shoul d mention the vortex experiment that McCain had just w tnessed. MCain
returned a barely perceptible shake of his head. They needed to know nore
about what it nmeant thenselves, first. Instead, he | ooked back at Istanel.
"It's clear that your way in involves access to the surface |level."

"Maybe so." Istamel shrugged. The expression on his babyishly round yet
shrewd face renmi ned neutral

"But any serious plans about escaping would require freer novenent around
Ter eshkova. You'd need ways of getting out of Zanork entirely. Do you have
ways of acconpli shing that?"

"There are the outside work details."

"Yes, but they're guarded,” MCain said.

"Cuards can be bribed."

"Sure," MCain agreed. In fact, sone of the things he'd been asking
people |like Gonares in B-3 to do involved just such arrangenents. "But what
I'mtal king about is freedom of novenment anywhere around the col ony, w thout
any hassle fromguards or limts on tine," he said. "lInterested?"

| stamel | ooked very interested. "You can provide this?" he said, sitting
f or war d.

"I'f we can find a way to get out through the perimeter of Zanork itself,"
McCain said. "And it sounds as if what you' ve done coul d al ready represent
hal f the job. You see, this is the kind of way |'m saying we can work

t oget her. "
Sargent held out an arm and pull ed back his jacket sleeve to display his
wrist bracelet. "But even if you did get out of Zanork, you' ve still got a

problemw th these," he said. "You'd trigger an alarmthe first tine you cane
within range of an interrogating sensor. And they're all over the place.”

"Then, |let us show you somet hing we've di scovered,"” MCain said, "Razz?"
He got up and wal ked over to the bench, while Rashazzi went to fetch a flat
box from one of the racks before joining him The others cane over and
gat hered round. McCain took off his jacket and rested his forearmon the bench
with the electronic unit of his own bracelet facing upward. As with all of
them it consisted of a square netal frame with rounded corners to which the
bracel et attached and, fitted in the frane's recess, a plain black rectangul ar
insert that contained the el ectronics. Rashazzi took a scal pel and cut al ong
one side of the joint between the edge of the insert and the frame, at the
same time swabbing a solvent fluid into the crack. Then he began worki ng al ong
t he second edge.

"My unit has been tanpered with," MCain said. "The insert is only held
by a sol ubl e adhesi ve that Razz cooked up. You see, whoever designed these
devices was careless. The insert in the center contains the ID el ectronics,
but the power cell and detector for a break in the wistband are housed in the
frane. So, the two can be separated without triggering an alarm What's nore,
the chip was only secured by cement around the edges, which Al brecht found a
way of breaking." As McCain said this, Rashazzi tested the bond by prying an



edge of the wafer with the blade, and finding it sufficiently softened, lifted
it clear for Haber to renove with a pair of tweezers.

"Well, I'll be damed!" Sargent excl ai nmed.

McCain held out his armto show the bracelet with its enpty frame. "One
way you could use this is to switch ID s," he said. "Suppose you" -- he | ooked
at Sargent -- "needed to go to Turgenev or sonmewhere, but | had a work
assignment there. We could switch the inserts. Mich nore flexibility."

Haber pointed at the insert, which he had placed on a glass plate. "But
even better, the inserts in the badge ID s that outside civilians wear are
identical. If we could get hold of a general-cl earance badge sonehow, we coul d
substitute its insert for the one in your bracelet, and you' d be able to go
anywhere you wanted. "

McCai n | ooked at Chakattar. "Is that tangible enough?"

"Wuld it work, though?" Sargent asked doubtfully. "Wuldn't the ID
coding in the security conputers be changed as soon as the badge was m ssed?"

Rashazzi shook his head. "It doesn't work that way. You only get that
degree of security here, inside Zanork. Qutside, individuals aren't tracked
pl ace to place. A general-clearance insert is just like a key that will get
you in anywhere. That's all it does. They all transmt the sanme code."

Istamel and his two col | eagues exchanged gl ances. "And you think you
m ght be able to obtain such a device?" he said.

Haber smiled, and gestured at the workshop around them "W do appear to
have sonething of a flair for, shall we say, |arcenous inventiveness."

"Very good. | amsatisfied," Istamel pronounced.

McCain turned fromthe bench to face himdirectly. The Turk stared himin
the eye and nodded. "You have a deal, M. Earnshaw. W have too much in common
to waste our energies on rivalry. W work cooperatively, yes?..." He bunched a
fist and brought it up close to the side of McCain's chin. MCain | ooked back
at himunblinkingly, Istanel thunmped the side of his jaw, not hard enough to
hurt, but solidly enough to be nore than playful. "As partners, eh?" A flicker
of a grin crossed his face. McCain grinned back at him They shook hands.

CHAPTER THI RTY- TWD

Two guards escorted Paula fromthe interview roomin the Surface Level
Admi ni stration Building to the security post at the door opening out into the
general area where the huts were situated. She nade her own way back to Hut 19
fromthere. The climte-control engineers had been experinenting again that
day and had created strange conditions around Novyi Kazan, in which
evaporation fromthe reservoir and other nearby bodies of water formed a m st
bel ow t he roof that reduced the ribbon-suns to indistinct, watery blurs. A
nmont h previously they had nanaged to produce a mniature cyclone that w apped
itself around the town's central tower and sucked all its wi ndows out. Half of
themstill hadn't been repl aced.

She wal ked past the Recreation Building, where the gymasi um and hobby
roonms were |ocated, and turned right onto the path runni ng between Huts 10 and
17. Several of the green-clad figures who were out nodded or called a greeting
as she passed. The session with Protbornov and Mj or Uskayev had foll owed the
course that had | ong ago becone usual. Why couldn't she communi cate with her
government ? she had demanded to know yet again -- they nust be pressing for
i nformati on. She could, the Russians replied, if she would only agree to be
nore cooperative. How did she Iike her new work? It was fine. She did realize,
of course, that they could al ways send her back to the | ower |evels? That was
up to them Unnerving as she found the thought inwardly, she was keeping to
the tactic that A ga had urged. And al though as yet she hadn't won her battle
the contest was beginning to feel nore equal

She shared Hut 19 with three Russian wonen. Elena cane from M nsk and was
a sociologist, a field of study traditionally frowned upon by the authorities,
since fromthe tine of the state's inception "hard" science and engi neering



had been viewed as nore relevant to its industrialization goals. Elena had
been a little too zealous in conpiling and supplying to foreign publishers
statistics on health and wealth in the people's utopia that the people's

| eaders had found enbarrassi ng, and found hersel f consigned to Zanork as the
only place sufficiently safe and far away to keep her out of mnischief.
Svet | ana was a deactivated agent of the KGB. After undergoing years of
tutoring and training, she had been infiltrated into Austria posing as a
German i mm grant, and had been granted Austrian naturalization. But then she
had gone on to develop a taste for Western living and an open di sdain for
Mar xi st orthodoxy that had nade her superiors nervous, and Zanork becane her
destination after recall to Mbscow. Lastly, Agniya was a forner Moscow art and
literature critic. She had persisted in criticizing the censors instead of the
artists, and dismissed the officially pronoted idols as nmediocrities. After
Paul a' s experiences on the |ower level, their conmpany and intellectual
stimulation was like a rel ease fromthe grave.

Svetl ana, the former KGB agent, was in when Paul a got back to the hut,
trying a new picture in different positions on the walls. It was a scene in a
city of tall buildings. The city was inhabited by a m xture of all the
nmonsters that had ever crashed, roared, terrorized, and denolished their way
across the world's novie screens -- Godzillas, nutant spiders, giant ants,
barrel -chested gorillas, creaking Frankensteins, and shapel ess bl obs. But
t hese nonsters were panicking, fleeing in wi de-eyed terror through the streets
and pulling their baby nonsters after them while others shrieked from
wi ndows. It was al so, evidently, a city of nonsters-in-mniature... for
| oom ng above the buildings in the background, silhouetted against the sky as
it lunbered closer, was a spacesuited human figure. Paula studied it and
managed a smile despite her weariness after the past few hours. "Cute," she
pronounced. "Were'd it come fronP"

"“You met Maurice, the Frenchman who paints,’
of his."

"I thought he was goi ng back. Wasn't there an exchange deal that the
Russi ans worked out with the French and the West Germans, or sonethi ng?"

"Yes, that's right. He went a couple of days ago. This picture is a

Svetlana replied. "It's one

parting gift that he left for me, but I only got it this nmorning.... | was
t hi nki ng, maybe here, by El ena's baskets. How does it | ook?"

"Perhaps a little nore to the right... there, that's good. Want nme to
hold it?"

Paul a wat ched while Svetlana fixed the corners of the picture with pieces
of adhesive tape. Svetlana had dark hair with a reddish tint, brushed into
| ong waves that curled forward beneath her ears, and a trimfigure whose
curves not even the standard baggy green priv's tunic could hide. People got
along well with her, and it seened natural that the Frenchman shoul d have | eft
her a farewell present. It was strange, Paula thought. She had been arrested
whil e on a professional espionage assignnent for the United States governnent,
Svetl ana was a forner KGB agent, and yet here they were living together and
acting naturally like affectionate sisters. It said how peopl e everywhere
could be if only those who aspired to power would | eave themalone. O was it
the people's own fault for taking any notice in the first place of those who
presuned to conmand t henf?

Svetl ana finished fixing the picture and stepped back. "Yes, | think that
| ooks fine. W'll leave it there." She put the tape back on a shelf. "I1've
just nade sonme tea. Whuld you |like sone?"

"I could use sonething," Paula said.

"How was it today?"

"The usual . They want me to take a guided tour around the colony and send
a vigram home saying there are no nasty things hidden up here." Since the Wst
had never conceal ed its suspicions about weapons on Val entina Tereshkova,
Paul a wasn't revealing anything that Svetlana didn't already know about.

Svet| ana poured strong tea into two cups and topped them up with hot
wat er. She handed one to Paul a, added sugar and a drop of |lemon juice to her



own, and sat down on one of the hut's two doubl e-hei ght bunks. Paula sat down
at the table and sipped her tea, savoring the taste and the feeling of the
hot, refreshing liquid noistening her dried nouth.

The Russian wonman lit a cigarette. "Well, why don't you do it?" she asked
Paula, "Surely it can't do any harm | nean, if what they say is true, it
could only be for the best if the West were told about it."

"I don't know," Paula said after considering the question. "I guess |

don't like the thought of being used as a political mouthpiece. It's not ny
ki nd of business. |I'ma scientist."

"Then, what are you doi ng here?" Sveti ana asked.

"That's what | nean -- |'ve gotten mixed up in nore than enough of what |
shoul d have stayed out of, already." Paula seened dissatisfied with her own
answer and frowned while she drank from her cup again. "Anyway, it shoul dn't
be up to me. If the Russians want to convince the Americans that this place is
legitimate, all they have to do is bring themhere and |l et them wal k around.
Why should it need to be ny probl enP"

Sveti ana sighed. "You know how it is with stubborn old men who worry
about what history books m ght say about them" She fell silent for a while,
contenpl ati ng the snoke fromher cigarette. "W got to be quite friendly,
Maurice and |," she said at last in a distant voice that seenmed to change the

subj ect.

Paul a smiled, "I can't say |I'msurprised. You are quite attractive, after
all, and he was, well... very French."

"No, | didn't nmean that way. | neant just as friends. W used to talk a

lot. He was very intellectual as well as artistic."

"Ch, | thought--"

"That's all right. He seemed to know a | ot about science -- to ne he did,
anyway, which doesn't say all that much. You'd have liked him It's a pity
he's gone." Svetlana hoisted her |egs up onto the bunk and shifted back to
prop herself against the end wall. She | ooked at Paula quizzically. "Wre you
really a spy?" she asked matter-of-factly.

"Cone on. You know better than that."

Svetlana didn't seemto have expected a straight answer. "You know, |
thi nk Maurice m ght well have been. He never said so, but when you've worked
as | have, you develop an instinct for these things."

"Wth the French intelligence people, you nmean?"

"Yes. You know it's funny, the different reasons why people get invol ved
in espionage. Wth nme it was virtually automatic. My father was a K@ col onel
and | went into the acadeny at Bykovo straight fromuniversity. It was just a
job that the famly expected ne to go into, and quite an exciting one, too --
al nrost a gane, in fact. But sonme people do it for very deep, preneditated
reasons, such as ideological beliefs. Maurice was |like that. He was one of
t hose serious-m nded people, always worried about humanity and where it was
headi ng for a thousand years from now. "

Paul a thought instinctively about Earnshaw, but couldn't place himin
that category. For himit cane closer to soldiering -- a job that had to be
done that obviously everyone couldn't |eave to everyone el se. Hi s notivation
reflected short-termrealities nore than distant ideals.

Svet| ana went on, "Maurice worried that the stubborn old nmen night get

the world into a war. They were all just as paranoid, he thought -- yours as
well as ours -- all equally responsible for the |unacy that things have cone
to. 'lInpotent dinosaurs, stuck in a swanp with nothing but unbrellas,' he used

to say. And finding out the truth about the weapons that some people say are
hi dden up here concerned hima lot."

"What bot hered himso nuch about that?" Paul a asked.

"The thought that all the suspicions night be nothing nore than the
products of fantasies and preconceptions. If that turned out to be so, then
how many nore crucial judgnents are being based on equally wong perceptions?"

Paul a was staring at the far wall. Suddenly she glinpsed the entire
situation and her own relationship to it froma new perspective. Wat she saw



didn't nake her feel entirely confortable, "It would be insane," she agreed in
a faraway voice

"Yes. And the really insane part is that we could end up bl owi ng
everything for no other reason than wong infornmation. Maurice's big obsession
was to make sure that the right people got the right facts. You see,
intelligence work was alnost a religion with him That was why the Russians
were al ways nmoving himaround the col ony so nmuch. Probably that was why they
et himgo."

"How do you nean?" Paul a asked.

"They offered himthe same kind of deal as they did you: a tour around,
if he would agree to relay back what he saw. And he went along with it."

"Did he ever say what he found?"

"Not in so many words -- not to me, anyway," Svetlana said. "But think
about it. If he discovered anything that shoul dn't have been there, would he
be on his way hone right now? That nust say sonething." Paula cast an eye
around at the walls and ceiling and gave Svetlana a cautioning | ook, querying
if they ought to be talking aloud like this about somebody who was quite
possi bly not out of the Russians' hands yet. Svetlana | aughed. "\Wat does it
matter if they are listening to us?" she said. "He would only be confirmng
what they thensel ves have been telling the world for years.” She lifted her
head and called out in a |ouder voice, "Can you hear ne, former conrades? Am |
right? Are we saying anything you don't agree with?"

Paul a fell quiet as she sipped the rest of her tea. Suddenly she saw the
role that she had been slipping into as one of nmere academ ¢ detachnment -- an
irrel evancy. The thought rmade her feel, in a way... irresponsible. It was the
first time that the job she'd come to Tereshkova to do had felt |ike sonething
that really mattered.

CHAPTER THI RTY- THREE

The big news in the second week of Septenber was that the Russians had
yi el ded suddenly and unexpectedly to the international pressure that had been
buil ding up for several years. In a surprise announcenent from Mdscow, the
Soviet foreign mnister stated that Val entina Tereshkova woul d be opened to
unrestricted international inspection imediately follow ng the Novenber 7
celebrations. This was also the colony's official conpletion date. The
Russi ans pointed out that it was not normal to pernmit outsiders into any site
whil e construction was still in progress. It had always been their intention
to declare an open policy, they clained; but the persistent Wstern harassnent
woul d have been an affront to anyone's dignity. As a further gesture toward
reconciliation, and to mark the departure from precedent, they invited the
nati ons of the West to send del egates to join the Soviet |eaders for the
centenary, to synbolize their comron conmtnment to a harnoni ous and prosperous
future.

The banner headline of The New York Tinmes read: DRAMATI C CONCESSI ONS I N
SURPRI SE SOVI ET I NI TIATIVE. Philip Borden, director of the UD A tossed a copy
of the norning's San Francisco Chronicle down on top of it. MOSCOW SAYS "DA"!

"The news grid and networks are full of it. Peacenik | obbyists have been
houndi ng congress- peopl e around Washi ngton all norning," he told Fol eda across
his desk. "l've got to present our assessnment to the Security Council at three
this afternoon. Half the country's clanoring for a big gesture of
reci procation, and sone of the European governnments are already indicating a
willingness to accept. The secretary of state says he agrees, and we expect
the other intelligence agencies to be cautiously in favor. But you're not
happy, and you think we should sit tight."

"It was al so the Europeans who went rushing off to Munich, don't forget,"
Fol eda rem nded him "I don't like the passive position it puts us in. | don't
like a precedent where they call the tune and we junp. | don't like the
t hought of our making a spectacle of falling over ourselves with gratitude



just because they've said they'll act reasonably for once -- as if that
represented some kind of favor. Hell, when did they ever nmake a big show of
being grateful all the times we acted reasonabl y?"

Borden stared for a nmoment. "There's nore, though, isn't there?"

Fol eda t hought for a second, then | ooked up to return Borden's | ook
directly and nodded. "I think this whole business about Novenber is a cover
for sonething else -- sonmething a lot bigger. | still think it could be a
strike. W're tal king about eight weeks to go, Phil."

Borden sighed. They had been through all this with the Security Counci
and the defense chiefs, and the consensus had been that the fears were
exaggerated. "Hell, | can't go back with that again. Don't you think that just
maybe, this time you're being a little too suspicious?"

"We're paid to be suspicious. W're good at it, too. That's why we've
wor ked together for a long tine."

Borden drew a | ong breath and | ooked dubi ous. He gestured at the
headl i nes lying on his desk. "It would mean meki ng nysel f about as popul ar as
smal | pox this afternoon. | mean, do we have anything new to go on? Everything
t he Dorkas woman says checks out. NSA's tracer scans didn't turn up anything,
and sorme of the information she's cone up with is too valuable to have been a
gi ft pack. What el se can we say about her?" The tracer scans referred to the
Conmittee for Freedomand Dignity and the Tortoise that Barbara had nentioned
during her nmeeting with Anita in London. The National Security Agency had
reported no occurrence of these ternms in the Soviet comrunications traffic
that they listened in on. Although it constituted negative evidence, it did
support Anita's story.

"No, that's not it. They can run all the checks they like. |I'msatisfied
that she's okay," Fol eda said.

There was ot her evidence supporting the Soviets' proclainmed position
too. A confidential report recently received fromthe French Deuxi ene Bureau
concerned a French agent by the nane of Maurice Descarde, who had been
rel eased in an exchange deal frominternnent in Val enti na Tereshkova.
Apparently Descarde had returned to Earth a week previously and was now back
in Paris. During interrogation he had stated that on numerous occasi ons he had
worked in parts of the col ony where weapons systens and ancillary equi pment
wer e supposed to exist, but had never seen any signs of them Physiol ogica
and psychiatric tests indicated that he was in good health, functioning
normal ly, and in conplete command of his faculties.

"Ckay, Bern, I'll try stalling things for a bit | onger and push for using
Cabman," Borden said finally after nore wangling. "W've all done our
eval uations of Anita Dorkas -- us, CIA the British -- and as far as it's ever
possible to be sure, we all think she's clean. So we'll assunme that Cabman's

straight and play your hunch that he's got sonme way of getting nessages up to
OGshkadov that NSA hasn't uncovered, and that Oshkadov is inside the sane place
that Sexton and Pangolin are in." The names were MCain and Paul a's code
designations. "Let's stop pussyfooting around and tell Cabnman now that we know
who he's talking to, and that we want a through-channel to our people up
there. 1'll stall at the neeting on the grounds that we're trying to get

i ndependent confirmation."

Fol eda sat back and massaged his eyebrows uneasily for a few seconds. He
started to reply, but then stopped, sighed, and then nodded his head in a way
that said he was as satisfied as he could expect to be. "Ckay."

"We can't do a lot nore." Borden waited, |ooking at Fol eda curiously.
"What is it that's really bothering you about this whole thing?"

Fol eda took a monent to choose his words. "Go right back to the beginning
and work through everything that's happened since. Now ask yourself, Wat
woul d the inplications be if Mgician had been a doubl e agent all al ong?" he
replied.

CHAPTER THI RTY- FOUR



The escape committee's route |led out through the ceiling of B-12 billet,
whi ch had the advantage of an unusually cooperative foreman, and fromthere
clinmbed to the surface through an internediate | evel of pipewrk and pl umnbing.
It emerged in the basenents of the Services Block, a building at the east end
of the surface |evel that contained the canteen and other amenities that privs
enj oyed, and the back of which screened a drop down to the general conpound
used by the prisoners on the |lower levels. Fromthe Services Block it
connected across the surface to Hut 8, which Eban Istamel occupied with three
others. The hut was situated roughly in the center of the surface residential
area, which put it above the Core zone of the lower levels. Istanel and the
ot hers had tunnel ed down through the floor of Hut 8 and penetrated the upper
subsurface machinery galleries, and fromthere gained access to one of the
el evator shafts running down through the Core and continui ng on down past the
| owest billet |evel. A maintenance cover in the side of the shaft opened
t hrough to the machi nery deck where the Crypt was | ocated.

The ways of escape that the conmttee had been | ooking into all involved
gai ning access to the hub -- as was inevitable, since that was where the
Soviet transporter ships, the only nmeans for |eaving the col ony, docked. The
possibilities that Sargent outlined included stowing away in the consignnents
of materials and equi pment shi pped up the spoke elevators to the hub
i mper sonati ng Russi an personnel going there on official duties, getting there
concealed illicitly among the work details assigned to the hub, and naking the
half-mle clinb through the systens of ducting, conduits, and structura
supports outside the el evator shafts.

The big problemwith all of these proposals was the stringent security
nmeasures that the Soviets enforced to protect every conceivable way of entry
to the spokes. Every car destined for the hub was conbed inside and out three
ti mes before departure. The ID checks of Soviet personnel were inpregnable.
The structure surrounding the el evator ports was a jungle of alarns and
detectors. As the inmates who knew the tricks for vanishing fromwork details
had found out, the security that applied to novenent anpbng the various pl aces
around Tereshkova's outer ring could be surprisingly lax. But getting into the
spokes, as nost of the escape comm ttee's guinea pigs had discovered to their
cost, was a different matter. But since the spokes represented the only way
out of the colony, and at this distance fromEarth guards came at a prem um
it probably made sense that things should be so.

After thinking the matter over, however, MCain wasn't so sure that the
only way to the hub was indeed through the spokes. "Wy," he asked Rashazzi
and Haber when they were alone in the Crypt one day, "can't we go outside
t hen®?"

"Sure, why not?" Rashazzi shrugged. The proposition was too absurd to
argue about.

"No, think about it," MCain urged. "It would exploit the very weakness
that the Soviets have built into their own system Apart fromin Zanork,
security around the ring isn't very tight -- in fact, in nost places it's
nonexi stent. They only bother seriously guarding the access routes into the
spokes. Why? Cbviously because there isn't anyplace else to go. It never
occurred to themthat anybody m ght ever want to break through to the
out si de! "

Rashazzi was staring at Haber with an expression that said his initial
reaction was already giving way to second thoughts. Haber blinked back at him
Clearly there were problenms to be solved, but the idea was starting to nake a
crazy kind of sense. McCain waited. "Do you think it's feasible, Razz?" Haber
asked.

"I"mnot sure.... Mybe."

"Cbvi ously such a schenme would require protection and |life support,™
Haber said. "The Russians nust keep regul ar EVA suits at nai ntenance and
energency posts around the ring.... What do you think?"

"Mmm .." Rashazzi |ooked dubious. "They'd be difficult places to get



into. And I can't think of anywhere they're likely to be here, in Zanork."

"Do you need then?" MCain asked. "Wat about inprovising something? Is
that such a crazy idea?"

"Homemade spacesuits?" Haber evidently thought it was.

This time Rashazzi wasn't so sure. "No... perhaps we don't need regul ar
suits,"” he said slowy. "You know, Lew might be onto sonething. There are
pl aces we can get into that contain firefighting and rescue equi prent that
i ncl udes various kinds of breathing gear. That woul d take care of the hardest
part." He paused, thinking rapidly, "The other part would be nmaintaining a
pressured environnment for the body. Actually that's not as much of a probl em
as nost people think -- not for what we need, anyway. In fact, you can stand
up to about ten seconds in a hard vacuum w t hout any protection at all."

"Very well, nowtell us howwe clinb a kilonmeter up to the hub in ten
seconds, " Haber said.

"Cbviously we'd need | onger," Rashazzi agreed.

"But maybe only enough to get past the high-security zone at the base of
t he spoke,"” MCain pointed out. "An hour or even |ess, say. Then you get back
i nsi de again."

Rashazzi nodded. "Breathing pure oxygen would require a pressure of about
two psi," he said to Haber. "That's not such a big difference over the
outside. It should be possible to seal a mask over the face and eyes so that
it doesn't blow off. It nmight leak a bit. But as long as the supply's enough
to hold out, so what?"

"Wul d your eyes and ears be okay?" MCain said. "How about the rest of
your body?"

"Not too big a problem" Rashazzi answered. "People in space vehicles and
simulators work in | ow pressures all the tinme. The biggest thing to watch is
gases in the body expanding or com ng out of solution in fluids to form
bubbl es. So, you don't eat the wong food before you go out, and you breathe
pure oxygen for an hour to denitrogenate the bl ood. There isn't any gas in the
eye structure to expand, and because of the way ears are nmade, they get
unconfortabl e from anbi ent overpressure, not underpressure.”

Haber's attitude seenmed to warm as he |listened. He began nodding. "It
woul d be necessary to prevent fluids frommgrating, and evaporation fromthe
skin. Some kind of elastic wapping garnent to maintain a pressure around the
body woul d probably be sufficient, but not so tight as to restrict breathing
and noverment. A material that expanded up to a point and then went rigid would
be ideal."

"Stretchy stuff with sone kind of slack fiber woven into it, naybe,"
Rashazzi agreed, "What can we get hold of that's Iike that?"

"Cetting an outside view of the place would answer a | ot of questions,"”
Haber nused thoughtfully.

McCain thrust his hands in his pockets and paced a few yards to the
bench. He stared down at the laser for a nonment, then turned back to face
them "Okay, supposing it works and we get to the hub. The next thing we need
to know nmore about is Sargent's ideas for getting into one of the
transporters..." He realized suddenly that Haber's remark had had nothing to
do with escape bids, but had gone off on a different tangent that neant
something to the two scientists but not to him "Wat's wong?" MCain asked.
"Have | m ssed sonet hi ng?"

"W were going to nention it anyway," Haber said to Rashazzi

"You're talking in riddles," MCain said to both of them "Mention what?"

"We've found sonething el se that's odd," Rashazzi said. "Come and | ook at
this." They led McCain to the rear of the work area. Suspended from a support
quite high up in the girders overhead was a line with a metal ball at the end.
A pointer attached to the ball extended downward, al mbst scraping a |arge
sheet of card marked with a circul ar scal e graduated i n degrees, which was
lying flat on the floor. Rashazzi reached out and set the |line sw nging.

"Fromthe I ength and period of a pendulum a sinple fornula gives the
| ocal acceleration due to gravity," he said. "That in turn determ nes the



force with which an object presses down on the floor -- in other words, what
you weigh." He | ooked up at McCain. "Do you renenber feeling a little heavy
when you first came here? But after a couple of days it had gone away? Most of
us did. You thought it was due to fatigue, maybe? Well, it wasn't so. The
rotationally induced 'gravity' in Valentina Tereshkova is approximately ten
percent greater than Earth-normal."

"Seens strange,"” MCain comented.

"It's very strange," Rashazzi agreed. "If anything, you' d expect a space
colony to be designed for a |l evel sonewhat |lower than Earth's -- to reduce the
stresses upon the structure, and hence pernmit |ighter and cheaper
construction. But why woul d any designer go the other way?"

"I don't know. Do you?"

"No. But that's not all." Rashazzi notioned toward the pendulumas it
passed over the centerpoint of the circle, slowed to a halt a couple of inches
outside the scale, and began its swing back again. "This is what's called a
Foucault pendul um That neans it's free to swing in any direction."

"Unlike the kind in a grandfather clock, which is constrained to nove in
a plane parallel to the back wall of the cabinet," Haber interjected.

McCai n nodded. Rashazzi went on, "Like a gyroscope, a pendulumtries to
conserve nomentum by continuing to swing in the sane direction in space.
| magi ne one set up at the north pole on Earth. Pick an arbitrary direction --
that of the constellation Aries, for exanple. Pull the pendul um back in that
direction, and release it. Nowimagine it continuing to swing in the sane
pl ane, away from Aries and then back toward it again for a whole day. The
Earth will have turned a full three hundred sixty degrees beneath it. O, if
you were standing on the ground next to the pendul um you woul d have observed
the Earth as staying still and the plane of the pendulum s swing rotating
through a circle -- in fact, as Aries noves in its circle around the pole" --
Rashazzi pointed at the card on the floor -- "you could neasure its rotation
rate on a scale.”

McCai n remenbered seeing this in science nuseuns when he was younger.
"Ckay," he agreed. "Now what ?"

"Now | et's repeat the procedure at the equator," Rashazzi said. "Aries no
| onger noves in a circle around the center of the sky overhead, but rises and
sets. W start the pendul um noving just as Aries peeps over the eastern
hori zon, and it continues to swing east-west. But six hours later, Aries wll

be overhead. Now, is the pendulumstill noving toward and away from Aries as
it was before? Hardly. It would have to be yo-yoing up and down, which would
be a miracle. No, instead it's still nobving east-west with respect to Earth.

In other words, an observer there would see no rotation of the plane it sw ngs
in. Between the pole and the equator both effects conbine, and the plane wll
rotate not through a full circle, but through a certain angle and back agai n,
whi ch depends on | atitude."

McCai n had been on Tereshkova | ong enough to know of the rims
equi val ence to Earth's equator. "So a pendul um here shoul d keep going in the
sane direction,” he concl uded.

Rashazzi nodded. "Quite. But it doesn't. The plane of the swi ng rotates.
W' ve neasured and tinmed it. Its oscillation period is eighty-eight seconds.”

"As the colony spins,” MCain said.

"Except that with the official dinmensions as given by the Russians, and
allowing for ten percent above Earth-normal weight, it ought to be about a
m nute," Haber said.

Rashazzi | ooked at McCain quizzically for a second, as if challenging him
for an explanation. "One answer that would give a slower rotation rate would
be if the dianeter of Tereshkova were considerably larger than it's supposed
to be." He showed his palns briefly. "But that's inpossible, of course. Ever
since the Russians started building it, Valentina Tereshkova has been studied
by enough groundbased and spacebased tel escopes and other instrunents for us
to be under no doubt that it is the size they say it is."

McCain could only look at themin bafflenent. "So what do you make of



it?" he asked them "Anything?"

Haber shook his head.

"There's sonet hing very strange about the geonetry of this whole place,"”
Rashazzi said. "Never nind Eban's escape projects. Even without them we need
to get out and conduct nore tests all over Tereshkova. One look at it fromthe
outside would tell us a lot. That's one attraction of the idea you had. But
right now, | can't tell you what this business nmeans."

"Should we tell the escape committee about this?" Haber asked.

McCai n shook his head. "Not until we know what's behind it. R ght now
they don't have any inkling of this. So it's not something that could reach
the wong ears if any of themwere careless. Let's keep things that way for
the time being."

CHAPTER THI RTY- FI VE

The anenities for privileged-category inmates at Zanork included a
library that was |larger and nore diverse than the one available in the
subsurface Core. In particular it possessed a nore conprehensive reference
section. Now, reference books tend to weigh a |ot, and payl oads haul ed up out
of Earth's gravity well at considerabl e expense could be better devoted to
other things. So the bulk of the reference material in the Zanork library
resided in electronic form and was updated by periodic transm ssions from
Earth. In fact, it was a subset of the main public library maintained in
Tur genev.

Si nce Communi sts are supposed to exhibit a passionate zeal for setting
constantly new records of production, this material included vast tables of
i ndustrial -output statistics, construction figures, agricultural yields, and
five-year forecasts of everything from zip-fasteners on Aeroflot flight
attendants' unifornms to millions of barrels of oil fromthe drilling platforms
in the Caspian Sea. In reality, few people were even renotely interested, and
none of those who were believed the official numbers anyway. Hence, for all of
t he technol ogi cal ingenuity and organizational skills that beam ng these
tables fromEarth to Val enti na Tereshkova and having theminstantly accessible
on library screens represented, they were hardly ever read by anyone, |et
al one checked. Hence, anyone who wanted to, and who had access to the
necessary facilities down on Earth, could encode nessages into those data with
little risk of being discovered. O course, the intended recipient would have
to know what nunbers to watch and how to interpret them This was the method
that "lvan" had used to communicate fromEarth into Tereshkova -- the other
hal f of the Blueprint dialogue, which had persistently eluded the NSA.

After the accident that |lost O ga the special chip which Ivan had
provi ded, the transm ssions from Tereshkova had ceased. Coded messages from
the Earth end had continued to appear, enbedded in the statistical updates
beamed into the library, but O ga had had no way of responding until she
acquired the electronic chip that she had asked Paula to program for her
Three days after Paul a gave her back the finished chip, Oga was waiting in
t he hut when Paula returned fromher day at the Environmental Departnent. They
chatted about local matters with Svetlana and El ena for a while, and then 4 ga
suggested a wal k on the hill above the reservoir.

"I was in the library today," O ga said when they were alone. "Areply
fromlvan has come in. He received our nessage. The link is working again!"

Paul a was pl eased. "So, there were no hitches. You're in business again.
I"'mglad | was able to help."

"I"'msure lvan is feeling relieved now," Oga said. "He must have been
getting quite worried."

They wal ked on for a while. Paula becane thoughtful as sone of the things
that she had been broodi ng over during the past few days came back to her.
"What kind of a person is he -- lvan?" she asked at last. "How well did you
know hi n®"



A surprised | ook flashed across O ga's face, but she shrugged and

replied, "Wll, | told you we were lovers once. He's... well, quite
sophi sticated in many ways, | suppose you'd say, cultured--"
"No, | neant politically. You said he belonged to that dissident

organi zation that you were part of back on Earth. Does that nean he's opposed
to the Soviet systen? Is he... well, how | oyal does that nake hinP"

O ga frowned. "That depends. Obviously he's | ess than compl etely happy
with the present regime and what it represents. But he's a strong nationalist.
He | oves everything Russian.”

"What about the international situation -- all the tensions?" Paul a
asked.

"I't's somet hing that concerns himdeeply," O ga answered. She sl owed her
pace and studied Paula's face searchingly. "Very deeply, in fact. His main
reason for being active in the dissident novenent is to pronote greater
under st andi ng worl dwi de. Why do you ask?"

Paul a struggled for the right way to put the question. "How far would he
go to achieve that, do you think?"

"I"'msorry. You'll have to explain what you nmean."

"Well, take this channel that we've got now, down to Siberia. He's in a
conmuni cations station, with access to all kinds of equiprment. Fromthe way
he's able to read our signals and inject his own into the upbound beam 1'd
assune his position there nust be a fairly senior one."

O ga nodded slowy, still |ooking puzzled. "Yes."

"Do you think he might be willing to extend the Iink farther if we had a
good reason to ask him-- beyond the borders of the Soviet Union, for
exanpl e?"

O ga stopped and turned to face Paula fully. "What strange questions
you' re asking all of a sudden. Extend the link farther to where beyond the
borders of the Soviet Union?"

Paul a hesitated, then drewin a long breath. "Do you think he night relay
a nmessage fromus here, into the Western military-communi cati ons systen®"
Before O ga could reply, she plunged on to explain. "You knew Maurice, the
Frenchman who was exchanged. Svetlana told ne he'd seen for hinself that at
| east sone of the weapons that are supposed to be up here don't exist. He'll
have told his people as nuch of course, but it'll only be one man's word
Wul d he be believed? It's information that could be crucial to policy
decisions at a tine like this. Through Ivan we could be in a position to
corroborate it. O even find out nore... | don't know. .." But then, suddenly,
a feeling of futility at even thinking about it overwhel med her. She shook her
head with a sigh and resunmed wal king. "Ch, forget it, Oga. It was a stupid
i dea. Wiy should a senior scientist want to risk his neck transmitting
nmessages to the West? It just seened--"

"Now wait a mnute. I"'mnot sure it is such a stupid idea." O ga was
staring at her keenly. "lvan is already risking his neck -- | told you, he is
very concerned about the present tensions. And look at it this way: if all we
were asking himto do was relay confirmation to the West froma source it
mght trust -- one of its own agents -- of what the Soviets have been saying
publicly anyway, they could hardly accuse himof betraying secrets or being
di sloyal, could they? I wouldn't wite it off so quickly as a |ost cause. It
m ght be worth a try."

Paul a frowned uncertainly, O ga continued to shoot questioning |ooks at
her as they wal ked, but she kept quiet. Finally Paula asked, "Have you managed
to get any news on Lew Earnshaw yet? If | could talk to himabout it sonehow,
it would help a lot."

"I"'mstill trying. As soon as | hear anything, of course I'Il let you
know. "

"I see."

"I could include a feeler to Ivan in ny next nessage," O ga offered.

"Don't rush ne. | need to think about it sone nore, Paul a sai d.

"As you wi sh."



But inwardly Paula had al ready as good as conceded that in the end the
deci si on was probably going to have to be hers. She didn't even know if
Ear nshaw was anywhere wi thin two hundred thousand miles.

Less than a hundred feet below the hill in an entirely different
envi ronnent, MCain, Scanlon, |stanel, and Sargent were sitting, like a
conspiratorial circle in some snugglers' cave of old, in a pool of yellow
[ight surrounded by darkness around a makeshift table of alum num druns and
wal I panelling. MCain unw apped the package that Rashazzi had left for them
reveal ing two pieces of charred, twi sted plastic about the size of a credit
card but thicker, which had obviously been severely burned. |stamel picked one
of themup and examined it.

For the frame, Rashazzi had wel ded together plastic pieces cut froma
razor-bl ade di spenser of an acceptably cl ose shade of blue, which he had found
in the general store. He had fashioned the securing clip fromthe clip of a
bal | poi nt pen, using as a guide for its shape and dinmensions the inprints of a
genuine clip that Peter Sargent had sonmehow obtained in a bar of soap; and for
the plastic-encapsul ated el ectronics insert in the center, he cut a square out
of a slice sawn fromthe base of a black chess king. Then he had incinerated
his handiwork in a bowl of shredded rags soaked in al cohol. To a casua
i nspection, the result |ooked inpressively |ike a standard Russi an
gener al -cl earance badge that had been in a fire.

| stamel gave a satisfied grunt and placed the fragile object down again
carefully. "It's good," he pronounced. He picked up the other and | ooked at it
briefly. "I see no problem These are fine."

"Well, I"'mpleased to hear it," Scanlon said, sitting forward. "And now
maybe ye can tell us what it is ye have in mnd that we'll be needing them
for."

The Turk drew his hands back to the edge of the table and ran his eyes
qui ckly around the group. "I know of a situation that would suit our purpose,"
he told them "I ama doctor by profession -- of physiology. In particular
specialize in the regul atory nmechani sns of the circulatory system | have
privileged status here in Zanork because | agreed to work cooperatively in the
Space Environment Laboratory at the hub. They devel op different kinds of
spacesuits, do research into conditions and effects of working outside --
things like that." He shrugged and thrust out his lower lip as if
acknow edgi ng that sonme ki nd of explanation was called for. "It enables ne to
pursue ny own work and keep nmy know edge up to date. So if helping their
interests to a degree also serves ny interests, why not? We're all traders at
heart, yes?"

McCai n nodded curtly. "Sure, we hear what you're saying. And?"

"The technical people there are Russian civilians -- doctors and
techni ci ans from around the col ony. Mst of them carry general -cl earance
badges -- which will give access to anywhere within the col ony's regul ar

environnent outside a few restricted zones, such as parts of Landausk and the
Government Center, which require various grades of special -cl earance badges."
McCai n and Scanl on gl anced at each other and | ooked nore interested. |stanel
went on, "I've noticed that when they change into their |ab coats and working
clothes, they tend to | eave the badges on their regular coats, which they hang
in a closet by the ab entrance. Now here's the interesting part.
Heavy-current cabling to an air conpressor and sone wel di ng equi pnent passes
t hrough the bottom of that closet. Al so, the space below the hanging rail is
al ways piled with bags and boxes that contain who-knows-what. Now you see ny
point: if a fault devel oped that caused those cables to heat up and ignite
somet hi ng that happened to be in one of those boxes..."

"You nmean you'd put a package in there of your own to make sure that a
couple of the coats at |east were destroyed," Scanlon said, nodding.

"Exactly," Sargent threw in.

"But could you guarantee that the cable would set fire to the package?"
McCai n queri ed.



"W don't have to," Istamel replied. "W make the package a self-igniting
i ncendi ary device -- sonething that Razz and Haber can put together. W fake
some kind of fault in the electrical systemand cover the cables in the closet
with something that will burn, sinply to make it [ook |ike an accidental fire.
So the way it works is, first we switch these" -- he indicated the burned
dunmies lying on the table -- "for two of the badges, and at the same tine
plant the materials to start the fire. Then, just when it's due to go up, we
put a short-circuit somewhere in the electrical system Afterward, the
Russi ans recover the two dunmies, wite themoff officially as destroyed, and
supply replacenents to whoever they were issued to. Meanwhile, we have the
real ones in working order."

McCai n thought for a while but couldn't fault it. "Can you nanage it al
on your own?" he asked.

"Gven the materials, then everything in the closet, yes,
replied. "But the electrics, I"'mnot so strong on."

"Now, that would be ny departnent if there was a way of getting ne
there," Scanlon said. "The I RA gives a good apprenticeship in things |ike
that."

"But there isn't,"” MCain said.

"I"'mnot so sure," Istanel murnured thoughtfully. "W do have
regul ar-category prisoners on work assignments around the hub. They deliver
materials to the lab sonetinmes, cart away the trash, and so on. If we could
get you on sonething like that..."

"But Luchenko isn't in the habit of handing out favors on request, and ny
bracelet isn't programed for the hub," Scanl on said.

They debated various possibilities at some |ength, but got nowhere. Then
Sargent returned to their first thought by asking, "What about this schene
that Razz cane up with for swapping the inserts between two bracel ets? Maybe
we could find sonebody assigned to the hub who'd appreciate an extra holiday
i n exchange for letting us borrow his insert for a day. Maybe we could get Kev
to the hub that way -- with the insert that's progranmed for the hub nmounted
in his bracelet.”

"Wwul dn't the guards notice his face was different?" |stanel asked.

"Possible, but unlikely," Sargent said. "They're not exactly the nost

| st amel

diligent or the brightest in the place. So, fair enough -- it's a risk."
McCain | ooked inquiringly at Scanlon. "What do you think, Kev?"
"Ah, and why not? |'ve done riskier things in me time. Sure, 1'll go with

it."

