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The Second Worl d War as you' ve

never seen it fought before

When alien beings arnmed with

devastatingly superior military technol ogy
and bent on gl obal conquest invaded Earth,
Allied and Axis forces were al ready
engaged in a bloody conflict -the Second
World War - that spanned the whol e gl obe.
Suddenly hurmans were forced to cease
fighting each other and unite against this
deadly new eneny from beyond the Sol ar
System For the noment, bitter disputes
between different nations had to be set
aside in the face of the greatest threat ever
to nmenace the planet.

Human tenacity, ingenuity and courage

meant that the aliens faced a chall enge
tougher than any they had experienced

bef ore. Even when nucl ear weapons were

unl eashed by the invaders agai nst sone of
Earth's key cities, mankind's fighting spirit
remai ned unbroken - and the world's
scientists and mlitary experts, against
desperate odds, found ways to harness

this terrifying new force of destruction to
hamrer the extraterrestrial foe

From China to North Africa, fromhit-and-

run cavalry raids in the Arerican West to
tank clashes in Eastern Europe, the

wor | dwi de conflict raged. Now battlefield
defeats, supply shortages, guerrilla warfare
in their occupied territories, rebellion
within their own ranks and atom c attacks
forced the alien | eaders to rethink
drastically their strategy and tactics. Was it
going to be necessary to destroy Earth in
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DRANMATI S PERSONAE

(Characters with names in CAPS are historical, others fictional)
HL74ANS

|

ANl ELEwi cz, MoRDEcHmM
Apf el baum Mbi sei

Auer bach, Rance

Avram

Bagnal |, George
Beck

BEG N, WNACHEM

Bi rkenfel d, Gskar

Bol esl aw
Borcke, Martin
BRADLEY, QOVAR

BROCKDORFF- ABLEFELDT,
WALTER VON
Casimr

Chai m
CH LL, KURT

Dani el s, Peter ('Mitt')

Danskoi, Yakov

DoNovAN, WELLI Am
("WLD BILL")

D6lger, Hans

Drucker, Johannes

Jewi sh fighting | eader, Lodz, Pol and
onel Skriabin's clerk, gulag near
Pet r ozavodsk, USSR
US Arny cavalry captain, Lamar,
Col or ado
Parti san near Hrubi esz6w, Pol and
FI i ght engi neer, Pskov, USSR
Wehr macht captain, Riga, Latvia
Jewi sh guerrilla, Haifa, Palestine
Jewi sh Order Service policeman,
Lodz, Pol and
Pol e in Lodz, Pol and
Wehr macht captain, Pskov, USSR
US Arny |ieutenant general,
out si de Denver
Wehr macht Heut enant general,
Ri ga, Latvia
Partisan | eader outside Hrubi esz6w,
Pol and
Jewi sh guard, Lodz, Pol and

Co
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Wehr macht |ieut enant general,
Pskov, USSR
USAr nysecondl i eut enant, Chi cago
Soviet interpreter, Cairo
US Arny nmaj or general, Hot
Springs, Arkansas
Wehr macht captain and adj ut ant,
Pskov, USSR
Panzer driver north of Lodz, Pol and
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East er

EDEN, ANTHONY

Enbry, Ken
Fl ei shman, Bert ha
Fritz

Fyodorov, I|van
CERMAN, ALEKsANDR
GoDDARD, RoBERT

ol df arb, David
Cor bunova, Ludm | a

G abowski
Gill parzer, @unther
GRovEs, LESLIE

Gruver, Sol onmon
Hanr ahan

Hawki ns
H nes, Rachel
Hsi a Shou- Tao

HULL, CORDELL

| gnacy

Irma

Jdger, Heinrich

Joachi m

Jones, Jerone
Jordan, Constantine

Kagan, Max

British Arny col onel, Haifa,
Pal esti ne
British Foreign Secretary
RAFpi | ot, Pskov, USSR
Jewi sh fighter, Lodz, Pol and
Wehr macht anmuni ti on haul er
north of Lodz, Pol and
Sovi et prisoner in transit
Partisan brigadier, Pskov, USSR
Rocket scientist, Hot Springs,
Arkansas
RAF radar man, Dover, England
Red Air Force senior |ieutenant,
Pskov, USSR
US Arny corporal, Hot Springs,
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Ar kansas
Wehr macht gunner outside Lodz,
Pol and
US Arny brigadi er general,
Met al | urgi cal Laboratory, Derive;
Jewi sh Mter, Lodz, Poland
US Arny captain, outside Fordya
Ar kansas
US Arny lieutenant, Hot Springs,
Ar kansas
US Arny cavalry private, Lamar,
Col or ado
Conmruni st guerrilla | eader,
Peki ng
President of the United States
Parti san | eader outside Warsaw
Waitress, Lamar, Col orado
Wehr macht panzer col onel outsid
Lodz, Pol and
Wehr macht anmuni ti on haul er
north of Lodz, Pol and
RAF radar man, Pskov, USSR
RAFf 1 i ght |ieutenant, Dover,
Engl and
Ameri can nucl ear physicist, nort,
of Mdscow
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I Harry Turtl edove i X
Kapel | mei st er

Kapl an, Naom

|

Kar ol

KuRcHATov, | GOR
Kur owsKi

Li dov, Boris

Li u Han

Liu Mei
Logan
Magr uder, Bill

MAO TSE- TUNG
Mar chenko

MARSHALL, GEORGE

Mat her, Donal d

Mavr ogor dat o, Panagi oti s
Maxi

MBri de

Mehl er, Karl

Mendel

M eczysl aw

M kahi | ov, Anton

MOLOTOV, VYACHESLAV
Mor i

Mul doon, Her man
Ni EH Ho- T, i NG
Nussboym David
GCsborne, Andy
Pal chi nsky, Yuri

PATTON, GECRGE
Pet erson, Richard
Pi rooova Tati ana

Wehnnacht maj or, Kristiansand,
Nor way

Barmai d, RWe Horse |Inn, Dover,
Engl and

Fanner north of Lodz, Pol and

Nucl ear Physicist, north of Mscow

US Arny private, Chicago

ATKVD col onel , Mdscow

EX- peasant wonman; guerrilla,
Peki ng

Li u Han's daughter

Radi oman near Fall Creek, Mois
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USArny cavalry |ieutenant, Lamar,
Col or ado
Conmruni st Party | eader, Peking
NKVD capt ain, gul ag outside
Pet r ozavodsk, USSR
US Secretary of State
SAS captain, Dover, England
Captai n of the frewhter Naxos
SS officer north of Lodz, Poland
RAFf I yi ng of fi cer, Dover, England
Panzer | oader north of Lodz, Pol and
Jewi sh guard, Lodz, Pol and
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Farmmer north of Lodz, Pol and

Zek in gulag near Petrozavodsk,
USSR

Forei gn conm ssar, USSR

Japanese Arny mgjor, west of
Peki ng

US Arny sergeant, Chicago

Guerrilla | eader, Peking
Political prisoner in transit

Qui de near Karval, Col orado

Guard, gul ag near Petrozavodsk,
USSR

US Arny |ieutenant general near
Fall Creek, Mois

Techni ci an, Metall urgica
Laboratory, Denver

Red Arny sniper, Pskov, USSR
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Rasnussen

Ri BBENTRop, JoAcnmm voN
Rta

Roundbush, Basi l

Rudzut ak, Stepan

Russi e, Mbi she
Russi e, Reuven
Russi e, Rivka

Saul

Schultz, Ceorg

Shol om
SKORZENY, OTTO

Skri abin
Smi t hson, Hayward

Ssu Shun-Ch'in
STALI N, JOSEF

St ef ani a

STERN

Summer s, Penny
Suzi e

Syl vi a

Szymanski, Stan
Tadeusz

TOGO, SHI GENORI
VASI LI EV, N KOLAI
Wtold

W adesl aw
Yeager, Barbara
Yeager, Jonat han
Yeager, Sam

Yi t zkhak

US Anny |ieutenant, Chicago.
German foreign nminister
Madam E~in, |Vinois
RAF) hght fi eut enant, Dover,
Engl and
Gang boss in gul ag near
Petrozavodsk, USSR
Jewi sh | eader, approaching Pal estine
Moi she and Ri vka Russie's son
Moi she Russie's uife
Jew sh guard, Lodz, Pol and
German nechani c attacked to Red
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Air Force, Pskov, USSR
Parti san outside Hrubieszo'w, Poland
SS St andartenfuhrer, north of Lodz,
Pol and
NKVD col onel , gul ag outsi de
Pet rozavodsk, USSR
US Arny najor, Medical Corps,
Karval , Col orado
Musl i m gadt Peki ng
, General Secretary, Conmuni st