"W seemto have settled it, then," MCain said. "So let's get it noving
as qui ckly as possible. The sooner we have the badges, the sooner we can be
nmobile. There's a lot | want to find out about this place." He turned again

toward Istanel. "Changing the subject back, you said you re a doctor of
physi ol ogy?"
"Yes," Istamel replied.

"And you're hel pi ng devel op designs for spacesuits?"

"I'n the Space Environnent Laboratory. That's right."

"That's interesting,” MCain said. "Let us tell you about sonething el se
we' re working on that maybe you can help us with...."

CHAPTER THI RTY- SI X

Russi ans, Paul a decided, sinply weren't happy unless they were suffering.
From what she had read of their poets, dramatists, novelists, and historians,
their compul sion expressed itself in the sense of tragedy and glorification of
sacrifice that pernmeated their national spirit. Another manifestation, she
t hought, could be the innate genius they displayed for creating agricultura
di sasters. Peasant revolts had been a standard part of the czarist background
scenery. Stalin's forced collectivization of the farns had produced
starvations on a scale that even now could only be guessed at; Lysenko had



risen to becone head kook in charge of biology with state backing; successive
di sastrous postwar harvests had been offset only by exports fromthe evil
West; and now, three quarters of the farm ng experinments in the sector known
as Ukraine -- between Turgenev and Landausk -- were turning out to be disma
failures.

The reason, as the Soviets had now admitted publicly, was clear to Paul a
fromthe dynanmics of the simulation she was running to test a program
nodi fication before finishing for the day. The notion that |unar dust could be
force-fed into becoming living, tillable soil by introducing a few sel ected
bacteria strains and saturating it with bulk nutrients m ght have been
attractive to quot a-obsessed bureaucrats, but the problemwas that it didn't
wor k. The process wasn't anmenable to brute force. The Western and Asian space
programs had opted for an approach based on sel f-evol ved bi osystens, where al
t he ecol ogi cal subtleties were allowed to develop in their own tine, even
t hough nobody could say for sure why all of themwere needed. It was a far
sl ower met hod, and hel ped expl ain why the non-Sovi et prograns had not gone for
| arge-scal e col ony construction yet. But it was showing positive results. Now,
goaded by we-tol d-you-so jeers fromthe rest of the world' s biol ogica
conmunity, the Soviets had commrenced a crash programto ship thousands of tons
of terrestrial soil up to Valentina Tereshkova for enriching certain areas,
then dressing those areas with huge quantities of transplanted crops and
plants to provide an acceptable setting for the Soviet |eaders to make
speeches about progress in when they came up for the Novenber 7 celebrations.

Dr. Brusi kov, the Russian section-head whom Paul a worked under, cane in
fromthe corridor. In his dealings with her he always confined hinself to
busi ness, never alluding to personal or political matters. "I wanted to catch
you before you went," he said. "How does it |ook?"

"I't's running and seens to be okay. |'ve added the defaults."

"Excel l ent." Brusi kov rubbed his palns together and noved over to the
screen. "Well, 1'll carry on playing with it for a while this evening. Sane
time tomorrow, is it? You're not off, are you?"

"No." At that instant a double beep sounded fromthe unit on Paul a's
wist. It meant that the conputers nonitoring the security and access system
had noted the tinme, and she was now free to nove beyond her working vicinity.

"There's your signal," Brusikov said. "Very well, we'll see you tonorrow.
Good ni ght."

"Good night." Paula went out into the corridor and turned in the
direction of the elevator. Two nore figures, one of themdressed in the
fam liar green priv tunic of Zanork, energed from another door and headed the

same way.
The Zanork inmate's name was Josip. He was a statistician from
Yugosl avi a, who was al so working on ecol ogical nodels. "I see they're going
ahead with this idea of sending tons of dirt up to us," he said. "Have you
ever heard of anything so crazy? All to avoid enbarrassing their illustrious

| eaders. It's Potenkin villages all over again."

The civilian was called Gennadi. He was a Russian, younger than Josip,
with fine, handsonmely lined features, blond hair, and blue eyes that shone
with devotion to the Party and the system In an earlier period, allow ng for
t he turnabout of ideology -- which wouldn't have nade a | ot of difference,
since all fanatical ideologies are interchangeable, anyway -- he would have
qualified as the Nazis' Nordic ideal. He detested everything Western, and
anyt hing American in particular. \Whenever possible Paula avoided him

"Well, aren't you going to tell us how inconpetent we are?" he asked her
as they stopped to wait at the el evator. Paula sighed and said nothing while
she continued staring at the doors.

"Ch, lay off, CGennadi," Josip said. "W've all had a hard day. Your great
Russi an bosses blew it. There's no getting away fromthe fact, so why not shut
up?"

Gennadi took no notice. "You see, it's not really the soil we need. It's
the bacteria and things that come with it. But then, we are only fallible



nortals. We don't have supernatural beings to help us." H's tone was
sarcastic. Ridiculing religion was one of Gennadi's favorite |ines.

"What's that got to do with it?" Josip asked

"Didn't you know? Why do you think their God told Noah to build the ark?
You didn't imagine it was to save all those animals, did you, Josip? Ch, ny
word, no! The animals were sinply the vehicles to carry God's nost precious
creations, you see: the flea, the hookworm the body | ouse, the intestina
parasite, the polio virus, and the dysentery bacterium Aren't malaria,
chol era, yellow fever, and bubonic plague the punishnents that this infinitely
W se, conpassionate, and forgiving Father preserved to inflict upon H's
children? The victins that He hounds the nost gleefully are always the poor
t he hungry, the defensel ess. Wiat kind of a fiend would we brand any hunman
father who treated his children |ike that?"

They stepped into the el evator, but Gennadi continued, "Does it make any
sense to you, Josip? | say, if the suffering people of this world have
anywhere to turn for help, it's their fell ow man: engi neers, scientists,
buil ders, doctors, farmers. But when a disease is finally eradicated after
causing untold msery for thousands of years, what do they do? They thank
their God! | ask you! What did He have to do with it? Wiy did He nake it
happen in the first place?" Gennadi |ooked at Paula. "Wat | can't understand
is that you're a scientist. How can you respect a governnent that does nothing
to stop such fairy tales? Is it right that you force children to pray to this
absurd God every norning in school ?"

"That went away a long time ago," Paula said as the doors opened and they
got out. "How merciful has the god been that you force children to pray to in
your school s?" But the answer didn't satisfy her

They came out into the ground-|evel concourse of the building, where the
i nmates due to return to Zanork were assenbling fromvarious parts of the
surroundi ng conpl ex. Paula noved to the far end of the group, and to her
relief Gennadi didn't stay around but left via the main entrance. She stood
wi t hout speaking to anyone until the bus drew up outside the main doors to
take them back. Mnutes later the bus had negotiated the geonetric maze out of
central Turgenev and nerged onto the roadway runni ng above the nonorail track
in the direction of Novyi Kazan

The galling part of it all was that the things Gennadi said nirrored her
own views on religion alnost perfectly. There had been nany times when she had
poi nted out the sane nonsenses to the fundanentalist fanatics she'd cone
across back in the States. That was why she was al ways so di sarned by
Gennadi ' s argunments: she had never before been in the position of hearing
virtually her own words turned back upon her, and of being able to find no way
to respond. And even nore disturbing, what did it signify that he should be
ascribing the same attributes to her, now, that she had al ways seen in people
i ke hinf She thought of O ga, and how their comon appreciation of science
bonded theminto a gl obal comunity that stood apart from superficial
di vi sions of people into nations and creeds -- neani ngl ess divisions based not
on conprehension of reality and truth, but on prejudice, nmyth, w shful
t hi nki ng, and unreason. On both sides of the world, reason was subordinated to
systens that were equally irrational, and yet were just as certain of
t hensel ves. Such systens couldn't be entrusted with the future. Now, she
t hought, she understood how Maurice had felt.

VWhen Paul a arrived back at Zanork, she went for her evening neal --
yel | ow pea soup and bread, a potato, stewed pul p of cabbage | eaves, and a
slice of gelatinous processed neat that the cook insisted was ham-- in the
conmunal canteen of the Services Block. It was a busy time with the day
wor kshift trickling in, but she spotted El ena, one of her comnpani ons from Hut
19, alone at one of the tables, and joined her.

El ena had sonehow managed to retain her chubby build despite the
unspect acul ar diet. She had straight brown hair, which she wore short with a
fringe, ruddy cheeks, a second chin, and anple hips. Paul a al ways pictured her
as a farmer's wife, but in fact she was a sociol ogist, and for that reason was



out of favor with the authorities who decided what the mainstreamlines of
| earni ng and thi nki ng should be. Thus, with typical topsy-turvy Conmuni st
logic, only in the society that claimed to conprehend the social struggle as a
science was its study by scientific processes actively discouraged -- or
banned outright if the findings didn't support what doctrine said had to be
true. Elena's counterparts in the West usually nmade prine-tine TV.

"l never used to consider social science a 'science' at all," Paula
confessed after they had talked for a while. "I'"mnot sure if | do now"

"Ch?" El ena continued eating and didn't seem perturbed.

"A science nmeans being able to predict confidently what causes will
produce what effects. It works with things Iike physics, but the processes
t hat physics describes are really sinple -- particles and forces and how t hey
interact. Yet it took centuries to get where it is, and we got it wong at
every opportunity. But you know, El ena, even the ecol ogical webs that |'ve
been working with for two nonths are sinple conpared to a nation's soci al

system never mnd the whole world' s. Nobody knows what changes w |l produce
what results, whatever else they say to get funding. It's all still at the
voodoo stage: eventually it'll rain if you dance | ong enough."

El ena smiled. Paula admitted inwardly that she sometines took advantage
of Elena's disposition in order to dunp her own enotional charge when she was

agi tated about sonething. "l suppose you're right," Elena said. "Certainly
soci ol ogy never managed to become very strong as an experimental science. You
can't very well go around putting people in cages to study them ... But then

of course, that was mainly all you Anericans' fault if anybody's." Elena's
eyes were tw nkling.

Paul a realized that she wasn't about to be let off the hook so easily.
"What do you nean?" she asked.

"If you really believe all the things you say about freedom and the
rights of people to govern themnselves, why didn't you allow the United States
to become a huge, natural sociological |aboratory?" Elena replied. "You could
have | et every part of the country try out whatever kind of system appealed to
it -- liberal or authoritarian, secular, religious, whatever -- and found out
from experi ence what worked and what didn't. Then you'd have seen which of the
experts' predictions succeeded, and been able to evaluate the worth of the
experts doing the predicting. Instead, you introduced those big federa
programs that cost fortunes and which |I'm not convinced did nmuch good --
straight fromuntested speculation to national |aw, w thout any experinental
stage in between. And the irony is, it's exactly what you' ve al ways accused us
of ."

"Touche," Paul a acknow edged. "I asked for that."

"But it's going to happen, neverthel ess,” Elena went on

"You think so?"

"It's starting already -- look at China. They've got cities that are
rigidly Marxist just twenty mles fromothers that are totally |aissez-faire.
One area is run by a traditionalist religious sect that rejects technol ogy,
another has no laws at all relating to personal norality, and in another
everyone carries a gun. Everyone migrates to where they think it'll suit them
best, and if they find they were wong they try somewhere else."

"It sounds |ike chaos."

"It is in many ways, while they're finding out howto make it work
wi thout fragmenting in all directions. But it's true evolution in action

That's why they'll lead the nmigration out into space when it cones. \Wat
they're doing is a foretaste of howit will be, but on a vaster scale. W
haven't seen diversity yet. It will be an explosion, not a nmigration."

"I'f it happens,"” Paul a had said before she realized it.

El ena | ooked at her curiously. "Naturally it will happen. Wy shoul dn't
it?"

"Ch..." Paula sat back on the bench and | ooked around. "The way the world
is.... Are the leaders on both sides smart enough to handle it? Take all the
fuss there's been about this place, for exanple. You' d think it would be a



si mpl e enough matter to settle once and for all if it's a battle platform
woul dn't you? But apparently it's not so sinple. Now they're saying--"

"Of course it isn't a battle platform" Elena said. Her tone of voice
left no roomfor doubt. "lI'msorry, but that really is a fignment of your
Western inmagination -- paranoia at its worst."

"How can you be so sure?"

"Common sense tells you." Elena inclined her head to indicate a
bespectacl ed nan with a gi nger beard, who was tal king animatedly to a group at
the next table. "Do you know who that is? Professor Valdi k Pal yatskin, one of
the Soviet Union's authorities on | owtenperature fusion. The woman across
fromhimis a specialist in genetic diseases. The skinny man over there, in
the center on the far side, is one of the engineers who built the Iargest

aluminumrefinery in Siberia. | knowit's insane that such people should be in
here because of their political views, but what matters for nowis that they
constitute a valuable potential resource to the state -- in fact, if you want
my opinion, | think that's the whole reason why this place was set up as it

is. This is the last place anyone would concentrate themin, if it were a
battle platform It would be a prine target. They'd be rmuch safer down
underneath Si beria sonewhere."

El ena pushed her plate away and | ooked up; but Paula's face had taken on
a distant | ook, and she didn't answer. O course. It was so obvious. But
Western intelligence didn't know the caliber of the people who were interned
up here -- not to nention many of the civilian popul ati on, who had conme by
choi ce. The Russians didn't publish directories of nanes for anyone who m ght
be curious. Here was sonmething else that the intelligence advisers to the
West' s deci si on-makers needed to know about.

For a monent Paul a thought of sinply going to General Protbornov and
telling himthat she wanted to conmunicate with the West, and why. Surely it
woul d be in everyone's interests. And as O ga had said when they tal ked about
using lvan, it would only be corroborating what the Soviets thensel ves had
been saying publicly. But as she thought nore about it, her enthusiasm waned.
Comi ng t hrough on an official Soviet conmmunications channel, what would the
chances be that her story would be believed? True, as was standard practice
with all agents, she had nmenorized a coding nmethod to indicate whether a
conmuni cati on was being sent freely or under coercion. But agents could be
genui nely turned; the best people could be fooled and m sled. And besides, the
t hought of cooperating with the Russians and then having to face Earnshaw
| ater was enough to put the idea out of her head w thout further
consi derati on

But there was still Ivan.
"Are you goi ng?" El ena asked, surprised, as Paula started to rise.
"Excuse ne. Yes, | have to | eave."

"Why? What's the matter?"
"I have to find A ga urgently."

CHAPTER THI RTY- SEVEN

Wat er punped up by subterranean backstage machi nery emerged near the top
of the hill abutting the outer-hull wall to feed a streamthat flowed back
down to enter the reservoir at the beach. Behind the beach, the stream curved
around a flat, open stretch of grass and sand that the privs used as a
recreation area. Paula found A ga there, with a group of spectators who were
wat chi ng sone gymmasts vaulting. It seenmed that O ga had been searching for
her, too. Two Russian guards were | ooking on idly froma distance.

"Very well, I've decided," Paula said without prelimnaries. "I want to
try maki ng contact with the West through Ivan.” O ga opened her nouth to
speak, but before she could say anything Paula went on, "I've just been
talking with El ena. There are nore things that they ought to know about this
pl ace -- nore than Maurice will tell them Wen do you plan to send your next



nmessage?"

"That's what | was |ooking for you to tell you about," dga said. "W
al ready have it!"

"Al ready have what? | don't understand.... Wat are you tal ki ng about?"

"W have a channel to your people in the Wst, via lvan."

"That's inmpossible. How could we?"

O ga noved her face closer to Paula's ear. "If | told you that a
conmuni cati on has cone in over it from Tycoon, directed to Pedestal/Fox, would
that mean anything to you?" She | eaned closer and slipped a piece of paper
into Paula's jacket pocket. "That is a copy of it."

For a few nonments Paula could only stand and stare, dumbstruck. In front
of them one of the perforners took a tumble, provoking derisive coments from
t he group wat chi ng.

"We shoul d get some of the dirt they're sending up from Earth. Mybe it
woul d grow better grass for you to fall on."

"Let's hope it's good, black soil fromthe Ukraine," another said. "I'd
rather have better food."

"The whol e business is so stupid," soneone grunbl ed.

"Well, that was how a Party bureaucrat somewhere obeyed orders when he
was told to send Russia into space,"” the first replied. The others | aughed.

"Tycoon" identified Bernard Foleda in his capacity as head of the m ssion
t hat had brought Paul a and Earnshaw to Val enti na Tereshkova. "Pedestal" was
the code nane for that mssion, while "Fox" was part of the validation-coding
systemthat |abeled the message as authentic and would permit her, by her form

of reply, to do likew se. "But how?..." she stammered
O ga took her el bow and steered her away fromthe crowd, in the direction
of rising terrain toward the hill. "I've learned nore fromlvan since we

restored the link. As was to be expected, he's been under observation by the
KGB since ny arrest. But with sonebody of his status, they have avoi ded

confronting himdirectly until they have solid evidence. Wll, apparently he
felt the way the wind is blowing and is |ooking for insurance -- he's talKking
to the West about defecting."

"Tal ki ng?..." Paul a checked hersel f and nodded. "Yes, of course. In his

position it wouldn't be difficult, would it?"

"Exactly. And he'd have told your people about his position at the
groundstation. My guess is that they put pressure on himto see if he could
make contact, just as you wanted to."

Paul a frowned. "But how could they have known about his private line to
you?"

"I"'mnot certain that they did," Oga said, "Maybe that was just a
ganbl e. "

They sat down on a couple of rocks in a cluster that had doubtl ess
originated fromsone part of the Mon. Forty years ago the material would have

been priceless. Now it was used for unremarkabl e | andscapi ng props -- or, nore
likely, had sinmply been dunped by a construction team
"I assune you'll want to reply,"” O ga said.

As things stood, A ga used any BV-15 conputer to | oad her nessages to
Ivan into one of the chips that Paula had programed -- after what had
happened to Ivan's original, they weren't relying on having just one -- and
t hen her undi scl osed acconplice substituted the chip for a standard one
contai ned in the encodi ng equi pnent inside the Comuni cations Center. Al though
this method did require the chip to be switched every time there was a nessage
to go out, they had judged it safer than leaving the chip in place permanently
and attenpting to access it froma renote term nal, which would have left a
nonst andard pi ece of hardware waiting to be discovered. To send a nessage of
her own, Paula could handle the first part of the operation herself, but not
t he second.

"I can use the spare chip," she told A ga. "But 1'll need your acconplice
to switch it for me."



A ga nodded. "There should be no difficulty.” Cbviously it would make no
difference to A ga's acconplice whose nessage was in the chip.

The signal that she finally conposed during her next session in the
graphi cs | ab was headed TYCOON HYPER FROM PANGCOLI N/ TROT, 09/22/17. It read:
MESSAGE RECEI VED. PEDESTAL NEGATI VE FOLLOW NG DI SCOVERY/ ARREST DURI NG ACCESS
TANGERI NE. CURRENTLY DETAI NED MERMAI DY ZAMORK. CONDI TI ON GOOD BUT DENI ED COWM N
RI GHTS. NO NEWS SEXTON BUT BELI EVED ELSEWHERE HERE. MUST CONSI DER TANGERI NE
LOST. HOMEVER, BELI EVE OTHER | NTELLI GENCE M GHT ASSI ST EVALUATION, E. G KEY
| NVATE NAME LI ST. CAN SUPPLY, CONFI RM | NTEREST. ENDS ENDS.

"Sexton" and "Pangolin" were Earnshaw s and her code designations
respectively, Paula strung three copies end-to-end as a single data bl ock for
redundancy and tagged the nmessage for transm ssion

The validation systemwas based on a list of unique key words that each
agent menorized, which were known to nobody el se. Fol eda's departnment kept a
master file of all the lists. Each word in a list was a conpound of two parts,
chosen such that the first part could be conmbined naturally in English with
many second parts to give a valid conpletion. For exanple, the word "ice"
could combine with "cube," "bucket," "berg," "breaker," and many nore equally
valid conpletions. Only one, however, was correct for a particular list. Thus,
whet her a message originated fromthe agent or fromthe departnent, a correct
conpletion fromthe same |list confirned both that the message was authentic,
and that it was not being sent under coercion

In the specific case of the reply sent by Paula, the "Trot" after her
code nane conpl eted the conpound word that Fol eda had cued with "Fox." She in
turn had selected the first part, "Hyper," of another conmpound and included it
in her response. The conpletion "CGolic" in the next nmessage she received woul d
confirmthat it was indeed from Fol eda, and not a forgery nmanufactured by
soneone with access to the conmuni cati ons nedi um

The nedi cal orderlies took Al brecht Haber away agai n hal fway through the
afternoon of McCain's day off. It was his second rel apse in a week. An hour
after the nmidday neal, he had gone to |lie down, conplaining of nausea and
stomach pains, and not long after that he had becone feverish.

"Barbarians, that's what they are, keeping an old nman like himin a place
like this," Oskar Smovak declared to the others sitting at one of the tables
out in the B Block ness area. "Wat harm can he be to anybody? He ought to be
sent hone. "

"Di d anybody notice what he was eating at |unch?" Luchenko asked,
standing a few feet away acconpani ed by Kong.

"What does it matter?" Smovak replied. "Wth the nmuck they serve, it's a
wonder we're not all in the infirmary." Luchenko grunted and wal ked back into
the billet, followed by his wooden-faced shadow.

"It's your move," Leo Vorghas said.

"Ch, was it?" Snovak returned his attention to the chessboard between
t hem

"Charlie Chan's got a new joke about the food."

"Thanks, but 1'd rather not hear it."

At the end, near Snovak, Koh turned a page of the book he was reading.
McCain was sitting a couple of feet away, leaning forward with his arns fol ded
on the edge of the table while he watched four of the Siberians rolling
mar bl es across a pattern of chal ked lines and synbols on an open area of the
floor. It was a new gane they had worked out with Rashazzi. As usual there was
a lot of arguing and cursing, with tokens and slips of paper changi ng hands
constantly to keep track of the scores and bets. Buried in the design were
speci al marks that Rashazzi had made to nmeasure accurately the trajectories of
the rolling balls across the surface. But on this particul ar occasion he
wasn't present. He had worked a series of bracelet-insert-swapping deals and
was now able to remain virtually full-tine in the Crypt without interruption

"So you really never had heard of Sam Caton, eh?"

McCain realized Snmovak had noved a piece and was talking to him He



turned his head back. "Nope. Never had."
"I thought everyone in America nust have heard of him | was testing you,

you see."

"I know. "

"You can't be too cautious." Snovak | ooked at Koh. "Did you ever visit
Anerica?"

"OfF course he has," Vorghas threw in w thout |ooking up fromthe board.
"Where hasn't he visited?"

"You were in California at one tinme, | think you nentioned once, M.
Earnshaw, " Koh said, lifting his face toward McCain. "I know some parts of it.
Where exactly did you live?"

"I was born in lowa. But | grew up sone of the time in and around
Bakersfield. Went to college in L.A"

"Ah yes, Bakersfield, | have a cousin not far fromthere -- in Fresno, as
a matter of fact. He's an attorney, and he al so restores antique cl ocks and
nmusi cal machi nes. "

"W shoul d have guessed." Snovak shook his head disbelievingly. "He's
even got a cousin in Mdscow, did you know that? Has the franchise to run a
Japanese restaurant there. | ask you -- a Japanese restaurant to Moscow There
isn't anywhere on the planet that the Koh tribe hasn't reached."

Koh marked his place with a piece of card and set down the book. "It's
just as well, too," he said. "It was nmainly inmgration fromthe East that
saved the United States. Fifty years ago, everyone was being frightened by
scare-stories about runaway popul ati on expl osion. But even at the tine, the
facts were exactly opposite. It's perfectly natural and healthy that when
nations industrialize and their living standards inprove, their popul ations

shoul d grow geonetrically for a while -- it happened in Europe in the
ei ghteenth century, America in the nineteenth, and is still happening to a
degree in Asia. However, they level out again as lifestyles change.... But the

wi se man | ooks at the dry distant nountains and prepares for a drought, even
while the river is in flood. The point everyone m ssed was that popul ations
decrease geonetrically, too. And even while the panic was at its highest, the
West's birthrate had not only declined, but fallen bel ow the replacenent

| evel . They were facing a catastrophic popul ati on col | apse. That was what

al nost ruined West Germany. So |'m afraid, gentlenmen, that you'll have to
resi gn yourselves to being a small mnority in the world ahead. Fortunately,
with the kind of civilization that | see emerging, | don't think it wll

matter very much."

Mungabo and Scanlon had cone in from Gorky Street and sat down to catch
the tail end of what Koh had been saying, Scanlon pulled a box of playing
cards from his pocket and began laying out a solitaire array. "And what do you
see energing, Koh?" he inquired. "WIIl this be the fella to replace Wstern
Man?"

"Maybe, " Koh sai d.

"CGot a name for himyet?" Mingabo asked.

"Next will come Nonlinear Man -- Interplanetary Man -- who will energe
anong the offplanet worlds that will soon take shape," Koh replied. "He wll
take O assical beauty, Western science, Chinese pragnmatism Japanese
dedi cation, and maybe Russian realism along with other stones from ot her
rubble, but he will build theminto a new edifice which will be his own. His
children will accept as self-evident the concept of evolution as a succession
of discontinuities, and take for granted the inpossibilities of today beconi ng
commonpl ace tonmorrow. They will go out to popul ate a universe which by its
very size and extent, stretching away beyond the range of the nost powerful
instruments, synbolizes a reality that inposes no limts on how far their
civilization can grow, how rmuch it may achieve, or what they may becone," Koh
| ooked around the table. "There are no finite resources, only finite
t hi nki ng." He opened his book again, |ooked down, and resuned reading.

Scanl on conti nued noving and turning the cards. Snovak picked up a knight
and thunped it back down on the board. "Check." Vorghas put his chin between



his hands to study the new position

McCain | eaned forward and noved a red five onto a black six. "Busy day at
t he hub?" he asked Scanl on casually.

Scanl on scooped up the cards again and dealt two gin-rumry hands. MCain
pi cked up his hand and inspected it. "As a matter of fact, | heard they had a
little bit of excitement there today," Scanlon said. "Afire, noless -- in
t he Space Environnent Lab, it was. An electrical fault, by all accounts."

"That's too bad," MCain rmurmured. "Anyone hurt?"

"Ah, no, it was nothing serious.... But I'mtold some things in a cl oset
up there were burned pretty badly."

McCain sent a questioning | ook over the top of the fan he was hol di ng,
and Scanlon returned a faint nod. They played for a while. Wen they finished,
Scanl on put the cards back in the box, slipped it into his jacket pocket, and
rose to |l eave. Then, as if struck by an afterthought, he turned back, took the
box from his pocket again, and handed it to McCain. "If you're going back
inside the billet, do me a favor and give these back to Chan, would you? |'ve
to neet a man in the conpound in a couple of mnutes."

"Sure," MCain said, dropping the box into his own pocket. But it wasn't
the sane box, and there weren't any playing cards inside. Instead, it held a
package containing two functioning general -cl earance civilian badges.

A day | ater, Haber had undergone an amazing recovery and was returned to
the billet. Wth him he brought the remaining conponents which, together with
t he ones he had purloined fromthe Pharmaceuticals |ab during his previous two
visits to the infirmary, enabled himand Rashazzi to construct an accurate
bal ance scale in the Crypt workshop. They used it to neasure the wei ghts of
objects at various heights in the el evator shaft that connected the Crypt
deck, via the surface and Hut 8, back down to B-12 billet and gave the escape
commttee's "elevator route" its nane.

"Thi ngs should weigh | ess at higher levels as you get nearer to the spin
axi s," Rashazzi explained to McCain after the results had been conpared. "And
in fact they do. But the decrease is far less than it ought to be. At this
level in the rim a weight should change by two point one percent if it's
nmoved twenty neters nearer the axis. But the amount we nmeasured was | ess than
half that."

Haber took off his spectacles and began polishing the Ienses with a
handkerchief. "The baffling thing is that once again the results are
consistent with the idea of the colony's being larger than is officially
stated." MCain had been thinking about that since the scientists described
the results of their tests with the pendulum He wondered if weapons coul d be
conceal ed in the extra volunme that seened to be indicated. But Haber
denol i shed the notion when he continued, "But to give these figures, the
di ameter of the ring would have to be sonething Iike four and a hal f

kilometers, which is well over twice the quoted figure. |I really don't know
what to nake of it. A discrepancy that |arge would have been public know edge
years ago."

Nobody coul d offer any satisfactory answers. But the matter was put aside
for the time being when Peter Sargent and Eban |stanel brought nmore news from
the escape committee. In the course of exploring farther down bel ow the
el evator-route shaft, they had gained entry to a tube that appeared to be part
of a robot freight-transit systemthat possibly ran all the way around the
ring. If so, then it offered not only a way out of the limts of Zanmork, but a
ticket to anywhere else in the col ony.

So at last it looked as if MCain and his group were about to becone
fully nobile. Now, perhaps, they' d begin shedding Iight on some of the
per pl exi ng questions that had been accumul ati ng.

CHAPTER THI RTY- El GAT



Deep in the Pentagon's labyrinth of corridors and offices, Bernard Fol eda
and Geral d Kehrn cane out of an elevator and turned in the direction of
Fol eda' s of fice. Fol eda pounded al ong irascibly, setting the pace. Kehrn was
| ooki ng worri ed.

"Dirt!" Foleda snorted. "Who ever heard of shipping thousands of tons of
dirt up into orbit? Not even their cloud-cuckoo-Iand econonics could justify
it. What do they take us for? It snells to high heaven, Gerry."

A lot of other people thought so, too. That was why the United States,
representing a nunber of concerned Western nations, had demanded that USSF
vessel s be pernitted to nonitor the operations, going on in lowEarth orbit,
of transferring cargo from Soviet surface shuttles into |onger-range
transporter ships. To everyone's surprise, the Soviets had agreed.

"Well, don't forget that their ideas on what's efficient don't exactly
tally with ours,” Kehrn said. "To them efficiency is directing all the
resources you've got onto whatever objective the Party says is top priority.
That was how Merrmaid got to be built in the first place. It isn't sinply the
sumtotal of a lot of individually profitable businesses. They woul dn't be
able to see how running a pet food factory profitably can be efficient when
pet food isn't inportant. So nmaybe to themit nakes sense."

"Yes, and what caused Mermaid to be their top priority?" Fol eda grow ed.
"They're up to sonething."

Barbara got up froma chair opposite Rose in Foleda's outer office as
t hey appeared. Rose began | eafing through a wad of papers and message slips.
"It's been all hell let [oose... Borden has called three tinmes in the [|ast
hal f hour. The President's chief of staff called. The CIA director.... Whalley
over in Defense..."

"Hold the trench just a little |longer, Rose," Fol eda said wthout
sl ackeni ng his pace. "W've got sonething really urgent."

"Ckay, but I'mtelling you, the amunition's running | ow here." As she
spoke, a call-tone sounded fromthe screen-panel beside her desk. The others
went on through.

Bar bara cl osed the door of the inner office. "Wat have we got?" Fol eda
asked her. She had beeped himvia his pocket handpad a few minutes earlier and
told himonly that she had news from Mermai d concer ni ng Pedest al

Bar bara opened the fol der she was carryi ng and handed hi ma sheet of
printout. He sat down at his desk, and Kehrn noved around to read it with him
over his shoulder. "In from NSA ei ght mnutes ago," Barbara said. "They show
the tine of receipt as ten-thirty-nine hours today. The validation conpletion
is correct for Pangolin."

"My God, we did it!" Foleda breathed as his eyes read rapidly down the
paper. "It's fromBryce. Qur signal got through. She is still up there.... No
news of Lew, though, eh?"

Kehrn nodded. "She's the conmunications whiz. It figures.™

"Your hunch nust have been right," Barbara said to Foleda. "It nust be
Gshkadov that Dyashkin has been talking to."

"He did what we wanted," Kehrn said. "The guy's busting his ass over
there to please. It's starting to look as if he's clean." He | ooked down
guestioni ngly, but Fol eda was | eaning back in his chair and staring at the far
wal | without seeming to have heard.

Kehrn was about to say sonething nore when Fol eda's desk screen began
emtting its priority tone. Barbara answered it. "Yes, Rose?"

"Fi x bayonets. I'mout of bullets. Borden's on his way."

Monents | ater the door burst open and Philip Borden strode in, |ooking
strained, "What the hell, Bern? |'ve been calling you. I was told you were
out."

"Sorry, Phil, | was. We only got back this second." Fol eda showed himthe

transcript of the nmessage from Tereshkova.

"Take a |l ook at this. It just came in. W' ve got a line to Bryce. Sounds
as if Lew night be there sonepl ace, too."

Borden took the sheet and scanned down it. "Holy cow, | don't believe



this... a private channel to our own people inside a Soviet space station
Honestly, Bern, when you first sprung this on ne | thought you'd flipped...
What's this bit about key innmate nanmes?"

"I don't know. Like |I said, | only sawit for the first tine nyself a few
seconds ago."

The diversion had cal med Borden down a little fromthe agitated state
he'd been in when he entered. He set the folder down on Fol eda's desk and

sighed wearily. "Well, let's hope that now you've got it, it can do sone good.
They sure made us | ook a bunch of assholes this tine."
“"Who di d?"

"Mbscow, of course. \Wat else do you think the flap's all about out
there? Don't tell me you haven't heard yet."

"I just this second got back," Foleda said again. "l've been giving a
talk to that conference of Stan's all norning."

Borden waved a hand vaguely overhead. "W've sent three USSF interceptors
into monitor those Soviet transfer operations in orbit. They used X-ray
detectors, magnetoneter detectors, visual observation, and Christ knows what.
The reports are in. They're all the sane."

"What did they find?" Kehrn asked.

Borden threw up his hands. "What do you think they found? Dirt. Just lots
of dirt. Nothing else. The President's nad as hell about it, we're a
| aughi ngst ock, and sone of the Asian states are wondering if maybe we have
been crazy all along. This isn't my best day, Bern."

For once Fol eda | ooked dunmbstruck. It was he who had predicted that the
Russi ans woul d never pernmt the payl oads of the Soviet shuttles to be
i nspected. There was no risk that they m ght be decoys: the transporter ships
| oaded fromthemcould be tracked clearly all the way to Tereshkova. Nothing
could be substituted with any chance of escaping detection

"Does that nmean we've got a decision for Novenber?" Barbara asked.

Borden nodded. "W're accepting. It hasn't been announced publicly yet,
but | got it fromthe Wite House an hour or so ago. W'll be sending the Vice
Presi dent and Secretary of State. The President's viewis that we don't have
any choice nowif we want to avoid being witten off by half the world as
paranoi ds. He didn't want to force this inspection issue, and he feels that we
pushed himinto it. This is his way of telling us, 'screw you.""

Fol eda stared gloom ly at his desk. This was what he had been fearing. In
the tide of euphoria and hopes for a sudden easing of tensions that had swept
the worl d, nost of the |eading European and Asi an nations had al ready
announced that they would be sending representatives. The party would travel
fromEarth orbit to Val entina Tereshkova in a neutral ship carrying a m xed
United Nations crew. The President, he knew, had expressed di spl easure at what
he saw as the US's failure to seize an inportant initiative, and he held
excessi ve caution and unwarranted suspicion on the part of the UDIA as |argely
to blane. "So the rest of it didn't nmake any difference, eh?" Fol eda
concl uded.

Borden shook his head, "Not after this. They think we're seeing shapes in
tea leaves. And to be frank, I'mhalf inclined to think they mght be right."

"W wal ked right into it," Foleda said. "I was a chunp. O course there's
nothing but dirt in those shuttles. Watever they needed up there went up
nmont hs ago. This dirt thing was a deliberate provocation for us to call them
and we did. Now our credibility's shot."

"You still think it's a blind for sonething, then," Borden said.

"No, | don't think. I"'msure of it. They wanted to make sure we'd be
enbarrassed enough to make anends by sendi ng our people there, along with
everyone el se's.”

"What for?"
Fol eda | ooked up. "Hostages. Wat else? And they don't even have to
hijack them-- we're sending themvoluntarily. Mernmaid is a battle platform

Those VIPs are its protection. They guarantee we won't fire at it
preenmptively, and they constitute insurance agai nst us havi ng possi bl e weapons



up our sleeve. Hesitation and di sagreement in our canp at a crucial nonent
coul d prove decisive."
Borden nodded. He had heard this before. "But aren't you overl ooki ng one

t hi ng, Bern?" Kehrn said. "All the Soviet VIPs will be there too -- and | mean
practically all of them Their tops, too: bigger than the ones everybody el se
wi |l be sending. That has to count for sonething."
"And suppose they don't," Fol eda countered. "Suppose it's all phony, and
they don't send any of themup there -- just enpty ships for us to watch
t hrough tel escopes. Do you think our people would insist on checking them out
after this latest fiasco? No way. See -- they've covered that base too."
Kehrn | ooked uneasy. "Well... they'd have to be there." He frowned, as
if, having stated it, he wasn't sure why. "I nean, they couldn't not be there
when all the rest arrive, could they? And the place will be declared open
after that..."

Fol eda | ooked hard at himfor a few seconds, then | eaned back in his
chair and shook his head. "No. They don't have to do any of that. By that
time, none of it will matter. \Watever it is they're planning will have
happened by Novenber seventh. A nonth. That's all we've got to find out."

He sounded nore certain than ever before. This time the others remained
qui et and didn't argue.

CHAPTER THI RTY- NI NE

Agniya left Hut 19 early in October. She had accepted an offer of a
teaching position in Turgenev on condition of good behavior, and was rel eased
for a three-nonth probationary period to take up nornmal acconmopdations in the
t own.

"That's how they get you," Svetlana said to Paula as they stood watching
with some other friends as Agniya sent back a final wave before, disappearing
into the Admi nistration Building. The second of the two guards who had hel ped
her carry her belongings fromthe hut closed the door behind, "They gave her a

wor k assignnent at the el ementary school. She's always | oved children. Now

she'll cooperate and do what they want -- and not only that, but be grateful
for it, too. Wth you it will be computers.™

"l doubt if it'll cone to that," Paula said

"Vell see.”

"That's what this whole place is for," Elena said as they began retracing
their steps down toward the huts. "At one time they used to punish dissenters,
but it was so wasteful. Then they tried brainwashing, but it destroyed the
creativity that they wanted to use. Now they rehabilitate people wthout
| osing them"

Agniya's replacenent arrived that evening. A guard showed her to the hut
and deposited her bags inside the door, while a second waited outside. She
stepped in and | ooked around, nodding a greeting to Svetlana and El ena. Then
she shifted her eyes to Paula, who had risen to her feet and was staring
wi de- eyed. They gazed at each other in amazenment for several seconds, and then
hugged warmy. It was Tanya, the schoolteacher whom Paul a had | ast seen in the
infirmary, before her transfer to the surface |evel.

"So it was true, they did nove you up here!l" Tanya excl ai med. "Anastasia
and | often wondered about you. You remenber Anastasia?"

"Of course. How is she?"

"Up and about again. And you! You're |ooking so well conpared to how you
were. Things nust really be a lot different up here.™

"Yes, you'll find it quite a change. Ch, but |I'mbeing rude -- these are
the other two | adies who live here." Paula introduced Svetlana and El ena They
showed Tanya the bunk that Agniya had vacated. Svetlana offered her a
cigarette. She declined and began unpacki ng her things. Paul a hel ped her put
t hem away whil e El ena made tea.

"I's it true you have a beach up here?" Tanya asked.



"Yes -- kind of," Paula said. "And nore. |1'll show you around before
dark. But how did you get here?"

Tanya sighed. "The usual kind of deal, | suppose. There are a |ot of new
arrivals at Tereshkova these days -- moving into quarters that have recently
been conpl eted at Turgenev and Landausk. They include many famlies with
children. Apparently the place is short of teachers. | was offered a transfer
up here in return for hel ping out at one of the schools... And here | am"™

"You're a teacher, then?" Svetlana said.

"Yes."

"Isn't that interesting. Agniya -- the woman you're repl acing here -- she
went to teach at Turgenev, too. She was rel eased, in fact."

"Subsurface Zanork is filling up, too," Tanya said. "New faces appearing

every day."

"I wonder what's going on," Svetlana nused.

"They want the place full and bustling with people for November seventh,"
Tanya said. "And this year it's going to be sun-bronzed youth and gymnastics
di spl ays. Troops and tanks are out." Potenkin villages, Paula thought. Yet at
the sane tine the news made her stop and think. It was hardly the kind of
popul ati on that anyone would want on a battle platform

They finished getting Tanya settled in, and tal ked while finishing their
tea, after which Paula and Tanya got up to leave for a tour of the surface
| evel . But just as they came out of the hut, O ga appeared.

"Oga, I1'd like you to neet Tanya, a friend of mne fromwhen | was Sub
She's just noved in as Agniya's replacenent. Isn't that wonderful ? Tanya, this
is Oga. If you really want to find out how to get anything done up here,
she's the woman to know. "

"A pleasure,” Tanya said, extending a hand.

O ga shook it lightly and smled, but she seened distracted. "Paul a,
| ook, there's soneone | want you to talk to. He has some news you'll be
interested in."

"Now? | was just about to show Tanya around."

"It is urgent." A ga s voice was serious.

"OfF course you nust go," Tanya told Paula. "I'msure everything wll
still be here in the norning. And to tell you the truth, | amrather tired,
I"'msorry we had to nmeet in such a rush, AOga. W'll see each other again
soon, |I'msure. Good night." And with that, Tanya turned and went back into
the hut.

O ga took Paula to Hut 8, which was close to Hut 19, in the next row
downhi Il toward the Administration Buil ding.

She tapped on the door, which was opened al nost i medi ately by a big,
heavyset man with a fleshy, snooth-skinned, olive conplexion, w de eyes, and
reddi sh curls framng a high brow H's face was fam liar, but Paula had never
had reason to talk to him He had evidently been expecting them and stepped
out side. The three of them began walking slowy in the direction of the
reservoir.

"Paula, this is Eban," O ga said. "You' ve probably seen hi maround.

t hi nk Eban can help you with regard to the other American you've been asking
about . "

"Lewi s Earnshaw? You know where he is?"

"Hmm |'ve possibly heard tell of him" Eban said non-conmittally.
"Describe himto ne."

"Ch, about six feet in height, |I'd guess. One-eighty pounds, probably --
solid, lean kind of build. Black, wavy hair. It used to be short, parted on
the left. Brown eyes, alert, taking things in all the time. C ean-shaven
face. "

"Way is he here?"

"He came here with me on May first, as a journalist for Pacific News
Services of California. W were arrested on charges of espionage."

"Why did he really cone here?"

"I've given you my answer."



Eban sniffed and | ooked at O ga questioningly. "She's reliable,” dga
said. "lI've worked with her for a long tine now Have you ever regretted
trusting ny judgnent?"

"I don't like the part about showi ng her the Crypt and the way into it,"
Eban said, speaking as if Paula wasn't there. "It's not necessary for her to
know of it at this stage. Wiy can't we bring himup here instead?"

"There are reasons, as you know, " O ga replied.

"Hrm " Eban reflected for a nonment |onger, then nodded. "Very well. But |
will need to make arrangenents. Come by the hut at the same tinme tonorrow.
Knock if a pot with yellow prinroses has been put in the wi ndow by the door
O herwi se don't bother -- it will nean the hut is being watched."

The next day, O ga visited the Iibrary and brought Paula the transcri pt
of a reply from"Tycoon/Golic," addressed to "Pangolin/Hot." "Tycoon" was
Fol eda' s code nane, while "Golic" completed the conmpound "Hypergolic," the
first half of which Paula had supplied in her transm ssion. It acknow edged
recei pt of Paul a's nessage, asked a few specific questions, and expressed
interest in the list of inmates' nanmes that Paula had referred to. She decided
to put off responding until she'd allowed sone tine for the prom sed cont act
wi th Earnshaw -- which with luck m ght be inmmnent.

That evening, the flowers had been placed in the w ndow by the door of
Hut 8 when d ga and Paul a approached. Paul a hadn't asked how Eban knew whet her
or not the place was under observation. It was the kind of thing that could
happen at any tinme for no particular reason in Zanork. O ga was carrying a
book. They went up to the door and knocked, and Eban let themin. I|Inside was
another man, late thirties or thereabouts, with flat, sandy-colored hair and a
ragged nustache. He was wearing the gray uniform of regul ar-category inmates
fromthe subsurface levels. Paula's first thought was to wonder how he had
gotten into the hut, alnost in the center of the surface | evel conpound,
wi t hout being seen. Before Paula could say anything, Eban touched his |ips
with a finger and shook his head as a signal for her to remain quiet.

"I"ve brought your book back, Eban," O ga said. "Mst of it was good, but
| didn't agree with the last part. Do you really go along with that?"

"Yes, but I'mnot in a nood to argue about it now. Ch, did you want to
hear that tape | was telling you about?"

"The American one?"

"They call it piano blues. | wonder why we never invented anything |like
it." Eban started a player on a shelf in one corner, and twangy nusic turned
to high volune filled the room Silently the nmustached nan handed Paul a a
flashlight, and then he and Eban went through to the small bathroom and shower
closet at the rear of the hut, notioning for Paula to follow. O ga came after
t hem

The nustached man knelt down by the shower and felt with his fingertips
under the edge of the lip enclosing the cubicle floor. The click of a catch
sounded, and the whol e square of tiling surrounding the drain hinged upward. A
section of pipe below the drain had been replaced by a | oop of flexible tubing
to allow the trapdoor to swing free. Below was a vertical shaft, shored with
strips of metal and plastic panels. It was lit by a small bulb fixed in one of
the corners a short distance down. The nustached man swung his legs into the
shaft and clinbed down out of sight. Eban nodded for Paula to follow She
crouched down and sat on the edge of the opening. Below, the head and
shoul ders of the nustached man were sil houetted dimy against the Iight. She
turned and braced her arms on the edge, and a hand from bel ow gui ded her foot
toward a rung fastened to the shaft wall. Paula felt with her other foot,
found the next rung, and began clinbing carefully down. Above her head, the
trapdoor swung back over the top of the shaft and clicked shut.

They had clinbed down through no nore than ten feet of the surrounding
soil, or whatever else lay beneath the huts, when Paula felt herself stepping
out of the shaft into thin air. The hand caught her foot again and noved it
onto a solid surface. She ducked out of what turned out to be an opening in a



roof, and found herself standing on a steel housing of some kind, partly
visible in the feeble Iight froma second bulb at the bottom of the shaft they
had energed from Machinery humred in the space she could sense around her

and there was a current of warmair smelling of oil. Then even the light from
t he shaft vani shed, plunging the place into conplete darkness. A nonment |ater
a flashlight beam appeared, illum nating the hole in the roof above them

"Gve me sonme light there with yours," the nmustached nan hissed. Paula did so
whil e he attached a panel over the opening. Then he turned back toward her

Paul a shone her lanp at his face. "W can't go on neeting like this," she
sai d.

He grinned apol ogetically. "A dreadful way to introduce nyself, | know"
He was obviously English. "Hello. My nanme is Sargent -- Peter Sargent. |'m
taking you to Lewi s Earnshaw "

"Paul a Shel mer. How | ong has this tunnel been here?"

"Well, now, that would be telling, wouldn't it." They clinbed down to the
floor, and Sargent |ed the way through a fragnmented worl d of machi nes, pipes,
ducting, structural supports, and cable runs glinpsed briefly in the dancing
flashlight beans and nmade all the nmore unreal by the suddenness of the
contrast with the world they had just left. A bridge of braced girders
spanning a drop into black nothingness pointed to a wall reinforced with netal
ri bbi ng, which appeared to extend beyond the containi ng decks above and bel ow.
Hei ght s had never been one of Paula's strong points, and she made the crossing
with trenbling legs and a dry nouth. At the far end, Sargent straddled the
topnost girder and renoved a section that had been cut out of the wall in
front, then drew Paula close by himto | ook through

She felt as if her heart had dropped down to sonewhere in her stomach.
The shaft she found herself staring down plunged away to lose itself in
bl ackness beyond the range of the light from Sargent's flashlight. It was |ike
| ooki ng down a bottom ess mine.

"Down there?" Paul a croaked.

"It's one of the main Core elevators,"” Sargent replied cheerfully, "The
problemis that we're up at the top, and the place we want to get to is down
near the bottom The part that the car runs over is in between, which neans we
have to get underneath it."

"Wonderful . "

"Nothing to worry about. First we have to get across to the other side,
whi ch we do by dropping down onto that horizontal strip and following it
around. There's a space across there, behind the rails the car runs on, that

we can use to get down. I'Il go first. If you're not happy about the traverse,
| can bring a line back to clip on you that'll catch you if you slip."
"No, I'll make it. Let's get it over with. But what happens if the car

cones up while we're only hal fway over?"

"It's all right. It doesn't come up this high. But it causes quite a
strong draft of air. Be ready for it."

Sargent led off, and Paula tracked himw th her Iight. He noved surely
and unhurriedly, finding his holds and shifting position with effortless,
catli ke grace. He reached the far side in no tine and | odged hinself in the
recess behind the vertical rails. Minents later, the beamfromhis | anp cane
on to light up the first stretch inmedi ately bel ow Paul a. She was al ready
wi shing she'd accepted the offer of a safety line, but a streak of pride
prevented her fromcalling out after himnow She |owered herself fromthe
hole to the level of the horizontal strut and edged sideways onto it, feeling
ahead with a hand, finding a hold, and pulling herself another step toward the
first corner.

"Great stuffl"™ Sargent's voice called fromacross the shaft. "There's a
pl ate just above your head that you can hold onto there. The next bit's a
little tricky because there's nothing for your hands. Take it slowy and press
your palns flat against the wall for balance." Paul a | ooked si deways and down
over her shoulder. A nmetal bracing strip about three inches wide ran along the
wal I, a short distance out fromit, with nothing within reach above but



snoot h, featurel ess netal. She swallowed hard and gul ped a breath. Flattening
her chest and the side of her face against the wall, she noved out fromthe
corner, her armstretched to the side, fingertips inching their way al ong the
surface, feeling for the first edge or crack. Her breath cane in short, uneven
gasps. Sargent had nmade it look like a stroll. Probably one of those people
who rel axed by wal king up walls in Yosenite, she thought savagely.

It had to happen. Just as she reached the midpoint, the cables on the far
side kicked into notion with a jolt that al nost caused her to fall off there
and then, and suddenly the whole shaft seenmed to be filled with notor noise.
Paul a cl osed her eyes and pressed herself against the wall, feeling it throb
with vibrations. Air surged around her, and her fingers clawed instinctively
at the cold metal. The vibrations intensified, and the terror that is
triggered only by the self-preservation instinct conpelled her to open her
eyes and | ook down. The roof of the car was rushing upward at her, into the
part of the shaft illumnated by the flashlight. It wasn't going to stop. She
could see herself being sneared |ike..

Everyt hi ng had gone qui et. She | ooked down and saw the top of the car
just a few feet below, stationary. Then her hand gave way suddenly as the palm
slipped on its own perspiration. A hand gripped her el bow and steadi ed her as
she tottered. Sargent had nmoved back out of the recess and was bridging the
gap that remrai ned between her and the final corner, one hand steadying her and
t he other anchored on a firmhold. He drew her firmy before she could panic,
and seconds | ater she was perched next to himon a section of supporting
frame, safely inside the recess.

"Al'l right?" he asked.

Paul a nodded, although she was breathing shakily. "I haven't had so nuch
fun since ny draft physical."

To get them down, Sargent produced a line that had been hidden behind a
girder and uncoiled it, letting the free end drop into the darkness bel ow. He
showed her how to run it around her back and thigh to regul ate her speed by
friction, and then he went first again. A short while afterward, Paula felt
two sharp tugs on the line to signal that the way was clear for her to fall ow
After her experience at the top of the main shaft, the descent seened
unevent f ul

They left the el evator shaft through a maintenance hatch whi ch Sargent
repl aced behind them and came out onto a narrow steel -fl oored wal kway | eadi ng
bet ween rows of large tanks and piping. After a short distance Sargent held a
hand up for Paula to stop. "W've installed our own intruder alarms," he
expl ained. "There's an infrared beamright here. Step over it carefully. It
saves them having heart attacks in the Crypt every time someone goes down
there."”

"What is this Crypt? Eban nentioned it to O ga yesterday."

"You'll see."
They turned off to the side and passed by a series of bays containing
transformers and power-distribution equi pnent. Beyond, |ight showed from a

space underneath an internediate-level deck. It was so obscured by the forest
of support works and engineering that Paula didn't realize its extent unti
they were alnost on top of it. As they stepped down inside, she saw that the
space had been inprovised into a workshop-Iaboratory, with a couple of |arge
benches, tool racks, a table covered with drawi ngs, and all manner of
conponents, assenblies, and devices in various stages of construction. Three
figures were waiting, presumably alerted to their approach by the flashlights.
The youngest was swarthy-skinned, with black hair and alert, lively eyes. The
man next to himwas lean in build, with sparse hair, hollowed cheeks, and
protrudi ng eyes, giving Paula an instant inpression of a human weasel. The
third stepped forward and stood | ooking her up and down for a few seconds, a
grin playing at the corners of his mouth. Then he grasped her by the shoul ders
with both hands and stared at her face. "H ," Earnshaw said.

"Hi." She returned his gaze for a nonent, then reached up and squeezed
his forearns affectionately. "So, you are here. The Russians wouldn't tel



ne.
"They're like that." Earnshaw | ooked down at her green tunic. "Wat's

this -- a priv? You' re doing okay. And I was worried that you were getting a
hard tine."
"I was at first, but it changed. It's a long story. | have news, too. A

lot's been happening." Paula waved an arm at the surroundings. "But it |ooks
as if you haven't been exactly idle either. What's this all about?"

"Anot her long story. One part of it is we're fixing a laser. But we need
help with the el ectronics."

"So that's why you finally brought ne down here?"

"Of course. What el se did you think?"

"Lew, you never change. You're hateful ."

"A much better relationship for business," Earnshaw said. He notioned
with his head to the other two men waiting behind. "This is Paula, ny partner
that | told you about. Paul a, neet Razz and Kev, two nmore of the crew "

CHAPTER FORTY

McCain's brow knotted in open disbelief. "Tycoon?" he repeated. "You're
in touch with Tycoon? How coul d you be?" They were sitting on a couple of
boxes off to one side at the edge of the lighted work area and speaking in
| owered voi ces out of earshot of the others, who were carrying on with their
wor k. This was conpany busi ness.

"It's a conplicated story," Paula replied. She had antici pated probl ens
in convincing him "Basically it works like this. I've gotten to know a
Russi an worman up on the priv level called A ga. She's a scientist, too -- in
the nuclear field -- but also a human-rights dissident. That's why she's
here." MCain nodded and listened intently. Paula went on, "The point is that
a col |l eague of hers -- one of her dissident colleagues, that is -- who's al so
one of her |ong-standi ng personal friends, happens to hold a high position in
t he conmuni cati ons groundstation in Siberia that handles the main link up to
here. To cut a long story short, they found a way of sending nessages to each
other by concealing themin the regular traffic in a way that's transparent to
t he standard handling system"

"That much | can buy," MCain agreed. "But how did you get in on it?"

"They lost an electronic chip that was vital to the process, and needed
somebody who could programa new one. O ga and | had gotten to know each ot her
by then. It was in ny field. She took a chance.™

McCai n | ooked derisive. "She took a chance? How nuch do you know about
t hi s Gshkadov wonan?"

"Look, she's a scientist. W understand a ot of things in common. |'d
still be down in that pit if it wasn't for her. She got me out."

"She needed someone to programthe chip.”

"Sure. So it's a selfish world. But it was still her neck."

"Ckay, okay." MCain raised a hand. "So you're in the picture regarding
this private line they've got. Now, how did you persuade this guy down in
Siberia... Wat's his nanme?"

“lvan."

"How di d you persuade lvan to send a nessage off to our side for you?
G ve me one good reason why a Soviet official in a high position -- | don't
care if he's a dissident or not -- should agree to risk getting hinself shot
by sendi ng--"

"I didn't get himto send anything," Paula said, "I thought of it, but

Tycoon beat me to it. He sent a nmessage through lvan to nme first."

McCai n sat back on the box and stared at Paul a incredul ously. He cl osed
his eyes nomentarily, shook his head, and rubbed his brow with a knuckle. "You
mean Tycoon just happens to be in touch with this Ivan, and lvan, for no
particul ar reason, tells himall about his secret line up to Tereshkova. Cone
on, what have they been putting in your coffee?... Code nanes get broken



pretty easily -- you know that. And yet sonebody in a place like this shows
you a nessage that says it's from Tycoon, and you swal |l ow t he whol e--"

"It carried a correct validation-code initializer," Paula said. "I
i ncluded one fromny list in ny response, and since then a reply has conme back
with the right conpletion. What nore do you want? If we're not going to trust
the code system what's the point of setting it up in the first place?"

McCai n | ooked nonpl ussed. "That's inpossible," he declared. "O el se
t hey' ve got your conpletion list. How nuch do you renenmber from when you were
i nterrogat ed?"

"You don't have to |l ook for something like that to explain it," Paul a
i nsisted. "lvan has approached our side with an offer to defect. Think about
it. He and O ga were both m xed up in illegal goings-on together. She was

di scovered somehow, the KGB grabbed her, and she wound up here. Ooviously Ivan
could be next. He can see that as nmuch as anybody, so the idea of him suddenly
getting a divine revelation to nake hinsel f scarce woul d make sense. Now put
yourself in Tycoon's place. To make the deal sound attractive, |van would have
told who he is and how valuable he'd be if he came over. He's hardly in a
position to refuse favors, right? So if you were Tycoon, what's the first
thing you mght think of trying? Wat would there be to lose if it was lvan's
neck on the line? Wuldn't you give it a shot? Wll, that's what Tycoon did."

McCai n exhal ed a long breath and rubbed his chin. He couldn't fault her
reasoni ng, but he still didn't like the situation. There were coinci dences
i nvol ved, and he was al ways suspi ci ous of coincidences. In the end he seened
to dismss the subject for the tine being, and got up fromthe box. "Razz wll
have to tell you what he wants with the laser," he said, turning toward where
the others were working. "But apart fromthat, cone and see sonme of the other
t hi ngs we've got going down here."

Rashazzi and Sargent had made a dummy head from plaster and used it as a
tenpl ate for various patterns of rubber headpi eces, which they made by cutting
and regluing sections of used inner tubes. The tubes were used on the
gener al - pur pose groundcars found all over Tereshkova; Sargent and Mungabo had
obt ai ned themfroma recycling plant they' d discovered in the course of
expl ori ng beneat h Landausk. Over the open face-section they had attached a
mask assenbl ed from stolen pieces of firefighters' breathing apparatus and
experimented with ways of sealing it to contain four pounds per square inch
overpressure, filling it froman inprovised air punp. They had settled on a
nmet hod that seened to work acceptably, and now Sargent was donning the
equi prment to try it out as the first |ive subject.

"What about the rest of the body?" Paul a asked after MCain had expl ai ned

the i dea of going outside using homenmade spacesuits. "You'll need sone kind of
restraint to maintain pressure.”
Rashazzi pointed at an oil drum standing by the rear wall, partly covered

by a sheet of tin but emitting fumes of a not-entirely-pleasant odor. "W've
found that elastic surgical bandages plasticized in the concotion that's
brewing in there give the properties we need. Wapping the body numy-fashi on
woul d probably work, but we're going to try welding sheets of the stuff into
parts of stretch-suits. Getting dressed would be a [ ot quicker."

Paul a | ooked dubiously at the punp that Rashazzi was connecting to the
mask over Sargent's face. "You'll need something a ot nore powerful than that
for a full-size vacuum chanber." A | arge chanber woul d be necessary to test
the conplete suits. Nobody in their right mind would try out sonething Iike
that for the first time by |leaping out into space and trusting to luck

"W can rig up a natural one," Rashazzi said. Already Paul a was
devel oping the inpression fromlistening to himthat with his enthusiasm and
energy, anything m ght be possible. "W find an outer comnpartnent against the
hull wall, drill a hole through to the outside, and fit a valve in it. Then we
shut off the room and deconpress it gradually by neans of the valve to provide
a test chanber. Wien we're happy the suits work, we nake a hatch through with
t he chamber evacuated, and it becomes our airlock for getting in and out."

"How far away fromthe outer surface is the cosm c-ray shiel d?" Paul a



asked. An inportant point. The shield was a detached structure outside the
hull, and since it didn't rotate with the colony, it would be nmoving with a
relative speed of something like a hundred fifty miles per hour. That was
somet hing that McCain realized he'd forgotten in his discussions with the
scientists.

"It is only a matter of feet," Rashazzi agreed. "But it's sonething we
can only know for sure by cutting the hatch and | ooking out." So somebody
woul d have to work his way across the outside skin of the structure w thout
being thrown off, in darkness, with the inner surface of the shield flashing
by probably within inches of himall the time. Paula shuddered at the thought
of it. She'd done her share of heroics, she decided.

At the table near the bench, Scanl on was updating the nmaps which the
group was producing frominformation gathered in their reconnai ssance
expeditions carried out via the freight-transit systemthat the escape
conm ttee had discovered, "And 'tis fortunate |ads we are, indeed," Scanlon
said, looking up at her. "The traffic down there is busy these days, so we've
no problemgetting rides to anywhere we want."

"Why's that?" Paula asked him MCain had drifted away and was staring
out into the darkness again, obviously deep in thought.

"Al'l the good earth from Mdther Russia that's com ng down the spokes from
the hub and having to be distributed around,"” Scanl on said.

"So it is true, then -- they are really sending soil all the way here?"

"As true as we're here, talking." Scanlon gestured casually at a bin
standi ng beside the plasticizing drum "There's a pile of it in there, if
you're interested. W're sick of com ng back covered in the stuff."

"What did you bring it back here for?" Paul a asked, wal king over to the

bi n.

"Ah, that was Razz. It was there and it was unguarded -- too nuch for the
poor man to resist."

She stood | ooking down at the dark soil, then on inpul se stooped and | et

some trickle through her fingers. It felt dry, probably partly dehydrated for
shi pnent, but coul d doubtless be reconstituted on-site. "Do you need it, or
can | take sone?" she asked absently.

"And what woul d anyone be needing the likes of that for?"

"I have sone friends up on the surface who mght like sone -- rea
Russi an soil to grow flowers in, maybe."

"Did you want it for anything in particular?" Scanlon called to Razz.

"Not really. We can get plenty nore, anyway," Rashazzi answered.

Scanl on shrugged. "Help yourself. You'll find sone enpty cans on the
shel f behind the rack there."
Paul a found a can with a |lid and scooped sone of the soil into it. MCain

cane over to her as she screwed on the lid. He seenmed to have arrived at sone
decision in his mnd and drew her aside again. "There's one way | can check
out this channel of yours," he said. "Can you send off a response fromne to
tycoon's |l ast nessage, with an initializer that 1'Il select fromny list? If
we get an answer with the right conpletion, I'll accept it as genuine."

It was what Paul a had been expecting himto say, but as usual Earnshaw
had had to check through all the alternatives and possible objections first.
She nodded. "Wite out what you want to send, and I'lIl take it back up with
ne."

"Exactly what do you do with it then?"

"The chip is programmed, but the transmi ssion text has to be | oaded into
it. | do that on an offline system-- there are several that | can get access
to up there."

"I nsi de Zanor k?"

"I"'mworking in a place at Turgenev in the day. Oga fixed it. That was
how | got out of the kitchens."

"What kind of work?"

" Eco- nodel i ng. "

"Go on."



"Then O ga takes the chip back and passes it to an associate she's got,
who substitutes it for a chip in the outgoing coding processors."

"How do you get the replies back?"

"They're encoded in statistical updates beamed up into the library, O ga
transcri bes them and brings ne the copy."

"So Russi ans have access to the plaintext going both ways."

"How el se could it be? Two separate systenms are involved: here down to
Siberia, and fromthere into our comnmmet. There has to be a conversion from
one to the other."

McCai n nodded reluctantly. "Okay. Let's sit down again. | won't be a
second." He went over to the table where Scanl on was wor ki ng, and returned
with a notepad and a pencil. They sat down on the boxes again, and he handed

her the pencil and pad. "Wat was Tycoon's last initializer?" he asked.

"Hot," she told him

"My conpletion is 'Cospel,'" MCain said. Only he had known that. Paul a's
conpl etion code for the sane word woul d have been "Rod."

"Initializer?" Paula asked.

McCai n t hought for a second. "Trans." Paula m ght have chosen the sane
word too, for it was also on her list. In her case only, a valid reply from
Fol eda woul d carry the conpletion "Locate"; for a valid reply to MCain,
however, she had no idea what the conpletion should be.

Paul a wrote: SEXTOV GOSPEL TO TYCOONV TRANS. She waited. MCain whistled
tunel essly through his teeth for a few seconds and then dictated a
strai ghtforward, innocuous statenment to the effect that he was bei ng detai ned
on Tereshkova, and that he was in good shape and being treated fairly, apart
from deni al of conmmunications rights.

Paul a | ooked up questioningly. "That's it?"

"That's it."

"You're not going to say anything el se?"

"What el se do you want me to say?"

"Well, you could answer sone of the questions that Tycoon asked in his
message. We could give the nanes of some of the VIPs upstairs that he sounded
interested in. O nention that the place is taking in new batches of civilians
with lots of children. O that tons of soil fromEarth are arriving here.

Wul dn't that be considered useful intelligence material ?"

McCai n shook his head. "Not until |'ve a better idea who I'mtalking to."
Paul a sighed with exasperation. In her own nind she had no doubt that the
link was genuine. "You're talking to Tycoon," she said. "Believe ne, | know'

"Let's wait and see, shall we?"

"God, why are all you intelligence people so suspicious of everything?"

"We're not. But the ones who aren't don't last too |long. So your
i mpressions end up being formed only by the rest. Scientists call it
statistical bias. W call it survival. But isn't that what eco-nobdeling is
supposed to be all about?"

On her next day at Turgenev, Paul a conposed the message as Earnshaw had
directed. She had t hought of sending a separate conmunication along with it
under her own code to supply the additional information she had suggested, but
on further reflection decided against it. It would be tantamount to a direct
violation of orders, for one thing -- Earnshaw was still the senior nenber of
the mssion -- and for another, it would only be a matter of days at the nost
bef ore Tycoon replied. Then, with Earnshaw finally reassured, all would
proceed nuch nore snoothly.

Sure enough, a couple of days later O ga brought Paula a transcript of a
nmessage from Tycoon to "Sexton/Vaal ," This tine Paul a was spared anot her
ordeal in the elevator shaft, for Earnshaw came up to nmeet her in the
machi nery gallery at the bottom of the shaft beneath Eban Istanel's hut.

Ear nshaw confirmed that "Vaal" was the correct conpletion for "Trans" fromhis
own personal list. Therefore there could no | onger be any doubt that the
channel did connect all the way through to Fol eda in Washi ngton. To Paula's



chagrin, however, he still declined to supply the information she had
suggested. But he did give her a reply in which he hinted that he was in a
position to enjoy virtually unlinmted freedom of novenent around the colony's
outer ring.

The tone of the response that came back from Fol eda gave the inpression
that he was in trouble and having credibility probl ens back hone.
Uncharacteristically throwi ng caution to the wi nds, he specified the precise
| ocati ons around Tereshkova where weapons installations were suspected to
exi st, described their nature, and requested Sexton to check the sites and
report as quickly as possible. The nessage ended, REPEAT, OBJECTI VE
SUBCORDI NATES OTHER CONSI DERATI ONS. PGsSSI BI LI TY OF COVPROM SE ACCEPTABLE
EXPEDI TE BY ALL AVAI LABLE MEANS.

VWi ch neant, "Risk your ass if you have to. W need this."

CHAPTER FORTY- ONE

The two principal factors that made Val enti na Tereshkova potentially so
form dable were its distance fromEarth and its sheer size. \Wether driven by
hi gh- power pul sed reactors located in the hub or rim or in the form of
ej ectabl e bonb-type devices, its weaponry woul d be based on transformng
nucl ear energy into beanms of concentrated firepower traveling at the speed of
light and inpacting on their targets at a rate equivalent to tens or even
hundreds of tones of high explosive per second. Since nuclear processes
produce energy at an intensity mllions of tines greater than anything
attai nabl e from conventi onal sources, which involve only the outer electron
shells of atonms, the resulting hardware woul d be extrenely conpact, and thus
easily hidden in lots of unlikely places.

This had caused a | ot of headaches anbng the Western anal ysts whose job
was to come up with credible ways to attack the platform should the need ever
arise -- the mlitary had contingency plans filed away for just about every
eventual ity conceivabl e. True enough, a single nuclear warhead woul d have
sufficed to destroy it totally, but missiles of any kind were ruled out. Wth
the target at al nost-lunar distance -- ten tinmes that to geosynchronous orbit
-- surprise would be out of the question: in the long clinb fromnear-Earth
space an attacking wave of m ssiles would have no hope of any surviving. Yes,
the West did have beam weapons of its own deployed in near-Earth orbits. But
this was where Tereshkova's size nade the telling difference. For the West's
weapons were conparatively small, special-purpose types designed to attack
pi npoi ntabl e targets such as mssiles and satellites at shorter ranges. Hence
they couldn't hope to knock out the hi dden weapons on sonething |ike
Tereshkova in a surprise attack. Counterfire from Tereshkova, on the other
hand, would be instantly devastating to clearly defined targets sitting in
space. The answer, of course, would have been to build sonething conparable in
size at the proper tinme, but it was a little late to catch that boat now, and
the political arguing was still going on

Al so significant was Tereshkova's capacity to accommpdate a variety of
weapons. The essence of directed-beam strategy was to be able to deliver a
wi de range of wavel engths fromthe el ectromagnetic, and particle energy
spectra, generated by a series of devices differently "tuned" to exploit the
weaknesses of a given target type. Typically, hardening or protecting a target
agai nst one part of the spectrumwould render it nore vul nerable in another
part. For exanple, crudely focused, intense bursts of mcrowave energy woul d
act by becomi ng trapped and concentrated, wavegui de-fashion, in the structura
cavities of the target, causing intense internal currents to circulate as if
the target had been struck by lightning. Effective shielding against such a
m crowave attack coul d be achieved by cladding the target with an insul at ed
metal skin. But this would nmake it nore susceptible to pul sed diffuse X-rays,
whi ch when deposited upon an insulated nmetal |ayer induce strong
el ectronmagnetic em ssions inside the shield, fatal to el ectronic equi prment.



Heavy ions carried kinetic energy deep into solids faster than it could

di ssipate, causing materials to expl ode. Mions nade |lightning with two hundred
times the mass of el ectron beans. Neutrons induced premature fission in

war heads, degradi ng themto usel essness.

Synphony for full orchestra.

One of the suspected weapons that Fol eda had conmuni cated details of to
McCain was a tunable, high-power, free-electron |aser. That meant that the
| aser beamdrew its energy from accel erated electrons that could be rmade to
vibrate at any of a range of frequencies by a variable magnetic field. This
contrasts with nethods enploying an excited solid, liquid, or gas nedium
where the frequency is fixed and depends on the nedi um used. The systemin
qguestion, it was clainmed, operated across the optical spectrumfrominfrared
to ultraviolet, and was ainmed by the optical-mrror system|ocated around the
hub. According to the information received, it existed beneath the confused
pil e of buildings, tanks, conveyor ranps, and el evator machi nery known as
Agricultural Station 3, at the base of the m nor spoke between Turgenev and
Novyi Kazan.

McCain was far fromcertain what a tunable, high-power, free-electron
| aser installation ought to look like. In fact, he hadn't a clue. But as |ong
as he was able to describe accurately what lay in there, the experts could
worry about interpreting what it meant. Mreover, he had reasoned, if it
existed it would be securely contained and guarded. So even if it proved
i mpossible to actually get inside, the existence of obstacles too form dable
to penetrate woul d say enough about the kind of place it was. And if the
obstacles turned out to be nore than would allow themto sinmply test and
wi thdraw?... Well, as Fol eda had so thoughtfully rem nded him that was part
of the job.

He felt the car slowing down in the darkness. Then it clattered over a
series of switches before stopping for a few seconds, |lurched a short distance
forward, and then stopped again. From a point beside him Scanlon's flashlight
beam canme on to reveal another stationary car filling the tunnel ahead, and a
narr ow mai nt enance wal kway on one side, behind a handrail. It meant they were
joining the line of waiting cars that often formed at the approach to the
| oadi ng point below Agricultural Station 3. They had conme out of the regular
transit tube, and the roof here was somewhat higher

"This will do us as good as anywhere," Scanlon's voice said fromthe
dar kness.

"Sure. Let's go."

McCain raised hinself out of the hollowin the car's |oad of kidney beans
that he had been lying in, and shone his own |ight while Scanl on haul ed
hi nsel f over the side and onto the wal kway. Then MCain joined him Even when
they were heading for a destination farther on around the ring, they had
| earned from experience to get off the transit system here, work around the
| oadi ng area on foot, and catch another car on the far side. On an earlier
expedi tion that McCain had made with Mungabo, the |oad of corn they were
riding had been switched up a ranp and enptied into a silo by physically
inverting the car, alnost suffocating both of them MCain was beginning to

feel like an unnatural denizen of sone strange subterranean world of pipes,
girders, ducting, and nmetal, whose proper inhabitants were not creatures of
flesh and blood at all, but the ubiquitous, tirel ess machines.

An opening off the wal kway brought theminto an upward-sl opi ng passage
that bent through an angle to join a |large conpartnent containing notors and
wi nches, with cabl es disappearing up into the space overhead. The flashlights
pi cked out nore passages going off in other directions and walls neeting in
strange conbi nations of angles. As with the oddly-flung-together junbles of
constructions surroundi ng the spoke-bases on the surface, there didn't seemto
be a straight edge or surface anywhere that ran direct fromone side of the
torus to the other -- like a bulkhead in a ship. Even Rashazzi, for all his
sightings and neasurenents, had confessed to getting confused in the process
of passing through the spoke zones, and frequently found hinmself com ng out of



themin a direction he hadn't expected. The others who had reconnoitered
| ong-di stance around Tereshkova had all reported sinmilar difficulties.

They stopped here to exchange the coveralls that they had taken to
wearing when riding the tubes for standard |ight-blue snmocks and white caps,
as worn by the agricultural technicians, which Koh had stolen on a work
assignment. The coveralls hadn't been really necessary this time, as it turned
out, but on other occasions they had dropped into cars full of the earth stil
com ng down the spokes fromtransporters unl oading at the hub and cone out
| ooking i ke nud-westlers. The snmocks carried their two general -cl earance
badges, enabling themto nove around. Having only two badges exacerbated the
problemof limted tine, and Istamel was working on a schenme for acquiring
nor e.

McCai n unfol ded a sheaf of papers containing extracts from Fol eda' s
i nstructions and sketches from previ ous reconnai ssances. "Section of bul khead
to the east. Inspection | adder |eading to catwal k bel ow cabl e bank," he read.

Scanl on ainmed his light upward and swng it fromside to side. "Well,
there's what some people mght call a bulkhead, and that's a |l adder. It's
close to east, |I'd say, but how can a man be sure?"

"That has to be the way. Are you all set?"

"To be sure, hasn't it been nme that's been waiting for the last five
mnutes? So let's be off."

McCain's group had established that one of the col ony's waste-reduction
and water-recycling plants was situated in that direction, as indeed was shown
in the public information rel eased by the Soviets. Beyond it, the official
pl ans showed a | ong space, radial to the main axis -- thus pointing,
interestingly, at the mirror system surrounding the hub -- which was descri bed
vaguely as "Materials Storage." That, according to the information that Fol eda
had assenbl ed, was where the | aser enpl acenent was supposed to be | ocat ed.

The area they entered higher up was illumnated by pilot lights, and on
an earlier visit Sargent and another fromthe escape conmmittee had observed
techni ci ans working there. The choice was either to nove carefully and try to
stay under cover, or sinply wal k through brazenly and trust in their
appearance to avoid drawing attention. Since it seemed probable that the
vicinity of a high-security installation would be under observation, acting
furtively was as likely as not to do nore harmthan good. Therefore they had
deci ded on the inpertinent approach

The surroundi ngs they passed through were reniniscent of parts of an oi
refinery or chemical plant, with |large donmed vessel s weathed in piping and
supports, punps, conpressors, and tubes zigzagging their way through heat
exchangers. They passed two figures working on equi pnent inside a hatch they
had opened on a railed platformoverl ooking the through-wal kway. One of them
rai sed a hand casually as MCain and Scanl on passed bel ow. Scanl on waved back

On Earth, the atnosphere, soil, and oceans provide huge reservoirs in
whi ch the breakdown of dead matter and wastes, the return of gases into the
air, and the renoval of noisture by rainfall can all proceed at a relatively
| ei surely pace -- even slow, inefficient processes operating on a planetary
scale add up at the end of a day to a lot of materials processed. But
Val enti na Tereshkova had not hi ng of conparabl e capacity. Instead, the col ony
relied on nechani cal condensers to dehumi dify the atnosphere, and the
extracted water resupplied drinking, irrigation, and industrial needs. Mst of
the noi sture came from plant and aninmal respiration, which was why the
dehum difiers were located by the agricultural zones. Bul k condensation of
wat er rel eases |arge anounts of energy, and the condensation process operated
in conjunction with heat exchangers which carried the excess away to be
radi ated into space. Wastes were broken down through a wet-oxidation process,
carbon di oxide returning to the atnosphere and solid nutrients being filtered
out and shi pped away for incorporation into aninal feed and fertilizers. The
Soviets had expressed pride in the acconplishnment of their designers in
devising a conmplete recycling process that elimnated the need to transport
anyt hing away fromthe habitat, thereby avoiding its expensive replacenment



fromEarth. But that had been before nore recent events, of course. MCain had
no i dea what they were telling everyone now.

On the far side of the recycling plant they came to a sturdy-Iooking
wal |, extendi ng up beyond the | evel they were in, which |looked as if it was
part of the main supporting structure. It energed on one side from behind a
confusion of platforns and pipes, crossed squarely across in front of themfor
a distance, and then angl ed back on a different tack through a girderwork
maze. McCain and Scanl on stopped and exchanged qui ck gl ances. The |ine was
just about where, according to the official plans, the side of the "Materials
St orage" conpartnent ought to be.

But McCain grew puzzled as he surveyed the scene. There was not hi ng
resenbl i ng a guardpost, no observation ports anywhere that he could detect --
no warni ng signs, even. They noved over to a cluster of valves on sone pipes
com ng up from bel ow and pretended to be inspecting them Wile MCain studied
the wall in detail, Scanlon nade notes of their route and the things they had
observed, to add to their nmaps when they returned.

It seened to be, for all that McCain could nake of it, just a wall. Its
only feature was a single, small, insignificant-|ooking door with the nunera
"15" stenciled on it. Canouflage, MCain decided. The real installation was on
the other side. He | ooked at Scanlon and notioned with his head to indicate
appr oachi ng the door.

"It was your boss that told you to go sticking your fool neck out, not

" Scanl on sai d.

"Come on, you lrish asshole."

They crossed the floor and came to the door. It |ooked ordinary enough
with no sign of anything suspicious close-up. Scanl on noved a pace forward and
tried it. It opened. The sound of voices came from beyond, and instinctively
McCain and Scanlon flattened thensel ves out of sight on either side. But then
they realized that the voices were raised and coming froma distance. After a
few seconds McCain eased hinmself forward and peered around the edge of the
doorway. Scanlon did the same on the other side. They stared, then |ooked at
each ot her perplexedly. MCain stepped out and went through, Scanlon foll owed.
They | ooked around and found thensel ves standing in... a Materials Storage
war ehouse.

It was certainly spacious, and reni nded McCain of a wal k-around
contractors' -supplies yard back in the States. They had cone in through a side
door. Arrayed along wi de aisles were stacks of all the standard structural
nmodul es used to build the apartnments, public buildings, factories, and office
units found all over Tereshkova: wallboards, floor strips, roof franes,
ceiling panels; w ndows, doors, stairs, partitions. There were plunbing
sections, electrical sections, kitchen-equipnent sections, decorating
sections... "Holy Mother of God, wouldn't Razz be in his elenent here!"
Scanl on br eat hed.

A forklift truck passed, carrying a pile of metal sheeting. The voice
t hey had heard belonged to a man with a clipboard, who was standi ng about ten

m ne,

yards away and reading a list of items to two others: "W' Il need ten of
those, ten of those, and twenty two-point-seven flanges... No, not that
kind... Right, those." None of themtook any notice of the two newconers.

McCai n and Scanl on wal ked sl owy on through. There were ceranic bricks,
bl ocks, tiles, and slabs; netal strips, rods, bars, and sheets; piles of sand,
grit, chips, and gravel; wire in coils; paint in drums. None of it suggested a
hi gh- power, tunable, free-electron |aser

"Are you two | ooking for something?" a voice asked

They turned and found a broad, bearded man in a brown workcoat standing
at an intersection of two of the aisles. "Er, just |ooking around," Scanlon
sai d.

"VWhich unit are you with?"

McCai n renmenbered what Paul a had told hi mabout new arrivals, and ganbl ed
on a bluff. "We're not, yet. We've only just shipped up fromEarth. Trying to
get our bearings. It's very confusing."



"I see. Well, glad to have you here. Look around if you want." The man
turned to carry on in the direction he had been headi ng.

"One nonent," MCain call ed.

"Yes?"

McCain gestured toward the far side of the warehouse, opposite where they
had entered. "Wat lies that way, behind there?" According to the official
plans, it should have been a crop-drying plant.

"A crop-drying plant," the man said.

"Thank you."

VWen the man had gone on his way, they continued on to the far side of
t he war ehouse, which was forned by two walls neeting asymetrically at an
angle a third or so of the way al ong. They went through another open door
crossed an alley behind it, and cane to a steel structure supporting a conplex
of large hoppers and interconnecting conveyors. "What place is this?" MCain
asked one of the two wonen they found nonitoring panels in a control room
near by.

"Nunber - Three Crop-Drying Plant," she told him

"What' s above?"

"Hydroponic recirculators and a crushing mll."

"And bel ow?"

The woman | aughed. "Ch, that's a long drop. There's nothing until you get
to Earth, Moon, or sonmewhere el se, depending on which way we're turned at the
nmonent. Are you | ost?"

"Er, yes, | suppose we are. New arrivals.... Thank you."

"And | think it's about tine we were trying to find our way back,"
Scanl on said. "There's nothing nore to interest us down here."

"No..." MCain sounded bermused. "No, Kev, | guess you're right."

CHAPTER FORTY- TWD

VWen the reports were in, every one of the specific reconnai ssance
objectives listed by Foleda had yielded sinilar results. CGonares had seen
not hi ng at the hub resenbling the | aunching guns for ejectable,
fission-punmped, X-ray |aser nodules that MCain had described, Rashazzi and
Sargent had penetrated into where the alum numsnelting plant was supposed to
be bel ow Landausk and found no sign of a nuclear-driven nicrowave projector
there; instead, they had found al um numsnelting furnaces. And McCai n hinsel f
had verified that there were no particle-accel erator tubes running deep down
in the ring at Novyi Kazan, and others had confirmed it at two other places.
Yes, it was inevitable that in a volunme as |large as that of Valentina
Tereshkova, there were still a lot of places they hadn't seen. A conplete
search woul d take nonths. But the fact remained that w thout exception, all of
the findings prophesied by Wstern intelligence had turned out dead w ong.

"So what does that tell you about all the other suspicions and del usions
you peopl e have been suffering fromfor years? Ch, | don't nean just on our
side -- the sane nentalities exist on both sides. The whole problemw th the
wor | d has al ways been the kinds of people who end up running it. It never
mattered so rmuch in the past, because they could always go off to fight in
out - of -t he-way pl aces and keep it between thensel ves and anyone stupid enough
to follow them But that started to change when we" -- Paula was referring to
t he general category of scientists -- "gave them know edge that allowed them
to fly, and they used it to bonb cities. Now things have gone way past that
and it affects everybody. You wanted to play at being scientific, and test the
hypot hesis. Okay, it's tested. Now we have to tell the people who matter what
the results are. There isn't any choice, norally, or whatever other way you
want to think of it." She pushed her hair fromher brow and turned to face
Ear nshaw, who was standi ng i nmpassively on the other side of the Crypt, his
arnms fol ded across his chest. For the noment they were al one. Paula was tired,
and her voice had been rising with enoti on and exasperation



Ear nshaw breathed in heavily and shook his head. "I still don't like it.
| say no."

Paul a stared disbelievingly. "Wy, for Christ's sake? You can't give ne
one single reason..."

"So I"'mpulling rank. That means | don't need a reason."

"Beliefs without evidence... No, not even that. In the face of evidence."

"Call it uncertainty and caution."”

"How can there be any uncertainty? Look, you can't argue with facts. Wy
do so many people act as if refusing to accept facts that don't conformto
their preconceptions can change reality? Reality doesn't care about anyone's
preconceptions. The only way to learn anything is by allowi ng facts to shape
beliefs. Aren't you doing just the opposite by letting preexisting beliefs
deci de what you're prepared to accept as fact? That's called prejudice and
superstition.”

"I call it gut-feel."

"It's the same difference.”

Ear nshaw si ghed and turned away for a nmonent. Hi s voice grated, as if he
was managi ng to control his patience only with an effort, "Wat happened to
probability in this all-very-scientific analysis of yours? There are too many
facts that | ook suspiciously to me like unlikely coincidences..."

"Suspi ciously, suspiciously. See, there you go again. |Is there anything
you' re not suspi cious about ?"

"And | don't like the thought of having to conmuni cate everything openly
t hr ough Russi ans. "

"You're obsessed with Russians. Because this place doesn't match your
preconcepti ons about Russian prisons, you' re convinced it has to be a cover
for sonething. You never stop to think it might be you that's wong -- that
your whol e set of ideas about their prisons and everything else mght be
behind the tines. Maybe they are changi ng, and people |like you just haven't
woken up to it yet."