Party, USSR
Parti san outsi de Hrubi esz6w,
Pol and

Jewi sh guenil k | eader, Jerusal em

Ref ugee, Lamar, Col orado

Whore, Elgin, INnois

Barmaid, ff'hite Horse | nn, Dover,
Engl and

US Arny captain, Ekin, INnois

Far m out si de of Lodz, Pol and

Japanese forej~gn mnister

Parti san bfigadi er, Pskov, USSR

Bl acksmi t h, Hrubi esz6w, Pol and

Parti san near Hrubi esz6w, Pol and

Sam Yeager's wife

Sam and Bar bara Yeager's son
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US Arny sergeant, Hot Springs,
Ar kansas
Jew in Lodz, Pol and
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Harry Turtl edove
Zel kowitz, Leon

Aaat os
At var
Buni m

Chook

Ensaf f
Fsseffe

Gazzim
Kirel
Mezepps
Ni keaa
Oyyag

Ppevel

Pshi ng
Ristin
Saltta

. Straha

St rukss
Teerts

Tessr ek
Tt omal ss

Uot at

U | hass
Ummf ac
Ussnmak
Zol r aag

THE RACE
X
Jewi sh fighter, Lodz, Pol and

I nt eNgence operative, Korida
Fl eetl ord, conquestfleet of the Race
Regi onal subadmi ni strator, Lodz,
Pol and
Smal | -unit group Leader near Fag
Creek, INnois
Guard and interpreter, Peking
Headnmal e, Race Barracks One,
gul ag near Petrozavodsk, USSR
Ptisoner and interpreter, Mscow
Shi plord, 127th Enperor Hetto
P~i soner, Dover, Engl and
Infantry of ficeroutside Pskov, USSR
Pi i soner, gul ag near Fetrozavodsk,
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USSR
Assi stant administrator, eastern

region, main continental nass,
Peki ng

Atvar's adjutant, Cairo

Pii soner, Hot Springs, Arkansas
Psychol ogi cal researcher, Canton,
Chi na

Tosevite propagandi st, Hot Springs,
Ar kansas

Tosevite haison officer, Cairo

Killercraft)fight Leader, Florida
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Researcher in human behavi or

Researcher in human behavi or,
Peki ng

Atvar's interpreter, Cairo

P?i soner, Hot Springs, Arkansas

Aircraft arnorer, Florida

Mut i neer outside Tonsk, USSR

Negoti ator with Jewi sh guern7l as,
Jerusal em

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20...war%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (20 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:27 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

2
WORLDWAR: STRUONG THE BALANCE

have been the bonb that vaporized Chicago or Breslau or Mam or the
spear head of the Race's assault force south of Mbscow.

"As opposed to the foe we thought we faced, this is what we are actually
dealing with,' Atvar said.

"Truth,' Kirel repeated, and, as nournful commentary, added an
enpat hi ¢ cough.

Atvar let out a long, hissing sigh. Stability and predictability were
two of the pillars on which the Race and its Enpire had flourished for a
hundred t housand years and expanded to cover three solar systens. On
Tosev 3, nothing seemed predictable, nothing seened stable. No wonder
the Race was having such troubles here. The Big Uglies did not play by
any of the rules its savants thought they knew.

Wth another hiss, the fleetlord poked at the control stud once nore.
Now the threatening cloud fromthe nuclear blast vanished. In a way,
the imge that replaced it was even nore nenacing. It was a satellite
phot ograph of a base the Race had established in the region of the SSSR
known to the locals as Siberia, a place whose frigid climte even the Big
Ugl i es found appalling.

"The mutineers still persist in their rebellion against duly constituted
authority,' Atvar said heavily.' Wrse, the commandants of the two nearest
bases have urged against comitting their nmales to suppress the rebels,
for fear they would go over to theminstead.'

"This is truly alarming,' Kirel said with another enpathic cough. 'If
we choose males froma distant air base to bonb the nutineers out of
exi stence, then, will it truly solve the problenf’

"I don't know,' Atvar said. 'But what | really don't know, by the
Enperor' - he cast down his eyes for a nonent at the nmention of his
sovereign - 'is how the nutiny could have happened in the first place.
Subordi nation and integration into the greater schene of the Race as a
whol e are drilled into our males from hatchlinghood. How coul d they
have overthrown then?’

Now Kirel sighed. 'Fighting on this world corrodes males' noral fiber
as badly as its ocean water corrodes equi prment. W are not fighting the
war that was planned before we set out fromHone, and that by itself is
plenty to disorient a good many nal es.'

"This is also truth," Atvar adnmitted. 'The |eader of the mutineers
- alowy landcruiser driver, if you can imgine such a thing - is
shown to have lost at least three different sets of crewrales: two,

i ncluding those with whom he served at this base, to Tosevite
action, and the third grouping arrested and di sciplined as ginger
tastet-s.'
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"By his wild pronouncenents, this Ussmak sounds |ike a ginger taster
himsel f,' Kirel said.

"Threatening to call in the Soviets to his aid if we attack him you nean?
Atvar said. 'W ought to take himup on that; if he thinks they would help
hi m out of sheer benevol ence, the Tosevite herb truly has addled his wts.
If it weren't for the equi pnent he could pass on to the SSSR, | would say
we shoul d encourage himto go over to that set of Big Uglies!

"Gven the situation as it actually is, Exalted Fleetlord, what course
shall we pursue?' Kirel's interrogative cough sounded vaguely accusing
- maybe Atvar's conscience was twi sting his hearing diaphragns.

"I don't know yet,'the fleetlord said unhappily. H's first instinct - typica
for a male - was to do nothing. Wen in doubt, letting the situation cone
nearer to hatching so you could understand it nore fully worked well on
Horme, and al so on Rabotev 2 and Halless 1, the other inhabited worlds
the Race controlled

But waiting, against the Tosevites, often proved even worse than
proceedi ng on i nconpl ete know edge. The Big Uglies did things. They
didn't fret about |ong-term consequences. Take atom ¢ weapons - those
hel ped themin the short run. |If they devastated Tosev 3 in the process
- well, so what?

Atvar couldn't leave it at so what. The col onization fleet was on the
way from Hone. He couldn't very well present it with a world he'd
rendered uni nhabitable in the process of overcomng the Big Uglies. Yet
he couldn't fail to respond, either, and so found hinself in the unpl easant
position of reacting to what the Tosevites did instead of making them
react to him

The nutineers had no nucl ear weapons, and weren't Big Uglies. He
could have afforded to wait themout ... if they hadn't threatened to yield
their base to the SSSR. Wth the Tosevites involved, you couldn't just sit
and watch. The Big Uglies were never content to | et things simrer. They
threw themin a mcrowave oven and brought themto a boil as fast as
t hey coul d.

When Atvar didn't say anything nore, Kirel tried to prod him 'Exalted
Fl eetlord, you can't be contenpl ati ng genui ne negotiations with these
rebellious - and revolting - nmales? Their demands are inpossible: not
just ammesty and transfer to a warner climte - those woul d be bad
enough by thensel ves - but al so ending the struggle agai nst the Tosevites
so no nore nmales die "uselessly,” to use their word!

"No, we cannot allow nmutineers to dictate terns to us,' Atvar agreed.
"That would be intolerable! H's nouth fell open in a bitter laugh. 'Then
again, by all reasonable standards, the situation over vast stretches of

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20...war%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (22 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:27 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

WORLDWAR: STRUONG THE BALANCE

Tosev 3 is intolerable, and our forces seemto lack the ability to inprove
it to any substantial extent. \Wat does this suggest to you, Shiplord?

One possible answer to that was, a new fieetlord. The assenbl ed
shi plords of the conquest fleet had tried to renove Atvar once, after
the SSSR detonated the first Tosevite fission bonb, and had narrowy
failed. If they tried again, Kirel was the logical male to succeed Atvar.
The fleetlord waited for his subordinate's reply, not so much for what

Slowmy, Kirel answered, 'Wre the Tosevites factions of the Race
opposed to the general will - not that the Race woul d generate such
vicious factions, of course, but speaking for the sake of the hypothesis -
their strength, unlike that of the mutineers, might cone close to naking
negoti ati ons with them nmandat ory!

Atvar contenplated that. Kirel was, generally speaking, a conservative
mal e, and had couched his suggestion conservatively by equating the Big
Uglies with anal ogous groupings within the Race, an equation that in itself
made Atvar's scales itch. But the suggestion, however couched, was nore
radi cal than any Straha, the shiplord who'd led the effort to oust Atvar,
had ever put forward before deserting and fleeing to the Big Ugli es.