"It's a nice thought," Earnshaw agreed. "But it could turn out to be
wrong. What makes you as confident as you sound?"

"Qut-feel." Paula smled icily and turned away.

"Well, nmaybe now you're not being so smart. CQut-feel night not be a
strong point in your departnent. Wat do you know about O ga, apart fromthat
after they'd given you a hard time and kept you on your own for a while, she
showed up friendly and understandi ng just when you needed soneone to talk to.
Did you ever wonder about that?"

"That's not the way it was. | approached her -- in the infirmary. 1'd
only seen her for a few seconds before that, by chance."

"By chance. And she just happened to wal k through the Infirmary."

"Ch, Jesus Christ, don't you ever quit?..."

"Look," Earnshaw said, finally sounding sharp. "I've never disputed that
you' re good at what you do. Don't start trying to tell me how to do what | do.
That's ny job. GCkay?"

Paul a gl ared back at him "Okay. But isn't the main part of that job to
conmuni cat e back what you find out? W've got information. There are | ots of
civilians arriving here, lots of children, lots of dirt, and no weapons.
Doesn't it occur to you that sending that information back m ght be a duty?"

Ear nshaw hel d her gaze long and steadily. Wen he spoke, his voice had
returned to normal. "And hasn't it occurred to you that that m ght be exactly
what sonebody sonewhere wants us to do?" he asked

McCai n shoul d have been out with a [ abor detail assigned to soi
spreadi ng and planting, but he had used Rashazzi's bracel et-insert-swapping
trick to buy enough free tinme froma couple of Siberians and a Japanese in A
Bl ock, a Russian and an Arab in E Block, and a Finn in F Block to be virtually
free of work commitnents. He had also made it worth Luchenko's while not to
notice. For the rest of the day, he prow ed around Gorky Street and the
general conmpound alone, reflecting on all the inpressions and oddities that he



had regi stered since his comng to Zanork, and seeing if he could fit them
into a different pattern fromthe one that had taken root in his head.

For one of the things that Paul a had said was true: the way the place was
run was unlike any Russian prison systemthat he had ever heard of, and was
out of character with the nmentalities of totalitarian bureaucrats. It was too
free and easy, too unrestrained: prisoners fromdifferent nations and
backgrounds, convicted for different reasons, mnmixed and noved around inside
Zamork with minimal supervision; there was too nuch | eni ence toward things
i ke al cohol, Rashazzi's wire-stripping nice, stealing, and abscondi ng. Then
there was the Exchange system which made bribery and corruption ranpant --
yet surely it could have been curbed had there existed a will to do so -- and
the distinctly un-Russian practice of operating by incentives rather than by
fear and intimidation. Paula thought it was all just part of the Russians
catching up with the tines at last. MCain wasn't so sure.

Natural ly, others had noticed this, too. Sonme of the inmates argued that
it sinply reflected the pointlessness of having Earth-style security in a
space colony; others saw it as consistent with a purpose of rehabilitation and
reeducati on, not punishment; while McCain for his part had cone to the
concl usion that the Russians had cultivated these inpressions deliberately to
canoufl age the real purpose of Zanork, which he had described as an
"information mne," It was all designed to encourage people to mx freely, and
therefore tal k. And there were many peopl e around who woul d have nuch to talk
about that the Russians would be very interested to hear. Ch, true, the
Russi ans did go through the nmotions of interrogations, searches, punishnents
for infractions, and the like, but with time it had all conme to strike MCain
nore and nore as not quite genuine -- a charade to dull critical exam nation
by satisfyi ng expectations.

Very clever, MCain had conceded. Everything operated at a double |evel.
There were the apparent reasons for things being as they were, which npst
peopl e worked out for thensel ves and were happy with, as they were neant to.
And then there was the real reason, which only a few, such as he, had
fat homed. And taking advantage of that insight, he had turned the Russians
own tactic back on them by exploiting the very freedons that they had built
into the system-- for their own purposes -- to set up and run his own
m ni at ure espi onage operation. Even cleverer.

Now he was begi nning to suspect there had been not two, but three |evels
to the deception all along. And far from being cleverer, he had been duped al
the way down the line.

For the sane facts that had led himto the infornmation-mne explanation
were al so consistent with the supposition that he had been neant to believe
just that, and that the actions he'd imagi ned hinself to be carrying out
freely had in reality all been part of the same plan. In other words, what
he' d been doi ng was exactly what the Soviets had wanted himto do. And now it
all nade sense why prisoners inside Zanork should have found all the resources
t hey needed to organi ze thensel ves as they had, why the security system had
turned out to be ridden with | oophol es, and why Paul a had just happened to
gai n access to a supposedly secret communi cations channel back to Western
intelligence at the same tinme: The weapons did exist. The information that
Fol eda had supplied regarding their |ocations, however, was false -- planted
over a period of several years through phony defectors and | eaks. The whol e
t hi ng had been staged to feed m sinformation to the Wst froma source they
woul d believe: their own, trusted agents on the inside. The real weapons were
in the places that McCain and his people had never been able to get into.

McCai n st opped suddenly, staring at the conpound wall in front of him as
the full inmplication of that line of thought becane clear. |If Mgician had
been a doubl e agent and part of that same stratagem then the Tangerine file
had never existed. The whole story had been fabricated to lure the US into
doi ng exactly what it had done; send sonmebody after it.

That expl ained his and Paul a's capture. They hadn't goofed sonehow. The
Soviets had set the whole thing up fromthe beginning, specifically so that



the agents the US sent woul d be captured. That was how t hey had obtained the
"inside people" whom Western intelligence would trust. It wasn't an
information mine at all; it was a msinformation factory.

He sought out Rashazzi. "Razz, have you ever gotten the feeling that
everyt hing we've been doi ng has been steered?"

One thing McCain had noticed over the nonths was that Rashazzi was never
surprised by anything. "I'mlistening," was all Rashazzi said.

McCain went on to summarize his | atest thoughts. The young I srael
listened intently, nodding and agreeing occasionally, but wthout
interrupting. "Just for two people?" he queried dubiously when MCain had
finished. "They would set up a deception as elaborate as that, just for two

peopl e?"

McCai n shook his head. "I never said that. My guess is that they've been
grabbing all kinds of different candi dates apd shipping themup to Zanork on
one pretext or another for a long tine -- people |like Peter Sargent, for

exanple, who I'msure is fromBritish intelligence. You m ght have been on the
list, even. The Russians have been auditioning for nonths before they nmade a
final choice of which ones to use.”

"And t hese weapons we've been | ooking for. You think they really are
here, but in the places we haven't been to."

"The places we haven't been steered to," MCain said. "Qur side was fed
faked information to make us | ook in the wong places."

"So where ought we to start | ooking?"

"I'n the places we've been steered away from"

"For exanpl e?"

"Underneath Zanork, for a start."

Rashazzi frowned, trying to follow what MCain neant. "Explain," he
invited finally.

"Thi nk back ni ne weeks to when you and |I found the original route,
underneath B-three. One level down, in the first machinery space, the
fl oorpanel s were spot-wel ded -- which we could have cut around with the too
you'd made. But just in case we didn't have anything like that, there was al so
an easy way down through the Iighting panel, and we took it. Qur origina
intention was to keep on going down. But the floor of the punp bay bel ow was
solid and seam wel ded. Yes? That was why we started exploring outward at that
point. Doesn't that say to you that perhaps we were deliberately headed off in
that direction? And what do you think we mght find if we went back now and
carried on going straight down?"

"But... Are you saying we were neant to find that route down from under
B-three? Wuldn't that nmean that the Russians knew all along that we'd set up
the Crypt?"

"Or sonmething like it, somewhere down there." MCain nodded. "Sure.
That's what | think. It was essential to their plan. Wthout some of the stuff
that we thought we were making secretly, we wouldn't have been able to get out
and about. And that would explain why they put scientists |ike you and
Albrecht in with us, too. The effort had to be real to make the setup | ook
genui ne." Rashazzi cupped a hand over his nobuth as he strove to assinmlate the
torrent of new suggestions. He shook his head wonderingly. MCain stared at
hi m expectantly. "Well, what do you think it would take to cut down through
the floor of the punp bay? Could we do it?"

"Wuld we be allowed to?" Rashazzi asked. "From what you've just said,
mghtn't that whole area -- the Crypt, all of it -- have been under
surveillance all along? | know we've checked it enough tines and never found
anyt hi ng, but still..."

"I"ve got a hunch that it really mght be clean,” MCain said. "If there
wer e bugs and we di scovered them the whole gane woul d be up. So maybe the
Russi ans wouldn't risk it."

"You nmean they'd rely on stooges to know what's goi ng on down there?"

"Exactly."

Rashazzi's eyes flickered over McCain's face. "Any guesses who?"



"Any of the escape conmittee, maybe. |'ve never trusted that Indian
Chakattar. Then there's our bunch... Vo knows?"

"Al brecht is okay," Rashazzi said.

"l guessed that." MCain nodded. "Ckay, so how about that floor? Let's
assune that whatever's down there, nobody will be expecting anyone to be
com ng through that way."

Rashazzi thought for a while before replying. "Wth a slowdrill and
plenty of lubrication, we could bore a pilot hole through quietly, with a good
chance of not attracting attention. Then we could push a fiber-optic pipe down
for a | ook around. W' ve got a good range of tools now. The only real limt on
how | ong a man-si ze hole would take is the amount of noise we could afford to
ri sk. That woul d depend on what we find down there."

"Then, let's start right away," MCain said.

Rashazzi nodded. "I assune this is like the geonmetric anomalies -- we
keep it to oursel ves?"

"Absolutely."” MCain nodded enphatically. "And one nore thing. Cbviously
we can't trust any nethod of communication out of here that's controlled by
the Russians. That nmeans we'll want the laser. How s it going? Has Paul a
fini shed what you wanted on the power supply?"

"Yes, just about."

"So you and Al brecht can do the rest?"

"I think so."

"Good. | want to have it operating ASAP."

CHAPTER FORTY- THREE

It was late nmorning. In Hut 8 on the surface |level, Eban |Istanel had
connected the output froma cassette player to the wire that had been
uncovered fromthe bug hidden in the ceiling vent, in order to confound any
unwel cone |isteners. Two of the hut's other occupants were on work assignments
at Turgenev and one of the agricultural stations, and the third was away in
the Services Block library. Paula sat staring wearily across the table at the
el ectronic chip that dga was showing in the pal mof her hand. O ga's voice
was appealing but firm "There isn't a lot of tine, Paula. The bus will be
| eaving soon, and |I'mdue to be back at work in Turgenev for the rest of the
day. Fromthe way you described it, the situation sounds serious. Nobody could
bl ame you for deciding to act on your own initiative. So | did take it upon
nmysel f to preload the nmessage that | asked you to draft this norning. It's in
this chip now, ready to be sent." She gestured toward the sheet of paper |ying
by Paul a's el bow. The nmessage O ga had witten was directed to Tycoon/ from
Pangolin/ in the standard format that Paula used, but had bl ank spaces after
the slashes. The text listed the hub X-ray-nmodul e enpl acenent, the
Agricultural Station 3 laser, the Landausk m crowave projector, and the other
installations that Tycoon had specified in his request to Sexton. Along with
each itemwas a sunmary of what had been found there and a terse concl uding
assessnent: FI NDI NGS NEGATI VE -- SOURCE | NVALI DATED. FI NDI NGS NEGATI VE - -

SOURCE | NVALI DATED. .. FI NDI NGS NEGATI VE -- SOURCE | NVALI DATED. "All | need
fromyou now," O ga said, "is your conpletion code for Mon and a new
initializer." "Moon" had been the initializer in Foleda's last inconing

conmmuni cat i on.

Paul a got up and crossed the roomto stare out through the wi ndow. The
Pol i sh historian fromthe hut in the next row higher up the slope was out
fussing with his tomato plants again. Paula crossed her arnms in front of her
and rubbed her shoulders as if she were cold. They had been through all this
earlier, before dga went to Turgenev. Although Paula was surer than ever of
the stand she had taken with Earnshaw, her anger had abated. Now she just felt
tired of it all.

"If the information is true, what harmcan it do to set the West's
suspicions at rest?" |Istanel asked from where he had been | eaning by the side



of the washroom door, listening. "They' re always telling everybody about how
i ncurably suspicious Russians are, after all. And don't get me wong -- 1've
got no reason to feel especially friendly toward Russians. But |'ve always
sai d Anerican propaganda exaggerates everything just as much. They're all as
bad as each other. It's the line of work that does it. Which side they're on
doesn't make any difference."

O ga had told Istanel sinmply that they had a way of comunicating
secretly with one of the American intelligence services. She hadn't said how.
Paul a woul d have been happier if A ga hadn't said anything at all, but dga
evidently regarded the whol e business as sufficiently serious to warrant his
i nvol venent and advi ce. Paul a wasn't sure what position or influence the Turk
had that should cause O ga to value his opinion in this way -- but people
didn't ask unnecessary questions in Zanork. And besides, O ga nmust have had
good reason to consider himreliable, for they were tal king about her own
channel to lvan, too.

"Look, I'mnot sure you quite understand,” Paul a said. "Wat ny opinions
m ght be as an individual, and ny capacity in the mssion that | canme here on
are not the sanme thing. Intelligence work isn't what | do. I'ma scientist.

was only in a technical -support role.™

"But you canme on an intelligence mssion, all the same," O ga said
"Doesn't that make it just as much your duty to report back what you can?"

Paul a drew a deep breath. "I still don't |ike the thought of deciding
something like this on my own. Wiy can't we get Lew Earnshaw up here? Maybe if
you two tried talking to him it mght nmake himsee sense. Couldn't we at
least give it atry first?"

"The Crypt is cut off," Istanel remi nded her. "Wt can't get himup here."

"I's that maintenance crew still working down the shaft?"

"I't's worse than it was this norning. They've got half the wall opened up
and cabl es everywhere. It could go on for days."

"And do you have days?" O ga asked. "Renenber how urgent Tycoon's | ast
message sounded. We don't know what m ght be going on down there. A crucial
situation may have devel oped, and its outconme could depend on what we know.
Nobody' s going to hold anythi ng agai nst you for doing what you thought m ght
hel p prevent a war."

"Yes, it mght prevent a war," Eban repeated, nodding gravely as if the
realization had only just struck him "A war that would affect everybody in
the worl d, wherever they are, whatever side they are on, and even if they're
not interested in either side. Perhaps this is a situation where it is not
possible to permt the luxury of thinking |like an American. You nust try to
think just as a nmenber of humanity -- of a comunity that knows no frontiers,
whose only interest lies in truth."”

"Like a scientist!" O ga said.

A long silence followed. Paula continued staring out the wi ndow. The
scene outside hadn't changed, and woul dn't change. Neither woul d her
predi canent. The decision had to be faced. There was no escaping it. She
turned. A ga and Istanel were waiting silently, she at the table, he stil
| eaning by the far door. Paula | ooked at them for a nmonent |onger, but
capitul ation was already witten in her eyes. She cane back to the table, sat
down heavily, |ooked across to 4 ga, and nodded, "The conpletion for 'Mon' is
'"Rise,'" she said.

O ga drew t he sheet of paper over and wote the word in the first of the
bl ank spaces. She | ooked up. "And a new initiation word fromyour |ist?"

There was a silence. O ga and Eban renai ned notionl ess whil e nonents
passed that seened to drag |ike hours. A woman's voice called out to sonmebody
on the pat hway between the huts outside.

"'*Pin,'" Paul a answer ed.

They had cut a section out of the floorplating, guided by the small test
hol es that Rashazzi had drilled to keep theminside the square of underfl oor
ri bbi ng. Bel ow was an inter-deck space one to two feet deep. MCain sat by the



edge and wat ched, while Rashazzi used a hol der fashioned fromstiff wire to
push the fiber-optic cable down into the hole they had drilled through the

| ower surface at one of the corners. Rashazzi peered into the view ng piece
attached to the other end of the cable, and after a few seconds began rotating
the top of the holder for an all-round view of whatever was bel ow.

"See anyt hi ng?" MCain asked.

"Nothing. It's all dark." Rashazzi passed the viewer to McCain. MCain
hunched forward and lifted it to his eyes. The entire field of view was pitch
bl ack. He spent |onger than Rashazzi had, panning slowy through a ful
circle, but there wasn't a glimer of anything. McCain w thdrew the hol der and
held it up over his head while he | ooked into the viewer again. A fuzzy but
di scerni bl e i mage of the shapes and shadows produced in the punp bay around
them by the lanp that Rashazzi had hung overhead marched across his field of
vision. The fiber optic was worki ng okay.

"We could drill a second pilot hole and put a |ight down," Rashazzi
suggest ed.

"We could fart around like this for weeks, too," MCain said.

"You want to carry on?"

"It | ooks dead enough down there to ne, Razz. Hell, we've gotten this
far. Sure, let's go the rest.”

Rashazzi probed with a gauge to assess the thickness of the panel, and
sel ected a sawbl ade with the pitch he estimted would work the nost quietly.
He fitted it into the handl e and began cutting two-handed with sl ow,
del i berate notions, using the hole to gain a start. They had experinmented wth
a power saw in the Crypt, but rejected it as too noisy. After a few m nutes,
Rashazzi rested his hands and McCain took over

"I"ve been thinking about sonething," Rashazzi said after a while as he
wat ched.

"So what's new? You're always thinking about sonething."

"About the |aser."”

"What about it?"

Rashazzi reached up and noved the lanp to illum nate better the area that
McCain had cut to. "You don't trust this conmunications channel that they've
got upstairs... because it goes through Russian internediaries.”

"Dam right."

"Just because they're Russians? The fact that they' re dissidents doesn't
carry any wei ght?"

"I don't know that. I've only been told it -- second-hand, third-hand,
who- knows- how many-ti nes- hand. Who can believe anything they're told in this
pl ace?"

"You think the KG mght be reading it?"

"Let's just say it wouldn't be on the list of things |I'd be nost
surprised to | earn about the world."

Rashazzi rubbed the tip of his nose with a knuckle, as if pondering how
to put what was on his mnd. Finally he said, "But you wouldn't be any better
off with the laser, even if you did get it talking straight into the US
mlitary network. You'd have to use the existing channel to advise them what
frequency they should watch for, the code you plan to use, and so on. If the

KGB get that information too, they' |l be able to intercept anything that cones
or goes over the laser, just as easily. You won't have gai ned anything."
McCai n sat back and returned the saw to Rashazzi. "True," he agreed.
"But you rust have figured that out already."
"Yes, | had."
Rashazzi | ooked up and frowned. "So, what use is it?"
"Canoufl age,"” MCain said. "If we've got informers around, | woul dn't

want word to get back that we've stopped working on the laser. It would be too
much of a giveaway that we're suspicious. Also, ny partner fromupstairs is in
onit, and | don't like the sound of the people around her up there. It reeks
of a setup. | don't want her carrying back an inpression that anything's
changed down here. We carry on with the |aser as planned.” Rashazzi nodded in



a way that said it nmade sense, and resuned cutting.

VWen the panel was fully cut, they lifted it clear and |l odged it to one
side. The beans fromtheir flashlights failed to reveal anything significant
in the darkness bel ow. The space seened to be quite |large and open. MCain
| owered a weighted Iine, which bottomed at ten feet or so. He swung his | egs
down and | et hinself down hand over hand, and Rashazzi foll owed.

Thi s was not another machinery conpartment. They were in a long, bare
room entirely wi thout furnishings or contents of any kind. And yet,
strangely, there seened to be sonmething familiar about it as they probed
upward and around with the beams fromtheir |anps. They were near one end of
the room and in the nmddle of the end wall was a doorway. Rashazzi directed
his lanmp along the I ength of the room and picked out the shape of another door
at the far end. And then McCain realized why it |ooked familiar: it was a
standard Zanork-style billet, without partitions or any of the fittings, but
t he sane shape and size. Rashazzi had noticed it too. He noved toward the door
and hesitated, but there was no bracelet-interrogation signal from above.

He tried the lights, but they were dead. The door opened when he pushed
it. He went through, and McCain joined himoutside.

They were | ooking down into a |l arger space now, froma railed wal kway.
There was a simlar door behind themto the left of the one they had conme out
of , and another to the right. There was a whole row of themthey saw, no
| onger with surprise, as they proceeded al ong the wal kway.

"We're not going to find any weapons down here, Razz," MCain said.

"I know. "

"You know what this is?"

"Yes. What's it doi ng down here?"

"I don't know. Are they planning to turn the whole place into a prison?"

For they were in a standard Zanmork billet block. They had come down
t hrough the ceiling of one of the upper-level billets, and knew where the
stairs down to the |ower |evel would be even before they saw them They went
down, noved out into the central mess area, and sure enough, there were the
two levels of billets facing themfromthe other side. Al enpty and silent.
They wal ked to the end of the ness area, but instead of the bars and gate as
existed in all of the blocks above, they found a solid wall with
ordi nary-1 ooki ng doubl e doors. MCain tried one of them found it unl ocked,
and eased it open an inch, then instantly caught Rashazzi's shoul der as a
signal to keep back and stay quiet. There was |ight outside, and the sounds of
voi ces and novenent. They noved closer to the crack to peer through

Qut si de was a broad thoroughfare which in every way resenbl ed Gorky
Street. The | ayout was the same, the directions were the same, and there was
anot her set of |arge double doors farther on and across the corner, just where
t he next bl ock would be. They seened to have energed inside a whole, new,
unsuspected | evel of Zanork that existed deeper down beneath the regul ar
conpl ex, except that it wasn't fitted out in the fashion of a detention
facility. It seemed nore like a normal residential complex. The |arge double
doors that they could see were open, and inside them-- in the ness area of
the bl ock they opened into -- a work crew was unl oading furniture froma
truck. Whatever the place was, it was evidently being prepared for occupation
Suddenly McCain renmenbered all the bedframes that he and Scanl on had nmade when
they were in the netal working shops in the Core.

"What do you make of it?" Rashazzi whi spered.

McCai n wat ched t hrough the crack and shook his head. "I don't know what
to think. But it looks as if they're expecting nore guests. That neans this
bl ock we're in could be next. We'll have to patch up that hole we made in the
ceiling back there."

"No problem It'll fix so that nothing will show unl ess you're | ooking
for it," Rashazzi said.

"But while we're here, | want to nmeasure the layout," MCain nuttered.

"W need to nake another hole to get down into here, but in another place --



somewhere concealed -- that won't be right in the mddle of soneone's

ceiling."
"One of the service ducts, maybe... or through the utilities bay?"
"Yes." MCain eased the door shut again and turned to face Rashazzi

"That shoul d be easy enough," Rashazzi agreed. "But what for? Wiy do you
want to be able to get in and out of here?"

"Because," MCain said, "it looks as if it's being fitted out for
civilians. In other words, this place nmust connect out to the rest of the
col ony. "

"Of course. That truck got down here sonmehow "

McCai n nodded. "Exactly. And if we were neant to get out and about to
collect wong information on all those weapons installations, then the
Russi ans know all about our freight-line route out of Zanork, too." He
gestured over his shoulder with a thunb at the doors behind them "Well, maybe
here's a way out for us that they won't know about."

CHAPTER FORTY- FOUR

It was not customary for the deputy director of the UDIA to attend the
nmeetings of the National Security Council, normally held in Washington's Ad
Executive Building. Nor for that matter the UDI A director, since intelligence
matters were usually covered by the director of the CIA who presented the
findi ngs and reconmendations of all departments. But Borden had been called in
to this session because of the inportance that the link into Valentina
Ter eshkova was assum ng, and he had brought Foleda with himto permt Fol eda
to voice his disagreenent for hinself. Foleda felt privately that Borden's
di ssociating hinself fromFoleda's viewin this way was uncalled for and fel
short of the degree of reciprocation that Foleda's support on previous
occasions warranted -- but that was the way of politics. For his part, he had
decided the situation justified stating his opinions bluntly, wthout making
concessions to anyone's sensibilities.

Presi dent Warren Austin gestured at the report lying on the table in
front of him with its appended sheaf of Pedestal-Sunflower transcripts.
"Sunfl ower" was the new code designation for the complete |ink from Fol eda,

t hrough Cabman, to the Pedestal -m ssion operatives up in the Soviet space
colony. "And that covers all the weapons installations that we' ve conpil ed
fromvarious sources -- Magician and the rest?" he said.

"The main ones that we specified,” Borden confirmed. "Every one that our
peopl e penetrated has turned out to be negative. In each case, what was found
conformed to published Soviet information."

"Hrmm so when this gets to be nmade public, we'll all ook |ike bozos
again," the President murmured, Borden shifted unconfortably in his chair.
Apparently UDI A wasn't anong the President's favorite outfits again today.

At the far end of the table, General Thomas Snell of the Arny, Chairnman
of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, |ooked up fromcontenplating his fingers. "One
guestion,” he said. "All we know for sure is that this information is com ng
into our network from Cabman in Siberia. How certain are we that he is in fact
getting it fromwhere he says he's getting it fron? Could the Soviets be
managi ng the operation?"

"We know fromthe validation codes that it is com ng fromour agents,"
Bor den sai d.

Snell nodded. "I know that, but agents have been turned before.”

"True," Frank Collins, the CIA director, agreed. "But on top of that, NSA
has intercepted Teepee-Bl ueprint transm ssions that correlate with every
Sunfl ower nmessage. So we have confirmation that it's com ng down from
Mermaid." In fact, they no |longer really needed Cabnan's transm ssions from
Si beria, since NSA could read the signals com ng down to himfrom Mernaid
before he relayed themon to the West. But to reveal that to Cabnan woul d have
been giving away too mnuch.



The President | ooked at Fol eda. Other eyes followed forbearingly, wth
okay- Fol eda-l et's-hear-it-for-the-record expressi ons. Borden stared down at
the table.

Fol eda returned the President's stare directly. "I don't trust the
Sunfl ower transcripts. Qur agent on Pedestal has the code designation
"Sexton.' Sexton is an experienced operative whoml've known personally for
years, whose judgment | trust, and whose reliability I wouldn't question. But
t he nessages we've seen from Sexton have all been neutral, with no content of
any substance. The reports pertaining to weapons are from Pangolin only -- a
techni cal - support person, not of the department. | nmove that all incom ng
Sunfl ower material not validated by Sexton be discounted." That was out of
order. In the chair next to Fol eda, Borden w nced.

Robert Uhl, the defense secretary, tossed out a hand. "W have to make
al l owances... They're in a prison up there. | don't know exactly what the
conditions are, but does it seemreasonable to expect that Sexton is even able
to be present all the time? They m ght have all kinds of problens getting
together to coll aborate. Pangolin could well be doing the best job that's
possi ble."

Col l'ins shrugged. "I could buy that.'
Joseph Myers, nodded agreenent.

"Motion denied," the President ruled. He reached for a file in front of

Besi de himthe secretary of state,

hi m

"l haven't finished," Fol eda said.

"Shut up, Bern," Borden hissed. "This is an NSC neeting. There are
recogni zed procedures..."

"“I"msaving you fromhaving to say it,"'
I"mhere, isnt it?"

"CGo ahead, M. Foleda," the President invited.

"We're continuing to get reports fromall sources of om nous devel opnents
t hr oughout the Soviet-bloc nations. The number of warships al sea is
unprecedented. Mlitary-communications traffic in all bands has been
abnormal Iy heavy for days." Fol eda gestured toward a folder on the table. "A
new itemin yesterday of food-canning plants switching to three-shift working
a nonth ago. It can all be construed as indicative of hostile intentions. In
such a climate we can't afford to dismiss anything that casts doubt on the
reliability of Sunflower material, | repeat nmy previous notion. | would also
recommend that we consider raising the readiness |evel of our arned forces
until Mermai d has been opened to international inspection and cleared."

The secretary of state heaved hinself restlessly forward in his chair and
shuf fl ed about anmong some papers. "Look, we know it's your people's job to
worry, but | think this is going too far. W' ve wanted a breakt hrough for
years to relax the tension. 1'Il put nmy noney on this being it. | say we have
to try for it." Interestingly, he directed his words at Burden, not Fol eda.

CGeneral Snell rubbed, his chin hesitantly "Although, |I don't know. ..
Maybe there could be something to it..."

"We've been through all this," the defense secretary said. He nodded

' Fol eda nuttered back. "That's why

toward Fol eda to concede the point. "Yes, | agree with M. Fol eda; under
normal circunmstances all the things he's renmi nded us of would constitute
grounds for concern -- serious concern. But there is one fact that outwei ghs
those considerations: virtually the entire Soviet |eadership -- its top
| eadership, including the First Secretary of the Party, chairman of the
Council of Mnisters, chiefs of the K@ and the mlitary -- are either there
already, or will be within the next couple of days. W've asked ourselves, Is

that where anyone in their right m nd would concentrate the brain of the
entire national organismat a time of intended conflict? On a battle station
out in space that would be bound to be a first target? OF course not. It just
woul dn't make sense. A nore plausible explanation for all the Soviet mlitary
activity we're seeing is that since they won't be having their big parade this
year, they're organizing exercises instead."



It was the first week of Novenber, and Soviet television was already
broadcasting live coverage into the world news grid of the first groups of
Soviet |eaders arriving inside Val entina Tereshkova. Mre transporters were en
route, and others, including the UN vessel with the Western VIPs, would be
departing fromEarth orbit in the next day or so. As the defense secretary had
poi nted out, they would all be very vulnerable if there were hostilities.

The factors that nade Val entina Tereshkova a virtually unassail abl e
weapons platformdidn't nake it automatically a safe haven for people. The
reason was that to disable its weapons effectively, the West's orbiting | asers
and ot her beam projectors would have to knock themall out sinultaneously wth
a first shot. Wth the devastating and instantaneous return-fire that
Tereshkova -- if the runmors were true -- could bring to bear, there would
never be a chance for a second shot. But such a first-shot knockout woul d be
i npossible for the sinple reason that the West's weaponry was designed to
attack pinpoint targets in space; w thout knowi ng exactly where to aim it
woul d have no chance of surviving |long enough to find a few conpact, hardened
spots on a structure measuring niles around.

But for people loose in the general volune of the main torus, the
situation was different. A salvo fromall the Wst's orbiting beam weapons
fired in unison could bl ow away enough of the relatively thin skin to
deconpress the whole ring in seconds. Even if the Soviet weapons operators
were protected inside their hardened enpl acenments, the chances for survival of
anyone out in the general colony areas would be slim That was why the
consensus had gone the way it had, |eaving Foleda out on his own. If there was
anything to what he said, nobody for a nonment could see the Soviets acting the
way they had.

The | arge screen at one end of the roomwas showing a still picture of
the Sovi et chairman of the Council of Mnisters standing on a rostrum a
garl and of flowers hangi ng down over the front of his suit, addressing a crowd
in the main square of Turgenev, inside Tereshkova, nminutes after his party had
descended fromthe docking facilities at the hub. It was froma clip of the
| atest Soviet news bulletin, which the people at the neeting had wat ched
earlier and not bothered to turn off. Behind the crowd were glinpses of
Tereshkova's bew | dering, Oz-like architecture, and above, the strange curving
sky with its el ongated suns.

Fol eda | eaned back and extended a hand briefly to indicate the screen
"Just suppose,” he suggested, "that what we saw there a little while ago isn't
happening at all. Wuldn't that nake a difference?"

The President shook his head and pinched the bridge of his nose. "Wat do
you mean, not happening, M. Foleda? |'mnot sure | follow"

"OfF course it's happening," the secretary of state muttered inpatiently.
"I"'mstarting to wonder if this is happening."

"We know the transmission is comng in fromthe Soviet news service,
that's all," Fol eda said. "But how do we know that the events it's showi ng are
happeni ng now -- up there inside Mermaid, right at this nonment?"

"NASA' s picking up the TV transm ssions from Mermai d i ndependently of the
Sovi et news broadcasts down here,"” Collins said. "There's no question that's
where it's coming from if that's what you nean."

"Look at the screen,"” the secretary of state said, gesturing. "You can
see where it is."

"That only denonstrates that a signal is being transmtted down from
Mermai d, " Fol eda persisted. "No, that wasn't ny question. What | said was, how
do we know that the events that it depicts are actually taking place right
now?" He | ooked around the table. Nobody seemed to be quite with him He drew
a breath. "How do we know that it isn't all something they did nonths ago --
that what they're transmtting isn't a recording, just |ike what we're | ooking
at on the screen here?"

"W can see the ships arriving up there..." the secretary of state
started to answer automatically, but then his voice trailed away as he
realized that it didn't nean very nuch. Everyone el se saw it too, and Fol eda



didn't bother pointing out the obvious.

"That has to be ridiculous,"” the defense secretary declared, sitting back
abruptly.

Collins | ooked at Fol eda, frowned, then | ooked away again. Borden had
hal f-turned and was sitting with his face propped on a hand, staring as if
Fol eda had just grown another head. The President was shooting | ooks al
around the table to get soneone to respond. Everyone seened to be thinking
t hat someone ought to say why the idea was crazy, but no one wanted to say it
first.

"Wel | ?" Fol eda chal l enged. "COkay, | agree |'m suspicious, but that's what
you pay ne to be. Qur job is to nake worst-case assunptions. |'ve nmade one.
Show nme |I'm wong."

The secretary of state spread his hands. "There have to be some things
you can't always prove. Some things you just have to take on trust and hope
you're right. It's possible that anyone in this roomcould be a KG spy. W
don't know it isn't true. W just have to carry on and hope it isn't. If
everyone waited for everything to be proved, they'd never do anything. Wo was
the general who said that if you wait until all the information's in, you'l
be bound to be too | ate?"

"I"'mnot so sure, Joe." General Snell was |eaning back, rubbing his chin
t houghtfully. "Maybe there is a way we can find out if those Russians are
really where they say they are.™

"How?" the President asked fromthe end of the table.

"We've got agents up there, right now And we've got a neans of
conmuni cating with them W don't have to rely on what the Soviet news service
says. Can't we ask our own people if they can see with their own eyes the sane
things we're seeing on screens down here? If they say they can, that woul d be
good enough for ne."

The heads turned back toward Fol eda. Fol eda blinked. He had discredited
Sunfl ower so much in his own mnd, he realized, that the possibility of using
the Iink for this purpose hadn't occurred to him An unskilled agent's failing
to find weapons that might be there was one thing -- negative evidence was
al ways questionable. But confirmation of something taking place right in front
of one's eyes constituted positive evidence. That was a different nmatter

"What do you say, M. Fol eda?" the President asked. "You have expressed
the greatest skepticismtoward Sunflower. If we took up General Snell's
suggestion and got confirmation fromour own agents there, would that satisfy

you?"

Fol eda's brow creased into a frown. The truth was that he didn't trust
the Soviets an inch, and didn't like the way the West in general -- and the US
in particular -- were dancing eagerly to the Soviet tune to demponstrate their

i nof f ensi veness. But those were prejudices pure and sinmple, and there was no
way to defend them now. He | ooked up and nodded.

"Yes, M. President, | guess that would change the picture a whole lot,"
he agreed unhappily.

CHAPTER FORTY- FI VE

In the background, the large screen in the graphics |ab at Turgenev stil
di spl ayed t he exchange cycl e of gases between soil bacteria and the
at nosphere. But Paula and A ga were nore interested in the smaller deskscreen
pivoted to face themon the consol e bel ow, which was showi ng on a | oca
channel the crowd gathering in the square outside the building. The second
transporter bringing Soviet government and Party officials had arrived at the
hub twenty m nutes previously, and they were expected to energe fromthe spoke
at any tine. There was considerabl e excitenent anmong the privil eged-category
i nmat es back at Zanork, too. Runors had been circul ating of |arge-scale
amesties to be announced during the Novenber 7 cel ebrations, and the conmpound
was alive with specul ati ons about whose nanes ni ght have been chosen



"But why?" O ga asked again. She shook her head and noved over to a
wor kt op at the side of the roomand stared down again at the transcript of the
| atest request to come in from Tycoon. "They can see on the public tel evision
channel s that there are inportant people arriving here. Wiy shoul d they want
corroboration fromyou? And why does it matter so nuch, anyway?"

"It's strange..." Paula answered in a faraway voi ce, |eaning back and
staring at the large screen but not seeing it. They had established sonme tine
ago now that since it was part of the Environmental Departnent, which was
classed as a normal civilian work area, the graphics ab was not wired for
surveill ance. Therefore they could speak freely there.

O ga turned and cane back to stand behind Paula's chair. "Wy should the
Ameri cans doubt it? Do they think that what they're watching down there m ght
be recordi ngs or sonething? Maybe they still believe this is a war platform"
She tapped her lips with her fingertip for a nonent. "Could they be afraid
that the Russians might be planning to hijack the Western VIPs who are on
their way here? You know them better than | do. Are they capable of dreamn ng
up sonething like that?" Paula didn't answer. O ga waited, then | ooked at her
"What are you thinking?"

Paul a swiveled the chair slowy, her elbowresting on the arnrest, and
| ooked up over her loosely closed fist. "I think it's worse than that," she
sai d.

A ga frowned. "Wrse?"

"Alot."

"What do you nean?"

Paul a pushed herself up fromthe chair, paused to choose her words, and
then turned to stand with her back to the console, resting herself against the
edge. "W don't know what's been going on down on Earth between your side and
m ne over the past few nonths. But we do know they're run by some peopl e who
can be pretty irrational."

O ga nodded. "Yes, | would agree with that. So?"

"Well, if you were the Americans," Paula said, "what would the fact that
practically the entire Soviet |eadership had gone up to Val entina Tereshkova
for the Novenber seventh cel ebrations say to you?"

"Why... that they were taking time off to go away and enjoy thensel ves
for once, | suppose. And since a potential target would be the | ast place
they'd pick, 1'd be pretty happy that they weren't planning to--" O ga broke
of f and turned her head toward Paul a quizzically as she saw what Paul a was

i mpl yi ng.

"Yes," Paula said. "And what would it say if they hadn't gone there at
all, but wanted you to think exactly the things you've just said?"

O ga stared incredul ously. "No!"

"I think so." Paula nodded sonmberly. She met A ga's eyes fully. "I think

the Americans believe you' re about to launch."” O ga sat down weakly and shook
her head. "And worse," Paula said. "Wat if the West decides to preenpt?”

"Ch God..." Oga licked her lips and turned her head first one way and
then the other. She seenmed to be having trouble coming to ternms with the
enormty of it. Paula watched silently. At last O ga gestured at the
transcript, then indicated the BV-15 terminal standing in a corner. "W nust
do something..." Her voice choked. She waved a hand again. "The channel. W
nmust send them an answer."

"Yes, | know. " Paula straightened up fromthe consol e, gathered the
transcript, and sat down at the terminal. Her novenments were purposeful and
resolute, as if she had been giving Oga tinme to catch up with the concl usion
she had al ready recognized in her own mnd as inevitable. Paula took a
screwdriver froma drawer and renmoved the BV-15's cover. Then she reached in
her pocket, took out a small plastic box containing one of the preprogranmed
chi ps, and plugged the chip into the socket that it was coded to work in. Then
she repl aced the cover, sat down, and activated the screen. 4 ga noved her
chair closer to watch.

Then a frown crossed Paul a's face. She sat back uncertainly and turned



her head to glance at the small screen showi ng the scene outside the buil ding.
The crowd was denser now, and officials were buzzing excitedly around the
doors that opened fromthe concourse outside the spoke el evators. Paul a | ooked

back at the terminal again with a suddenly nunb expression. "I can't do this,"
she said.

"What's the matter?" O ga asked. She sounded al ar ned.

"This message. | can't send it. | can't tell themthose | eaders are

arriving here."
"But why not ?"
"Because | don't know that they are.’

Paul a turned her head and | ooked at

O ga oddly. "Am | being paranoid too, now? But don't you see? All | have to go
by is a TV picture, just like the people down there in Anerica. | can't tel
if it's real any nmore than they can."”

A ga was shaking her head. "But... but that's ridiculous. You' re here.
They're not." She waved frantically at the deskscreen. "That's all happeni ng

right outside the building we're in." They couldn't sinmply wal k out and | ook
of course, because their Zanork bracelets would trigger alarns if they tried
| eaving their authorized working vicinity, which would achi eve nothing but get
themspells in solitary.

Paul a was adamant. "If | sound silly, I'"'msorry, but |I think it's
i mportant. You're always rem nding me that we're scientists. Well, this would
be confirmng reported data that we haven't observed for ourselves. Scientists
can't do that."

O ga was | ooking dazed. "But... we're tal king about possibly averting
war!" she insisted. Her voice was pleading, her face strained. "d obal war.
How many tines we've tal ked about this, what it would nean... You can't stop

because of sonething like this." She got up fromher chair and stood with her
hands pressed flat together against her face. Her eyes darted this way and
that, as if seeking answers on the walls. "I can show you.... Yes, |ook, wait
there. 1'll go and get Gennadi."

Paul a turned her head and watched, puzzled, as O ga hurried across the
room and opened the door. She went out into the corridor and her footsteps
retreated. Then Paul a heard her say, "Oh, Dr. Brusikov, are you | eavi ng?"

Brusi kov' s voi ce answered, sounding surprised. "I was going out to watch
the arrival of the foreign mnister and his party, and then have |unch. Wy?"

"Ch, good. Then, you are going out into the square?"

"Yes." The voices were right outside the door now.

"Could | ask a favor?" O ga ushered Brusikov into the room He nodded
perfunctorily to acknow edge Paul a's presence. O ga gl anced quickly around the
lab and took a bright-blue cylindrical cardboard container, three feet or so
long, froma stack Iying on a shelf -- the kind comonly used for carrying
things like rolled technical drawi ngs. "I prom sed these to sonebody urgently,
but mssed him He's outside in the square now, but | can't go out there.
wonder if you'd be so kind..."

"Ch, | see." Brusikov nodded. "Very well. But howw Il | know hin"

O ga turned to the screen showi ng the scene outside and pointed to a nan
in a yellow jacket and green hat, standing on the edge of the crowd, near the
mai n door of the Government Building. "That's him He's very distinctive. His
name i s Zavdat."

Paul a had stood up from her chair behind them As Brusikov turned to
| eave, she said suddenly, "No, that's the wong one."

He stopped and | ooked back questioningly. Paula held A ga's eyes steadily

while she drew a red cylinder off the shelf. "I put themin this one."
Oga didn't falter. "Oh yes, that's right... | nust have got them ni xed
up." She took the red cylinder and exchanged it for the blue one that Brusikov

was hol di ng. He nodded and | eft, closing the door

A strained silence descended while the two wonen wat ched the screen
Paul a | ooki ng renorseful now, A ga tight-Iipped and flushed. After a mnute or
so the figure of Dr. Brusikov came out of the Governnent Buil ding entrance
carrying the red cylinder. He stopped and | ooked about for a few seconds, then



approached the man in the yell ow coat and green hat. Brusi kov said sonethi ng
and offered the cylinder. The man in the yell ow coat shook his head, shrugged,
and waved a hand. Brusi kov remponstrated and poi nted back at the Government
Bui | di ng. The man shook his head again. Finally Brusikov, |ooking disgruntled
and not a little nystified, noved away to find a different spot in the crowd.