" Shiplord,' Atvar dermanded sharply,'are you naking the sane proposa
as the mutineers: that we discuss with the Tosevites ways of ending our

"Exalted Fleetlord, did you yourself not say our mal es seem i ncapabl e
of effecting a conplete conquest of Tosev Y Kirel answered, still with
perfect subordi nati on but not abandoning his own ideas, either. T that

be so, should we not either destroy the planet to nmake sure the Tosevites
can never threaten us, or else -'He stopped; unlike Straha, he had a sense

of when he was going too far for Atvar to tolerate.
Y

"No' the fleetlord said 'l refuse to concede that the comrands of
the Enperor cannot be carried out in full. We shall defend ourselves
in the northern portion of the planet until its dreadful w nter weather
no then resune fbe offenshre norainst the Big TjorlieS Tosev 3 shafi

Kirel crouched into the Race's pose of obedience. 'It shall be done

Again, the response was perfectly subordinate. Kirel did not ask how

t should be done. The Race had brought only so nuch matgriel from

Hone. It was of far higher quality than anything the Tosevites used,

but there was only a linted quantity of it. Try as they would, the Race's
pilots and missile batteries and artillery had not managed to knock out
the Big Uglies' manufacturing capacity. The armanents they produced,
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t hough better than those they'd had when the Race first | anded on Tosev
3, renmained inferior ... but they kept on making them

Sone nunitions could be produced in factories captured fromthe
Tosevites, and the Race's starships had their own manufacturing capacity
that woul d have been significant ... in a smaller war. Wen added to
what the | ogistics vessels had brought fromHone, that still left the hope
of adequacy for the com ng canmpaign ... and the Big Uglies were al so

in distress, no doubt about that. Victory m ght yet cone.

O, of course ... but Atvar did not care to think about that.

Even under a flag of truce, Mrdechai Anielewi cz; felt nervous about
approachi ng the Gennan encanmpnment. After starving in the Warsaw
ghetto, after |eading the Jewish fighters of Warsaw who' d risen agai nst
the Nazis and hel ped the Lizards drive themout of the city, he was under
no illusions about what Hitler's forces wanted for his people: they wanted
themto vanish fromthe face of the earth.

But the Lizards wanted to enslave everybody, Jews and goyi m alike.
The Jews hadn't fully realized that when they rose agai nst the Nazis. Had
they, it wouldn't have mattered nmuch. Measured agai nst extermnation,
ensl avenent | ooked good.

The Germans were still fighting the Lizards, and fighting hard. No one
denied their mlitary prowess, or their technical skill. Fromafar, Anielewcz

e had seen the nucl ear bonb they'd touched off east of Breslau. Had he seen

it close up, he wouldn't be coming here to dicker with the Nazis.

"Halt!' The voice might have cone out of thin air. Mrdechai halted.
After a nonment, a Gernman wearing a white campufl age snock and a

e whi t ewashed hel net appeared as if by nmagic frombehind a tree. just

| ooki ng at hi m nade Ani el ewicz, who had Red Arny val enki on his
feet and was dressed in Polish Arnmy trousers, a Wehrmacht tunic, a
Red Arny fur hat, and a sheepskin jacket of civilian origin, feel like a
refugee froma runmage sal e. He needed a shave, too, which added to
his air of seediness. The Gernman's lip curled. 'You are the Jew we were
told to expect?

"No, I'm St Nicholas, here late for Christmas.' Anielew cz, who had

been an engi neering student before the war, had | earned fluent standard
German. He spoke Yiddi sh now, to annoy the sentry.

The fellow just grunted. Maybe he didn't think the joke was funny.
Maybe he hadn't got it. He gestured with his Mauser. 'You will cone
with me. I will take you to the col onel.’

That was what Anielewicz was there for, but he didn't like the way the
sentry said it even so. The German spoke as if the universe permtted no
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ot her possible outcome. Maybe it didn't. Mrdechai followed himthrough
the cold and silent woods.

" Your col onel nust be a good officer,' he said - softly, because the
broodi ng presence of the woods wei ghed on him 'This regi nent has
conme a |long way east since the bonb went off near Breslau.' That was
part of the reason he needed to talk with the |ocal commandant, though
he wasn't going to explain his reasons to a private who probably thought
he was nothing but a damm ki ke anyway.

Stolid as an old cow, the sentry answered :fa,' and then shut up again.
They wal ked past a whitewashed Panther tank in a clearing. A couple
of crewren were guddling about in the Panther's engi ne conpartnent.
Looking at them hearing one grunble when the exposed skin between
gl ove and sl eeve stuck to cold netal, you m ght have thought war no
different fromany other nmechanical trade. O course, the Gernans had
i ndustrialized nurder, too.

They wal ked by nore tanks, nost of them al so bei ng worked on
These were bigger, tougher nmachines than the ones the Nazis had used
to conquer Pol and four and a half years before. The Nazis had | earned
a lot since then. Their panzers still didn't cone close to being an even
mat ch for the ones the Lizards used, though

A couple of nmen were cooking a little pot of stew over an al um num
field stove set on a couple of rocks. The stew had sone kind of neat in
it - rabbit, maybe, or squirrel, or even dog. Watever it was, it snelled
del i ci ous.

I "Sir, the Jewi sh partisan is here,' the sentry said, absolutely nothing
in his voice. That was better than the scomthat night have been there,
but not much.

Both nen squatting by the field stove | ooked up. The ol der one got to
his feet. He was obviously the colonel, though he wore a plain service
cap and an enlisted man's uniform He was in his forties, pinch-faced
and cl ever-1ooking despite skin weathered froma lifetinme spent in the
sun and the rain and, as now, the snow.

"You!' Anielewicz's nouth fell open in surprise. jager!' He hadn't seen
this German in nore than a year, and then only for an evening, but he
woul dn't forget him

"Yes, |'mHeinrich Jager. You know ne?' The panzer officer's gray eyes
narrowed, deepening the network of winkles around their outer coners.
Then they went wi de.' That voice... You called yourself Mrdechai, didn't

you? You were clean-shaven then.' He rubbed his own chin. Gay m xed
with the browni sh stubble that grew there.
'You two know each other?' That was the npoon-faced younger
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man who' d been waiting for the stewto finish. He sounded dis-
bel i evi ng.

"You m ght say so, Qunther,'Jager answered with a dry chuckle. 'Last
time | was traveling through Poland, this fellow decided to let me live.'
Those watchful eyes flicked to Mordechai. '|I wonder how much he regrets

it now'

The comrent cut to the quick. Jager had been carrying expl osive netal
stolen fromthe Lizards. Anielewicz had |let himtravel on to Germany
with half of it, diverting the other half to the United States. Now both
nati ons were buildi ng nucl ear weapons. Mordechai was glad the USA
had them H s delight that the Third Reich had them was consi derably

nmore restrained.
@unther stared. 'He let you live? This ragged partisan?' Anielew cz;
m ght as well not have been there.

"He did.'Jager studied Mordechai again. 'I'd expected nore fromyou
than a role like this. You should be comandi ng a regi on, naybe the

whol e area."'
O all the things Anielew cz hadn't expected, failing to live up to a Nazi's

expectations of himranked high on the list. is shrug was enbarrassed.
"T unt fnr n xxTIAP Riit tllpn nnt Pupruthing worked -t the wau I'd h- d

9

it would. These things happen.

'The Lizards figured out you were playing little ganes behind their
backs, did they?' Jager asked. Back when they'd nmet in Hrubi eszbw,

Ani el ewi cz had figured he was no one's fool. He wasn't saying anything
now to nake the Jew change his mnd. Before the silence got awkward,

he waved a hand. 'Never mind. It isn't ny business, and the |l ess |I know
of what isn't ny business, the better for everyone. Wat do you want

with us here and now?'
"You're advancing on Lodz,' Mrdechai said.

As far as he was concerned, that should have been an answer sufficient
in and of itself It wasn't. Frowning, Jager said, 'Dam right we are. W
don't get the chance to advance agai nst the Lizards nearly often enough.

es
d

Most of the tinme, they' re advancing on us!
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Ani el ewi cz sighed quietly. He might have known the German woul dn't

under stand what he was tal king about. He approached it by easy stages:
"You' ve gotten good co-operation fromthe partisans here in western Pol and,
haven't you, Col onel ?' Jager had been a najor the last tinme Mrdechai saw
him Even if he hadn't come up in the world, the Gernan had.

"Wll ves so we have' TAger answered. 'Wiv shoul dn't we? Partisans

are human bei ngs too.'