Paul a turned away but avoided facing A ga directly. "I"'msorry," she
whi sper ed.

A ga shook her head. She was her usual cal mself once again. "No, you
were quite right," she said. "Neither of us knew for sure. It is | who should
apol ogi ze. "

"For a noment | didn't trust you."

"At times like these, it's a wonder anyone trusts anybody."

On the screen the doors on the raised | evel above the square opened and a
group of smiling figures came out to be greeted by cheers and appl ause. Paul a
sat down at the term nal again and pushed the curl from her forehead. "Then
let's get on with the job," she said.

Dressed in a selection fromthe civilian attire accurmulated in the Crypt,
Rashazzi took the laser outside to repeat over |onger ranges some tests that
he and Haber had conducted inside the structure which had yiel ded odd results.
He emerged at the surface in a ventilator outlet above sone apartnents on the
far side of the reservoir, and spent nore than an hour surreptitiously aimng
pul ses at parts of the buildings of central Novyi Kazan and timing the returns
on an electronic interferoneter that Paula had built. He explained the results
to McCain later, after returning to the Crypt. Haber was wi th them

"Since we are on the inside of a cylinder, the verticals of buildings
converge toward the center, like the spokes of a wheel. And since we know the
size of Valentina Tereshkova, it's easy to cal cul ate how nuch the convergence
ought to be: verticals spaced two hundred neters apart at the base ought to
converge by about three nmeters through a fifteen-neter difference in height.”

McCai n nodded. That rmuch was strai ghtforward enough. "Ckay."

"But they don't," Rashazzi said. "It works out at closer to one point
three neters. So what's happened to the difference?"

McCain could only shake his head. "It fits with this idea that keeps
com ng up, of the whole place being bigger than it's supposed to, doesn't it,"
he sai d.

"Yes," Haber agreed. "And not only that. To give the amount or
convergence that Razz has neasured, the colony would have to be just the
di ameter that was indicated by the experinments we did with the bal ance scal e:
al nost four and a half kiloneters instead of |ess than two kil oneters”

McCain made a face. "I hate coincidences."

"Ch, | don't think this could properly be called a coincidence," Haber
sai d.

"Probably not. But we still don't have any expl anati ons, huh?"

Rashazzi | ooked at McCain with a strange, unsmling expression for a
second. Then he picked up a sheet of paper that he and Haber had been poring
over when McCain arrived. "Yes," he replied in a curious voice. "As a matter
of fact, Lew, this time | believe we do have an explanation...."

Brusi kov canme in again on his way back fromlunch to return the cylinder
and ask what the hell O ga had been playing at. Paul a apol ogi zed and expl ai ned

that O ga had been fool ed by the yell ow coat and green hat -- hardly the nost
common of outfits to be seen around Tereshkova, she pointed out with as much
charm as she could nmuster -- and had not paid enough attention to the face. It

wasn't the right man. Brusi kov went away grunbling about being nmade to feel a
fool, but accepted it.

Paul a remai ned, staring at the work she had been doing on the | arger
screen, but no longer interested in it. How was anybody supposed to care about
the flatul ence of mcrobes when the world might be about to cremate itself?

She thought about the message she had conposed for Fol eda, and how



i nadequate it seened conpared to the scal e of what was at stake. Her
conviction grew that the nature of Val entina Tereshkova had becone a naj or
factor in the equations being juggled in Washi ngton and in Moscow. Here she
was, not only present at that fulcrum of events, but singled out through a
strange series of twists of fate for a uni que perspective that should surely
be crucial to any decisions enbarked on at such a nmonment. She renenbered
readi ng sonewhere that Napol eon scoffed at the notion of |uck. "Lucky" people,
he mai ntai ned, were the ones who put thenselves in the right place and at the
right time for the right things to happen. In other words, they rose to the
occasi on. Here was an occasion that surely beckoned.

She was still feeling despondent when O ga returned. The Russian woman
slipped in without knocking, and cl osed the door behind her

"Did the message go off all right?" Paula asked.

A ga nodded and stood | eani ng agai nst the door with her eyes closed for a
monent, as if allowing tension to drain away. "Top priority, so Ivan will send
it straight on." She went over to the enpty chair in front of the console and
sat down, noticing as she did so the red cylinder, which Paula had put back on
the shelf. "Has Brusi kov been back?"

"Yes. He wasn't very anused."

"What did you tell hinP"

"That it was the wong nan. You were nisled by the hat and the coat -- an
unlikely simlarity in appearance."

O ga nodded, and sat staring at the console for what seemed a long tine.
Paul a wat ched her but had nothing to say. Eventually O ga turned her chair to

face across the room They |ooked at each other. At last O ga said, "It
doesn't seem enough, sonehow. "

Paul a nodded in a way that said A ga didn't have to el aborate. "I've been
thi nking the same thing. And on reflection |'mnot even sure they'll believe
that rmuch.”

"Why shoul dn't they?"

"Who am | ? Just the support half of the team™ O ga gave the inpression
that she had expected the reply but had allowed Paula to nake it all the sane,
just to be sure they both understood the same things. Paula got the feeling
that A ga's thoughts had been running parallel to her own. O ga hesitated
visibly. "Yes?" Paul a pronpted.

O ga | ooked up. "There is another way."

"What way?"
"Ask the Russians to connect you to Anerica via one of their regular
channels -- it could be a private nmilitary link, not public TV. Show yourself

here, in Valentina Tereshkova, al ongside the Soviet |eaders. Let your own
people talk with you over the |ink, ask questions, and observe you respondi ng
and interacting. That way they will know that the Soviet |eaders are here, and
that they are here now " Paula was so surprised by the proposal that for a
nmonent she could only shake her head and stare incredul ously, "Say you wish to
talk with General Protbornov urgently, and tell himeverything," O ga urged
"He has access to the people who can arrange it."

"But... everything? W'd have to reveal the channel. You'd | ose your
conmuni cations to Ivan. Ivan would be exposed.™"

"I know. |'ve already thought of all that. Wat do things |ike that
matter now? If there's a war it will all be |l ost anyway."

Paul a swall owed hard. "That's... that's sone decision you' re asking."

"Is it? What is the alternative?"

A good point, Paula conceded. For when she thought about it, the only
alternative to trying was to live the rest of her life, irrespective of the
outcome, with the know edge that she hadn't tried. Put that way, it didn't
really |l eave nuch of a choice

CHAPTER FORTY- SI X



Maj or General Protbornov stared back across the desk in his office at the
Internal Security Headquarters in Turgenev. For several seconds his rugged,
heavy-jow ed face was conpletely blank, as if it had just been solidly
punched. Then he blinked and raised a hand to rub the corner of his eye.
"Comuni cat i ons?" The heavy, runbling voice assenbled the word slowy, a
syllable at a time, as if they were steps he was having to nmount to overcone
his disbelief, "Communications into Anerican intelligence, frominside Zanork?
How could this be possible?" Beneath their puffy lids, his eyes had taken on a
bl eak expression that already seenmed to be | ooking into the face of denption
arrest, and possibly even a firing squad.

Uskayev -- the sanme blond, gray-eyed nmaj or whom Paul a had | ast seen with
Protbornov in the infirmary -- drew a notepad cl oser across the top of his
desk, which stood by the wi ndow to one side of the office. "Describe the
mechani sm of this conmunications nethod,"” he said. "What formdoes it take?"

O ga sighed in the chair beside Paula. "W possess an el ectronic chip
that is programed to insert encoded text into the random nunber-group fillers
in the regul ar nmessage streamto Earth," she replied, speaking in a tired
voi ce. "The chip is substituted for the standard one in the outgoing
encryption processor located in the Comunications Center."

"How do you gain access to the Communications Center?"

"I don't. | have an associate."

"The name?"

O ga hesitated. Uskayev | ooked up sharply. Cearly if she' d conme here
asking for favors, she couldn't expect to hold anything back. "Andrei Ogovoy,
an engi neer at the Communi cations Center," she said. Uskayev wote rapidly on
hi s pad.

"CGo on," Protbornov said.

O ga described her channel down to the groundstation at Sokhotsk and the
techni que of disguising the encoded replies as statistical data. She said that
t he channel had been extended to connect into the US military and intelligence
conmuni cati ons system but insisted, correctly, that she didn't know how t he
link from Sokhotsk to the US operat ed.

"You say this person at Sokhotsk was conmuni cating with you privately
before there was any contact with the Americans," Protbornov said when she had
fini shed.

"Yes."

"So this person nmust have set up the link to the Anericans, and managed
the transfer of messages after it was established. W was this person who
conmanded such extraordi nary opportunities?"

"The nane?" Uskayev sai d, pen poised.

Paul a stared woodenly ahead and heard O ga take in a | ong breath beside
her. "Professor Igor Dyashkin," O ga said. "Director of the operationa
facility at Sokhotsk." Despite herself, Paula raised her eyebrows. Protbornov
and Uskayev exchanged om nous gl ances.

Pr ot bornov stared down at his hands in a way that said the sky m ght as
well fall now, for all the surprises life had left to offer. He | ooked up
"So, you have your channel to the professor. And how did you progress from
there to initiating contact with the Americans?"

"We didn't," Aga said. "They initiated contact with us.'
stared at her incredul ously.

That had been expected. Paula explained, "lI'mnot a journalist with
Pacific News Services. My companion and | canme here on a nission for US
mlitary intelligence. It was our people. A nessage canme over the channel from
them to us." She | ooked at Uskayev and nodded resignedly before he could say
it. "Bryce, Paula M, second lieutenant, United States Air Force, serial
nunber AO 20188813, tenporarily attached to the Unified Defense Intelligence
Agency. "

"And your coll eague?" Protbornov clearly wasn't going to quit while he
was on a roll.

"I only know himas Lewis Earnshaw. He's with the UDIA. That's all

Pr ot bor nov



know. "

Pr ot bor nov nodded, havi ng di sposed of those prelimnaries, and cl asped
hi s hands. "So, you say the UD A contacted you here, using the link through
Prof essor Dyashkin. But how could they possibly have known about it?"

"I don't know," Paula replied.

"You can't expect us to believe that," Protbornov scoffed.

"She's telling the truth," Oga said. "W are both scientists. W don't
know what ki nds of intrigues go on anong you people. But that's all immterial
now, conpared to the reason why we've decided to cone here and revea
everything." She paused to let the point sink in. Protbornov waited. O ga went
on, "To us, the messages we have been receiving indicate that the Wst
bel i eves the Soviet Union is about to launch a first strike. W think there's
a strong possibility that the Wst will decide to attack preenptively.
Preventing such a catastrophe nust take priority over other considerations --
that is why we have been frank. We think there is a way it can be prevented,

but we will need your help."

Pr ot bornov was | ooki ng astounded. "A first strike... by us? Preenptive
attack? But this is ludicrous. Qur whole | eadership is up here, practically on
vacation. Tormorrow we will be declaring Val entina Tereshkova open to

international visitors. The ship bringing the first representatives from al
nations, including the United States, is on its way here at this very nonent.

There will be cel ebrations, ganes, ammesties... Wiy would anyone be worrying
about a strike at this of all times? Have they all gone mad down there?"
O ga was nodding. "I know, | know It sounds insane. The irony is that

those very things are what has caused the concern. It's all a

m sunderstanding, and it rmustn't be allowed to lead to a calamty. But since
the problemis one that stems frommsinformation, it can be rectified by
correct information. That is what we need you to help us do."

Uskayev had put his pen down and was |listening with a dazed | ook on his
face. Protbornov noistened his |ips and nodded curtly wi thout change of
expression. "Explain what it is you wish us to do," he said.

O ga told himabout the reconnai ssance expeditions by Zanmork prisoners to
i nvestigate all eged weapons installations around the col ony. The nuscles in
Prot bornov's throat convul sed in spasns as one revel ation foll owed anot her
but he heard her through w thout interrupting. "But fromthe tone of their
responses, the Anericans didn't seemsatisfied by the negative findings,"
concluded. "We think they suspect that false information concerning the
| ocations was planted to mislead them" She described the Anericans' | atest
request for confirmation that Soviet |eaders were in fact at Tereshkova, and
interpreted it as indicating Wstern suspicions that the Soviet broadcasts
m ght be prerecordi ngs made nonths ago. If the Wst so concluded, then the
only motivation they'd be able to deduce would be that the Soviets were about
to launch a strike. A ga ended, "The only way to elinmnate that risk is to
convince them of their m stake. Paula has agreed to talk to her own people
over a live connection into the US conmmuni cations network if one can be set
up. If she's seen here, alongside the arriving | eaders and conducting a
responsi ve di al ogue with Washington, all doubts would be dispelled. Can you do
it?"

Prot bornov's bushy eyebrows knotted. "Wat you're asking, and in so
little time... It would require the highest authority. And with all of them so
preoccupied at this tine..."

"This is a state energency,"” O ga said. "I know the procedures exist. W
have vol unteered everything. WIl you try?"

The general sat inmobile for alnmbst a minute, staring at the desk, his
expressi on unchangi ng. Finally he spread his hands w de al ong the edge of the
desk and stood up. "Wait here," he instructed, and left the room

Maj or Uskayev busied himself with conpleting his notes and then entering
theminto a term nal by his desk. Paula and O ga waited w thout speaking
There was a tap on the door, and a worman in uniformentered to deposit sone
papers in a basket by the door. She took nore papers from another basket and

d ga



left. Paula thought of all the effort, ingenuity, perseverance, and courage
that had gone into setting up dga's channel to lvan -- now reveal ed as
Dyashkin -- the link to Fol eda, the secret workshop bel ow Zanork, and
Earnshaw s private espionage operation. Now that she had a nonment to reflect,
she was horrified at how nuch woul d be | ost because of what she and O ga were
saying here today. But if they were right, all that and infinitely nore would
ot herwi se have been | ost anyway. She tried not to dwell on what it neant if
they were wong.... No, that wasn't possible. They had to be right. She
convinced herself with the certainty that cones only with the know edge t hat
bei ng wong would be to | ose everything.

Prot bornov returned twenty mnutes later with a captain and four arned
guards. The entire party, including Uskayev, took an el evator down inside
Security Headquarters and foll owed a series of passages that took them
underneat h the Governnent Building. Here they ascended again and cane to a
corridor, where the escort conducted themto one of the doors and took up
positions outside. Inside was a conference room where two nmen were waiting.
One was in his early forties, short, with thick black hair and bushy brows.
Prot bornov introduced himas Conrade Kirilikhov fromthe Party's Centra
Conmittee. The other was older, with thinning hair and a sallow, tired
conpl exi on; his nane was Sepelyan, and he was fromthe Soviet Mnistry of
Def ense. An orderly brought in tea. Protbornov said that Turgenev was keeping
a channel open to Moscow, where the appropriate people to take the matter
hi gher were bei ng sought.

Step by step and in greater detail, the two wonmen went through the whole
story again. Kirilikhov expressed amusenent at the suggestion of Wstern
doubt s about Soviet |eaders really com ng to Tereshkova, since he hinself had
arrived fromEarth a nmere twel ve hours previously. Protbornov listened glunly
whi l e O ga described once nmore how prisoners inside Zanork had tal ked with
American mlitary intelligence in Washington, and Paula told how they had been
burrowi ng around the whole colony like rabbits. She listed the |ocations that
t hey had checked, and summarized the findings she had comunicated to
Washi ngton. "It was hardly sonmething that could be call ed espionage,"” d ga
poi nted out. "She sinply confirmed what the Soviet government itself had been
saying publicly for years."

"Yes, that point has not been missed,"” Kirilikhov said, nodding. He
shifted his gaze to Paula. "But you say you have reason to believe that the
credibility of your reports was not rated highly in Washi ngt on?"

"Fromthe tone of the responses, yes," Paula said. "Probably because of
nmy position."

"As a support specialist, not a trained agent,'

"Ah." Kirilikhov nodded.

Sepel yan studied his fingers while he weighed up the things that had been
said. "So why should they believe you any the nore if we put you on a line to
Earth? You could have been turned -- brai nwashed. They still think we do
things like that, don't they? Or naybe we have sonebody standi ng off-canera,
pointing a gun at your head. After what you've told us, would it be enough to
convi nce thenf"

There was a short silence. Protbornov shrugged. "What el se can we do?"

"It's something, at least,"” Kirilikhov said.

Sepel yan sat forward to the table. "I was thinking about this other agent
that came with you, this..."

"Lewi s Earnshaw, " Uskayev suppli ed.

"This M. Earnshaw. He is the professional, you say, yes? Experienced.
Believable. If we could get himto appear on the Iine also and confirmthe
story, mght that do the trick? Those who know him his own boss, maybe..
Wul d they believe their own man?"

"I'"ve interrogated himnmany tinmes," Protbornov said. "Yes, professional
| mpossible to intimdate or persuade. You get nothing fromhim nothing. If he
were ny man, | would believe him Unquestionably, | would believe him"

"He coul dn't have been brai nwashed?" Kirilikhov inquired.

A ga expl ai ned.



Pr ot bornov shook his head enphatically. "H n? Never."

"Why coul dn't he have a gun pointing at himtoo, then?"

"He'd tell you to pull the trigger and be dammed. He woul dn't
conprom se. "

The Russi ans began warmng to the idea, but then noticed that Paul a had
sat back and was shaki ng her head. "Wat is wong?" Protbornov asked her

Paul a si ghed hopelessly. "I just can't see himagreeing to it.... You
have to understand what he's |ike: stubborn, antagonistic, indoctrinated with
fixed views. He won't even consider the possibility that there m ght be
alternatives to the way he thinks." She raised her opened hands. "He abhors
everyt hing about the Soviet system The general said it -- he wouldn't
conprom se. As a matter of principle, he'd never be seen going on tel evision
public or private, and voluntarily cooperating with Russians. That's the way
he is. It won't work. Forget it."

Protbornov pulled a face. "On reflection, | have to adnit that she's
probably right," he said. "That does sound |like him™"

"It was just an idea," Sepelyan said.

"Apity," Kirilikhov nurnured

Silence fell. Then O ga, who had been sitting and thinking to herself in
silence, said, "I don't know... perhaps there is a way in which we could get
himto do it." She glanced at Paula. "Or maybe you coul d."

"How?" Paul a asked.

"The | aser that they've got," Oga said. "Wasn't that the idea of it in
the first place? And you said it's working now. Well, maybe he won't go on a
live TV transmission with Russians -- but he m ght say the sane thing
privately, over his own personal |ink. Mght he be persuaded to do that?"

Pr ot bornov was | ooki ng bew | dered. "Laser? \Wat |aser? What are you two
worren tal ki ng about now?"

They told hi mabout Earnshaw s laser and its intended use for
conmuni cating with Earth. Protbornov sat |ooking stunned. The two nen from
Moscow gl anced at himfromtime to time like officials fromthe head office of
a bank with a branch manager whose staff had been giving away notes on the
street. |f Earnshaw believed he was acting independently, possibly he could be
i nduced to send a personal confirmation from Tereshkova of what his own eyes
were seeing there, Aga said. All Protbornov would need to do was nmake sure
t he guards stayed out of the way.

Paul a thought it was worth a try, but she pointed out a problemthat
still remai ned. Communi cations only work when the person on the receiving end
is listening. For a signal fromthe laser to get through, somebody down on
Earth woul d have to be expecting it, and know what frequency and code to | ook
for. Furthernore, in view of the m nuscul e anpbunt of energy that would
actually reach Earth, they would need to be using nore than just any equi pnent
for the I ooking.

O ga was aware of that, "But | understand that you hel ped thembuild the
el ectronics," she said to Paula. "Could you provide the operating frequency
and what ever el se sonebody woul d need to know to set a receiver up?"

"Sure -- actually there isn't that much," Paula said. "What have you got
in mnd?"

"W use the existing channel through Sokhotsk to give that information to
the Americans,"” Oga replied. "W're here now, in Turgenev. W can send it off

right away. You can tell Earnshaw it was your idea -- that you did it in
antici pation, hoping he would agree. W will have to hope that the Anericans
can arrange a suitable nethod for reception in time. It mght take, what... a
day, nmaybe?"

"Alot less if they use emergency procedures,"” Paula replied. "But that

only applies to relaying a signal through the conmmunications net. | don't know
how they'd pick it up in the first place."

"W can only leave that side to them" Oga said. "Once they're set up
then all Earnshaw would need to do is get hinself to a place where he can
wi t ness what's happeni ng here, and point the |laser at the roof. That shoul dn't



be too difficult if the guards stay away fromhim-- but nobody tells him
that, of course.”

"WIl he know if he's getting through?" Sepelyan asked. "Does this device
recei ve al so?"

"Yes," Paula said. "A reply signal comes back al ong the sane path in the
opposite direction.”

"Along with the sunshine? Wuldn't the signal get lost in it?"

"I't shouldn't. W picked the operating frequency to coincide with one of
the dark absorption lines in the solar spectrum And at the Earth end, they'l
be able to use a powerful transmitter, don't forget."

Sepel yan nodded in a way which said that was all right with him whatever
it meant. Everyone | ooked at everyone el se. Evidently there was nothing nore
to be said.

"Then, we seemto be agreed to give this suggestion a try," Protbornov
announced. "W have little time. Therefore | propose that Lieutenant Bryce be
taken back to Zanork at once to contact M. Earnshaw and expl ain the
situation. Conrade Oshkadov goes downstairs to the Communications Center to
send the nessage to the Anericans via the Sokhotsk channel, advising the |aser
frequency and other details. Lieutenant Bryce can wite them down before she
| eaves. "

"Very well," O ga agreed.
Prot bornov | ooked inquiringly at Kirilikhov and Sepel yan. They returned
nods that said they were satisfied. "I'd better go and check on what's

happening in Moscow," Kirilikhov said. He gave Protbornov a wthering | ook as
he rose fromhis chair. "After the present situation is resolved, we can

di scuss Zanork and the effectiveness of its security measures. Qut of
curiosity, have you ever been down a salt nmine in Siberia, General?"

CHAPTER FORTY- SEVEN

Inquisitive visitors waiting to board the spoke elevators after their
arrival at Val entina Tereshkova had al ways been told that behind the bul khead
facing the boarding area at the hub were storage tanks for water and liquid
chemicals, as the official plans showed. In fact there were no storage tanks
there. The small anmount of agriculture and industrial processing that had been
staged purely for show had never required much in the way of chemnicals. And
neither were there any manufacturing facilities worth speaking of next to the
hub nucl ear reactors behind the docking ports. The dummry bul khead with its
pi pes, and the rest of the facade, had been di smantled now. Wat the reactors
actual ly powered were capacitor banks feeding a battery of el ectronmagnetic
coil guns capable of inparting an acceleration of hundreds of g's into their
drum shaped projectiles to hurl themmles clear of the platformin seconds.
Each projectile consisted of a fission bonb contained in an ellipsoidal cavity
shaped to feed a configuration of |lasing material that would transforma | arge
proportion of the detonation energy into fifty independently ai mabl e beans of
hi gh-density X rays.

Field Marshal M adi sl av Kyrenko, Commander in Chief of "Anvil" -- the
designation of the entire space bonbardnent systemthat the superficialities
of Val entina Tereshkova had di sgui sed -- steadi ed hinself agai nst a handrai

while the general in charge of Battle Station 2 at the hub finished his
report. One of the things the planners of space warfare hadn't taken into
account was the difficulty of maintaining dignity under conditions of
negligi bl e wei ght.

"Al'l mechani cal and hydraulic systens tested and functional. Registration
conput ers have been tracki ng assigned targets for twelve hours and check
positively. Al projectile onboard conputers have been updating continuously
wi t hout errors. Power-plant and | aunch systenms are fully operational."

"Sounds good," Kyrenko said. "So what odds should | bet on our zapping
every Anerican |asersat with the first salvo?"



The general snmiled faintly. "Oh, pretty good, |'d say."

"And the norale of the crew?"

"Just waiting to go for it."

Kyrenko nodded. "Good. Carry on." He watched as the general went back
into the arnored fire-control center from which the hub batteries would be
directed. Inside, through the opening next to the massive door that would be
cl osed before the action commenced, he could see technicians and operators
busy at their rows of consoles. And that was nerely the inner defense. The
space between the inner and outer skins held a | ayer of pulverized noonrock
several feet thick at the strongpoints

That conpl eted the hub part of the inspection. Kyrenko turned to Lt.
CGeneral Churenev, his principal aide, who was standing with the party of
of ficers waiting behind. "Everything | ooks fine here. Let's nove on down."

They bobbed and pul |l ed themnmsel ves across the deck and entered the
el evator waiting at the top of one of the shafts fromthe Turgenev spoke. The
doors closed, and nonents later they were descending toward the ring. The
outer tube of the spoke was arnored, too; but since it was nore exposed than
the hardened battle stations at the hub and various locations around the rim
it would not be used while conbat conditions prevailed. Once hostilities
conmenced, the garrison at the hub would be sealed in there for the duration

At Turgenev they cane out of the elevator into the main concourse of the
skel eton that had once been the Governnent Buil ding and crossed the dusty,
derelict space to cone out onto the raised terrace bordering the main square,
where two staff cars were waiting. Al was darkness, broken only by pools of
light fromthe floodl anps set up at ground level by the military. The lines of
reflecting slats in the roof had been closed to prevent their directing
hostile laserfire into the interior. Kyrenko halted with his party, and stood
for a while staring out at the black, enpty shapes of the deserted ghost city.
On the far side, the bones of what had been Internal Security Headquarters
stood sil houetted agai nst one of the |anps, picked clean by an arny-engi neer
squad collecting materials for a piece of last-mnute inprovised construction.
A row of groundcars stood silent and abandoned in the shadows beneat h.

"It's hard to inmagine it the way it was," Churenev conmented. "Wth
light, color, people, children..."

Kyrenko nodded distantly. "The day has come at last, Oeg. For a hundred
years we have been treated |ike |l epers. The capitalists sent Lenin back from
Swi t zerl and because they thought his Revol ution woul d destroy Russia. Wen
that failed, they set up Hitler and the Nazis, and sent them against us, but
we destroyed them Then they encircled us with guns and bases and missile
sites, as if we were a disease that had to be contained. They spread lies,
waiting... thinking they could wear us down by siege. But they forgot the
Mongol s, Napol eon, Hitler -- how many tinmes Russia has cone back to bury those
who thought they had destroyed her. And so it will be again. They say we are
on the verge of collapse. But soon they will learn." He turned his head. "AmI
not right?"

Churenev sighed. "If that is howit rust be..."

The party descended the steps to the square, clinbed into the cars, and
| eft Turgenev. For a little over a quarter nile they drove through a
desol ation of bare netal terraces and piles of rotting vegetation that had
been one of the agricultural sectors. In fact, only the crops along the valley
center, lining the route along which visitors had been taken, had ever been
real . The wheat, sorghum vegetables, and rice terraces higher up the sides,
whi ch foreign observers had adnmired so enthusiastically fromafar -- apart
from one showpi ece section that they clinbed |aboriously to inspect nore
closely for thenselves -- had been planted with plastic imtations.

They came to Agricultural Station 3 and parked outside the
wast e-recycling plant that consisted mainly of dummy tanks, pipes, and reactor
vessels. Its processing capacity was only a fraction of the publicized val ue
-- for the sinmple reason that there had never been that much waste to process.
The field marshal and his ai des wal ked t hrough an opening in the side of an



arnored encl osure and entered the space that the public plans described as
"Materials Storage." The commander of Battle Station 4, free-electron-I|aser
enpl acenent, was waiting with his senior officers.

The party nmoved through the bays of w ndi ngs and superconducti ng nagnets,
the Iinac tunnel, and the control room Accelerator potentials and field
frequenci es had been tuned to take out the Wst's conmuni cati ons and
instrumentation satellites, checks were positive, and there were no probl ens
to report. Emergency generators, |ocal backup |ife-support systems, and escape
chute down to the arnored ring-transit tunnel were all operational. The nen
were in good shape.

"Very good, Ceneral," Kyrenko approved. "First-rate. So, we will neet in
Washi ngt on, eh?"

"Yes, sir -- to help burn down the Pentagon." Everyone | aughed.

Kyrenko turned to Churenev and the others. "Very well, gentlenen. That

conpletes the tour. My conpliments to all of you. Let us return to HQ"

They reenbarked in their vehicles and drove the remaining distance to
Novyi Kazan, clinbing the ramp by the enptied reservoir to the main entrance.
On the way in, Kyrenko stopped in the upper-I|evel conmmunications roomto send
a signal to Mbscow. It read; ANVIL AT BATTLE READI NESS, CONDI TI ON ORANGE 1.
ALL UNI TS OPERATI ONAL. COUNTDOWN STATUS TO PLAN | S CONFI RVED

Then he continued on down into the hardened zone containing the comrand
center fromwhich he and his staff would direct and coordinate all the battle
stations. It was a place that had never been included in the official tours.
On the publicly released plans, however, it was described as a detention and
rehabilitation facility. Its name was ZanorKk.

CHAPTER FORTY- ElI GHT

The speeches were over, but the main square in Turgenev was still alive
wi th peopl e when Paul a canme out fromthe main concourse of the Government
Bui | di ng, acconpani ed by Major Uskayev, the captain, and two guards. The sight
of a wonman in a plain green tunic under arned escort contrasted with the
colorful, holidaylike atnmosphere that had taken over, and heads turned to
wat ch them curiously as they crossed the terrace outside the main doors and
descended the steps to the square, where a security-police van was waiting.

As the van entered an underpass, changed direction, and energed again to
negotiate the tortuous route out of the town, Paula saw that the bridges and
pedestrian ways were bustling with people. Many of themwere acting |like
tourists, rubbernecking at the sights and posing for pictures -- no doubt
recent arrivals out view ng their new hone, she thought. On the edge of town
t hey passed a | arge, open area of grass, where teans of children in white and
red outfits were putting final touches to their gymastics routines for the
celebrations. For a noment the brightly lit tunnel of the colony's valley
curved upward before them wth the green and yellow arns of the agricultura
terraces spreadi ng upward on either side, and then the van entered anot her
tunnel to descend fromtown-center level to the valley floor

The agricultural sector |ooked presentable again after the heroic efforts
that had gone into saving its face -- not to nmention those of the Sovi et
| eaders -- and terraces of grain, fruit, and vegetables, and pastures wth
reasonably contented-|ooking cows |lined the route beneath the inverted
bl ue-yel I ow skybow all the way past Agricultural Station 3 to Novyi Kazan
Here, they exited fromthe throughway by the reservoir, where a couple of
boats were out sailing, and ascended the ranp to the gate in front of the
surface buil dings of Zanork. They passed through the checkpoint into the outer
yard, where they di sembarked fromthe van and entered the Adninistration
Bui | di ng.

A few minutes later, Paula came out on her own through the rear guardpost
into the surface-1level conmpound. In talking the situation over, she had agreed
with O ga and Protbornov that the best chance of succeeding wth Earnshaw | ay



i n sustaining an appearance of everything' s being normal, which neant he
couldn't be allowed to know that the Russians were involved. Obviously the
days of the el aborate clandestine operation that had run fromB-3 were now
over. But before they intervened to close it down, the authorities would
permt it to serve this one final purpose.

| stamel was reading on his bunk in Hut 8 when Paula arrived. Seeing from
her face that sonething urgent was afoot, he got up and went over to the
cassette player. For sone tine now, the occupants of Hut 8 and the regul ar
visitors to it had been recording assorted conversation, usually arranged to
be as boring as possible, between different individuals for occasions |ike
these. Istanel selected one that featured just the two of themtalking
i nterm nably about medi eval Turkish poetry, dropped it into the player, and
connected the output into the mcrophone circuit. That way the conversation
woul d correlate with who had been seen entering the hut, if it happened to be
under observati on.

Paul a had decided during the drive from Turgenev that there wasn't tine
to go through the whole thing again to let Istanel know what had happened.

Besi des, the whole ploy was to tell Earnshaw only that O ga had sent a nmessage
alerting the West to receive the |laser signal, and to make hi m believe

everyt hing beyond that was normal. |Istanel would play his part better if that
was as nuch as he knew, too -- and he could find out when she told Earnshaw.

"I have to go down to the Crypt i mediately," she said, "Do you know if Lewis
t here?"

"He should be, | was there earlier and left himw th Razz and Al brecht.
They seemed busy. Wiere's A ga? | thought you'd both be back together."

"A |l ot has happened. Look, it's too nuch to explain now Come back down
and hear it with the others."

| stamel nodded and asked no more. They went through to the shower and
opened the hatch in the cubicle floor. Istanmel went down first, and Paul a
foll owed, closing the hatch over them They cane out of the roof where the
| adder ended, threaded their way through the nachi nery compartnent, and
crossed the girder bridge to the outside of the elevator shaft. Paula had been
over this route many tines now, and the traverse across the shaft to the
recess on the far side no |l onger troubled her. On the next two crossings after
her first introduction by Peter Sargent, she had bal anced with the help of a
handrope that was stowed nearby to be tenporarily strung across if needed, but
now she coul d manage without. Istanel still used the rope, which inwardly gave
her a certain satisfaction. They conpl eted the descent, left the shaft through
t he mai ntenance hatch at the lower level, and nade their way between the |ines
of tanks toward the Crypt, taking care not to trigger Rashazzi's al arm system
on the way. As they came within sight of the Crypt's lights, they caught the
sound of raised voices arguing excitedly. That in itself was unusual. Paul a
pursed her mouth determ nedly and steel ed herself for the com ng
confrontati on.

Earnshaw was wi th Rashazzi and Haber, as Istanel had said. In addition
Koh had appeared. They were standing around the |arge table, which was strewn
wi th pieces of paper, and they continued gesticul ati ng and nmaki ng sket ches
even while Paula and Istanmel were clinbing down into the workspace, as if
unawar e of their approach. Then Earnshaw turned his head to acknow edge their
presence, and the others fell silent.

It wasn't a tine for observing niceties, Paula drew up facing the group
and noved her armin a brief gesture that took in the whole of the workshop
and its contents. "All of this can wait for a while," she told them "I've
just cone from Turgenev. O ga is there, sending off a message. It's an
i mportant nessage. A lot of things have been happening that you don't know
about down here." Haber notioned to one of the sheets of paper that he and the
ot hers had been tal king over and started to say sonething, but Paula cut him
off with a wave of her hand. "W received a nessage from Tycoon this norning
which said, in effect, that the West believes the Soviets are about to I aunch
a first strike. | nean, they're not fooling. This is it!"



| stamel was staring at her incredul ously. "But you never nentioned
anyt hi ng about this..."

"There wasn't time up there. I"'mnmentioning it now. "

"But what did it say? Wiy should they think the Russians would attack
now, with all their |eaders here? It doesn't--"

"That's the whole point,"” Paula said. "They don't believe the Russian
| eaders are here. They're suspicious that the TV broadcasts goi ng out m ght be
recordings -- in other words, a deception concocted to cover a strike. Anyhow,
O ga and | have already sent a signal back confirmng that the | eaders are up
here. That was as nuch as we could do right away. But we don't think it's
enough. What we want you to--"

"Shut up." Earnshaw s voice wasn't loud, but it carried such an
unexpect ed whiplike snap that Paula did shut up. He acknow edged with a nod.
"Now, run that by me again." Paula was too taken aback to reply. He said it
for her. "Qur side has reasons for thinking the Soviets m ght be about to
strike if their leaders aren't really up in Tereshkova -- is that right? But
you know it's all a mistake, because the | eaders really are here. And that's
what you've told Tycoon."

Paul a nodded and returned a puzzled | ook. When he didn't respond
i medi ately, she collected herself together again and got back into stride.
"We did what we could, but the signal only had ny validation code. |'m not
sure that would carry enough wei ght in Washington. To really convince them.."
Her voice trailed away as she saw that Earnshaw and the two scientists were
not listening, but exchangi ng om nous | ooks anbng thensel ves. Koh had backed
i nconspi cuously into the shadows, but Paula's confusion just at that noment
was such that she didn't notice

"It fits," Earnshaw murnured. "They've put themall down a big hole,
somewhere out of the way. Jesus, they are about to |launch a strike. They're on
t heir countdown right now"

"The whole thing is a super-battlestation," Rashazzi whispered. "They're
probably only waiting for that UN ship to arrive."

"About sixteen hours from now," Haber said nunbly.

It was dawni ng on Paul a that she'd been running off the tracks since
somewhere way back up the line. She sent an unconprehending | ook fromone to
another. "l... don't understand what you're talking about. Wat's going on?"

Ear nshaw exhal ed a | ong sigh and turned away, as if needing a nonent
|l onger to integrate the new information into his thinking. Rashazzi turned
absently away toward the bench, lost in a world of his own and thinking
furiously. Haber still |ooked thunderstruck. Paula | ooked around for Koh and
noticed for the first tinme that he had di sappeared. Earnshaw saw the question
form ng on her face and stepped forward, cutting her off before she could
speak. "Maybe there are a few things that you ought to know before you do any
nore tal king," he said. Just for an instant, Paula sensed the tenseness in his
voi ce, an urgency to divert her attention

W t hout warni ng Earnshaw whirled round and his fist streaked out in the
same novenent, bunched karate-style to deliver a devastating blowto the V
below I stanel's ribs. The Turk enmitted a strained gurgling sound and dropped
to his knees as his legs buckled. In the same instant Koh materialized from
t he darkness behind and slid his right armaround Istanmel's neck to seize the
jacket collar high on the opposite side below the ear, while his left arm cane
round fromthe other side to grasp the right |apel. Koh drove his knee into
the Turk's back, gaining | everage to tighten his arnms scissor-fashion in a way
that slid aside the nuscle covering the carotid artery and exposed it to the
full pressure of the bony edge of Koh's forearm-- cutting off the brain's
bl ood supply brings unconsci ousness much faster than strangul ati on. Rashazzi
turned fromthe bench with a heavy netal bar in his hand, ready to help out if
needed. Istanel tried to struggle, but the blow from Earnshaw had paral yzed
his breathing. His efforts becane feeble, then his eyes rolled upward and he
went |inmp. Koh sustained the pressure for a few seconds | onger and shook his
head regretfully. "Sonething |ike this seens to happen whenever you two neet,"



he conmented to Earnshaw as he rel eased the body and let it crunple to the
fl oor.

Ear nshaw squatted down and opened Istanmel's jacket. He undid the shirt
and uncovered a Sovi et comuni cator pad secured on a wai stband. A quick but
t hor ough search added a.45 automatic in an underarm sling, some extra clips of
ammuni ti on, and a general -cl earance badge. Haber produced sone cord, and
Ear nshaw hel ped himtruss up the Turk out of the way in a sitting position
with his back to one of the supporting pillars. Rashazzi tied a gag around his
nout h.

Paul a could only shake her head in hel pl ess bew | derment as she wat ched.
Ear nshaw strai ghtened up and turned back toward her. "You pick nice friends,"
he conment ed.

"What is this?" Paula munbled. "WII| sonebody tell me what's goi ng on?
How di d you know he was a pl ant?"

Rashazzi, Haber, and Koh noved back around the table. "He said he went to
the hub on one of our missions,"” Earnshaw sai d.

Paul a still hadn't fully acconmmdated to what had just happened. "So?"

"There isn't any hub," Rashazzi said.

Paul a shifted her gaze uncertainly fromone to another of them finally
letting it cone to rest on Earnshaw. H s face had an odd, chall engi ng
expression. "Suppose we told you that this place we're in is not Valentina
Tereshkova," he said. "In fact, it isn't even in space at all."

The statenent was so preposterous that for a monent it didn't register
and Paul a answered mechanically. "That's crazy. O course it's in space. G to
one of the ag sectors and | ook up through a wi ndow. Everyone knows they cane
here fromEarth, don't they? |I know that you and I did."

"Do you?" Rashazzi's quietly reasonabl e tone broke her stupor and nade
her |1 ook away from Earnshaw. Only now did her face showits first sign of any
willingness to try to understand. Rashazzi went on, "You may know that you
were taken out to Tereshkova on a transporter from Earth over six nonths ago,
but that's not quite the sane thing. A lot has happened since then."

"Just out of curiosity..." Earnshaw said. Paula's head jerked back to
face him "Were you taken sick soon after we were arrested?" Her expression
supplied the answer. He nodded, "So was |. And when you cane round, did a
doctor tell you you'd been out for a couple of days? These guys had simlar
experiences, too. Now, isn't that strange? Wiat do you think night have
happened during that couple of days?"

"That's... absurd," Paula said. This tinme, however, her voice had | ost
its earlier conviction. Instead it was asking how what they were saying could
be possi bl e.

Rashazzi stepped over to the table and picked up a pencil. Paul a noved
forward, while the others closed around. Taking a bl ank sheet of paper
Rashazzi sketched a shallow, truncated, inverted cone -- a circular strip,
banked all the way round, |ike a racetrack

"Suppose this were a large platform niles in circunference, with
mniature cities, agricultural sectors, and | andscaping on it, all contained
in a big, donut-shaped tunnel deep underground somewhere,"” he said. "Now
support the entire platformon a system of superconducting magnetic fields and
rotate it at such a speed that the force vectors of gravity and centrifuga
force combine into a single resultant perpendicular to the floor. If you want
some specific nunmbers, fromthe tests we've conducted |I'd estimte a banki ng
angle of twenty-five degrees and a rotation period of ninety seconds, which
inplies a radius of a little under a kilonmeter, or about six tenths of a
mlie."

Paul a shook her head in the way of sonebody trying to wake up, "It can't
be... | nean, adding the vectors like that... Everything would weigh nore."

"By about ten percent, with the figures |I've just quoted."

Rashazzi agreed. "Wich is about the npbst you could expect people to
adj ust to reasonably quickly, and why you couldn't go to a | arger banking
angle. And in fact, the gravitational acceleration as nmeasured in Zanork is



ten percent greater than Earth-normal. A strange way to design a space col ony,
woul dn't you thi nk?"

"And incidentally, the scales they weigh you on in the infirmary are
calibrated to read ten percent light," Haber interjected. "That is very
i nteresting, yes?"

"Do you renenber feeling weak and heavy in the |inmbs when you woke up?"
Ear nshaw asked her. "W did, too. It wore off after a few days."

Paul a was | ooki ng at Rashazzi's sketch with a changed expression, as if
she wanted to be convinced. But now the scientist in her asserted itself,
searching for the flaws. "Wiy rotate it at all?" she asked. "If it's on Earth
and in a gravity field to begin with, why bother?"

"Because of the curvature that can be built into the structure," Rashazzi
answered. "A static platformwould have to be flat, |like a washer. It could
never support the illusion of being the inside of a big hansterwheel, as it
woul d have to do to |l ook real. But banking it introduces a vertical conponent
of curvature and gives you a floor that does indeed bend upward as it
recedes.”