"Alot of partisans are Jews,' Mrdechai said. The easy approach wasn't
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going to work. Bluntly, then: 'There are still a lot of Jews in Lodz, too, in
the ghetto you Nazis set up so you could starve us to death and work us
to death and generally slaughter us. If the Wehrmacht goes into Lodz, the
SS follows twenty mnutes |later. The second we see an SS nan, we all go
over to the Lizards again. W don't want them conquering you, but we
want you conquering us even |ess.

'Col onel, why don't | take this mangy Jew and send himon his way
with a good kick'in the ass?' the younger nman - @unther - said.

"Corporal Gillparzer, when | want your. suggestions, be sure | shal
ask for them' Jager said in a voice colder than the snow all around.
Wien he turned back toward Mordechai, his face was troubl ed. He knew
about some of the things the Germans had done to the Jews who'd fallen
into their hands, knew and did not approve. That nade hi man unusua
Wehr macht man, and nade Anielew cz glad he was the German on the
other side of the parley. Still, he had to ook out for the affairs of his ow
side: 'You ask us to throw away a nove that would bring us advant ages
Such a thing is hard to justify.'

"What I'mtelling you is that you would | ose as much as you gain,

Mor dechai answered.' You get intelligence fromus about what the LizardE
are doing. Wth Nazis in Lodz, the Lizards would get intelligence fromu,
about you. W got to know you too well. W know what you did to us
We do sabotage back of the Lizards' lines, too. Instead, we'd be raidin~
and sniping at you.'

"Kikes,' Qunther Gillparzer nuttered under his breath. '"Shit, all wi
gotta do is turn the Poles |oose on 'em and that takes care of that.'
jtiger started to bawl out his corporal, but Anielewicz held up a han~
‘"It's not that sinple any nore. Back when the war just started, we didn
have any guns and we weren't much good at using them anyhow. It'

not |ike that now. W' ve got nore guns than the Poles do, and we'v
st opped bei ng shy about shooti ng when sonebody shoots at us. W ca.

hurt you.'
"There's sonme truth in this - I've seen as nuch,' Jager said. 'But
think we can take Lodz, and it would nake imrediate military sens
for us to do just that. The place is a Lizard forward base, after all. Hol

am | supposed to justify bypassing it?

"What's that expression the English have? Penny wi se and poun
foolish? That's what you'd be if you started your ganes with the JeA
agai n,' Mordechai answered. 'You need us working with you, not again
you. Didn't you take enough of a propaganda beati ng when the who
wor |l d found out what you were doing here in Pol and?'

"Less than you'd think,' Jager said, the ice in his voice no
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ainmed at Anielewicz. 'A lot of the people who heard about it didn't
believe it.'

Anielewicz bit his Iip. He knew how true that was. 'Do you suppose
they didn't believe it because they didn't trust the Lizards to tell the
truth or because they didn't think hunan bei ngs could be so vile?

That nmade Gunther Gillparzer nutter again, and nade the sentry
who' d brought Myrdechai into canp shift his Gewehr 98 so the nuzzle

nmore nearly pointed toward the Jew. Heinrich Jager sighed. 'Probably

bot h,' he said, and Morrdechai respected his honesty. 'But the whys here
don't nuch matter. The whats do. If we bypass Lodz north and south,

say, and the Lizards slice up into one of our colums fromout of the city,
the Fahrer would not be very happy with that.'He rolled his eyes to give
sone i dea of how nuch understatenent he was using

The only thing Adolf Hitler could do to nake Aniel ewi cz happy woul d

be to drop dead, and to do that properly he woul d have had to nanage it

before 1939. Neverthel ess, he understood what Jager was saying. 'If you
bypass Lodz to north and south, Colonel, 1'll nake sure the Lizards can't
mount a serious attack on you fromthe city.'
"You'l | make sure?' Jager said. 'You can still do so nmuch?
"I think so,' Anielewi cz answered. | hope so. 'Colonel, I'"'mnot going to
tal k about you owing ne one.' O course, by saying he wasn't going to
talk about it, he'd just talked about it. 'I will say, though, that | delivered

then and | think I can deliver now. Can you?

"I don't know,' the German answered. He | ooked down at the pot of
stew, dug out a ness kit and spoon, and | adled sonme into it. Instead of
eating, he passed the little alum numtub to Mrdechai. ' Your people fed
me then. | can feed you now.' After a nonment, he added, 'The neat is
partridge. W bagged a couple this norning.'

Ani el ewi cz hesitated, then dug in. Meat, kasha or naybe barley, carrots,

onions - it stuck to the ribs. Wen he was done, he gave the ness kit and
spoon back to Jager, who cleaned themin the snow and then took his
own share.

Bet ween bites, the German said, 'I'lIl pass on what you've told ne.
don't promise anything will cone of it, but I'Il do nmy best. | tell you
this, Mordechai: if we do skirt Lodz, you'd better come through on your

promi se. Show that dealing with you people has a good side to it, show
that you deliver, and the people above ne are nore likely to want to try
to do it again.'

"I understand that,' Anielew cz answered. 'The sane goes back at you,

I mght add: if you break faith with us after a deal, you won't like the
parti sans who show up in your backyard.'
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"And | understand that,'Jager said. 'Wether ny superiors will-' He
shrugged. 'l told you, 1'll do what | can. My word, at |east, is good! He
eyed Anielewicz, as if daring himto deny it. Anielewicz couldn't, so he
nodded. The German let out a |long, heavy sigh, then went on, 'In the
end, whether we go into Lodz or around it won't matter, anyhow If we
conquer the territory around the city, it will fall to us, too, sooner or |ater.

What happens then?’

He wasn't wong. That nmade it worse, not better. Anielew cz gave him
credit: he sounded genuinely worried. GQunther Gillparzer, on the other
hand, | ooked to be just this side of |aughing out Ioud. Let a bunch of Nazi
soldiers like himloose in Lodz and the results wouldn't be pretty.

"What happens then?' Mordechai sighed, too. 'l just don't know.'

Ussmak sat in the base commandant's office - his office now, even if he
still wore the body paint of a |landcruiser driver. He'd killed Hisslef, who
had led the Race's garrison at this base in the region of the SSSR known

as Siberia. Ussmak wondered if Siberia was the Russki word for deep

freeze. He couldn't tell nuch difference between the one and the other
Along with Hisslef, a lot of his chief subordinates were dead, too,

hunted down in the frenzy that had gripped the rest of the males after
Ussmak fired the first shot. G nger had had a lot to do with both the
shooting and the frenzy that followed it. If Hisslef had just had the sense
to let the nales gathered in the comrunal chanber yell thensel ves out
conpl ai ni ng about the war, about Tosev 3, and about this miserable base

in particular, he probably still would have been alive. But no, he'd cone
stornmng in, intent on stanping this out no matter what ... and now his
corpse lay stiff and cold - in Siberian winter, very stiff and very cold -

outside the barracks, waiting for the weather to warm up enough for a
cremati on.

"And Hisslef was |legitimte commandant, and see what happened to
him' Ussmak nuttered. 'What will end up happening to ne?" He had no
mllennia of authority to make his orders obeyed alnobst as if by reflex.
Ei ther he had to be obviously right, or else he had to nmake the males in
the base obey himout of fear of what would happen if they didn't.

H's mouth fell open in a bitter laugh. 'I nmight as well be a Big Uly
ruling a not-enpire,' he said to the walls. The natives had to rule by
fear; they had no tradition to give themlegitimte authority. Now he
synpat hi zed with them He understood in his gut how hard that was.

He opened a drawer in what had been Hisslefs desk, pulled out a via
of powdered ginger. That was his, by the Enperor (the Enperor agai nst
whose officers he'd nutinied, though he tried not to think about that). He
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yanked of f the plastic stopper, poured sone of the powder into the palm
of his hand, and flicked out his |Iong forked tongue again and again, till
the herb was gone.

Exhilaration cane quickly, as it always did. In nonents after tasting
the ginger, Ussmak felt strong, fast, clever, invincible. In the top part of
his mnd, he knew those feelings, save perhaps for hei ghtened refl exes,
were an illusion. When he'd driven the |andcruiser into conbat, he'd held
off on tasting till he got out again: if you felt invincible when you really
weren't, you'd take chances that were liable to get you killed. He'd seen
that happen to other nmales nore tines than he cared to recall

Now, though-'Now | taste all | can, because | don't want to think about
what's going to happen next,' he said. If the fleetlord wanted to blast this
base fromthe air, Ussnmak and his fellow nutineers had no antiaircraft
mssiles to stop them He couldn't surrender to the authorities; he'd put

hi nsel f beyond the pal e when he shot Hi sslef, as his followers had with
the killings that followed.

He couldn't hold out indefinitely here, either. The base would run short
of both food and hydrogen for fuel - and for heat - before long. No supplies
were coming in. He hadn't worried about such things when he raised his
personal weapon against Hisslef. He'd just worried about naking Hissl ef

shut up.

"That's the ginger's fault,' he said querulously - even if his brain was
buzzing with it while he conplained. 'It nakes me as shortsighted as a
Big Ugly."

He'd threatened to yield the base and everything in it to the Big Uglies
of the SSSR If it came down to that, he didn't know whether he coul d nake
hinself do it. The Russkis nmade all sorts of glow ng prom ses, but how
many woul d they keep once they had their claws on hinf? He'd done too
much fighting against the Big Uglies to feel easy about trusting them

O course, if he didn't yield the base to the Russkis, they were liable
to cone take it away fromhim They m nded cold nmuch I ess than the
Race did. Fear of Soviet raiders had been constant before the nmutiny. It
was Worse now.

"No one wants to do anything hard now,' Ussmak nuttered. Going out
into the bitter cold to nake sure the Russkis didn't get close enough to
nortar the bar-racks wasn't duty anyone found pl easant, but if the nales
didn't undertake it, they'd end up dead. A lot of themdidn't seemto care.
Hi ssl ef had got themout there, but he'd enjoyed legitinate authority.
Ussmak didn't, and felt the |ack

He flicked on the radio that sat on his desk, worked the search buttons
to go fromstation to station. Sone of the broadcasts the receivers picked
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up canme fromthe Race; others, nmushy with static, brought himthe
i nconprehensi ble words of the Big Uglies. He didn't really want to hear
either group, feeling dreadfully isolated from both.

Then, to his surprise, he found what had to be a Tosevite transm ssion,
but one where the broadcaster not only spoke his | anguage but was plainly
a mal e of the Race: no Tosevite was free of accent either annoying or
anusing. This fellow was not just one of his own but, by the way he
spoke, a nmal e of considerabl e status:

‘-tell you again, this war is being conducted by idiots with fancy body
pai nt. They anticipated none of the difficulties the Race would confront in
trying to conquer Tosev 3, and when they found those difficulties, what
did they do about then? Not much, by the Enperor! No, not Atvar and
his clique of cloaca-licking fools. They just pressed on as if the Big Uglies
were the sword-sw nging savages we'd presuned themto be when we set
out from Hone. And how many good, brave, and obedi ent mal es have
di ed on account of their stupidity? Think on it, you who still live.'

"Truth!" Ussmak excl ai med. Woever this male was, he understood
what was what. He had a grasp of the big picture, too. Ussnmak had
heard captive mal es broadcasting before. Mst of themjust sounded
pat hetic, repeating the phrases the Tosevites ordered themto say. It
made for bad, unconvincing propaganda. This fellow, though, sounded
as if he'd prepared his own material and was enjoying every insult he
hurled at the fleetlord.

Ussmak wi shed he'd caught the beginning of this transm ssion, so he
coul d have | earned the broadcaster's name and rank. The fell ow went on,
"Here and there on Tosev 3, nales are getting the idea that continuing this
futile, bloody conflict is a dreadful m stake. Many have thrown down their
weapons and yielded to the Tosevite enpire or not-enmpire controlling the
area in which they were assigned. Mst Tosevite enpires and not-enpires
treat prisoners well. 1, Straha, shiplord of the 206th Enperor Yower, can
personal ly attest to this. Atvar the brain-addl ed fool was going to destroy
me for daring to oppose his senseless policies, but | escaped to the United
States, and have never regretted it even for an instant.'

Straha! Ussmak swung both eye turrets to focus sharply on the radio.
Straha had been the third-ranking male in the conquest fleet. Uss~iak
knew he'd fled to the Big Uglies, but hadn't known nuch about why:
he hadn't caught any of the shiplord' s earlier broadcasts. He clawed at a
sheet of paper, slicing it into strips. Straha had told the truth and, instead
of being rewarded as was proper, had suffered for it.

The refugee shiplord went on, 'Nor is yielding to the Tosevites your
only choice. | have heard reports of brave males in Siberia who, tired at
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| ast of endless orders to do the inpossible, struck a bl ow for fi~eedom

agai nst their own m sgui ded conmanders, and who now rul e their base

i ndependent of foolish plans fornmul ated by males who float in confort

hi gh above Tosev 3 and who think that makes them wi se. You who

hear ny voice, ignore orders whose sensel essness you can see with one

eye turret and with the nictitating nmenbrane over that eye. Renpbnstrate

with your officers. If all else fails, imtate the brave Siberians and reclaim
liberty for yourselves. 1, Straha, have spoken.'

Static replaced the shiplord s voice. Ussnak felt stronger, nore alive,
than even ginger could make him However nuch he enjoyed that
i ntoxication, he knewit was artificial. Wat Straha had said, though,
was real, every word of it. Males on the ground had been treated shabbily,
had been sacrificed for no good purpose - for no purpose at all, as far as
Ussmak coul d tell.

Straha had al so told hi msonething he badly needed to know. Wen
he'd spoken with the nales up in orbit, he'd threatened to surrender the
base to the local Big Uglies if the Race didn't nmeet his demands or attacked
him He'd hesitated about doing anything nore than threatening, since he
didn't know how the Soviets would treat nales they captured. But Straha
had set his mnd at ease. He didn't know nmuch about Tosevite geography,
but he did know the United States and the SSSR were two of the biggest,
strongest not-enpires on Tosev 3.

If the United States treated its captured nmales well, no doubt the SSSR
woul d do the sanme. Ussmak hissed in satisfaction. 'We now have a new
weapon agai nst you,' he said, and turned both eye turrets up toward the
starships still in orbit around Tosev 3.

Hi s nmouth dropped open. Those nales up there certainly didn't know
much about the Big Uglies.

Sam Yeager | ooked at the rocket notor painfully assenbled fromparts
made in small-town rmachi ne shops all over Arkansas and sout hern

M ssourL It |looked - well, crude was the politest word that cane to
m nd. He sighed. 'Once you see what the Lizards can do, anything
people turn out is snall potatoes alongside it. No offense, sir,' he
added hastily.

'None taken,' Robert Goddard answered. 'As a matter of fact, | agree
with you. W do the best we can, that's all.' Hs gray, worn face said he
was doi ng nore than that: he was busy working hinself to death. Yeager
worried about him

He wal ked around the notor. If you set it alongside the pieces of the
one fromthe Lizard shuttlecraft that had brought Straha down to exile,
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it was a kid' s toy. He took off his service cap, scratched at his blond hair.
"You think it"Il fly, sir?

"The only way to find out is to light it up and see what happens,' Goddard
answered. 'If we're lucky, we'll get to test-fire it on the ground before we
wap sheet netal around it and stick sone explosives on top. The trouble
is, test-firing a rocket notor isn't what you' d call inconspicuous, and we'd
probably have a visit fromthe Lizards in short order.

"It's a straight scal edown fromthe notor in the Lizard shuttlecraft,’
Yeager said. 'Vesstil thinks that should be a pretty good guarantee it'l]I
work the right way.'

"Vesstil knows nore about flying rockets than anyone human,' Goddard
said with a weary smle. 'Seeing as he flew Straha down fromhis starship
when he defected, that goes w thout saying. But Vesstil doesn't know
beans about engineering, at |east our cut-and-try kind. Everything el se
changes when you scale up or down, and you have to try the new node
to see what the devil you've got.' He chuckled wyly. "And it's not quite a
strai ght scal edown anyhow, Sergeant: we've had to adapt the design to
what we like to do and what we're able to do.'