Paul a stared down at Rashazzi's sketch dubi ously. She thought for a
whil e, then took the pencil and on another sheet drew a pair of curves coning
inward fromthe sides as if from behind an observer, and then retreating and
converging to one side. It was a representati on of Rashazzi's racetrack as
seen by somebody standing on it. She added a series of radial lines sloping
down at intervals fromits higher, outer edge to the inner, and then sone
crude human figures at varying distances.

She inspected the result critically, tipping her head first to one side,

then to the other. The others remained silent. Finally she said, "No, | stil
can't buy this. However much you try and disguise it, it's still going to | ook
i ke a banked racetrack. The people will start to |l ean over as they get

farther away. It won't | ook anything like this." Beside it she drew anot her
perspective view, this time with the two curves convergi ng upward and away
directly in front of the observer, and with the cross-1ines appearing as
hori zontal rungs. It was a hanster's view of the inside of its wheel. Again
she added sone human fi gures.

"See, they're nothing |like each other. The people should stay vertical

and foreshorten." Paul a gestured back at her first sketch. "If you bl ocked off
all the long sight lines, then naybe you could get away with it. But this
place isn't built like that. I've just driven from Turgenev, and everyone

here's been outside. You can see all the way from Novyi Kazan to the edge of
Ag Station Three. It's the sane everywhere. Long |lines of sight aren't
obstructed around the col ony, yet you don't see a banked racetrack. So how
could it be the way you're sayi ng?"

Rashazzi took back the pencil. "That was sonething that puzzled us for a
long tinme, and why we at first rejected the racetrack explanation," he said.
"This is how you do it." He drew an inmtation of Paula's first sketch and
superinposed on it a pair of lines cutting across the curve of the track and
form ng a section of straight strip, as would the edges of a piece of ribbon
laid flat along the sloping rimof a dinner plate. Then he added a series of
verticals along the lines, connected themw th horizontals to conplete the
illusion, and added a couple of figures as Paula had done.

Rashazzi covered the parts outside the walls with his hands to | eave just
the view | ooki ng al ong between them The result came uncannily close to the
second sketch that Paula had made. "You build walls," he said. "The col ony we
are inside is a replica of the real Tereshkova -- the one you were taken to in
May. But it is areplica with a difference. Instead of being circular, it
consists of a series of straight segnents with sides that don't veer off
laterally, just like the real one, and, by the geonetry |'ve described, with
floors and roofs that curve and yet possess perpendi cul ar gravity everywhere,
just like the real one. There are six long segnments, running between the bases
of the spokes. In addition there are what anmount to another six short segnents
that formthe conpl exes around t he spoke-bases thensel ves -- three towns and



the three agricultural stations." Rashazzi rummged through sone of the papers
that he and the others had been discussi ng when Paula and |stanel arrived, and
produced a plan view to show what he neant. "That means you'd have to turn
through a thirty-degree angl e between segnents,"” Paula conmented. "Then--" She
broke of f as the further inplication struck her

"The architect who designed the towns wasn't a nut," Earnshaw suppli ed,
as if reading her mind. "They're that way on purpose, to make you | ose your
sense of direction."

"Or at least, sufficiently mislead you into not realizing that you're
comng out thirty degrees off fromthe direction you went in," Rashazzi said.

And that expl ained why the towns and the agricultural stations form ng
the intersection zones were all built high; to obscure the views to the far
side. Fromrelatively close distances the rising structures forned a screen,
while fromfarther back the dip of the roof interceded before it was possible
to see over the top of any of the zones and into the next |ong, straight
section.

"The odd bits of sky that you think you see behind the intersection zones
from some places are no doubt optical inmages projected onto screens built in
anong the higher levels of the architecture,” Haber said. "Fromeven a short
di stance away, the difference would be inpossible to distinguish. The overhead
views of the hub and the stars at some places are al so graphics simulations."

"And so there isn't any hub, and that's why he couldn't have gone there,"
Ear nshaw sai d, gesturing at Istanel's inert form "And why security is so
tight around the spokes." Paul a | ooked back at the papers on the table,

accepting what was on themnow, but still needing time to absorb it fully.
"And suggestion did the rest," Earnshaw said. "There is sone residual
di stortion, but the unevenness of the valley-sides hides it -- you won't see

it if youre not looking for it. The gravity does vary a bit fromthe centers
of the long sections to the ends, and the banki ng angl e increases slightly
toward the outside.... But what domi nates everything else is that you know you
cane here physically through space, and that know edge shapes your perceptions
-- it was your own first reaction. And bei ng surrounded by peopl e who
reinforce the belief..." He shrugged. "What reason would there be to question
it?"

"Why did you question it?" Paul a asked.

"Me? | didn't. Ask these guys. They were being scientists while you were
saving the world."

Paul a had asked for that, and let the remark go. There were so many
guestions bubbling in her head now that she didn't know where to begin. "Al
the people out there? Surely they couldn't all have been through the sane
treatment. Not on that scale.”

"The Russian officers and so on are no doubt just playing parts,"

Ear nshaw said. "And probably a lot of the prisoners are, too. But some are
genuine, like us -- probably to give us an authentic layer of inmediate
contacts to interact with."

"I meant the inhabitants of the colony generally,” Paula said.

"I don't know. They could have been told they were taking part in a
simul ati on experinent, and have a taboo about nentioning it -- to preserve the
realism On the other hand, |'ve talked to sone people who don't seemto have
any clear recollection of how they got here. They think they do, until you
guestion them about details. Then you find it's all vague and nuddy."

"Drugs," Haber said. "It would be possible to transport nmany people on a
simul ated two-day flight under the influence of sense-disorienting substances
that would dull menmory and increase suggestibility."

"A weightless flight?" Paula queried.

"Later, they wouldn't remenber," Haber said. "They could recall it as
havi ng been weightless if that was suggested to them"

Paul a cl osed her eyes and nodded that she was finally persuaded. "Wy?"
She asked in a voice that sounded suddenly tired. "Wat would be worth so nuch
effort... the cost of it all?"



"The worl d," Earnshaw said sinply. "They saw years ago which way the gane
was going for them and this was their last-ditch ganble. They built a weapons
platformin space, thinly disguised as a colony -- enough to fool visitors on
the guided tours. At the sane time they built this replica, with all the
trappi ngs of the conplete colony. Then they hatched a scheme to get people
i nside the replica whose credibility the West would trust, and allowed themto
set up supposedly secret comuni cations channels to report back through. They
staged this stunt with the Novenber cel ebrations and the | eaders to put
everyone off guard. Sure there were people on the dumy we went to nonths ago,
but they'll have been taken off since."

Now a | ot of things were becom ng clearer. "The dirt,"” Paula said slowy.
"That's what that business was all about. Those ships didn't cone here... go
there to take dirt up. They went there to bring the people down."

Ear nshaw nodded. "Sure. And where have the Russians really been putting
their leaders in the neantime -- with all their famlies, generals, Party
hacks, and | ots of people who'd be too useful to risk losing if there was a
ot of rebuilding to do afterward? Down here, wherever here is -- in a
self-contained world with its own industry, agriculture, |life-support, and a
popul ati on ready-installed to keep it running for years, if need be, if the
predictions turn out wong and bad conditions on the surface last for a | ong
time. What we're in is a giant-size bonb shelter."

Paul a went very quiet as the full extent of how conpletely she had been
taken in and howw llingly she had fallen for it all becane sickeningly clear
to her. It nust have shown on her face, she realized when she | ooked up and
found Earnshaw wat ching her. "Ch, don't worry too much," he said. "You weren't
the only one. They were thorough. They even stripped the fittings fromthe
cells they put us in after we were arrested up in the real Tereshkova, and
transferred them down here with us to the cells in the replica. | renenber a
vent in the ceiling of mne that had the sane scratch in it. And don't think
you were the only one they nanaged to hang a stooge on, either." He indicated
Istamel with a turn of his head. "He wasn't the only one who was supposed to
have been to the hub. | had nmy own Qga, too, and | fell for it."

Paul a | ooked at himuncertainly. "Scanlon," Rashazzi said. It was the
first time that Paul a had ever heard a note of hopel essness in the Israeli's
voice'. "He's known everything, right fromthe start. They' ve been playing us
like fishes all the tinme." Paula stared back, horrified. She | ooked across at
t he bench and the things around it that had been constructed with so nmuch
effort: the laser, to signal across a void that wasn't out there; the survival
suits -- four of them-- to get to a hub that didn't exist; the detectors,
circuit-test meters, RF nonitors, IR sensors, badges, bracelet solvents, and
all the other paraphernalia devised to evade a surveillance systemthat had
never been intended to contain them She shook her head in nute protest,
struggling to take in the full nmagnitude of the disaster

And then a new voi ce spoke softly fromthe shadows in an Irish brogue.
"I's that a fact, now?" They turned as Scanlon noved out into the light.
Earnshaw started forward, then froze as he saw the automatic in Scanlon's
hand. The others remmined notionless on either side of him Scanlon stopped
far enough back fromthemnot to be rushed. "No, to give credit where credit's
due, Lew never told ne that you were on your way to working out where we
really are." He | ooked around the circle of grimfaces, "My conplinments,
gentlemen. As the barmaid told the parson, 'It gets nore interesting as you
uncover nore of it.' Wuldn't you agree?"

CHAPTER FORTY- NI NE

"Now what ?" Scanl on asked them "It was an interesting conversation and
I"minpressed by your ingenuity, but what did you i nagi ne you were going to do
next ? There wasn't so much of a nention of any suggestion, unless I'm
m staken." MCain didn't bother replying, but continued staring back woodenly.



It was true. There was no way out, and the Russians controlled all the

conmuni cations -- as they had done all al ong. Scanlon doubtless had a

conmuni cator |like Istanmel's and woul d have summoned for hel p before revealing
hi nsel f. Now he was sinply waiting for it to arrive. Al though Paula hadn't had
a chance to say so, MCain guessed that the errand she'd come here on after
sendi ng the nessage to Fol eda had been to try getting himto endorse it
personal ly. Scanlon had waited | ong enough to see if she would succeed. Now

t he whol e sorry charade was over. There was nothing left to do but await the
appear ance of the show s stagehands and producers fromthe w ngs.

A whol e pattern now becane clear, which MCain could have kicked hinsel f
for not having spotted earlier. O course the Russians woul d have ensured that
there was al ways sonebody at his elbow to steer and pronpt him making sure he
pl ayed his part according to the design. Scanlon had ingratiated hinmself wth
McCain fromthe beginning, by arranging -- so he'd said -- for McCain to get
news of Paula via the library fromthe phantom Russian officer, who probably
didn't exist. It was Scanl on who had urged himto take on Miskevik, which
McCai n coul d see now had been intended to equip himin the eyes of the billet
with the image his role would require. Scanlon had steered McCain's group to
| stamel's escape conmittee, and the committee had steered themto the freight
system whi ch had doubtl ess been nonitored all along by the Russians. MCain
burned inwardly with anger at his own failing as much as at Scanlon's
duplicity. He stared at the gun in Scanlon's hand, judging the distance and
wei ghing up the chances -- if everything was | ost anyway -- of taking the
[rishman with him

And then Scanlon did sonething very strange. He checked that the gun's
safety catch was on, reversed it, and tossed it to McCain. MCain caught it
refl exively but was too astonished to do anything nore than blink. "I didn't
want to risk you fellas being too inpetuous,” Scanlon said with a shrug. "Not
after wat chi ng what happened to the sleeping beauty over there." Everybody was
still too dazed to nove or say anything. Scanlon regarded themall quizzically
for a few seconds nore, like a professor waiting for a class of slow students
to catch on. "Well?" he asked them "Doesn't a man have a right to change his
m nd?"

For once, Rashazzi could do no nore than stamer. "Change?... Change how?
Are you saying you're with us?"

"To be sure, what el se do you think |I'm saying?"

"But why?" Haber was shaking his head, equally benused.

"I found the way | thought about things and peopl e changing as tinme went
by," Scanl on said, "Being anmpong the likes of yourselves had a lot to do with
it. But there isn't the tine nowto be going off into grand speeches. The fact
of the matter is that you' re stuck with me. And you'd be best advised to trust
me whether you like it or not, because |'mthe one chance you' ve got of
getting out of here. And that's the only way you'll ever tell anyone what you
know. "

Haber | ooked baffled. "CGet out of here? Tell what we know? How could
anything like that be possible now? The Russi ans know everything."

"Ah well, that's not quite so," Scanlon said. "Aren't | just after saying
that the way | see things has been changing for a while now? There are sone
t hi ngs they don't know about. For one thing, they don't know you' ve worked out
that the place we're inisn't in space -- for haven't | only this mnute found
out that you know that nuch neself? And they don't know that you've burrowed
your way into the civilian |evels underneath Zanork that have just been opened
up. You were supposed to find the freight systemand go joyriding around, but
you weren't supposed to go that deep."

"Who are the other informers?" MCain asked, finding his voice at |ast.
"They wouldn't rely on just one."

"You' ve already got him" Scanl on said, nodding toward |Istamel. "But he
never got to know that you'd found the deep levels. You did a good job
covering up. You were supposed to include nore plants in your teamthan you
di d. Maybe you've a nose for sniffing themout."



"Chakattar?" MCain said.

Scanl on nodded. "All the escape-conmittee crowd, except Sargent. He's
straight."

"I was never happy about them" MCain said. The way they'd gotten hold
of the wiring diagrans had seenmed too easy in retrospect. "Wat about in our
bill et? Gonares was supposed to have been at the hub, too, so we know about
him What about Miungabo? He's been down in the deeper levels.”

VWil e McCai n was speaki ng, Rashazzi went over to check on |Istanel, whose
breat hi ng was nore regul ar again now. Rashazzi poured an ethery-snelling

liquid onto a gauze pad and applied it to the Turk's nose. "This will keep him

out of it for a while," he said. "He mght be a bit sick when he cones round."
"Mungabo's okay," Scanlon said. "I was the only plant in the front

section. Nol an, Andreyov, Borowski, Irzan, and Charlie Chan are clean. The

rest are fakes."

McCai n | ooked genui nely surprised. "Smovak? Vorghas?"

"Both with Czech political intelligence. Luchenko is a KG colonel. The
other Asiatics are with CRU."

"So Creeping Jesus isn't inonit, eh -- a true disciple?"

"Do ne a favor. Who in their right mnd would depend on the |ikes of hinP
He was put there to be a source of provocation to draw you out, and it worked
li ke a charm"”

"\What about Mai skevi k?" MCain asked. That was something he'd often
wonder ed about. "Was that for real, or did he take a dive?"

"Ch, you clobbered himall right," Scanlon said, grinning. "It was rea
enough -- part of the test, you mght say. They wanted a man with fight in
him to be sure he'd hit back at the system when he got the chance. And they
made sure the only chance he got would be by setting up a spy operation. They
had about a dozen or nore people they m ght have used, scattered around in
Zanmork. But not all of them nanaged to set up a communications |ink back to
wherever it was they canme from and others didn't measure up in other ways."
Scanl on | ooked at Paul a, "That was why the Russians waited until the Earth-end
connection into Washington -- the end they couldn't control -- was working
before they involved you. If that had failed, they'd have concentrated on one
of their other candidates."

"Where is this place?" Rashazzi said. "Were are we all?"

"Underneath sonme hills near a place called Sokhotsk, in Siberia -- where
the groundstation is |located that handl es conmunications to the rea
Tereshkova," Scanlon replied. "There's been a genui ne exchange of nessage
traffic with the real Tereshkova for your people to follow, to keep up
appear ances. The Russian code name for this place is 'Potenkin.' How s that
for being appropriate? O maybe there's sonmeone in the Kremin with a sense of
hurmor, after all. Now, if--"

"Why?" MCain demanded. He had recovered fromthe shock, and his mnd was
starting to work again. "Wy are you doing this? It's not exactly a job they'd
have pi cked anybody for. You nust have been pretty hot. \Wat happened?"

Scanl on scratched the side of his sparse head of hair and sighed. "Yes,
it's true that at one tine | was mxed up with the IRA. But when | got to
t hi nking about it | found nmeself asking, Are these really the kind of people
I'"d like to see running Ireland if the Brits left and they did win? They were
not. And they're not the kind of people you stay around for very long if
you' ve crossed them either. | decided |I'd be safer heading East. But | found
nmysel f asking the same question about the Russians and the world as |'d asked
about the Provos and Ireland: Are these really the kind of people I'd like to
see in charge of it? And the answer cane out the same." Scanlon tossed out an
armto disnmiss the subject. "But are we to be getting on with what needs to be
done, or stand here prattling like old wonen all day? O ga and the general are
waiting in Turgenev for Paula to get back and nmake her TV debut, and |'ve
decided to take my chances with the rest o' ye and have a shot at getting us
out."

"What's this about TV?" MCain asked, giving Paula a nystified | ook



She avoi ded his gaze, feeling sheepish now "d ga and Protbornov asked ne
to appear on a connection to Washington to back up the signal that we sent. |
agreed. They wanted ne to try and persuade you to do the same thing -- because
you' d have better credentials."

"Some goddam hope! And you actual ly--"

"No, that's what | told them.. really. Then O ga had this idea that
maybe you' d confirmthe nessage if you thought you were doing it independently
-- using the laser. |I came here to try and sell you on that." Paul a exhal ed a
sharp breath and showed her enpty hands. The gesture said that that was the
way it was, that she couldn't change it now, that he could think whatever he
l'i ked.

McCain stared at her for a second, then nodded. It was all under the

bri dge now. "That woul d have been their trunp. Well, at least we didn't..." He
| ooked at her again, frowning. "O ga suggested that?"
"Yes."

"But she knows this place isn't in space. The laser couldn't conmunicate
out. Why would she cone up with a dam fool idea like that?"

Paul a bit her lip awkwardly. "I1've been wondering the sane thing," she
said. "It had to be part of what they'd set up all along, too. They could
intercept the |laser signal at the roof, relay it up to Tereshkova, and repeat
it on another |aser set up inside. They could handle replies fromEarth in the
same way. That was how they planned to involve you. And | wal ked straight into
it."

McCai n shook his head. "Surely not. That has to be too--"

"She's right," Scanlon said. "That's exactly how it was. Don't you
renenber back in June, it was me who put you onto the idea for the laser. And
it was nme who found the broken one that's now fixed and |ying on the bench
there -- but it wasn't too broken. And it's me who's supposed to go with you
to Turgenev now, to nmake sure it's ainmed at the right place on the roof --
where the detector to relay the signal up to the groundstation has been
fixed."

McCain stared as if he was having a hard tinme believing it. "That far
back? It was all planned that far back? W were supposed to build the |aser
for this all along?... Jesus Christ!"

"And we thought we were being so cunning," Rashazzi nuttered
despondent | y.

Paul a sat down on one of the stools. "My God, and it came so close..."
She | ooked at McCain. "Wuld you have? If 1'd told you the story and you went
to Turgenev to see the VIPs for yourself, would you have confirmed it to
Washi ngton with the | aser?"

McCain turned his face toward her, thought about the question, and then
nodded with a strange, gl assy-eyed expression. "Yes," he told her. "To be
frank, | think I mght."

"And perhaps we won't disappoint themyet," Scanlon said. Everyone turned
to | ook back at himcuriously. He nodded, satisfied that he had all their
attention again. "Right, are we through with the tal king now?" he asked. There
was silence, "Good. Now, they say the best way to catch a thief is with a
thief. It might be, I"'mthinking, that the best way to outwit deceivers is
wi th deception. And there's sonething all the nore poetic when it's by turning
their own deception around on them which has a natural appeal to an Irishman.
The first thing we have to do is collect Sargent and Miungabo. And let's get
Charlie Chan and Borowski down here, too, since they' re okay and we'll need
all the help we can get. After that, this is what I'm proposing..."

CHAPTER FI FTY

The Infra-Red Orbiting Observatory (I ROO was a permanently nanned
astrononi cal space observation platformoperated jointly by the Jet Propul sion
Laboratory in California, NASA and the East Asiatic Scientific Research



Council . Designed for studying the universe at high resolution in the

| onger -t han-opti cal wavel engths that the Earth's atnosphere bl ocks al npst
conpletely, it boasted a main tel escope built around a 200-centi et er-di anet er
primary mirror, which was cooled with liquid heliumto avoid polluting its
sensitive detectors with heat radiated fromthe structure. Since becomn ng
fully operational five years previously, the observatory had penetrated the
screening dust clouds that attend both the births and deaths of stars,
bringi ng a new understandi ng of stellar evolution; it had mapped the inner
regions of the MIKky Way and pi npointed the super-nmassive black hol e centered
there; and it had hel ped reveal the dynami cs of energetic distant gal axies.
Its instruments were sensitive enough to detect a speck of dust thirty mles
away by its heat radiation alone; also, it was in an al nost-polar orbit
oriented such that for the next several days it would be able to train those
i nstruments on Val entina Tereshkova conti nuously.

"We're keeping a line open to Tokyo," Kay O son, a special assistant at
the State Departnment, said fromone of the screens in Foleda's outer office.
"The Japanese prine mnister is talking to Professor Kobasuka at this noment.
Meanwhi |l e the |1 ROO crew have been alerted via JPL to stand by for a special
operational directive. The President has asked to be kept inforned, and we'll
advi se you of further devel opments as they happen." Kobasuka was chairman of
the conmttee that selected the program of objectives for IROOto study from
proposal s subnmitted by scientists all over the world.

"Fine," Fol eda acknow edged. He turned his head toward Barbara, who was
waiting for a response froma man | ooking off-screen on anot her display.
"How s it goi ng?"

"Defsec C-three-1 has ordered an energency-band connection into M LCOM
fromthe NASA tracking net. They're testing it now JPL has confirmed that the
| ROO hi gh- power signal-1aser can be tuned to the frequency specified in
Pangol i n's nessage."

"Anyt hi ng on Sunfl ower from Sexton?"

"No. "

Fol eda grunted. "Stay with it and |l et us know straight-away when anyt hi ng
new cones up."

"WII do."

Fol eda wal ked back to the interview roomnext door to his office, where
Philip Borden and Anita Dorkas were sitting at the table with a heavily built,
bearded man. Fol eda waited inside the door without interrupting. "You're
certain," Borden was saying to Anita. "You arrived that norning and were
transferred to | owsecurity work wi thout explanation, and Col onel Fel yakin
talked to you the sane day. Wat did he say, exactly? It's inportant.”

"He told me to reschedule the day's leave | had listed for the next day,
because sone people were due to arrive from Mscow to strai ghten out an
adm nistrative mx-up. He said it involved the durations of sonme of the
postings in England, and asked me to be there at ten o'clock with Enriko, and
to make sure we had our passports.”

Borden nodded. "And Enri ko cane home drunk that sane night?"

"I don't know that |'d say drunk. He had been drinking."

"Wth the Line KR chief, Colonel Shepanov."

"Yes."

"And what did Enriko say?"

Anita sipped froma glass of water on the table. "He was very quiet and
preoccupied -- not the way he usually was when he and Shepanov got
together..."

"Go on."

"He nentioned that Shepanov had been havi ng personal problenms and
sonmetines tal ked too much. Then, quite suddenly, he asked about the scientist
from Novosi bi rsk that ny ex-husband went off with seven years ago. Shepanov
had let slip that she'd been arrested for dissident activities."

"Did he say when she was arrested?" the bearded man interjected. He had a
strong East European accent.



"About three nonths previously -- that would have been April-My, 1'd
guess. "

The bearded nan nodded. "And you assumed that your ex-husband had been
under investigation, too, and that as a matter of standard KGB procedure al
his close relatives and associ ates woul d be suspect, including you."

Ani ta nodded. "Yes, exactly."

"And what was your reaction?" Borden asked her

"I was terrified, naturally, because of the work |I'd been doing for the
British. Fromthe other things that had happened that day it seened likely
that 1'd been found out already, that Enriko was under suspicion, too, and
that the people from Moscow were coming to take us both back."

"So you ran away, and sought asylumwth the British."

"Yes."

"Leavi ng your husband?" the bearded man queried, raising his eyebrows.

"There was no love in our relationship. He was pure KG. Hi s postings
abroad were useful to my own work."

"That never struck you as just too conveni ent?" Fol eda asked, still near
t he door, and speaking for the first tine.

Anita | ooked unconfortable. "Not at the tinme... although since you
mentioned it, |'ve been wondering."

Borden | ooked inquiringly across the table. He had been through this many
ti mes, but wanted the bearded man to hear it firsthand for hinself. Vol demar
Zatin, former chief of the KG s training acadeny at Bykovo, forty miles north
of Mbscow, whose defection to the West five years previously had been a m nor
sensation, |eaned back in his chair and thought for a few nmonents over the
t hi ngs that had been said. Then he | ooked at Borden and gave his opinion

"The business at the London Residency -- that is not how they would do
it. You would never be permitted to |leave the building in a situation |ike
that. The first thing you know is when the K& nen from Mdscow cone in, and
then you stay there in the enbassy until you |leave for the airport. Conplete
surprise. No opportunity to suspect or do anything. The passports? Bah!" Zatin
waved a hand in front of his face. "They send soneone to your apartnent for
them if that is where they are.™

"Al'l a setup, then, you think?" Borden said.

"I"'mcertain of it. It was all so that she would bring a story to the
West that woul d make them believe that Dyashkin was genuine and had a
legitimate reason to defect. He was part of it fromthe start. Hi s dissident
activities -- all part of his cover."

Anita stared in astoni shnment. "But that was over seven years ago."

Zatin pulled a face and tilted his head indifferently. "Seven years, ten
years -- what of it? Sonme operations they plan twenty years ahead. Thirty
years, even. The husband was another part of it -- fromthe begi nning. They
all owed the nmarriage to happen, exactly so she would get into conprom sing
situations on foreign postings, fromwhich she could defect easily. She was
allowed to believe she was using him in reality, they were using her. | have
seen simlar schemes."”

Stunned, Anita stared down at the table. Borden | ooked over at Fol eda and
exhal ed a long breath. "You were right all down the line, Bern.... Look, it's
kinda late in the day to say so, | know, but--" Fol eda waved his hand in a way
that said it was okay, save it till later. Borden nodded. "So what's the
situation out front?" he inquired, nodding toward the door

"Technically it | ooks good," Foleda said. "State is talking to the
Japanese now, and we've got an emergency mlitary hookup through NASA. The
President's being kept posted, and the defense secretary and Chiefs of Staff
are standing by."

Borden got up fromhis chair. "Then, let's get on down and see what cones
in," he said. And to Anita and Zatin, "You' ve helped a lot. Thanks. We'd like
you to stay around for a while."

As they passed by Fol eda's outer office, Foleda stopped to poke his head
in. "Have Security send soneone to take care of the visitors while they're in



the building," he said to Barbara. "W're going on down to Communi cati ons.
Anyt hi ng new here?"
"The Japanese want to know if we're willing to underwite the cost of
| ost research tinme on IROOif they reassign it to Mermaid," she told him
"Shit," Fol eda said over his shoulder as he turned to follow Borden
again. "Tell "emI'll wite a personal check."

CHAPTER FI FTY- ONE

Paul a's feelings as she drove back to Turgenev in the security police van
wi th Maj or Uskayev and their escort were very different fromthe zeal that had
carried her in the opposite direction just a few hours earlier. Although it
was a source of wonder to think that the valley packed with buildings and
trees beyond the roadway, the Russian television crews filning decorations
being set up for tomorrow s cel ebrations, and the panoranic view of the hub
and starfield overhead in the agricultural sector were all parts of an
i I'lusi on manuf actured underground in Siberia, she remai ned quiet and subdued.

Thi nki ng back over everything that had happened in the six nmonths since
it had all begun, she could see now how systenmatically and ruthl essly she had
been decei ved. And what had nmade the deception possible was her own
intell ectual conceit and a conviction or infallibility that it had never
crossed her mnd to question. The irony was that it was she, the scientist,
who had taken her assunptions for granted; Earnshaw, the cavalier, had
guesti oned every assunption. That, of course, was the way the Russians had set
it up. That, precisely, had been their whole intention

The Tangerine file had never existed. The story had been planted on
Western intelligence as the irresistible lure that it had turned out to be,
guar ant eei ng they woul d send sonebody to try and retrieve it. Depicting it as
a conputer file -- but one held inside a | owsecurity mai ntenance conputer
and hence not inpossible to extract -- ensured they would send sonebody expert
in Soviet computer techniques, and hence qualified to be duped into setting up
t he conmuni cati ons channel |ater

VWhat stung nost of all was the realization that the | ong period of
i solation and interrogation after her arrest had constituted an el aborate
process of observation and testing by the Russians to find the right
conbi nati on of vanity, stubbornness, exaggerated self-confidence, and
political naivete that they needed for their purpose. And out of all the
candi dat es who had been brought to Tereshkova in various ways during the past
year or so, hers was the dubious distinction of having passed every test with
honors. "The whole problemwith the world is that fools and fanatics are
al ways so certain of thenselves, but w ser people are full of doubts," she
renenber ed quoti ng ponpously to Earnshaw on their voyage up. "How come he
didn't add, 'l think'?" Earnshaw had asked. It had taken her this long to
under stand what he'd neant.

A lot of things were painfully clear with hindsi ght. The wonen who had
been such obvious plants in her cell during the initial interrogation period
had been meant to be obvious -- to entice her into a nood of
sel f-congratul ation for having spotted them and contenpt toward those whom
she had m staken for fools. Thus they had established in her a conviction
based on fal se security that she couldn't be fooled; or, if she was nore
honest with herself, they had sinply built upon the belief they found existing
there already. She renenbered a stage magi ci an she met at a party once, who
had tal ked about how easily some scientists were fooled by clainms of
par anor mal phenonena. "Basically it plays upon conceit," the conjurer had
said, "They don't like to think they can be taken in by 'nere entertainers.’
Therefore their subconscious thinking runs sonething like: If I can't spot the
trick, then there can't be a trick. The only choice they' ve got left then is
to accept what they think they' ve seen as genuine."

The spell in the kitchens, the environnent she'd been put in, the



degradati ons she'd been subjected to -- all calculated to create a readi ness
born of desperation to throw herself at the first prom se of escape back to
anyt hi ng resenbling her kind of world, with her kind of people. And so they'd
drugged her food to nake her sick, and that had gotten her into the infirmary,
ready for O ga's appearance, staged after their "coincidental" encounter in
the corridor outside Protbornov's office. That, of course, had been to nake
sure that Paul a woul d approach O ga first, thus avoiding any of the suspicions
t hat m ght have been caused by O ga's coming to her. The position in the
Envi ronment al Departnent, the link to "lvan" that had needed a technical
expert to restore it, and the mani pul ation to make her believe that extending
the link to the Wst had been her own idea -- all parts of the plan. And then
pl aying on the personality traits that she recalled snatches of having
reveal ed during the drugged, hazy period of her early interrogation, there had
been Svetlana, Elena, Gennadi, and others -- all acting out roles calcul ated
to echo and anplify her own prejudi ces and perceptions, and reinforce her
private self-inage

The hardest part of all to swallow was A ga's treachery. Paula had not
only trusted her, but had adm red and accepted her as sharing a conmon ethic
based on truth, honor, and integrity that put them above the irrationalities
of a lesser world. Truth, honor, integrity! Oga had baited her Iine with
those very sentinments. As Scanl on had said, the thought of turning their own
deceptions back on them by continuing to play their own gane had a very sweet,
poetic appeal to it.

They arrived at the Government Center in Turgenev and went straight up to
a roomfull of nmaps, screens, and communi cations equi prent, where 4 ga and
Prot bornov were waiting. Sone other officials and officers were doing a good
job of pretending to be anxious. O ga played her part wth nauseating
perfection. "Thank heavens you're all right, Paula. You were gone a long tine.
| was beginning to worry. Did you speak to Earnshaw? What did he say? WII he
do it?"

Paul a | ooked A ga straight in the eye and nodded. "Yes, he's convinced
He'll do it. He and Scanlon are going to try getting up onto the roof of the
air-processing plant next to the Security Headquarters buil di ng, where they
can observe the main square and operate the laser." Despite hinself,

Prot bornov was unable to suppress a triunphant gleamin his eyes at Paul a's
confirmation that Scanl on woul d be acconpanyi ng Earnshaw. This was the | ast of
t he possible problens that the Russians had anticipated. It was inportant that
Scanl on go too. He knew where on the roof to point the |aser

"Which route will they be taking?" Protbornov asked.
"Up fromthe freight Iine through the term nal bel ow Turgenev center,"
Paula replied. "Fromthere they' |l come into the square through the shops on

the north side disguised as civilians, with the |aser and spectroneter
dismantl ed, rolled up inside bundles that | ook |ike parade banners. Wth the
square crowded, they figure on slipping into the garage bel ow the
air-processing plant, finding a way up to the roof, and tapping into a power
line somewhere to run the equi prment."”

"When will they be coni ng?"
"Three hours fromnow -- when the crowd starts getting big for the First
Secretary's arrival." The final shipload of Soviet VIPs, including the First

Secretary of the Communi st Party, Chairnman of the Suprene Soviet, and the
whol e of the top cadre of governnent, would arrive in tine for its passengers
to rest and freshen up before welcoming the UN ship bringing the rest of the
worl d's del egates twelve hours later.

Pr ot bornov | ooked over at Major Uskayev. "Did you get that? Get on to
Security Control and make sure they have the details. Under no circunstances
are any of the police to interfere. Make sure Earnshaw and Scanl on have an
unobstructed route up to the roof, and clear any watchmen, or anyone el se who
mght interfere, off the prem ses."

"Ri ght away, sir," Uskayev said, and left the room



"And for you, we have something special," Protbornov told Paula. He
slipped an arm around her shoulder in an alnost fatherly fashion and steered
her over to two nen in suits who were waiting nearby. "Here are the engineers
who will brief you. You came here as a television journalist, yes? Wll, now
we are going to nake you into a real one. Very appropriate, don't you think?
Wuld an American find it funny?' H's eyes tw nkled, and the craggy,
heavy-jow ed face actually contorted itself into a | augh. "But not public
tel evision, of course -- as we prom sed. Just a private transm ssion to your
own people. Qur enbassy in Washington is making the arrangements now. " He
presented her to the two nmen. "This is the American | ady who m ght save the
world." They snmiled dutifully and said it was a pleasure to neet her. dga
who was on Paula's other side, actually had the nerve to turn and kiss her on
the cheek. At |least the ecstatic shine in A ga' s eyes was genui ne

"No, the pleasure's mne," Paula told them And that statenent was quite
genui ne, too.

Meanwhil e, in a conpartment in the deeper |evels bel ow Zanork, MCain,
Scanl on, Koh, and Rashazzi, assisted by Mingabo, Charlie Chan, and Borowski,
had finished their preparations and were al nost ready to begin cutting through
the outer hull wall....

CHAPTER FI FTY- TWD

The tank was nmade of heavy-gauge steel sheet, solidly riveted. Before
they drained it, it had contained fresh water and been one of a row of severa
such tanks in a conmpartnment on the service deck beneath the recently opened
civilian | evel bel ow Zanork. Then they had cut off the top five-foot section
with an acetylene torch fromthe engi neers' stores they had broken into,
lifted it off, and turned it on its side to forman open box, with the
i nspection hatch that had been on top now in the side opposite the open one.
Getting down into the service deck had proved easier than expected -- the
pl ace was virtually deserted, no doubt because of the holiday and the
cel ebrati ons conmenci ng up on the surface.

Rashazzi had guessed, and Scanl on had confirmed, that even though the
structure they were in was not in space, nevertheless it was rotating in a
vacuum -- in fact, inside an evacuated toroidal tunnel. Besides reduci ng power
requi renments, the vacuumwould elimnate wind noise fromthe outside -- a
strange thing for people to hear who were supposed to think they were in space
-- and it would insulate the structure fromthe surroundi ngs, avoiding the
ri sk of unusual heat patterns on the surface that m ght arouse the curiosity
of Western surveillance satellites. Hence a breakout party would still need
the survival suits, and it would need an airlock. However, they hadn't been
able to find a chanber small enough and strong enough, adjacent to the outer

wal |, to use as one. The conpartnent holding the water tanks and associ ated
punpi ng machi nery canme closest, but its volunme was still much too large to
evacuate in a reasonable tinme -- other than explosively. And even if they did

evacuate it, Rashazzi was doubtful that the walls could withstand the | oad
that woul d have resulted fromthe normal pressure in the roons surrounding it.

Therefore they had inprovised their own airlock. The section of tank now
stood with its open side butted up against the outer wall and secured by crude
welds to the reinforcing ribs. Rolls of rubber padding and thick plastic
sheet, stiffened by netal plates and heavy with "Razz-goo," were wedged al
around the joint, which had then been heavily dusted with powdered chal k. The
packi ng woul d be sucked in tighter when the box was evacuated, and the sea
didn't have to be a perfect seal anyway -- noderate | eakage fromthe huge
vol ume out side the tank woul d be of no consequence.

Mungabo, with Charlie Chan and Borowski, now recovered fromtheir initial
amazement at what had been going on not so far beneath their feet, had
finished cutting away a section of the inner wall -- Scanlon had confirned



that the outer wall was also a pressure vessel and would be able to take the

| oad. The tank woul d be evacuated by the sinple expedient of drilling holes
through the final skin to the vacuum outside, and then cutting away the entire
section as soon as the pressure had fallen | ow enough. A thick steel plate
over the inspection hatch on the other side of the tank would be adequate to
close it off, since the pressure of the air outside would keep the plate in

pl ace.

Suited up already, MCain, Scanlon, Rashazzi, and Koh had spent the |ast
hour sitting against a step in the floor, resting and breathi ng oxygen, to
denitrogenate their body tissues, froma |large cylinder connected to the four
hoses. McCain found the garnment heavy and constricting, like a stiff scuba
wetsuit, and it seened to stick to itself and everything el se where the
seal i ng conmpound t hat Rashazzi had concocted oozed fromthe joints. In front
of them Mingabo clinbed out of the hatch in the side of the box and began
passing itenms of equi pment that Borowski checked off against a list to Charlie

Chan, who was still inside. There were two battery-operated i nspection |anps
and a regular flashlight apiece, for there was no reason to expect the outside
to be lit -- Scanlon didn't think it was; four heavy-duty electric

hand-drills, and a reel carrying hundreds of feet of cable connecting back

t hrough a packed hole in the side of the tank to an electrical junction box;
two satchels full of large alum numeyebolts, S hooks, snaplinks, and

m scel | aneous lines and slings accumnul ated during the two nonths since they'd
had the idea of crossing over the outside to get to the spokes; a hundred-f oot
rope | adder fornmed by making | oops at intervals along a nylon line and tying
themto a second |ine; spare oxygen bottles; two bags containing clothes to
change into when they got out; and a bag of assorted tools.

Bor owski checked the final items and Mingabo passed theminside. Then
Chan clinmbed out. The four figures on the floor stood up awkwardly, and
working in pairs -- MCain and Scanl on, Rashazzi and Koh -- checked each
other's face seals one nore time. The other three hel ped themfix webbing
harnesses over the suits to carry the equi pnent, and swi tched their oxygen
hoses to the smaller bottles they would be taking with them At last all was
ready. The four who were going and the three who woul d be staying behind
exchanged final handshakes.

"You'll do just great, guys," Mingabo said, talking loudly to be heard
t hrough their head coverings, "Don't forget to send us a card, huh?" MQCain
nodded and made a femal e shape in the air with his hands. Mingabo | aughed and
sl apped himon the shoul der

Bor owski checked each one's oxygen val ve and connections as they stepped
up to the hatch, where Charlie Chan hel ped themthrough. "Good luck. I'monly
sorry that you didn't bring us in on this sooner. W would have liked to help
nore." Rashazzi made a pal ns-up gesture. Borowski nodded. "It was never
possi ble to be sure who you could trust, eh? Well, a pity all the sane."

Charlie Chan was | ooking sonmber. "Let's hope that you can nanage to do
somet hing out there, if you nmake it. This tine | don't have a joke."

The four squeezed into the box, wedging thenselves into the corners to
avoi d sticking together when they bunped. Rashazzi nodded, and the others
outside lifted the coverplate into position over the hatch. The box was lit by
an inspection lanmp the others had used while cutting through the wall's inner
skin. MCain concentrated on his breathing. It felt smooth and troubl e-free,
and he had no sensations of |ight-headedness or reduced vision. He recited a
list of arithnetic multiplications in his head, and judged his faculties to be
uni mpai red. When Rashazzi | ooked at him questioningly, he returned a nod with
a thumb-up sign. Scanlon and Koh did Iikew se. Scanlon pulled the gas
cylinders connected to the cutting torch toward hi mto nake room and Rashazz
drilled a close pattern of holes through the exposed wall of outer skin facing
t hem

Rashazzi watched a pressure gauge as plunes of white dust began appearing
around the wall joint at places where air was being drawn in fromthe outside.
Koh at one end, and Scanlon at the other, signaled to the three outside where



the worst | eaks were by tapping on the sides, and after some minutes the
currents had di m ni shed. Even so, it was not |ong before the total flow into
t he tank bal anced the flow out, and the pressure stabilized. Rashazzi drilled
nore holes to increase the outflow, and the pressure dropped farther. Everyone
checked their respirators and seals again, and waited for nore | eaks to be
pl ugged. Because of the lack of tine, the whol e business was going to be
riskier than it woul d have been with the kind of airlock they had envi saged
originally: the lock they had been forced to inprovise would only work one
way. Had an energency devel oped up to this point, they could have aborted the
operation by covering the drilled holes with rubber pads and steel plates,
whi ch had been brought into the tank for the purpose, and repressurized the
box by opening the | arge oxygen cylinder. But once they cut away the fina
wal I and opened the box conpletely to the vacuum the air pressing on the
hatch coverplate would exert a force of over three tons. After that, there
could be no goi ng back

A strange stillness cane over McCain as the pressure continued falling
and the world of all the sounds that he had been regi stering unconsciously
receded. He felt conpletely isolated now, cut off fromthe light, air, and
life of Zanork, and already a part of whatever existed on the outside.
Rashazzi turned out the light for a second, and a crushing, total darkness
added its weight to the silence. As they had guessed, no |ight showed through
the holes fromthe far side. Rashazzi turned the |light on again and conti nued

drilling. Nobody indicated experiencing any ill effects, and when the pressure
had fallen to a I evel where the flow to the outside was di m nishing, MCain
began using another drill to speed things up. At the joint, the remaining

| eaks showed as fast, fine jets now, acconpanied by faint vaporlike fans where
the cooling of rapidly expanding air turned its noisture content into ice.
Then Rashazzi pointed to the gauge, made an Ow th his thunmb and forefinger to
i ndicate zero pressure. The others acknow edged that they were okay. Rashazzi
nodded, lit the torch, and began cutting away a small rectangle of netal

When the section broke free, Koh lifted it clear and Scanl on directed one
of the inspection |anps outward to reveal a vast, dark void, and on the far
side of it an imrense gray wall, broken at intervals by vertical supports,
rushi ng past at what Rashazzi and Haber had cal cul ated woul d be a hundred
fifty mles per hour, Rashazzi commenced cutting an enl argenment of the hole
for themto clinb through. Because of the confined space he was only able to
cut half the rectangl e they needed, and then he passed the torch to McCain to
finish it on his side. McCain did so, but the section refused to budge. He
| ooked out through the small hole and found that the piece he had been trying
to nove was attached to a diagonal rib running across a corner on the outside.
He nade a new cut following the line of the rib, and the section cane free,
| eavi ng behind a triangul ar corner-piece. But the hole was | arge enough for
t hei r purpose.