"Well, yes, sir.' Samfelt his ears heat with enbarrassment. Since his
skin was very fair, he feared Goddard could watch himflush. 'Hell of
a thing for me to even think of arguing with you.' Goddard had nore
experience with rockets than anybody who wasn't a Lizard or a German,

and he was gaining on the Germans. Yeager went on, 'If | hadn't read the
pul ps before the war, | wouldn't be here working with you now. '
"You' ve taken advantage of what you read,' Goddard answered. 'If you

hadn't done that, you wouldn't be of any use to ne.’
" You spend as much time bouncing around as |'ve done, sir, and you
know that if you see a chance, you'd better grab for it with both hands,

‘cause odds are you'll never see it again.' Yeager scratched his head once
more. He'd spent his whole adult life, up till the Lizards cane, playing
m nor -1 eague ball. A broken ankle ten years before had effectively ended

what ever chance he'd had of meking the majors, but he'd hung in there
anyhow. And on the endl ess bus and train trips fromone small or
medi um si zed town to the next, he'd killed time with Astoundi ng and

any ot her science-fiction nmagazi nes he'd found on the newsstands.' Hi s
tpnnin. gqtp.-, hnd I niwhed nt himfor rpndi ngghout hug-pvpd mngtpr-, from

Now Robert Goddard said, 'I'mglad you grabbed this one, Sergeant
don't think I could have gotten nearly so nuch information out of Vessti
with a different interpreter. It's not just that you know his | anguage; you

have a real feel for what he's trying to get across.
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' Thanks,' Sam said, feeling about ten feet tall. 'Soon as | got the chance
to have anything to do with the Lizards besides shooting at 'em | knew
that's what | wanted. They're - fascinating, you know what | nean?

Goddard shook his head. 'Wat they know, the experience they have -
that's fascinating. But them2 He | aughed sel f-consciously. 'A good thing
Vesstil's not around right now. He'd be insulted if he knew he gave ne
the creeps.'

'He probably wouldn't, sir,' Yeager said. 'The Lizards nostly don't
make any bones about us giving themthe creeps.' He paused. 'Hmm
come to think of it, he mght be insulted at that, sort of like if a Ku-Kl uxer
found out sone Negroes | ooked down their noses at white nen.'

"As if we don't have the right to think Lizards are creepy, you nean.

"That's right.'Sarn nodded. 'But snakes and things |like that, they never
bot hered ne, not even when | was a kid. And the Lizards, every tinme |I'm
with one of them I'mliable to | earn sonething new. not just new for ne,
I nmean, but sonething nobody, no human being, ever knew before. That's
pretty special. In a way, it's even nore special than Jonathan.' Now he
| aughed the nervous | augh Goddard had used before. 'Don't |let Barbara
find out | said that.'

"You have ny word,' the rocket scientist said solemmly. 'But | do
under stand what you nean. Your son is an unknown to you, but
he's not the first baby that ever was. Really discovering sonething
for the first tine is a thrill alnost as addictive as - as ginger, shal
we say?'

"As long as we don't let the Lizards hear us say it, sure,' Yeager answered.
'They sure do like that stuff, don't they?' He hesitated again, then went
on, 'Sir I"'mmghty glad you deci ded to nove operations back here to
Hot Springs. Gves ne the chance to be with ny famly, lets ne help
Bar bara out every now and then. | nean, we haven't even been narried
a year yet, and-'

I"'mglad it's worked out well for you, Sergeant,' Goddard said, 'but
that's not the reason | came down here from Couch-

"Ch, | knowit's not, sir,' Samsaid hastily.

As if he hadn't spoken, Goddard went on, 'Hot Springs is a
decent-sized city, with at least a little light manufacturing. W're
not far fromLittle Rock, which has nore. And we have all the
Li zards at the Arnmy and Navy General Hospital here, upon whom
we can draw for expertise. That has proved nmuch nore conveni -
ent than transferring the Lizards up to southern M ssouri one by
one.

"Like | said, it's great by ne,' Yeager told him 'And we've noved an
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awful | ot of pieces of the Lizard shuttlecraft down here so we can study
em better!

‘"I worried about that,' Goddard said. 'The Lizards always knew about
where Vesstil brought Straha down. We were |ucky we conceal ed and
stripped the shuttlecraft as fast as we did, because they tried their
hardest to destroy it. They easily could have sent in troops by air to
make sure they'd done the job, and we'd have had the devil's own tine
st oppi ng t hem

'They don't go poking their snouts into everything the way they did
when they first |anded here,’ Samsaid. '| guess thats because we've hurt
Pern a few tines when they tried it!

"A good thing, too, or | fear we'd have | ost the war by now Goddard
rose and stretched, though fromhis grimace that hurt nore than it nade
hi m feel good. 'Another incidental reason for coming to Hot Springs is the
springs. I'mgoing to ny roomto draw nyself a hot bath. 1'd gotten used to
doi ng wi thout such things, and ah-nost forgot how wonderful they are.

"Yes, sir,' Yeager said enthusiastically. The fourth-floor roomin the
Arnmy and Navy General Hospital he shared with Barbara - and no
Jonathan - didn't have a tub of its own; washing facilities were down
at the end of the hall. That didn't bother him For one thing, CGoddard
was a VEP, while he was just an enlisted man doi ng what he could for
the war effort. For another, the plunbing on the Nebraska farm where
he'd grown up had consisted of a well and a two-hol er out back of the
house. He didn't take running water, cold or especially hot, for granted.

Wal king up to his roomwas a |lot nore confortable in winter than
it had been in sumrertine, when you didn't need to soak in the |oca
springs to get hot and wet. As he headed down the hall toward room 429
he heard Jonat han ki cking up a ruckus in there. He sighed and hurried
alittle faster. Barbara woul d be feeling harassed. So would the Li
POM who also lived on this floor.

When he opened the door, Barbara sent hima | ook that went
hunted to relieved when she saw who he was. She thrust the baby a
him 'Wuld you try holding him please? she said. 'No matter what
do, he doesn't want to keep quiet.’

"Ckay, hon,' he said. 'Let's see if there's a burp hiding in there.' He
Jonat han up on his shoul der and started thumping the kid' s back. He di
it hard enough to make it sound as if he were working out on the druns
Bar bara, who had a gentler touch, frowned at that the way she usual
did, but he got results with it. As now - Jonat han gave forth with
al most baritone belch and a fair volune of hal f-digested mlk. Then h
bl i nked and | ooked rmuch happier with hinself.
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' Ch, good!' Barbara excl ai mred when the burp cane out. She dabbed
at Samis uniformtunic with a diaper. 'There. | got nost of it, but I'm
afraid you're going to snell like sour mlk for a while.'

"Wrld won't end,' Yeager said. 'This isn't one of your big spit and
polish places.' The snell of sour mlk didn't bother himany nore. It
was in the roomnost of the time, along with the reek that cane with
the diaper pail even when it was closed - that rem nded himof the
barnyard on his parents' farm not that he ever said so to Barbara. He
held his little son out at arms length. 'There you go, kiddo. You had that
hiding in there where Momy couldn't find it, didn't you?

Barbara reached for the baby. '"I'I|l take himback now, if you want.'
"It's okay,' Samsaid. 'l don't get to hold himall that nuch, and you
| ook I'ike you could use a breather.

"Wll, now that you nention it, yes.' Barbara slunped into the only

chair in the room She wasn't the pert girl Sam had got to know, she

| ooked beat, as she did nost of the tine. If you didn't | ook beat nobst of
the tinme with a new kid around, either sonething was wong with you or

you had servants to | ook beat for you. There were dark circles under her
green eyes; her blond hair - several shades darker than Samis - hung

linp, as if it were tired, too. She let out a weary sigh. 'Wat | wouldn't
give for a cigarette and especially a cup of coffee.

"Ch, Lord - coffee,' Yeager said wistfully. 'The worst cup of joe | ever
drank in the greasiest greasy spoon in the lousiest little town | ever
went through - and | went through a lot of "em... Jeez, it'd go good
right now. '

"I'f we had any coffee to ration, we ought to share it between soldiers
inthe front lines and parents with babies |l ess than a year old. No one
el se could possibly need it so badly,' Barbara said. Frazzled as she was,
she still spoke with a precision Sam adnmired: she'd done graduate work
at Berkeley in nmedieval English literature before the war. The kind of
English you heard in ball parks didn't nmeasure up al ongsi de that.

Jonat han wi ggl ed and twi sted and started to cry. He was beginning to
make di fferent kinds of racket to show he had different things in mnd.
Sam recogni zed this one. 'He's hungry,, hon.

"By the schedule, it's not tine to feed himyet,' Barbara answered. 'But
do you know what? As far as |'m concerned, the schedule can go to the
devil. | can't stand listening to himyell until the clock says it's okay for
himto eat. If nursing nmakes hi m happy enough to keep still for a while,
that suits ne fine.' She wiggled her right armout of the sleeve of the
dark bl ue wool dress she was wearing, tugged the dress down to bare
that breast. 'Here, give himto ne.'

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20...war%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (37 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:27 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

18 WORLDWAR: STRUONG THE BALANCE

Yeager did. The baby's mouth fastened onto her nipple. Jonathan
sucked avidly. Yeager could hear himgul ping down the mlk. He'd felt
funny at first, having to share Barbara's breasts with his son. But you
couldn't bottle-feed these days - no fornmula, no easy way to keep things
as clean as they needed to be. And after you got used to breast-feeding,
it didn't seemlike such a big thing any nore, anyhow.