Scanl on | eaned out and pointed the |anp sideways, down, and up. MCain
peered out with himand found hinself staring out of the sheer face of a
nmonstrous precipice of metal. The wall was reinforced by a square grid of
heavy stiffening nmenbers spaced ten feet or so apart horizontally and
vertically, with thinner tension bars running diagonally and crossing at
riveted gussets in the centers -- one of these diagonals partly crossed the
section that McCain had tried to cut first, which was why he had been unabl e
to move it. Rashazzi had estimated that above themthis wall would extend at
| east two hundred fifty feet vertically before it began curving over to form
the roof.

Looki ng down, they were about forty feet above the platform supporting
t he col ony, which, MCain recalled from Rashazzi's sketches, was in the form
of atilted circular track, like the rimof a dinner plate. The wall they were
| ooki ng out of, however, was straight, cutting across an arc of the platforms
circunference like the outer edge of a strip of ribbon laid along the
dinner-plate rim-- in fact it was one of the |long sections connecting the
spoke- base zones. Hence the floor at the base of the wall was an exposed part



of a circle, with the enclosing tunnel fornming the far side and roof. To the
left, the floor narrowed toward tunnel -side; imrediately below themit was
about a hundred feet wide; and to the right it continued to broaden beyond the
range of their |anps as the tunnel-side receded. According to Rashazzi's
draw ngs, the exposed arc of floor would reach a maxi nrum w dth of about two
hundred feet at its m dpoint.

McCain had to force hinmself to remenber that since the supporting
pl atf orm was banked at twenty-five degrees and they had enmerged at its upper
edge, the wall they were | ooking out of was in reality tilted back from
vertical by that amount, with respect to the Earth's surface. But the
conbi nati on of gravity and centrifugal force generated a "local vertical"
within the spinning reference franme of the colony, and that was what the
senses responded to -- as indeed they had been doing for six nonths on what
was, after all, sinply the other side of the same wall.

Scanlon was to lead the first pitch of the clinb. He attached one of the
lines to a snaplink on his harness, and McCain ran the line around his
shoul der and back, bracing hinmself to be ready should Scanlon fall. Scanl on
clipped a satchel to his harness at one hip, one of the drills to the other
then turned around on the edge of the drop and | eaned back the I ength of his
arms to inspect the area overhead. Then he selected one of the S hooks,
attached a sling to it, and stretched to reach si deways al ong the outside. One
foot remmined visible, and the fingers of his other hand curled around the
edge of the opening. The foot vani shed, then the fingers, and he was gone. Koh
stood by, ready to pay out the cable of the drill, and Rashazzi noved into the
now vacat ed opening to shine a light upward for Scanl on

The Iine noved internmittently through McCain's hands and around his body.
He could read Scanlon's progress fromits notion: stationary while he worked
at preparing holds, then moving up onto them then stopping again to survey
the next part. Wen about twenty-five feet had run out, there was another
halt. Then the line went taut, and after a short pause, jerked three tines.
Scanl on was signaling that he had anchored hinmself to the structure and wanted
to bring McCain up -- they had decided to nove in short pitches if they found
the outside in darkness, to stay within range of each other's lanps. MCain
gathered a coil of extra line and the second satchel, and Rashazzi squeezed
out of the way to I et himnove forward. McCain tugged twi ce on the safety
line, and Scanlon drew in the slack fromabove. Then MCain turned around,
grasped the sides of the opening, and backed hinsel f out.

Scanl on's | anp was sendi ng down enough |ight from above to show the first
sling, which he had hung as a stirrup fromone of the gussets where the
di agonal ribs crossed. McCain | eaned sideways as Scanl on had done, |eaving one
foot in the opening and a hand gripping the edge, and stretched out his other
leg to find the stirrup with his foot. He grasped the gusset and pulled
hi nsel f across, transferring his weight slowy until he could crouch in the
stirrup. A nonment |ater Rashazzi reappeared in the opening behind himwth
another light. Scanlon had drilled a hole into the skin above the crossover
and hung the next sling froman eyebolt. A snap-link was also attached to the
eyebolt, with the safety line and drill cable running up through it. Scanl on
woul d have placed "runners" like this at intervals as a safeguard. Thus, had
he fallen, he would only have dropped through twi ce his hei ght above his | ast
runner before MCain checked the fall frombelow Wthout threading the Iine
t hrough the runners, he woul d have dropped through twi ce his hei ght above
McCain before the line tightened. MCain slipped the lines out of the snaplink
-- if he fell, Scanlon would catch himfrom above, now -- and grasped the
hi gher sling to straighten hinself up, which brought his face level with the
first of the horizontal ribs. There was a bolt inserted imrediately below this
rib, attached to a short |oop of rope threaded through another snaplink. The
end of a longer sling hung down from above the rib. Scanl on nust have stood in
the sling that McCain was clutching and clipped the | oop above it to his waist
to hold himwhile he | eaned out around the overhanging rib to attach the sling
above. McCain pulled hinself up as high as he could using the |oop, then



stepped out into the long sling, found another one above as he had expect ed,
and noved up to stand on the rib itself, where he could reach the next

di agonal crossover. Fromthere the sequence of nobvements repeated itself.
After the next panel, the light from above showed himhe was getting close to
Scanl on, and one nore panel later they were side by side.

Scanl on was standing on a horizontal rib with his harness fastened to two
separate bolts. He passed the drill across and McCain took over the |ead, now
threading the line as Scanl on had done on the previous pitch, since his
protection was now from bel ow and no | onger from above. The psychol ogi cal
effect was to make himfeel |[ess secure, and as soon as he was nore than a few
feet above Scanl on, he found hinself perspiring and breathing heavily.

Physi cally he was beginning to feel the strain, too. The routine becane a
torment of forcing aching muscles to stretch and pull, fighting to gain every
i nch of novenent against the drag of the suit. Fatigue dulled his mind and
sapped his concentration. He placed the next bolt and attached a sling, but
even as he began hauling hinmself up on it, he remenbered too late that he
hadn't tested it before trusting his weight. The thought had barely formed in
his mnd when the wall and the surrounding void nerged into a blur. There was
a sensation of falling, then a jolt as if he were being cut in half, and

al nost simultaneously he felt a painful blowto his shoulder and a crack on

the head that set l|ights exploding before his eyes... and the next he knew, he
was hanging linply in his harness against the wall, his ears ringing.

He stirred, and | ooked about himin a daze. H s | anp was hangi ng a coupl e
of feet below himon the loop of line attached to his harness, still lit. He

pulled it in and shone it upward. Fromhimthe line went up about five feet to
t he runner that had caught him and fromthere back down past himagain to
where Scanl on was. So he'd fallen about ten feet. He hung for a few nore
seconds to regain his breath, then pulled hinself back into the nearest sling
and clinbed | aboriously back to the place where he had fallen from He
repl aced the bolt that had cone out, testing it thoroughly this time, and
carried on. And then, when he stretched up to start on the next hole, the
drill seized up with a burned-out notor

They had expected it. The drills were designed to be air-cool ed, and
hence overheated rapidly in the vacuum That was why they had brought severa

spares and why McCain had brought an extra line. He tied the drill and | owered
it to Scanlon, who in turn lowered it on down to Rashazzi at the opening. One
drill gone in less than fifty feet, MCain reflected as he waited for a tug on

the ine to tell himthat a replacenent was ready for himto pull up. They had
over two hundred feet to go, and only three nmore drills. The odds weren't
reassuri ng.

The next drill did even worse. McCain continued to the end of his pitch
after the repl acenent came up, and anchored hinmsel f as Scanl on had done; then
Scanl on cane on up and took the drill to leapfrog as McCain had before and
| ead the next pitch. He was halfway up it when the second drill burned out.
They had pl anned on getting both of thema full hundred feet above the opening
bef ore Rashazzi and Koh noved up to join them-- that was how | ong the rope
| adder was. The seriousness of the situation was enough to change that,
however, and a series of violent tugs on the line frombelow told themthat
Rashazzi wanted themto hold everything right there and to come up hinsel f,
NOW.

A cardinal rule of roped clinbing is that only one person noves at a
time. Unable to progress farther, Scanlon secured hinself where he was above
McCain and | owered the auxiliary line again, this time to pull up the coiled
rope | adder. Scanlon secured the top of it at the high point where he was,
McCai n guided the rest down as it unrolled, and Koh clinbed right on past him
to join Scanlon, carrying one of the remaining two drills, plus sonme of the
extra gas cylinders and bags. Finally Rashazzi cane up, sinilarly |oaded. He
st opped when he reached McCain, and, standing on the rope |adder, beckoned
urgently for McCain to foll ow what he was doi ng. Rashazzi pointed at the vent
inlets on the drill he had with him then held the nozzle fromone of the gas



cylinders close and with his other hand made the notion of opening the val ve.
McCai n under st ood. Rashazzi was telling himto use the cooling effect of

hi gh- pressure gas expanding into a vacuum Rashazzi jabbed a finger at the
wal |, then held it up. Cool the drill after every hole. MCain nodded that he
under st ood. Rashazzi resumed clinbing, and vani shed around the next horizontal
ri b above.

McCain stayed in that position for sone tinme. Wen he finally got a
signal to follow, he noved quickly on the |adder, past Scanlon, who was stil
just a short distance above, and on to where Rashazzi and Koh had pushed while
Scanlon and McCain rested, a hundred feet or so fromthe top. And they were
still using the third drill. Fromthere Scanlon |led off again, and MCain
foll owed through. Only fifty feet to go.

Topnost on the rope once again, MCain anchored hinself and took up
position with the line around himin preparation to bring Scanlon up. He
noticed with a feeling of vague detachnment that he seened to be running in
slow notion, like an action replay: |eadenly deliberating every novenent, and
then having to exercise inordinate concentration to execute it. He hung,
staring out into the void, and the realization slowy came to himthat
everything was going to be fine. Not just fine, but -- wonderful! The
certainty washed over himin a wave, sweeping away his disconfort.

CHAPTER FI FTY- THREE

They took Paula down to a room | ooking out over the nmain square of
Turgenev, where a standard two-way vi deophone was connected through to
Washi ngton via Moscow and the regul ar international telecomruni cations system
A ga, Protbornov, and a group of others crowded in to witness the proceedi ngs.
A technician in contact with the Russian enbassy in Washi ngton on an adj acent
panel announced that they were through, and nonents | ater Bernard Fol eda,
poker-faced, was |ooking at her fromthe screen. ""Mcro'," he said, and
bringing, instead, relief.

Suddenly all their worries seemed com cal through being so trivial. He
began gi ggling behind his facepiece at the thought. The world was going to be
just fine. War? There wasn't going to be a war.... He realized that somebody
bel ow was trying to pull himoff. They were jerking on the line and trying to
pull himoff. That wasn't very friendly.... Wy would anybody want to be
unfriendly on a day like this? He let the slack of the line fall away from
him Scanlon didn't need the protection, anyway -- nobody was going to fall.
He hung in his harness, |laughing into the dark around him then singing.
"Home, honme at Lagrange..." The world was beautiful, and everybody in it
wonderful .... After that he renenbered nothing until a |ight shone straight
into his facepiece fromimediately outside, blinding him Scanlon nust have
arrived. MCain grinned back into the Iight and waved.

Scanl on caught MCain's body as it slunped down in the harness, and
clipped on an extra sling to hold the inert formfast to the wall. Then he
dropped the auxiliary line for the others to send up the |adder, signaling
frantically for themto nmove fast.

"' Phone,'" she responded.

There was a short delay. The transmission tine to Tereshkova was a little
over a second each way, the engineers had rem nded Paul a. Al so, Soviet censors
woul d be monitoring the broadcast to delete any undesirable material before it
went out, which would introduce an additional short delay -- Anericans did the
same thing on nost of their "live" TV shows. Also, of course, it nmasked the
additional turn-around time of the transm ssion's being sent up fromEarth
before it was rel ayed back again.

Fol eda nodded. "A ad to see you're | ooking okay. It's been quite a while
Peopl e here were getting worried. There's a | ot been going on back here to try



and get you out."

"l guessed."

Again there was a del ay before the i mage of Fol eda responded. "Do you
have any news of Sexton?" He was playing his part straight, not know ng what
the score was.

"He's here, and they know | know he's here. | assune you received the
previ ous nessage that | sent, validation initializer 'Pin.'" That had been the
nmessage confirm ng the presence of the Soviet |eaders.

A flicker of genuine surprise crossed Foleda's face. "They' ve found out
about that?"

"I revealed it,"” Paula told him

Fol eda drew in a long breath, containing his enmptions w th obvious
effort. "Go on," he said curtly.

"You wanted confirmation that the Soviet |eaders are really here. The
tone of your request inplied that if the facts were otherw se, you had reason
to believe that the Soviets were intending to attack. You suspected that the
broadcasts you're receiving mght be recordings. Qoviously a m staken
i npression couldn't be risked. | know their |eaders are up here, because |'m
up here and |I've seen them | sent the 'Pin' nessage to say so. But | wasn't
sure that it would carry enough weight in itself. The acconplices | have here,
who hel ped ne operate the channel that we've been communi cating over,
convinced ne that the situation was serious enough to go to the Russians and
get themto let me talk direct to you, to do whatever | have to do to make
sure there's no m sunderstanding."” Follow ng cues fromone of the Russians
across the room Paula wal ked across to the window. A technician followed her
with a camera. "This is the central square of Turgenev, in Valentina
Tereshkova," Paula said. "I'min a building | ooking down over it. The people
you can see down there are waiting for the arrival of the Soviet First
Secretary and his party. If you' re getting Russian news coverage of this,
conpare what they're showing you with what 1'm seeing. Wat |I'moffering to do
is go down into the square and describe the scene fromthere as the First
Secretary actually arrives. | have approval fromthe Russian authorities here
to talk with some of his party on-canera, if you request it. They're al
extremel y concerned here."

"I'f they're so concerned, why don't they |let Sexton come on with you?"
Fol eda asked.

"I tried to get himto do just that, but he refused. He woul dn't
cooperate with Russians in any way."

Back across the room Foleda' s face stared out of the videophone screen
for a long time, unnoving and unblinking. Paula hadn't said anything about a
nmessage giving the | aser frequency, and neither had he. That, of course, was
still supposed to be a secret. Suddenly, Foleda seemed to arrive at a
decision. "Wait," he said. "There are other people that | have to bring in on
this." Wth that he stood up abruptly and di sappeared fromthe picture.

Mutters of approval came fromthe audi ence that had been watching from
around the room In the midst of the hubbub, Mijor Uskayev cane in and drew
Prot bornov over to the wi ndow. He pointed down at the far side of the square
out side, where two figures were working their way al ong the edge of the crowd.
One was wearing a knee-length tan coat with a black hat; the other had
wor kman' s coveralls and a floppy brown peaked cap. Both were carrying |ong,
roll ed bundl es. They | ooked casual, but were noving closer to the doors of the
garage underneath the air-processing plant. Protbornov pointed themout to
Paul a. "Those are Earnshaw and Scanl on?" he asked.

She nodded. "Yes, that's them"™

"I's their way cl ear?" Protbornov asked Uskayev.

"Yes, sir. Al police have been moved back fromthat side of the square.
The building is cleared but under observation."

"Excel lent." Protbornov raised a pair of binoculars and gazed down
t hrough them "My word, what theatricals!" he commented. "One has put on a
beard. The other has a beard and spectacles."



"They believe in being thorough,” O ga said, next to him Paula watched
the two figures saunter to the back of the crowd, stand | ooking around them
for a few seconds, and then vani sh quickly inside one of the garage doors. For
an instant no one was |ooking at her, and she smled to herself. "Yes, very
t horough, " she agreed.

Then, Fol eda reappeared and stated that the transm ssion from Tereshkova
was being put onto a conference circuit to involve other US officials also. He
requested |live coverage fromthe square outside as Paul a had of fered.
Accordingly, she went on down and out of the building with a party that
i ncl uded a nunber of Russian officers, engineers, and the camera and sound
operators. Protbornov, O ga, and the renainder of his group went back upstairs
to follow the exchange fromthe control roomthat Paul a had been taken to on
her return from Zanork. A nunber of screens had been hooked into the
conference circuit by the tine they arrived. On them the Russians had so far
identified Foleda's chief, Philip Borden, the director of the ClA and his
deputy, two senior mlitary assistants to the defense secretary, a Wite House
presidential aide, and several faces fromthe offices of the Joint Chiefs of
Staff. Protbornov was radiating triunph, and O ga | ooked coolly pleased with
hersel f.

Then a thunderous appl ause went up fromthe crowd on the screen show ng
Paula in the square outside, as the doors at the rear of the terrace in the
background opened. The dignitaries who were already gathered parted to make
way for the familiar stock figure of First Secretary VlIadimr Petrokhov,
flanked by his nmpst senior ministers and key Party menbers, "Describe what's
happeni ng now, " Fol eda said fromone of the screens.

"Petrokhov and his group are com ng out onto the terrace in front of ne
Paul a replied on the other screen.

At that instant one of the engineers at the consoles on the other side of
the room | ooked up sharply, "Laser contact! W' re picking up a | aser

transm ssion fromthe roof. Positive acknow edgnent from Sokhotsk. It's

rel aying out to Tereshkova now. "

"Text ?" Protbornov snapped.

"Just a call for acknow edgnment, sir, coded ' Tycoon/H gh from Sexton.""

Absol ute sil ence descended on the room Even while the operator was
speaki ng, the signal had been repeated on a portable |aser set up by the
mlitary inside Anvil two hundred thousand mles away, and transnitted back
out in the direction of Earth. Now everything depended on whether the
Ameri cans had managed to organi ze some nmeans of receiving it. Tension nounted
as the di al ogue between Paul a and Fol eda continued on the screens. Then, on
t he screen showi ng Fol eda, a woman approached hi m from behi nd, caught his
shoul der, and whi spered sonmething urgently in his ear. He pronptly excused
hinself and left. In the Russian comrand room the suspense becane agoni zi ng.
Shortly afterward, Borden was summoned away, too. Mre m nutes of agony
dragged by. And then the engi neer who had spoken previously shouted out in
jubilation, "Acknow edgment! A response is comng in fromthe Americans, via
Anvi | I'"

"Source identification?" another general, who was wi th Protbornov,
queri ed.

Anot her of the engineers consulted readouts and tapped keys. "First
report indicates they're using the I ROO observatory, sir."

"As we expected," the general said, sounding satisfied.

"Text ?" Protbornov called.

"Text from Tycoon reads, 'Sexton/Two from Tycoon/Ball. Signal received.
Readi ng clear. Standing by. Over.'"

"By the czars, we've done it!" Protbornov breathed.

"Response intercepted from Sexton," the first engi neer sang out again.
"Text reads, 'Consider it inperative that arrival Soviet VIP cadre Mermaid be
confirmed. Voluntary cooperation via Soviet TV judged inappropriate. Am
occupyi ng position affording direct visual observation Turgenev center
Personal positive identifications confirmed, list of names follows: Petrokhov,

now,



Kavansky, Sanyiroky, M asov--'"

VWhoops and shouts of jubilation broke out all around the command room
Protbornov emtted a loud belly | augh and sl apped O ga heartily on the back
causing her to gasp, while the other senior officers crowded round to punp his
hand and of fer congratul ati ons. Across the room on the far side of it all,
Maj or Uskayev sniled as he watched on one of the screens the view being picked
up through a telescopic | ens by one of the KGB teans posted anong the roofs
surroundi ng the air-processing-plant building. It showed the hatl ess head of

whoever was wearing the sandy-col ored beard -- with the heavy-ri med
spectacles and hair tinted to match the beard, it could have been MCain or
Scanlon -- peering down frombehind a cowing at the edge of the roof, then

turning to say sonething, presumably to the one who was operating the |aser
Then the head withdrew from vi ew.
"How are we doi ng here?" Protbornov asked, having noved across the room
"They're |ike puppets dancing on our strings," Uskayev said. "And they
tried so hard.... It's alnost possible to feel sorry for them"

Behi nd the cover of the parapet of the air-processing-plant roof, Peter
Sargent unstuck his beard for a second to scratch underneath his chin. A few
feet back, sitting confortably in the recess between a ventil ator housi ng and
a stanchi on supporting sone pipes, Al brecht Haber finished tapping a sequence
into the keyboard connected to the | aser

"Bl oody stuff makes you itch," Sargent said. "Wiere did Razz get it --
of f a horse or sonethi ng?"

"Who knows?" Haber answered. "That's the last of the nanes. \What do you
have now?"

Sargent consulted the list of information that he'd conmpiled in a
not ebook. "Ah yes, this should take a while. Ready? Message begi ns;
"Previously advised data confirned as follows...'" Sargent started working
through the Iist of weapons enpl acenents that Paul a had descri bed before,
going into greater detail about how they had been penetrated, and reiterating
t hat the weapons didn't exist.

"Let's hope that Protbornov's people | eave us alone for a while," Haber
said as he worked.

"Ch, | think they will," Sargent replied breezily. He stretched back and
| ooked up at the sky. "As long as we find things to say, we're doing a great
job of distracting the opposition for them That nmeans they'l|l be perfectly
happy to let us stay up here all day if we choose -- certainly until their
zero hour, anyway.... Care to pass the coffee and one of those sandw ches, old
chap?"

CHAPTER FI FTY- FOUR

Many airplane pilots have crashed to their deaths singing and | aughing in
their | ast nmonments before | osing consciousness. Wiat makes hypoxia, or oxygen
starvation, so dangerous is its insidious onset and the delirious sense of
euphoria that comes just before total collapse, which makes the victimthe
| east qualified to judge the seriousness of the situation

McCain felt anything but euphoric when he canme round. His head felt as if
it had been split with a butcher's cleaver, everything spun nauseatingly, his
throat was raw, and his lips stung. He was |ying back and bei ng supported, but
he coul dn't see anything and was aware only of the pressure against his face.
He tried to move his arnms to push it off, but had no strength. Pressure around
his mddle forced himto exhale, then release. He breathed in again.

VWere was this? Had he been in an accident?... The fragments of his nind
slowy cane back together and started functioning again. He was |lying on his
back, which nmeant they were off the wall. The others nust have gotten himto
the top. He couldn't remenber anything of what had happened. Then sudden |i ght
blinded him He tried to turn his head away, but the pressure around his face



remai ned. Someone was shining a lanp in through his facepi ece, but the

facepi ece was being forced down. The urge to struggle welled up, but he didn't
have the strength. After a few seconds it subsided, and he lay with his eyes
cl osed.

He understood now. They had turned his oxygen pressure up and were
hol di ng his facepi ece down against the seal to stop it from being bl own off.
Everything was starting to feel quite warm and pl easant. He settled back to
doze. Somebody struck him a couple of sharp blows on the side of the head. Now

someone was pinching his upper armthrough his sleeve -- with pliers or
somet hing. Jesus -- it hurt! He shook it off angrily... but the effort had
started himnoving again. He felt hinself being hauled into a sitting
position, and opened his eyes to see just a confusion of shapes, lights, and

forms. Dizziness swept over himagain, and he fought not to vomt inside his
mask. The feeling gradually passed.

Now t hey were tapping himinsistently on the shoul der. He opened his eyes
again and saw they were on what | ooked |ike the sane wall of netal panels
cont ai ned behind reinforcing girders, except that the pattern was now sl opi ng
i nstead of vertical. It curved over and fell away steeply to the right, but
seened to |l evel out above themto the left, like the ridge of a hill. Ahead,

t he whol e ridge curved up and away. Sonebody swung a lanp to illumnate a
figure standing in front of him and MCain caught a glinpse of a roof flying
by not far above their heads. The figure -- MCain wasn't sure who it was --
gestured urgently for himto stand up, and at the sane tine the two who were
supporting himpulled at his arnms. They carried himthe first few yards with
his legs trailing and feet bunping over the metal ribs. Then his |egs began
wor ki ng again, feebly at first but inproving quickly as blood brought oxygen
to his starved nuscl es.

They continued edging upward to the left as they foll owed the ridge, and
continued crossing its flat top when it leveled out. In the center they cane
to a ready-mde netal wal kway, and continued along it without having to step
over ribs and gussets every few feet. The tunnel roof curved upward ahead of
themas it receded, paralleling the top of the structure they were on --
al t hough they had no nore uphill work to do, since the geonetry ahead becane
"level " as fast as they noved onto it. Neverthel ess, MCain was exhausted and
had to be hel ped all the way. But the two who were supporting himurged himon
relentlessly and pernmitted no rest.

They reached the end of the I ong section they had been foll owi ng, which
nmeant they were over Novyi Kazan. Here, unlike the situation inside the
col ony, the sudden leftward change in direction to the next section was
unmasked, al though the stretch ahead seened to continue curving upward. The
wal kway brought themto the side of a rounded, turretlike structure that was
just about in the position of the spoke elevator at the center of Novyi Kazan
They followed around it to the left, and the surface they were on began
sl opi ng downward noti ceably again, but in the opposite direction from before;
this meant that they had crossed over the center of the roof and were
approachi ng the inner edge of the racetrack. A bridge fromthe turret
projected out horizontally, with the colony's inner wall falling away bel ow on
the near side. The others sat MCain down at the base of the turret's side and
shone their | anps outward.

The chasm facing themwas difficult to judge because of the unfamliar
scal e of everything and the feebleness of their lanmps in the great void of
dar kness. The outward curve of the ridge-side bel ow them prevented their
seeing to the bottom On the far side, the chasmended at a sheer wall that
nmoved with the tunnel roof. The wall carried a horizontal groove which the
bridge fromtheir side disappeared into. According to Scanlon, the far end of
the bridge was supported by a wheeled cradle running on rails. The rails
formed a circular track inside the racetrack's nonrotating core -- the solid
hole in the mddle of the enpty donut.

Unli ke the real Val entina Tereshkova, Potenkin -- the replica beneath



Siberia -- didn't possess a hub. The main reason was the inpossibility of

engi neering a cavern over a mle in dianeter with an unsupported roof -- as
woul d have been necessary, since spokes connecting a hub to the rimwould have
swept through that whol e vol ume; another reason was that a hub couldn't have
contributed to the deception: it would have had to exhibit reduced gravity,

whi ch coul dn't be reproduced on Earth. The el evators that departed fromthe
spoke- bases at Turgenev and el sewhere stopped inside turrets protrudi ng above
the roof like the one McCain was sitting outside, and then engaged a

hori zontal drive to travel inward through the bridges -- of which there were
six in all, one for each spoke. Thus, to return to terra firma, the escapees
woul d have to get across the bridge. However, that pronmised to be sinpler now,
with the guards on the inside and themon the outside; furthernore, they could

see a railed catwal k running the full length of the outside of the bridge,
whi ch they, could reach froma steel |adder not far from where they were
standing.... But nmaking this part of the task easier had been the whol e point
of , breaking through to the outside in the first place, after all -- before

anyone had known that there wasn't a hub out there to get to.

The ot hers canme back to MCain and changed his oxygen bottle and their
own for the spares they had brought. Then they clinbed the |adder to the
catwal k, Scanlon going first, with Rashazzi and Koh still assisting MCain
behi nd. McCain had recovered his senses sufficiently by now to know he'd gone
down with hypoxia. Probably the fall that he'd taken earlier had | oosened his
facepi ece or breathing tube. The trouble, he recalled vaguely, was that the
physi cal and nental disablenent follow ng acute hypoxia could persist for
hours. And he couldn't really renenber, he realized, why it was so inportant
for themto get out at all.

As they noved out onto the bridge, they could | ook down into the chasm
and see they were hi gh above an exposed arc of the racetrack platformonce
again, but an inner arc this tine, not an outside one as they had | ooked down
over fromthe wall. Far below, they could nake out junbles of pipework,
cabling, and gigantic windings in the space enclosed by the platform while
ahead of themthe curve of the wall they were approachi ng grew nore apparent
as they got closer. Behind, they could trace out with their |ightbeans the
full height of the wall enclosing the dumy colony, fromits base far bel ow on
t he supporting racetrack, up through tier after tier of diagonally-crossed
square lattice, until it curved over to becone the flat roof that they had so
recently been wal ki ng al ong. Except, it wasn't flat anynore. Looking back
al ong the bridge, they could see its lines to be curved concavel y upward; and
the farther along it they noved, the nore the angle of the far end that they
had come fromincreased. By the tinme they were al nost across the chasm and
nearing its inner wall, the distant end of the bridge, and with it the
ridgetop that it projected from had taken on a distinct tilt toward them
What was happeni ng was that since they were noving inward al ong a radius, the
centrifugal force they were experiencing was getting |ess.

This in turn required a progressively snaller banking angle to
conpensate, and the architecture curved accordi ngly. Neverthel ess, when they

entered the groove which they had seen fromthe far side -- now revealed as a
deep gallery twenty feet high at least, cut into the cylinder formng the
tunnel's inner wall -- the floor bel ow and the roof above were still racing by

at well over a hundred miles per hour.

Inside this gallery, the bridge ended in a | arge boxlike construction
cluttered with cables, notor housings, and catwal ks, supported by a set of
wheel ed bogi es. Scanl on had described this assenbly as a "ternminal." The
bogi es ran on four rails, which the escapees could see flashing by bel ow as
they reached the end of the bridge and cl anbered across the outside of the
termnal to reach its inward-facing side. Here, a mating port, set above a
system of guides and lifting gear, faced another pair of rails that ran
al ongside the ones the ternminal rolled upon, thus tracing a smaller circle
i nside. The port mated with airtight vehicles called gondol as, which
accel erated along the inner track until their speed matched the ternminal's --



that was how transfers of people and materials in and out of Potenkin were
effected. In itself, this arrangement would have permtted the use of one
gondol a only -- obviously, since having nore than one speeding up and sl ow ng
down on the sanme track would have been unworkable -- and with six termnals to
servi ce, would have been inadequate. The probl em had been sol ved by having a
gondol a, after it had matched speed with a terminal, physically lifted from
the track and up onto the guides to mate with the port, which i medi ately
freed the track for other traffic. Simlarly, after a gondola had sl owed down
fromPotenkin's speed, it exited fromthe ring formed by the through-track to
cone to a halt in a side | oop

Wth the current level of traffic between the "hub" and rim the escape
party hadn't anticipated difficulty in finding a ride to hitch. Sure enough
the port of the terminal they had arrived at had a gondol a al ready docked.
They worked their way over the port and across onto the gondola's roof. After
a wait that seened interm nable but in fact had probably been |l ess than ten
m nutes, the gondol a detached fromthe port. A pair of hydraulic rams pushed
it down the guides and set it on the inner track. The rans di sengaged, and the
entire, uncannily silent rolling assenbly of term nal box, port, lifting gear
and bogi es noved away into the darkness as the gondol a began sheddi ng speed.

Shortly afterward, another, identical term nal appeared fromthe other
direction as the spoke that had been foll owi ng behind them-- the one that
connected to Agricultural Station 3, if MCain had been visualizing things
correctly in his nuddled condition -- caught up and then overtook them The
strange thing now was that the whole termnal was tilting down at them The
body of the gondola pivoted about its long axis, MCain realized -- |like sone
carnival rides. As the gondola sl owed down, its body was returning to Earth's
hori zontal fromthe banking angle it had assuned while at the termnal's
speed. When t he next spoke passed them noving nmuch faster this time, its tilt
was noticeably greater, and the next raced by tipped at what rmust have been
al nrost the full angle corresponding to term nal -radi us speed.

The roof and inner wall of the gallery noved by very slowy in the
flashlight beans now. Then the gondola exited into a side tunnel and cane to
rest at a port simlar to the one it had docked with at the term nal, but on
t he opposite side. While whatever transfer it had cone to make was in progress
i nside, the four nmen |owered thensel ves down fromits roof. The first thing
McCain noticed on regaining his feet, despite his condition, was how |ight he
felt. He | ooked down and stanped one foot, then the other. It was elating to
stand on real, solid ground once again -- even Siberian. The others seened to
be having a simlar reaction. But there was little tine for celebrating just
now. The next job was to get out of the vacuum

This part had been taken care of for them by safety-consci ous Sovi et
desi gn engi neers, and involved procedures that Scanlon had been faniliarized
with during his training after being posted to Potenkin. Miintenance workers
someti nes needed to cone out and work in the transfer bay where the gondol as
docked. Since the bay contained a hard vacuum that neant putting on suits and
goi ng out through airlocks. To prevent anyone's getting trapped out there, the
airl ocks could be opened fromthe outside; Scanlon, noreover, knew where they
were | ocated and how to open them The only problem was that opening an
airlock would trigger an indicator in the nmaintenance control room

Scanl on had selected an airlock situated at a renpte end of the transfer
bay -- unlikely, therefore, to have many people in its vicinity inside. Aline
of small orange lights in the bay led the party to it, and a | arger externa
light above, showing green, marked its location. Lower down, beside the outer
door of the lock, was an illum nated panel with several buttons. Scanlon
pressed one of the buttons and the door opened, bathing themin sudden |ight
that dazzled them after the hours of working in blackness. They crowded
t hrough, shielding their faces with their hands, and Scanl on used an inner
panel to close and pressurize the |ock

Sound!

McCain wanted to shout out with sheer joy and relief as the world of



sound re-formed itself around them There was humm ng and vibration that
seened like a hurricane, hissing fromthe air system rustling and novenent
fromthe bodies around him.. and yelling and | aughi ng! Rashazzi had warned

t hem agai nst the risks of aching ears and sinuses fromrepressurizing too

qui ckly, but nobody cared. Scanlon pulled away his facepiece, drewin a
chestful of air, and whooped. Rashazzi and Koh hel ped each other, then both of
them renmoved McCain's. The rush of cool, fresh air after hours of

cl aust rophobi ¢ confinement nmade all the nore isolating by the silence was
overwhel mi ng. He stood and gul ped, and sucked it into his |ungs.

"Does it taste good?" Rashazzi asked them grinning.

"It beats even Dublin Guinness," Scanlon sighed, pausing for just a
nonent .

"Definitely one of life's nore... nenorable nonments," Koh said, savoring.

McCain didn't care at the nonment whether the Russians appeared or not.

But Scanlon cared. He had al ready opened the control box of the airlock
doors and was detaching a wire that would nake it appear that the control -room
i ndi cator had been triggered by a fault. Then he opened the inner door. On the
far side was an anteroomw th rows of steel closets and sonme seats, and behind
that a corridor, nmany doors, and a steel-railed stairwell visible at the far
end beside an el evator

Scanlon led the way along the corridor to the stairs, hustling the others
along after him They went down a level to an intersection of two nore
corridors, with a well opening down onto a nmaze of piping on one side, and
t hen through one of the doors into a cluttered nachi nery conpart nent
rem ni scent of the ones they had known bel ow Zanmork. It was warm and snel |l ed
oily, and the noise inside sounded to McCain |ike N agara. But it was
deserted, and it promised rest....

McCai n eased hinmsel f painfully down against a wall. Rashazzi had al ready
fl opped out on an open expanse of floor and was lying with his eyes cl osed and
his mouth wi de open gulping in air, but also with a smle of weary triunph on
his face. Koh collapsed next to himwith a barely audi ble, grateful noan.
Scanl on cl osed the door quietly, turned on a fight, and | ooked at MCain.

"WIl you be staying with us in the land of the living for alittle |onger
t hen?" he inquired. McCain nodded but didn't reply. "Ah, sure, that's a good
thing to be knowing. As the strip dancer said to the reverend' s wife..."

But McCain had sl unped back and was out of it before he heard the rest.

CHAPTER FI FTY- FI VE

Ameri cans somnetines described things as being al nost crazy enough to
work. And Lt. General Vladimr Fedorov's initial reaction to the proposal for
replicating a two-kil omneter-diameter space col ony underground and using it as
the basis of such a deception had certainly been that it was crazy. In fact,
that was the one tine when he'd found hinself wondering if the | eaders of his
country had gone collectively insane, and had seriously contenpl ated defecting
to the West. Now, as he stood with his adjutant, Colonel Menikin, and severa
ai des, watching the activity in the ness area of B Block, after two years as
t he governor of Zanork, he had to adnit that it all seemed to have been
sufficiently crazy to have worked.

The at nosphere was abuzz with excited nurnurings as guards shepherded the
prisoners out of the billets and down fromthe upper level to be fornmed into
ranks for general assenbly on the ness-area floor. Wrk assignments had been
cancel ed, and nore prisoners were comng in fromthe conpound, Gorky Street,
and the Core. There were runors of nmass ammesties about to be announced, that
t he Moscow governnent had fallen, and that war had broken out back on Earth.
One squad of guards was particularly busy in billet B-3, which had been
cleared out. Qutside its door the block conmandant, Major Bachayvin, and
several officers were talking with the bl ock supervisor, Supeyev, and the
billet foreman, Luchenko.



Zamork had served its purpose. The things that mattered now were
happeni ng outside its boundaries, and whichever way the outcone of it al
went, the charade inside was over. It was tinme to reestablish proper
di scipline and security, and to conmence sorting out fromthe individuals who
had been brought here as i nmates those who showed the nmpbst prom se and
willingness to be useful in the new era of the regi ne. Fedorov wondered what
ki nd of place the new era would have for him

A communi cat or beeped on the belt of one of the aides standing near him
The aide answered it, listened for a nonment, and passed the unit to Col one
Meni ki n. " From Col onel Gadzhovsky, sir."

"Very good," Menikin acknowl edged. Gadzhovsky was in comrand of the guard
detail that had been sent to open up the supposedly secret workshop that the
prisoners had set up in the machinery deck bel ow. Menikin talked to
Gadzhovsky, then reported to Fedorov. "Three prisoners were apprehended down
there, all nmenbers of McCain's billet: the Zi gandan Miungabo, the Pole
Borowski, and the Buryat. They're being brought up now. "

Fedor ov nodded. "Good. You'd better go and inform Maj or Bachayvin." He
wat ched as Meni ki n wal ked over and said sonmething to the group outside the
door of billet B-3. Then his brow furrowed. Bachayvin, Supeyev, and Luchenko
were gesticulating vigorously as they answered, and seemed agitated. A few
nmonents later, a foreman fromone of the upper-level billets canme hurrying
across the floor, went over to join them and started saying sonething to
Supeyev. Fedorov cast a general eye around the rest of the nmess area, and when
he | ooked back again, Menikin, Bachayvin, and Supeyev were com ng toward him
The expressions on their faces gave himhis first inkling that sonething was
W ong.

"There are still three prisoners fromB-three unaccounted for," MeniKkin
said. He |ooked inquiringly at Supeyev.

"The two scientists, Rashazzi and Haber, and the Asiatic, Nakajima-Lin,"
Supeyev said. "Also the Englishman, Sargent, is not present with the
contingent from B-twel ve."

Fedorov frowned uncertainly. "They can't be out in the col ony sonewhere.
W' ve been covering their access to the freight line at all tines. They nust
be | oose somewhere down in that machinery deck." He turned to Menikin. "Have
Gadzhovsky seal all exits down there, and send Maj or Kavol ev down with his nen
to help with a search. The whole place is to be conbed -- every inch of it."

"Yes, sir." Menikin took his own communi cator, contacted Gadzhovsky
agai n, and began speaki ng.

"I never did like this policy of relying on informers to tell us what was
goi ng on down there," Fedorov grow ed to Bachayvin. "The whol e place should
have been wired so tight that a bug couldn't have noved wi thout our know ng."

"But if the prisoners had discovered it, sir?..."

"Bah! It could have been done invisibly. Everyone nust take risks
sonetimes. "

Meni ki n | ooked up fromthe comruni cator to interrupt. He | ooked
concerned. "There's nmore from Maj or Gadzhovsky."

"Wl ?"

"We know now why Istanel failed to report in on tine. He's just been
found unconscious in the el evator shaft. They're taking himto the infirmry
now. There was a piece of broken rope near him The three prisoners who were
det ai ned down there say that he fell, and that they were on their way up to
report it."

"Any sign yet of the four others who are m ssing?"

"Negative, sir."

Fedorov didn't like it. He turned away and stared norosely out at the
lines of prisoners and guard details now coning to order. If he waited a few
nmore mnutes and the four were found, nothing nore would cone of it. But if he
del ayed and they weren't found, the consequences for hi mwould be worse. Such
was the justice of life that wi thhol ders of bad news could | ose their heads
just as easily as its bearers. Anericans called it "Catch-22" for some reason



he'd never under st ood.
He turned back toward Col onel Menikin. "Call General Protbornov's office
in Turgenev," he ordered.

CHAPTER FI FTY-SI X

The human body is a continuous liquid system Blood nust flowto and from
every part of it to bring oxygen to its cells and renove the waste products of
nmet aboli smfromthem and the intercellular volune supporting this flowis
connected t hroughout. Hence, if pressure differences exist between parts of
t he body, blood, like any other fluid, will nigrate from hi gh-pressure regions
to | ower-pressure ones, and the delicate skin capillaries will rupture if the
pressure across them exceeds their strength.

VWhen, after resting for some time in the machinery conpartment, the four
escapees cut and peel ed away the survival skins they had used to nmake the
crossing through the vacuum they found their bodies covered w th |ong,
pai nfully swollen, black and purple weals. The worst were around their waists
and major linb joints. Inevitably, the stretching and exertion of clinbing the
first wall had opened cracks in their suiting despite the inprovised seals,
into which the flesh had literally been sucked in elongated blood blisters
that only the inner clothing had contained. The mi ddl e of Rashazzi's back
| ooked as if it had been beaten with a rubber hose, Scanlon's left wist was
swol len into a balloon that practically immbilized the hand, and Koh had the
same trouble with an el bow and a knee. Between them a pretty sorry team al

inall, MCain thought. In addition to a collection of blem shes pretty nuch
the sane as the others', he had two hi deous bl ack eyes.
"I feel like |I've been breathing powdered gl ass,” he said as they sat

cl eaning the worst of the goo fromthensel ves and putting on the clothes they
had brought to change into. "Wat happened back there?"
"Your face seal had been knocked crooked on one side and had started

| eaki ng," Rashazzi told him "I had to lift part of it away briefly to fix
it."

"You nean ny whol e face was open?"

"Yes..."

"Holy shit!"

"For about five seconds, maybe. The reason you feel all dried up is that
gas and moi sture poured out of your lungs and rmucous tissues into the vacuum
It's possible that the evaporative cooling caused ice to formon your tongue."

"It feels like |I've been eating ashes.™

"Be thankful it's us and not you who have to | ook at that face of yours,"
Scanl on said. "You look like nme uncle Mck, the norning after a night out
enj oyi ng hinmsel f."

"Be thankful there aren't any gas pockets behind the eyes," Rashazzi said
matter-of-factly. "Otherwi se they'd have bl own out |ike chanpagne corks."

Scanl on had stayed by the door to peep out fromtine to tine, but had
seen no signs of excitenment or searching. They concluded, therefore, that if
the opening of the airlock had triggered an indicator, either it hadn't been
noticed, or it hadn't been deemed serious enough to investigate yet, or it had
been put down to a wiring fault as they'd intended. Whichever, it seened they
were in no i medi ate danger. But they had far fromunlinmted tine.

McCain wi nced as he stretched an armup into the sleeve of the baggy gray
sweater that he'd unrolled. "So what are the possibilities now?" he said to
t he conpany in general. "Were do we go fromhere?" He pulled the sweater down
over hinself and pushed his head through. "Wich one said that -- the bishop
to the barmaid?"

"Do we all feel up to surprising a guardpost full of KGB and overpowering
them stealing their uniforms, and bluffing our way through in disguise?"
Scanl on asked. The | ooks fromthe others answered the question and said they
weren't in a mood for Irish hunor just then



"How far above us is Sokhotsk?" MCain asked.

"We're under a range of hills to the northwest," Scanl on answered.

"El evator systens fromhere go up five hundred feet to Potenkin's
transportation and control center. Fromthere, Sokhotsk is about three niles
away, connected by a road and rail tunnel. The tunnel comes out in a staging
area bel ow the nmai n Sokhot sk admi ni strative conpl ex."

"Which is presunmably in a high-security area," Rashazzi said.

"The whol e place is a high-security area," Scanlon replied.

"Agai nst outside penetration, anyhow?" Rashazzi suggested. "But in a way,
we're already on the inside."

"It doesn't nmake any difference,"” Scanlon said. For once he sounded
pessim stic. "The security is as strict every way. Let's face it, getting into
Sokhotsk isn't going to be a piece of cake by anybody's definition."

There was a glum silence. Then McCain said, "Wat about the rest? You
sai d somet hi ng about mining and sonme kind of industrial center.”

"Scientists, VIPs, and the like -- small nunbers of people -- they cone
and go through Sokhotsk," Scanlon said. "But building and operating Potenkin
meant noving materials and people on a scale that would never be seen going in
and out of a research establishnent. So sone industry was sited nearby as a
cover. There's a bauxite-m ning operation on the other side of the hills from
Sokhot sk, and an al um numsnelting plant and rolling m!|l at a new town called
Ni zhni Zzaliski, about five mles away fromit -- places where trains and
trucks don't attract attention."

That sounded cl oser to what McCain had in mind. "So Potenkin, the place
we're at, connects to the mning operation, and to Sokhotsk," he concl uded.

"That's right," Scanlon said. "But the mning side doesn't connect direct
to Sokhotsk. The only way into Sokhotsk is fromwhere we are, and getting in

will be the devil of a job that I'malready after telling you."

"Hym .." MCain sat back, rubbing his chin.

"What about ot her ways in?" Rashazzi asked Scanl on. "Pipes, ducts,
drains... Howtight is the protection on things |Iike that?"

"As tight as the arse on a fish, and that's watertight," Scanlon said.

McCain finished dressing. He tried stooping to pull on the canvas shoes
that he'd brought, but the soreness around his waist prevented himfrom
bendi ng. Rashazzi put themon and | aced themfor him "Well, that's just
great, Kev," MCain couldn't stop hinself from saying. "Wy couldn't you have
t hought of all that before we bothered coming this far?"

"There wasn't a hell of a lot of time for speculating, for one thing, if

you renenber," Scanlon said. "And for another, | assumed your interests would
lie in getting away fromthe Russians -- it never occurred to me that anyone
woul d want to get closer to them And for another, if you want nme to be
honest, | never thought we'd make it this far."

Koh had been sitting quietly and staring into space while he |istened.
When silence fell again, he remarked, "You know, the deviousness of the
Western mind will never cease to nystify ne. Wiy do you al ways | ook for the
nmost difficult way of doing everything? Does it have something to do with
i nscrutabl e Puritans and their unfathomabl e work ethic?"

"What are you tal king about?" MCain asked.

"Why do you imagi ne that you nust get into Sokhotsk?"

McCai n | ooked nonpl ussed for a nmoment, then shrugged as if disnissing the
obvious. "There might be a war about to start out there. W know sonet hi ng
t hat nobody el se on our side knows, which mght be vital. W have to try to
conmuni cate that information back if there's any possibility at all for doing
so, no matter how slimthe chances."

Koh | ooked back unblinkingly in a way which said that whatever was
obvious to McCain wasn't obvious at all to him "Wel|?"

McCai n shrugged again, started to speak, then | ooked at Rashazzi, "It is
a communi cations establishnment,” Rashazzi said. "We're in the mddle of
Si beria, and we need to conmunicate with the West." He spread his hands
briefly, in the manner of a person not wi shing to offend soneone who was being



obtuse. "We'll need access to the kind of equipnent that's inside Sokhotsk."

Koh | ooked uni mpressed. "And what will you do with it?" he asked. "Could
any of you operate sophisticated Russian equi pnment that you haven't been
trained to use, even if you knew the right access codes? | certainly couldn't.
So what el se do you think we'll do -- sneak in sonmehow, just happen to find
somebody who knows how everyt hing works, hold a gun to his head, and rmake him
do as we say?"

"Maybe, " McCain munbl ed, taken aback slightly by the realization that he
hadn't thought it through. "Wo knows?"

Koh snorted. "Very derring-do. And the type of people you'll find in

there will probably tell you to go ahead and shoot. So what good would it do?"
Koh was right, but McCain couldn't let hinmself concede defeat now "W
won't know until we get in there." He sat back wearily against the wall. "Like

| said, however slimthe chances..."

"Zero is a pretty slimnunber,"” Koh agreed. "Taking on those chances
woul d be the sanme as throwing your vital information away."

"What el se can we do?" Rashazzi asked. "We can't just sit here without
trying anything."

"Why do you insist that you have to use sophisticated equipnment in a
top-security Soviet research establishnent at all?" Koh asked. "Wat's w ong
with sinply picking up a phone?" The others all started to speak, then stopped
again at the sane instant. They | ooked at each other, each waiting for one of
the other two to tell Koh why it was crazy. "Scientists!" Koh sighed, shook
hi s head, and continued | ooking distant while he waited for themto get there
in their own tine.

"What phone?" Scanl on asked at | ast.

"You're all asking how to get into Sokhotsk," Koh said "I'msaying let's
t hi nk about going the other way. You said this place connects out through the
bauxi te-nining conplex to Nizhni Zaliski, an industrial town. Well, a town

ought to have phones in it. And very possibly the freight going out that way
isn't checked as thoroughly as anything going into a place |ike Sokhotsk. If
anything's worth a try, surely this is."

The ot hers exchanged | ooks again, but with nmore interest this tinme. "You
know, it mght just be crazy enough to work," MCain nurnured, half to
hi nmsel f.

Scanl on had steepled his hands in front of his nose and was staring
wi de-eyed over them thinking furiously all of a sudden. He stood up, wal ked a

few paces stiffly toward the far wall, then turned to face the others again.
"The containers,"” he said. "All those containers full of soil that have been
com ng down the spokes... they're the kind that deep-space transporters use --

designed for automatic handling. That nmeans they probably came in by rai

t hrough Ni zhni Zaliski to the transportation center upstairs, and were

of fl oaded into the elevators, transferred via the gondol as, and sent down the
spokes wi t hout any unl oadi ng."

"So?" McCain asked.

"They' || be going back the sane way, enpty," Scanlon said, "They're
probably still going back now, because there were a lot of them And if I'm
right in what |I'mthinking, | know where they'll be collected together to go
onto the trains. If we could get into one of those, we m ght find oursel ves
with a clear run out to Nizhni Zaliski.... Koh's right, W were all talking
about going the wong way."

McCai n was frowni ng, however, as he considered the inplications. "Wat's
up, Lew?" Rashazzi asked. "ls there sonething wong with it?"

"Not as far as it goes," MCain said. "But what then? Ckay, so we find a
phone. Exactly who are we intending to call with it? An international call to
Washington -- fromhere, at a time like this? No way. What else is there? The
US enbassy? Sure, they're in radio contact with Washington all the tine, but
what about a line to their nunber in Mdscow? Don't tell me the KG won't be
monitoring it twenty-four hours a day. W'd never get through, and we'd be
pi cked up in mnutes."



Scanl on nodded resignedly. "Lew s right."

"We call ny cousin in Mdscow," Koh said sinply. "The KGB aren't
interested in his nunber."

McCai n blinked. "Who?"

"My cousin -- the one who has the restaurant franchise in Mboscow | told
you about himonce. He's only a fifteen-mnute walk fromthe Anerican enbassy.
"Il call him and he can go there and tell them whatever you want himto
say."

For several seconds there was one of those sudden silences that descends
when everybody realizes that there's nothing left to say. McCain stared at Koh
di sbelievingly, and shook his head -- but still couldn't fault it. They got up
and gathered together the rest of the things that were worth taking. Then
Scanl on turned off the |ight, opened the door a fraction, and brought an eye
close to the crack. "It |ooks clear," he hissed. "Lew and I'll go first. The
other two of you foll ow when we've nmade it to the top of those stairs."

"Then, let's go," MCain said.

"Just a mnute," Rashazzi's voice whispered fromthe shadows behi nd.

McCain turned his head. "What?"

"I don't have any noney for the phone. Does anyone el se?"

"Holy Mbdther of God," Scanlon breathed disbelievingly.

"Scientists!" Koh nuttered at the rear

"Razz, let's worry about that after we get out of this goddam pl ace,"
McCai n groaned tiredly.

CHAPTER FI FTY- SEVEN

President Warren Austin of the United States stood in the center of the
Pent agon War Room floor, looking grimy up at the situation displays. General
Snell, other senior officers of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, and advisers
wat ched from one side as Borden sumari zed the |latest analysis. "Wat it boils
down to is that our agents there are telling us it's not a weapons pl atform
and that the top Soviet |eaders are arriving, and at the same tinme not to
bel i eve what they're telling us -- Pangolin and the sender designating hinself
Sexton have both returned incorrect validation codes."

Def ense Secretary Robert Unl, who had only recently arrived, shook his
head and hesitated. Nothing was maki ng any sense. He gestured at one of the
screens nmonitoring the Soviet TV connection from Paula, who at that nonent was
talking to others in another part of the Pentagon. "How can they be telling us
not to believe what they're saying? They're telling us they' re up there where
the Russian | eaders are, and we can see it with our own eyes."

"We think it could be for the Russians' benefit rather than ours," Fol eda
said from besi de Borden. "Sonehow they're controlling all the comunications,
in and out. Sexton -- if it is Sexton -- seens to be letting them hear what
they want to hear."

"But how could it not nmean what it says when we can see that what it's
saying is right?" Unhl asked again.

"Could that TV transmission with the woman in it be recorded?" an aide
asked.

Sonebody el se shook his head. "No. We're interacting with her live."

"So what does it nmean?" Uhl asked.

Borden could only shake his head. "W don't know. There are all Kkinds of
theories..."

"Theories!" Uhl snorted and turned away, rubbing his hands together
nervously.

The President stared up at the displays again. "If Mermaid is a weapons
pl atformas we've been fearing, its mssion will be to take out our spacebased
systens fromlong range in an opening strike," he said slowy. "That woul d
deprive us of two things: our Starshield defense against a strategic attack
down on the surface, and our ability to knock out their shield. Agreed?"



"That's the way we see it," Ceneral Snell confirmed. In other words, the
Soviets would be able to |aunch virtually unopposed from behind a now i nmune
def ensi ve screen that woul d reduce any retaliatory strike fromthe Wst down
to ineffective proportions.

"Wul d we accept the odds under those conditions, or would we back down
wi thout a fight?" Austin asked. "Could that have been their aimall along?"

"I't would make a | ot of sense," Unl agreed. Who woul dn't have liked an
i ntact gl obal economy to dictate ternms to, rather than a mess that woul d take
fifty years to rebuil d?

Austin paced a yard or two with his hands cl asped behind him "So what
are our options?" he asked the roomin general

"Well, as long as those Soviet |eaders are wal king around out in the
towns up there, they're vulnerable,” Snell said. True, US weapons firing from
Earth orbit could blow away the roof and w pe out everybody unprotected, even
if they couldn't damage hardened weapons enpl acenents. But this was really
ruling out an option rather than offering one. It would be unacceptable
nmorally to resort to anything that drastic purely as a precautionary neasure
-- and the consequences if the fears subsequently turned out to be unfounded
woul d be unthinkable. As a retaliation, yes. But the problemthere was that if
the fears were well grounded and Tereshkova was permitted to fire its weaponry
first, the US would have nothing left to retaliate wth.

Uhl chewed unhappily on his lip for a monent. "I wi sh | had sonethi ng
else to offer, but I don't. I have to agree with the intelligence people." He
gl anced quickly in Borden and Foleda's direction. "W elimnate part of
Mermai d' s advantage by a preenptive strike against the Soviet shield, and hope
we can take out a large part of it before Mermaid replies. That woul d | eave
t hem exposed -- partially, anyhow -- to our nissiles. Then, after Mernmaid
takes out our shield -- which we can't stop it from doing, anyway -- we'd be
left set for a slugging match, eighties-style.”

"I'n that case, they m ght end up being the ones who back down," sonebody
suggest ed.

Snell shook his head. "They'd still have the edge. Besides, they're
desperate; we're not. Tinme isn't on their side."

Uhl accepted the statement with a heavy nod. "Wat about the UN ship?" he
asked, looking at the President. "There's still tine to try and get it
diverted."

Austin thought for a while. "I'mnot sure we should try," he said at
length. "If we're likely to end up depending on surprise, it mght be the
wrong thing to do. The Soviets would be alerted through their UN people.”
Snell nodded his agreement w thout saying anything. "lI'mafraid they'll have
to take their chances with everyone else,"” Austin said. He turned to take in
the whol e of the waiting assenbly. "W go to CGeneral Readiness Orange, and Red
Standby One for the spacebased orbital systems. Send it out right away. And
find out how we're doing with that conference hookup to the Europeans."

CHAPTER FI FTY- ElI GHT

"Yes, hello? This is the Tunguska Cement Works.... Conrade Gorzchenko?
One noment." Mariana Porechny plugged a line into a socket on the sw tchboard
in front of her and keyed in an extension nunber. "So | told her not to be
stupid,"” she continued saying to Eugenia, her only conpanion in the exchange.
"I'f you can't keep your boy fromclinbing over fences, | said, it's not ny
fault if he goes and cuts his leg. | mean, the nerve of the woman --
conpl ai ni ng about us | eaving our tools out in our own yard. You'd think it was
your job to mind everybody else fromtheir own stupidity, wouldn't you. And
it's not as if it was the first time, either. And her husband' s al ways
bl ocki ng our gate in that weck they drive around in. And then there was the
time when -- No, he isn't answering.... The works manager? Wait, "Il try
it...."

"I tried to call nmy son in Mdscow yesterday," Eugenia said distantly. "He



said it's like a graveyard there. They're having rallies outside the city this
year because there's no parade. The funny thing is, he said they were on alert

for civil-defense drill. Did you ever hear of anything |like that before? It
gets worse. What a thing to go and do on a holiday. | sonetimes think they
haven't got anything worthwhile to do at all -- any of them"™

"Nasty kids they've got -- especially him that one. That day there was
paint all over our wi ndow and down the wall, they tried to say it was the two
little Bryokov boys fromround the corner -- and they're no angels, mind --
but | knew straightaway it was them | even sawthe tin -- it was the one her

creepy-crawl y husband had the day before, when he painted their door. A rea
mess he made of it, too. You' ve never seen such an ugly color. Kind of purple,
like the stuff that tart across the street plasters all round her eyes when
she goes out, wobbling along on those heels with her skirt up the top of her
legs -- you can tell she's up to no good. And do you know what time she cones
pranci ng back, brassy as you pl ease? And then her nother told me one day --
Hel | 0? The general nanager?... Well, that's not ny fault, is it?... Yes, wait
a mnute. I'll try it.... No patience, sone people. They're the kind who make
the world what it is -- never a good word to say for anyone. | can't
understand themat all."

"He sounded as if he'd caught a cold," Eugenia said absently.

Nei t her of them noticed the door inching inward until it opened all the
way suddenly. A tall, heftily built man in a gray sweater, followed instantly
by anot her one, scrawnier, with bul ging eyes, cane through so swiftly that the
two wonen found hands cl anped over their nouths before they'd had a chance to
react or make a sound. Another man, younger than the other two, and
swart hy-ski nned, with wavy black hair -- definitely a killer, fromthe intense
ook in his eyes -- noved in between them and the sw tchboard, while a fourth
cl osed the door softly and bolted it.

Mari ana quivered with terror. The four intruders | ooked nean and
desperate, with blotchy, unshaven faces, disheveled hair, and scruffy,
grease-stained clothes -- escaped convicts if she'd ever seen one. The face of
the man staring down at her was grotesque: wild eyes staring froma nask of
bl oat ed purple. Psychotic nurderers were often physically deformed or
mutilated, and they killed conpul sively to get revenge on the society they
felt rejected by -- she'd read it in a magazi ne somewhere. Eugeni a had sl unped
over in her chair and seened to be in a swoon. The man at the door turned,
reveal ing cruel, slant-eyed, Oriental features. That neant for a certainty
they'd be raped. Mariana's chest pounded, and every reflex drove her to
struggl e and screamin mndl ess panic. But the two killers were hol ding her so
tightly that she couldn't move, and the hand over her mouth stifled her
shout i ng.

"W don't want to hurt you," the big man said slowy. H s voice had a
foreign accent. "There's no need to be afraid. All we need is your
cooperation. Nod your head if you understand ne." They held her until her
strength was exhausted, "There is no danger. Do you understand?" At |ast the
nmeani ng sank in. She nodded her head twice. "I'mgoing to let go so that you
can breathe. Please do not make any noise."

The hand on her nouth | oosened, and she gasped in air gratefully. The
hand drew away "Who are you?" she asked fearfully. "Wat do you want ?"

The Oriental wote something on her notepad and pushed it across the
console. "Merely your help, if you would be so kind, madam" he said. "Please
call that nunber in Myscow for us. It is extrenmely urgent."

"That's all?"

"Please. It is urgent."

Mari ana nodded. She indicated a handset on the console, and the Oiental
picked it up. Then she | ooked at the notebook and keyed in the nunber with
trenbling fingers. It rang for four or five seconds. Then a voi ce answered,
"WIIlow Garden restaurant."”

"I -- 1 have a call for you," Mariana said in a shaking voice. The
Oiental began chattering excitedly in a strange tongue. It sounded to Mariana



| i ke an obscure dial ect of Chinese.

CGeneral Snell listened while the two Defense Departnment scientists
expl ai ned the figures being displayed on one of the War Room consol es. Snel
nodded, and turned back to the President and his group. "The next thirty

mnutes will be the crucial period. Three of our biggest space lasers wll
cone out fromeclipse behind Earth during that time. If Mermaid is going to
take out our systemw th a surprise strike, it will be in that tine frane."

Austin nodded sonberly.

"W have to go for the Soviet shield, now " Uhl inplored. "Ckay, so it's
an act of war. But if that colony really is clean, they should have been open
about it fromthe beginning. If it isn't clean, we've got a good reason. The
world will understand that."

"If it leads to an all-out exchange, the world will remenber that it was
us who struck first. WIIl it understand that?" Austin asked.
"They haven't left us with a choice,” Uhl said. "It wouldn't be striking

first. It would sinply be getting us back toward nore of a bal ance. W hold
right there. The next step would be up to them™

"God, | don't know..." Austin stared up at the situation displays again.

On one side of the room an aide approached Fol eda, who was standing with
Borden. "You have an urgent call fromyour office," he said in a | ow voi ce.

"Where do | take it?" Fol eda asked.

"Follow me." The aide led Foleda into a side room packed with consol es
and operators, off the central floor near the main door. Barbara's face was
wai ting on one of the screens.

"What is it?" Fol eda asked.

"Acall's cone in for you fromthe Mdscow enbassy. It--"

"At atime like this?" For an instant Fol eda had troubl e keeping his
voi ce down. "What do they want, for chris-sakes?"

"Apparently sonebody who runs a Japanese restaurant there wal ked in off
the street and said he got a phone call from Siberia..." Barbara's voice
faltered at the | ook on Fol eda' s face.

"Are you serious? W've got a war about to--"

"The call was to 'Tycoon/ Shot/Line/Ri se/d ove' from Sexton."

Fol eda blinked, frowned, and shook his head bemusedly. "Those codes
check?"

"Al'l of them 'dove' is Sexton's exceptional-status verifier”

"From Si beria? How the hell can he be calling from Si beria?"

"You' d better hear the text...."

Foot st eps pounded in the corridor outside Lt. General Fedorov's office in
the adm nistrative sector of Zanork. Monents later, a major strode in,
foll owed by several guards who between them were hustling the three prisoners
Mungabo, Borowski, and the unpronounceable Asiatic. "Block Supervisor Supeyev
and Foreman Luchenko are here also,"” the major reported.

Fedorov gave a curt nod. "Have themwait outside."” He licked his |ips
nervously and surveyed the three prisoners as they were |lined up before his
desk. They stared back at himinpassively. "This is urgent, and | have no tine
for politeness,"” he said. "You understand? The Turk, |stanel, who was taken to
the infirmary." There was no response, "You know who |I'm tal ki ng about ?" he
demanded in a | ouder voice.

The maj or punched Mungabo in the stonmach. "Yes, sir," Mingabo wheezed.

"Then say so when | ask you," Fedorov shouted at him "The doctor says he
has no broken bones, no bruises, and shows no signs of having fallen. He does
show sympt ons of havi ng been drugged. What do you know about this?"

"Nothing... sir," Miungabo replied. The nmjor drew back his fist. Mingabo
braced hinsel f.

Then a tone sounded fromthe terminal next to Col onel Menikin, who was
| ooki ng on. Fedorov held up a hand and turned to watch while Menikin took the
call. It was from Maj or Gadzhovsky, who was commandi ng the search of the | ower



| evel s. Alarmwas showing on his face. "Yes?" Menikin snapped at the screen

"Still no sign of the four mssing prisoners," Gadzhovsky reported. "But
we have found an additional hole cut through into the public |evels bel ow
Zanor k. Maj or Kavol ev and his section have already left and are on their way
down there now. Also, we can find no trace of the escape suits that the
prisoners are known to have been manufacturing." |stanel had been keeping the
Russi ans updated on the progress of the suits. Since the proposed date for the
prisoners' ridiculous intended attenpt at breaking out had been given by
I stanel as weeks after November 7, the authorities had seen no harmin
allowing themto carry on distracting themselves with the idea.

Meni ki n swal | oned hard and fl ashed an apprehensi ve gl ance at Fedor ov.
"They can't have done anything with them" he protested. "They haven't even
begun work on an airlock." Just then, another call cane in on an adjacent
screen. "lIt's Kavol ev," Menikin said.

"Maj or Kavol ev reporting fromLevel Four-H in the public sector. W've
di scovered an engi neers' store that's been broken into. |I'm having the
engi neeri ng supervi sor brought here to give us a list of what has been taken
From a screen-view of the interior that we sent him he says there's an
acetyl ene torch mssing and a nunber of gas cylinders."

There was a long silence when Kavol ev had finished. "W just coll ect
t hi ngs, " Mingabo offered, and shrugged.

The col or was draining from Fedorov's face. "Get ne a line to Turgenev,"
he said in a suddenly weak voice

The senior Russian | eaders had w thdrawn, and the speeches being given
now were from secondary officials. The crowd had thi nned sonewhat. On the roof
of the air-processing plant above the square, Al brecht Haber sat forward
suddenly and gave the laser term nal a couple of sharp raps. Then he picked it
up and shook it. "Something wong?" Peter Sargent asked from his vantage point
by t he edge.

"The screen just went Hank. | don't think we're getting anything."

"Ch-oh. Do you think it spells trouble?"

"I"'mnot sure." Haber tried tapping in some test codes, and fiddled with

a control. "It's dead. | suspect they've cut us off."
Sargent | ooked out over Haber's head, and his eyes took on a sober
expression. "Yes, you're right. | rather think the show s over, old boy."

Haber | ooked up, and Sargent nodded to indicate the direction behind him
Several figures in KG unifornms were scranbling frantically across the rooftop
toward them "So it woul d appear," Haber agreed, nodding. "I would say that we
put on an acceptabl e perfornmance, wouldn't you?"

"Absolutely. | see no bouquets, though. But we should go out in style
nevert hel ess, don't you think?"
Haber nodded solemmly. "Yes indeed," he agreed. "In a manner that befits

gentl eren of the acting profession.”

So saying, the German and the Englishman stood up in full viewto face
the wi ndows of the Governnent Buil ding opposite. They took off their beards
and hats, and extending their arms w de, bowed as if acknow edgi ng appl ause.
They were still taking encores when the first KG arrived and dragged them
away out of sight.

Confusi on had taken over the command center in the Government Buil di ng.
One of the console operators was yelling sonething, Uskayev was trying to nake
sense out of what the KGB squad commander was saying via a handpad fromthe
rooftop opposite, and Fedorov was babbling sonething el se from Zanork. What
was clear was that the faces of the two nen being held up on the roof were not
t hose of Scanl on and McCain. Mjor Uskayev used another screen to call up
shots of the prisoners who had been reported m ssing. "The German, Haber, is
one," he announced. "The other is Sargent."

Pr ot bornov was wearing the expression of a skydiver who had just realized
he'd forgotten sonething inportant before he junped. On another screen to the



si de, Fedorov at Zanork waited for orders but was now forgotten. "Wat... Wat
does this nmean?" Protbornov choked. "Were is the Arerican? If those two have
returned wong codes..."

O ga was gaping, horrified, as she took in what it meant. The col or
drai ned from her cheeks, and her face becane a strained, pallid mask of wax.
She turned her head slowy and found Paul a wat chi ng her with a quiet,
sati sfied expression. "You betrayed ne!" O ga whi spered. Paul a al nost burst
out | aughing. "Me? You wanted me to try to stop a war. Well, that's what |'ve
been doing -- what you wanted, in your way. So screw you, too, lady."

Total shock had seized the room Seconds ticked by with nobody speaking
or nmoving. Protbornov stared fixedly ahead of him heedl ess of his
surroundings as the full enormty of the catastrophe unfolded. In the
background, the faces on the screens continued maki ng noi ses but were no
| onger sayi ng anyt hi ng.

Then the shrill tone of a priority call broke the silence. Mjor Uskayev
answered it woodenly. It was fromthe duty controller in the Strategic
Headquarters | ocated beneath the Government Buil di ng, which was where the
Soviet |eaders had withdrawn to direct the forthconi ng operations. He | ooked
dazed. "Please advise Ceneral Protbornov that Anerican battle |asers have just
fired wi thout warni ng on our spacebased mssile defenses," the controller
sai d, "The whol e shield has been crippled."”

Down bel ow, inside Strategic Headquarters, the First Secretary of the
Conmuni st Party and his imediate circle were staring dunbfounded at a nessage
appearing on one of the main display screens. It had started comng in over a
priority link from Moscow just as the Soviet suprene commander was about to
send the order for Anvil to commence return-fire

The nessage, signed by President Warren Austin of the United States and
endorsed by all the Western European and East Asian prem ers, was addressed to
the First Secretary personally. But instead of being addressed to himat the
Val enti na Tereshkova space colony, it was addressed to him at "Potenkin,
Ground Zero," and specified correctly the latitude and | ongitude coordi nates
of the replica beneath Siberia.

The West, the nessage said, had retargeted three thousand of its
strategi c warheads on those coordinates. The final nove of the endgane was up
to him

EPI LOGUE

"Good evening, M. MCain."

"Hi, Jerry. That light seens to be fine."

"Yes, the maintenance man said it should be okay now. Your cab's waiting
out front." Jerry took in the dark suit, crisp white shirt, and tie with
jewel ed clip beneath the overcoat as McCain crossed the rooftop |obby to the
mai n doors. "Going to a party tonight?"

"No, just a quiet dinner with an old friend."

"Have a nice evening."

"I try. "
McCai n went out and found the cab waiting on the pad in front of the
doors. "Is it the M|l burn Towers, sir?" the cabbie checked as MCain clinbed

in.

"That's right. W've plenty of time," The engine note rose, and MCain
settled back in the confortable | eather upholstery of the rear seat. Mnents
later, the brightly lit roof of the apartment building with its garden and
pool was falling away below. Lights were conming on in the twilight, and as the
cab's nose swung around, the glow of the Washington, D.C., area moved into the
frame of the w ndshield against the darker sky on the horizon to the east.

So, the war that would end wars had done precisely that -- by never

happening. Wth an entire strategic arsenal ready to rain down on the very



poi nt where they had concentrated everyone they had judged as worth the nost
to preserve -- including thenselves -- what else could the Soviet |eaders have
done but capitulate? The hills overhead would have nmade little difference to
the size of the hole that woul d have been nmade in Siberia.

Thus in a position to dictate terns, the West had obtained a reconnection
to its agents and allies inside Potenkin, and used themto ensure that the
Soviets stayed put while an international inspection force was di spatched to
Val entina Tereshkova. \Wat they found there, with the world | ooking on, was
enough to topple the Soviet empire, and a nodern denocratic state eventually
energed fromthe ensuing internal chaos. Sonme observers described the process
as "1917 pl ayed backward. "

It was Novenber 7 again, and on that date MCain usually found his m nd
goi ng back to the events that had cul nminated on that day in 2017. It was
customary when thinking over things like that to say that it didn't seemlike
ten years, he reflected as he | ooked up through the cab roof at the stars that
were starting to cone out -- some of themwere the artificial worlds being
built out there, which at certain times were visible to the eye; he'd seen al
he wanted to of artificial worlds and was content to nake the best of the rea
one. But the truth was, it did seemlike ten years. A lot of things had
happened in that tine.

Wth the big standoff between the giants at |ast resolved, the world had
been left with little nore than | ocal squabbles and police actions to occupy
its mlitary minds while it completed its process of growi ng up. Defense
institutions had shrunk accordingly, and the rel ease of creativity and
resources fromall nations into nore productive enterprises had nade visible
al ready the beginnings of a social and econom ¢ upheaval that promised to

dwarf the Agricultural, Industrial, and Information Revolutions put together
The human race woul d soon expl ode outward across the Solar System Rea
col oni es were taking shape in the Earth-Mon vicinity now-- in fact, the

interior of Valentina Tereshkova had been rebuilt, and it was now one of them
There was a permanent base on Mars, which was mushroom ng as new arrivals
poured in. G gantic manned ships for voyaging to the outer planets were under
construction in lunar orbit, and robot starprobes were at the design stage.
And the underground space col ony that had been called Potenkin was still there
and wor ki ng underneath Siberia, as a fam liarization and training sinmulator
for woul d-be colonists. Earth's popul ati on was pl at eaui ng out; that of the
Sol ar System the experts said, was about to take off. The late twentieth
century of MCain's boyhood, with its endl ess pessinm snms about inmm nent doom
and declining everything, seened a | ong way away.

The cab joined one of the traffic corridors into the city, and m nutes
| ater was over the rainbowlit heights and gl ass canyons of the netropolis. It
singled out the blue-frosted pinnacle of the MIburn Towers, circled into its
descent, and let MCain off outside the doors leading in fromthe roof-I|evel
par ki ng area, where other vehicles were discharging their |oads of evening
di ners, hotel guests, and revelers. MCain wal ked through the | obby to the
Orchid Lounge adjoining the restaurant, checked his coat, and gave his name to
t he host, who showed himthrough to the booth where he was expect ed.

The figure that rose to greet himwas wearing a dark gray suit, maroon
tie, and matchi ng handkerchi ef protruding fromthe breast pocket. The face had
filled out a little since McCain had |ast seen it, although the eyes still had
a noticeable bulge. It showed the lines of ten additional years, but at the
sane time had nellowed out and lost the tenseness it had once radiated. It was
a face that seened nore at peace with itself and the world now.

"Hell o, M. Earnshaw, journalist," Scanlon said. "It's been a long tine.
Your face has undergone sone inprovenent, | see.”

McCain grinned. "You' re not |ooking so bad yourself."

They shook hands warmly, and Scanl on dropped the act. "Lew, I'mglad to
see you so well. This is a fine place you picked."

"One of the best in town. Have you been here before?"

"I can't say that | have. Washington isn't a place |'ve ever had an



opportunity to get to know "

"The restaurant's beautiful -- |ooks right down over the center of the
city. You'll like it."

The cocktail waiter appeared at the booth. He was Oriental in appearance.
McCai n ordered a Napol eon cocktail, and Scanlon took a refill of Bushmll's
Irish with a touch of water. It was getting on near ten years since they'd
| ast seen each other at the end of the wi nding-down after it all, when Scanl on

had di sappeared to pursue his own life. Then, a nonth or so ago, he had called
out of the blue to say he would be in Washington in early Novenber. Novenber 7
had seenmed a good day to choose for getting together

"So, this is one of your regular haunts, eh?" Scanlon said, raising his
gl ass.

"Ch, | wouldn't say regular. Once in a while, maybe...

"And a fine place for charnming the |ladies out of their wherewithals, too,
| wouldn't wonder. 'Tis a grand view out there on that side. Do you live near
her e?"

"No, not in the city. I've got a place at Warrenton, in Virginia -- west
fromhere.'

"How far woul d that be?"

"Ch, about thirty nmles."

Scanl on sat back and | ooked McCain up and down. "And speaking of |adies,
do you ever see the blond partner in crime that you had back then? A bit
skinny if | renenber, but not bad-I|ooking for that. She had a tenper on her
too, that'd put many a nan to shane."

McCai n shook his head. "Not these days. W were just doing a job, that's
all. She got together with Razz in the end. | guess they had sone things in
conmmon. ... At least he could hold his own with her. They both went off on one
of the lunar projects.”

"I's that a fact, now?"

"Something to do with beam ng power out to spaceships.”

"Since you're still here in the area, | suppose you keep in touch wth
your pals fromyour old firm" Scanlon said

"I still see Bernard Foleda and his family fromtine to tine," MCain
replied. "You remenber himfromall the debriefings -- the guy | worked for."

"I liked him He said what he had to, without any frills or fancy airs
and graces. How s he doi ng?"

"He retired after they started cl osing chunks of the Pentagon down and
the excitement went out of life. Myra -- that's his wife -- told ne once that
he couldn't get used to not having the K@ tailing himto work every norning.
It was as if he'd lost old friends. So he quit. He does things with his
grandchildren and drinks with old cronies fromthe Pentagon Mafia." MCain
made a brief openhanded gesture. "I do see Koh every now and again. He's into
big-time politics in Asia again, and travels backward and forward to
Washi ngton. He's always on a tight schedule, but he nakes tine if he can.”

The drinks arrived. MCain | ooked across, hesitated for a nonent, then

raised his glass in a toast. "Wll... to old tinmes, | guess."
"And old friends." They drank, and stayed silent for a few seconds. "And
what about yoursel f?" Scanl on asked at last. "Is the world nanaging to keep

you well enough supplied with m schief?"

McCain set his glass down and shrugged. "Oh, they gave nme an al |l owance
that'Il see nme okay permanently, so noney's no problem | fly a plane and keep
pretty active. There's a woman called Donna that | stay friendly with -- | am
a one-at-a-time kind of guy, whether you believe it or not. She's a | awer and
doesn't need full-tine entanglenents either, so it suits both of us. Politics
and history still interest me -- | read a lot." He sipped his drink again.
"And I'mcollecting informati on on the history of espionage technology. |'m
thinking maybe 1'I1 try witing a book about it one day." He smiled wyly.
"The only problemis, I'mnot sure if there are many people left who' d have
any use for it these days. Maybe commerci al espionage is the only field left
t hat pays."



"Try witing one on nountaineering, then. Ye've sone experience of that,
too."
McCain grinned. "Anyhow, what about you? Wen you called, you said
somet hi ng about teachi ng? You? Surely not."

Scanl on | ooked upward and rubbed his neck in a guilty kind of way with

his fingertips, "Ah, well now, it's teaching of a kind, all right -- 'security
advi ser,' | suppose you might call it. Some of these new nations that are
appearing in Asia and all over... the people who are m xed up in the
jockeyings to run themtend to worry about their safety and such, you
understand. They'll pay well for good instructors to teach their bodyguards
t he business, if you follow ny neaning."

McCai n nodded in a resigned kind of way. "I might have guessed: know how

for sale, eh? Homi cide, mayhem expl osives, booby traps..."

"A man has to make a living," Scanlon said, using a phrase fromthe past,
"And besi des, hasn't anyone a right to sleep easy in their own beds?"

McCain fell silent and studied his glass for a while. Wen he finally
| ooked up, his face was nore serious. "Kev, there's one thing | always wanted
to ask you about. Wat did make you switch sides back in Zanmork?"

Scanl on shrugged. "Ah well, now, the KGB were never happy about having to
use a foreigner for a job like that. But then, they could hardly have used a
Russian with a fella like you, could they? So they took the risk and lost. |
t hi nk maybe they |l et thensel ves believe too nuch of their own propaganda on
Irish-English-American relationships.... And then, who ever understood how t he
Irish tick, anyhow?"

McCai n drank, thought, and shook his head. "That was what you said at the
debriefings and interrogations, but it never rang true -- not to nme. \Wat was
the real reason?"

Scanl on | ooked across, not answering at once, but his expression showed
no surprise. Finally he said, sinply, "It was Koh that did it."

"Koh?" MCain | ooked genui nely astoni shed.

Scanl on turned his head away to gaze out through the glass wall that
formed the far side of the |lounge, "It was themthings he used to say about
civilizations: Geeks, Romans, Europe, America... even the Brits. How they al
were born suddenly like living things, grew and flourished and expressed what
they were in everything they did... and then they died. A few stones fromthe
rubbl e are picked up by the next one and built into something better, but the
race as a whole noves on and that's what matters." He gestured up at the
dar keni ng sky outside. "And that's what's going on out there, right now.

Woul dn't anyone like to think that what he did hel ped make a brick or two of
what went into it? And when | got to thinking about it that way, how could
carry on working for the crowd I was w th? Everything about that system
represented where the rest of the world that nmattered had come from not where
it was going to."

McCai n | eaned back and | ooked at hi mwonderingly. "So it was all those
hours you used to spend talking to him Koh did it, eh? He sweet-tal ked an

Irishman around. | wonder if he knew what he was doing."

"Ah, to be sure he knew.... And it was watching the |ikes of yourself,
and Razz, and the rest, and thinking what it all stood for," Scanlon said.
"I"d seen a reginme that could only survive through fear -- that destroyed

people's mnds. And then | saw the power of the human m nd, and peopl e who
woul d survive through overcomng fear. And | made ny choice. "

McCai n drained his glass, then nodded. "Poetic, and phil osophical," he
conpl i ment ed.

"And isn't that what you'd expect fromthe Irish?"

McCai n | ooked across the booth. "I never had any quarrel with the people,
you know, Kev," he said. "It was only the system Look how well they're doing
now.... GOh, and guess who | got a letter froma little while ago -- Andreyov.

Remenber hi n?"
"The old fella, with the white hair."
"Yes, him He's back in the Ukraine."



"Did you know that his father was there -- in Germany in 1945, with
Konev's arny?" Scanl on asked. They both | aughed.

"He nentioned the first Russian Disney Wrld that's opened up outside
Moscow, " McCain said. "He says Protbornov's running it. | couldn't make out if
he was being serious or not."

At that nmoment the host cane back to the table and announced, "Mre of
your party have arrived, gentlemen." MCain | ooked up, puzzled, just in tinme
to catch Scanl on giving the host a w nk.

Then a wonan's voice said frombehind him "I thought you'd have picked a
Japanese restaurant, Lew "
McCai n turned disbelievingly. She still had the obstinate curl of hair on

her forehead that said so nuch about her personality, but her figure was nore
full now He half-rose to his feet, speechless.

Rashazzi was behind her, grinning fromear to ear. "lIt's our first
Eart hsi de | eave for eighteen nmonths," he explained. "W couldn't let it go by
wi t hout | ooking you up. And the timng was perfect." MCain shook Rashazzi's
hand, then gave Paul a a warm hug.

"It was her idea," Scanlon said. "She tracked me down and called ne from
t he Moon six weeks ago."

"So we're alittle late," Rashazzi said. "You know how it is -- wonen..."

"Er, your table is ready," the host informed them "But if you'd like a
cocktail first, we can get you another one later, M. Nakajima-Lin called a
few m nutes ago to say he'd been detained slightly, and for you to go ahead.
He'll join the party shortly."

"No, let's wait for him" Rashazzi said. "lI'mnot starving yet."

"We're in Washington for a week," Paula told McCain. "Wy hurry?" Paul a
and Rashazzi sat down.

McCai n was | ooki ng astounded. "Koh? Koh's com ng here too?"

"One of his little jaunts that you mentioned," Scanlon said. "Just
between the four of us, | think the tribe is planning on colonizing the United
States."”

"So, what's it |ike being scientists on the Mon?" MCain asked.

"I ndescri babl e," Rashazzi said. "Exhilarating. The sense of vastness, the

sheer rawness of nature up there... You can't imagine it."

"You're sure that's where you really are?" MCain said over the top of
his glass. "It couldn't be down underneath Brooklyn or somewhere?" Rashazz
| aughed.

"And being a scientist..." Paula said. She gave McCain a |ong | ook that
was suddenly serious, just for the nonent, "You had a ot to do with that, you
know, Lew. | learned a | ot about people, yes... But | |earned what rea
sci ence means, too."

"How d' you nmean?" he asked.

"You know what | mean. Science is realism-- elimnating w shful
thinking. If you can't do that, you can't begin. You'll never know what truth
is. You can make your own Potenkin in your head. And sonetines it can be just
as difficult to break out of. But when you do, and you | ook back at the prison
you were living a whole nake-believe life in and mstaking it for reality,
it's the same feeling of release and endl ess roomto grow. "

"Just |ike Koh's ideas about evolution," Scanlon conmented.

"They're the sane thing," Rashazzi said.

The Oriental cocktail waiter came back to the booth, and MCain stared up
at himwhile he took Paula's and Rashazzi's order. Hs features seened to be a
m xture of Japanese and Chi nese, with neither predoninating -- MCain had
| earned to distinguish themduring his earlier years in the East. Then he
frowned uneasily as a new thought struck him "Your name woul dn't be
Nakaj i ma-Lin by any chance, would it?" he asked the waiter

"No, sir. It's Jones."

McCain sat back with a sigh of relief. "That's good to know, anyway."

"Why do you want to know?" the waiter inquired curiously.

McCai n | ooked out at the stars beyond the far wall. "Ch, that's a | ong,



long story. Let's just say that it would have been a coi ncidence. |'ve never
been very confortable with coinci dences."

The others smiled. Scanlon and McCain ordered refills.

Meanwhi l e, high in the sky outside, a particular pinpoint of |ight was
just becoming visible, close to the Mon
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