"I think he maybe going to sl eep,' Barbara said. The radi o newsnanwho' d
announcedJi mry Doolittle's bonmber raid over Tokyo hadn't sounded nore
excited about a victory. She went on, 'He's going to want to nurse on the
other side too, though. Help me out of that sleeve, would you, San? | can't
get it down by myself, not while |I'mholding him'

"Sure thing.'He hurried over to her, stretched the sleeve out, and hel ped
her get her arm back through past the el bow. After that, she managed on

her own. The dress fell linply to her waist. A couple of mnutes went by
before she shifted Jonathan to her |eft breast.
"He'd better fall asleep pretty soon,' Barbara said. 'I'mcold.

"He | ooks as if he's going to,' Sam answered. He draped a fol ded towel
over her left shoulder, not so much to help warmher as to keep the baby
fromdrooling or spitting up on her when she burped him

One of her eyebrows rose. "'As if he's going to' 7 she echoed.

He knew what she nmeant. He wouldn't have said it that way when they
first met; he'd nade it through high school, then gone off to play ball
"Must be the conpany | keep,' he replied with a snile, and then went
on nmore seriously: 'l like learning things fromthe people |I'm around -
fromthe Lizards, too, it's turned out. Is it any wonder |'ve picked things
up fromyou?

"Ch, in awy it's a wonder, ' Barbara said. 'Alot of people seemto hate
the i dea of ever learning anything new |1'mglad you're not like that; it
woul d make |ife boring.' She gl anced down at Jonathan. 'Yes, he is falling
asl eep. Good.'

Sure enough, before |ong her nipple slipped out of the baby's nouth.

She held hima little longer, then gently raised himto her shoul der
and patted his back. He burped w thout waking up, and didn't spit

up, either. She slid himback down to the crook of her el bow, waited
a few mnutes nore, and got up to put himin the wooden crib that
took up a large part of the small room Jonathan sighed as she laid
hi m down. She stood there for a nonment, afraid he woul d wake. But
when his breathing steadied, she straightened and reached down to fix
her dress.

Bef ore she coul d, Sam stepped up behind her and cupped a breast in
each hand. She turned her head and sniled at himover her shoul der, but
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it wasn't a snile of invitation, even though they had started making | ove
again a couple of weeks before.

"Do you mind too nuch if | just lie down for a while? she said. 'By
myself, | nmean. It's not that | don't |ove you, Sam- it's just that |I'mso
fired, | can't see straight.'

'Ckay, | understand that,' he said, and let go. The soft, warm nmenory

of her flesh remmined printed on his palns. He kicked at the |inoleum
floor, once.
Barbara quickly pulled her dress up to where it bel onged, then turned

around and put her hands on his shoul ders. 'Thank you,'she said. 'I know
this hasn't been easy for you, either.
' Takes sone getting used to, that's all,' he said. 'Being in the niddle

of the war when we got married didn't help a whole Iot, and then you

were expecting right away---2 As best they could tell, that had happened
on their wedding night He chuckled. 'O course, if it hadn't been for the
war, we never woul d have net. What do they say about clouds and sil ver
I'inings?

Bar bara hugged him 'I'mvery happy with you, and with our baby, and
with everything.' She corrected hersel f, yawning:' Wth al nost everyt hing.
I could do with a |ot nore sleep.’

"I'"'mhappy with just about everything, too,' he said, his arns tightening
around her back. As he'd said, if it hadn't been for the war, they wouldn't
have net. If they had net, she wouldn't have | ooked at him she'd been
married to a nucl ear physicist in Chicago. But Jens Larssen had been
away fromthe Met Lab project, away for so long they'd both figured
he was dead, and they'd becone first friends, then lovers' and finally
husband and wife. And then Barbara had got pregnant - aQ then they'd
found out Jens was alive after all

Sam squeezed Barbara one nore time, then let her go and wal ked over
to the side of the crib to | ook down at their sleeping son. He reached out a
hand and ruffled Jonathan's fine, thin head of al nbst snowwhite hair.

"That's sweet,' Barbara said.

'"He's a pretty good little guy,' Yeager answered. And if you hadn't
been carrying him odds are ten bucks agai nst a wooden ni ckel you'd have
dropped nme and gone back to Larssen. He snmiled at the baby. Kid, | owe
you a big one for that One of these days, I'll see if | can figure out how
to pay you back.

Barbara ki ssed himon the lips, a brief, friendly peck, and then wal ked
over to the bed. 'I amgoing to get sone rest,' she said.

' Ckay.' Sam headed for the door. 'I guess I'll find ne sone Lizards and
chin with themfor a while. Do nme sonme good now, and maybe even after
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the war, too, if there ever is an "after the war." Watever happens, people
and Lizards are going to have to deal with each other from here on out.
The nore | know, the better off I'Il be.’

"I think you'll be just fine any which way,' Barbara answered as she

lay down. 'Why don't you come back in an hour or so? If Jonathan's stil
asl eep, who knows what m ght happen?’

"W'll find out.' Yeager opened the door, then glanced back at his son
"Sleep tight, kiddo.

The man who wore earphones gl anced over at Vyachesl av Mol ot ov.

' Conr ade Foreign Comm ssar, we are getting new reports that the
Yaschetitsi at the base east of Tonmsk are showing interest in surrendering
to us! Wien Ml otov didn't answer, the technician made so bold as to

add, ' You renmenber, Conrade: the ones who nutinied against their
superiors.'

"I assure you, Conrade, | amaware of the situation and need no
rem nding,' Mlotov said in a voice colder than Mbscow wi nter - col der
than Siberian winter, too. The technician gul ped and di pped his head to
show he understood. You were lucky to get away with one slip around
Mol ot ov; you wouldn't get away with two. The foreign conm ssar went
on, 'Have they any definite terns this tinme?

Da, Conrade Foreign Conm ssan' The fellow at the wirel ess set | ooked
down at the notes he'd scribbled. His pencil was barely as |long as his thunb;
everything was at a premiumthese days. 'They want pledges not only of
saf e conduct but also of good treatnent after going over to us

"W can give themthose,' Mdlotov said at once. 'I would think even the
local mlitary commander would have the wit to see as nmuch for hinself.
The local mlitary comander should al so have had the wit to see that
such pl edges could be ignored the instant they became inconvenient.

On the other hand, it was probably just as well that the local mlitary
commander di spl ayed no excessive initiative, but referred his questions
back to Moscow and the Communi st Party of the Soviet Union for answers.
Conmanders who usurped Party control in one area were only too likely
totry tothrowit off in others

The wirel ess operator spoke groups of seem ngly neaningless letters
over the air. Ml otov sincerely hoped they were neaningless to the
Li zards. 'Wat else do the nmutineers want?' he asked.

"A pledge that under no circunstances will we return themto the
Li zards, not even if an end to hostilities is agreed to between the
peace-| ovi ng workers and peasants of the Soviet Union and the alien
i mperialist aggressors fromwhose canp they are trying to defect.'
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"Again, we can agree to this,'Mdlotov said. It was another prom se that
could be broken at need, although Ml otov did not see the need as being
likely to arise. By the tinme peace between the USSR and the Lizards cane
al ong, he guessed the nutineers would be long forgotten. 'Wat el se?

' They demand our pronmise to supply themwith unlimted anounts of
gi nger, Conrade Foreign Comm ssar,' the technician replied, again after
checki ng his notes.

As usual, Ml otov's pale, blunt-featured face reveal ed not hi ng of what
was in his mind. In their own way, the Lizards were as degenerate as the
capitalists and fascists agai nst whomthe glorious peasants and workers
of the USSR had denonstrated new standards of virtue. Despite their high
technol ogy, though, the Lizards were in social terns far nore primtive
than capitalist societies. They were a bastion of the ancient econonic
system they were nmasters, seeking human beings as slaves - so the
di al ecticians had decreed. Wl |, the upper classes of ancient Rone had
been degenerates, too.

And t hrough degeneracy, the exploiters could be exploited. 'W shal
certainly make this concession,' Mlotov said. 'If they want to drug
thenselves, we will gladly provide themw th the neans to do so.' He
wai ted for nore code groups to go out over the air, then asked again,
"What el se?

"They insist on driving the tanks away fromthe base thensel ves, on
retaining their personal weapons, and on renai ni ng together as a group,’
the wirel ess operator answered.

'"They are gaining in sophistication,' Mlotov said. 'This | shall have
to consider.' After a couple of mnutes, he said, 'They may drive their
vehicles away fromtheir base, but not to one of ours: the |ocal comandant
is to point out to themthat trust between the two sides has not been fully
established. He is to tell themthey will be divided into several smaller
groups for efficiency of interrogation. He nmay add that, if they are so
divided, we shall let themretain their weapons, otherw se not.'

‘Let me make sure | have that, Conrade, before | transmit it,' the
technician said, and repeated back Mdlotov's statenent. Wen the foreign
conmi ssar nodded, the nan sent out the appropriate code groups.

" Anyt hi ng nore?' Mol ot ov asked. The wirel ess operator shook his head.

Mol otov got up and | eft the room sonewhere deep under the Krenmin. The
guard outside saluted. Ml otov ignored him as he had not bothered giving
the man at the wireless a farewell. Superfluities of any sort were alien to
hi s nature.

That being so, he did not chortle when he went upstairs. By his face,
no one coul d have guessed whether the Lizard nmutineers had agreed to
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give up or were instead demandi ng that he present hinself for imediate
|'i quidation. But inside-

Fool s, he thought. They are fools. No matter that they'd beconme nore
sophi sticated than before: the Lizards were still naive enough to nake
even Anericans seemworldly by conmparison. He'd seen that before, even
anong their chiefs. They had no notion of howto play the political ganes
human di pl omats took for granted. Their ruling assunption had plainly
been that they would need no such talents, that their conquest of Earth
woul d be quick and easy. Now that that hadn't happened, they were out
of their depth.

Sol di ers snapped to attention as he strode through the halls of the
Kremin. Cvilian functionaries muted their conversations and gave him
respectful nods. He did not acknowl edge them He barely noticed them
Had he failed to receive them though, he woul d have made sharp
note of that.

The devil's cousin or sone other malicious wetch had dunped a stack
of papers on his desk while he went down to bring hinself up to date on
the talks with the nutinous Lizards. He had high hopes for those talks.
The Sovi et Union already had a good many Lizard prisoners of war, and
had | earned some useful things fromthem Once Lizards surrendered, they
seenmed to place humans in the positions of trust and authority their own
superiors had fornerly occupied for them

And to lay hold of an entire base full of the equipment the alien
aggressors fromthe stars manufactured! Unless Soviet intelligence was
badly m staken, that would be a coup neither the Germans nor the
Anmeri cans could match. The British had a | ot of Lizard gear, but the
i mperialist creatures had done their best to weck it after their invasion
of Engl and fail ed.

The first letter on the pile was fromthe Social Activities Comrmittee of
Kol khoz 118: so the return address stated, at any rate. But the collective
farmnot far outside of Mbscow was where | gor Kurchatov and his team
of nucl ear physicists were |laboring to fabricate an expl osive-netal bonb.
They' d made one, out of metal stolen fromthe Lizards. |solating nmore of
the metal for themsel ves was proving as hard as they'd warned Ml otov
it would be - harder than he'd wanted to believe.

Sure enough, Kurchatov now wote, 'The | atest experinent, Conrade
Forei gn Conmi ssar, was a success |ess conmplete than we m ght have
hoped.' Ml otov did not need his years of reading between the lines to
infer that the experiment had failed. Kurchatov went on, 'Certain technica
aspects of the situation still present us with difficulties. Qutside advice
m ght prove useful .’
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Mol ot ov grunted softly. Wen Kurchatov asked for outside advice, he
didn't mean help from other Soviet physicists. Every reputable nuclear
physicist in the USSR was al ready working with him Mol otov had put
his own neck on the block by rem nding Stalin of that; he shuddered
to think of the risk he'd taken for the ro&na, the notherland. Wat
Kurchat ov wanted was foreign expertise

Hum | i ating, Ml otov thought. The Soviet Union should not have been
so backwards. He woul d never ask the Gernans for help. Even if they
gave it, he wouldn't trust what they gave. Stalin was just as well pleased
that the Lizards in Poland separated the USSR fromH tler's nmadnen, and
there Mol otov conpletely agreed with his | eader

The Anericans? Ml otov gnawed at his nustache. Maybe, just naybe.

They were nmaking their own explosive-netal bonbs, just as the Nazis
were. And if he could tenpt themwi th sone of the prizes the Lizard
base near Tonsk would yield

He pulled out a pencil and a scrap of paper and began to draft
aletter.

Jesus God, will you lookit this?" Mtt Daniels exclained as he led his
Pl at oon through the ruins of what had been Chicago's North Side. 'And
all from one bonmb, too.'

"Don't hardly seem possible, does it, Lieutenant?' Sergeant Herman
Mul doon agreed. The kids they were | eading didn't say anything. They
just | ooked around with wi de eyes and even wider nouths at their fair
share of a fewmles' worth of slagged w eckage

"Il been on God's green earth goin' on sixty years now,' Mitt said, his
M ssissippi drawl flowing slow and thick as nolasses in this niserable
Northern winter. 'l seen a whole ot o' things in nmy time. | fought in two
wars now, and | done traveled all over the US of A But | ain't never
seen nothin' like this here!

"You got that right," Ml doon said. He was Daniels's age, near enough,
and he'd been around, too. The men al ongside themin the ragged skirm sh
line didn't have that kind of experience, but they'd never seen anything
like this, either. Nobody had, not till the Lizards cane.

Bef ore they cane, Daniels had been nmanagi ng the Decatur Commodor es,

a Three-|1 League team One of his ballplayers had liked reading pulp stories
about rocketships and creatures from other planets (he wondered if Sam
Yeager was still alive these days). Mutt pulled an inmage fromthat kind of
story now. the North Side remi nded hi mof the mountains of the Mon

Wien he said that out |oud, Herman Mil doon nodded. He was tal
and t hi ck-shoul dered, with a long, tough Irish nmug and, at the nonent,

K~
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a chin full of graying stubble. 'l heard that about France back in 19 an
18, and | thought it was pretty straight then. Goes to show what | knew
don't iff

"Yeah,' Daniels said. He'd seen France, too. 'France had nore craters'r
you could shake a stick at, that's for damm sure. ' Tween us and the Frog,,
and the Limeys and the Boches, we nmusta done fired every artillery she
in the world '"bout ten tines over. But this here, it's just the one.'
You could tell where the bonb had gone off: all the weckage | eane(
away fromit. If you drewa line fromthe direction of fallen walls an(
houses and uprooted trees, then went west a mle or so and did th,
same thing, the place where those |lines net woul d have been aroun
ground zero.

There were ot her ways of working out where that |ay, though. Identif
abl e weckage was getting thin on the ground now. Mre and nore, -~
was just lunpy, half-shiny dirt, baked by the heat of the bonb into stu
that was al nost |ike gl ass.

It was slippery like glass, too, especially with snow scattered over
One of Mutt's men had his feet go out fromunder himand | anded o

his can. 'Omv' he said, and then, 'Ahh, shit!' As his conrades |aughe
at him he tried to get up - and alnost fell down again.

"You want to play those kind o' ganes, Kurowski, you get yourself

clown suit, not the one you're wearin',' Mitt said.
"Sorry, Lieutenant,' Kurowski said in injured tones that had nothir
to do with his sore fundament. 'It ain't like I'mdoing it on purpose.
'Yeah, | know, but you're still doin' it.' Mitt gave up ragging hir
He recogni zed the big pile of brick and steel off to the left. It had con
through the blast fairly well, and had shiel ded sone of the apartne.
houses behind it so they weren't badly damaged at all. But the sig'

of upright buildings in the mdst of the weckage wasn't what ma
the hair stand up on the back of his neck. "Ain't that Wigley Fiek
he whi spered. 'CGotta be, fromwhere it's at and what it |ooks |ike.
He' d never played in Wigley Field - the Cubs had still been out at c
West Side Grounds when he cane through as a catcher for the Cardim
before the First Wirld War. But seeing the ballpark in ruins brought t
reality of this war home to himlike a kick in the teeth. Sometines t
things would do that, sonetinmes little ones; he renenbered a doughb
breaki ng down and sobbing |ike a baby when he found sone Fren
kid's dolly with its head bl own off.
Mul doon's eyes slid over toward Wigley for a noment. ' Gonna
a long tine before the Cubs win another pennant,' he said, as good
epi taph as any for the park - and the city.
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South of Wigley Field, a big fellowwith a sergeant's stripes and a nean
expressi on gave Daniels a perfunctory salute. 'Cone on, Lieutenant,' he
sai d.' Tm supposed to get Your un~lt ~nto Yrne Ilere.,

"Well, then, go on and do it,' Mitt said. Mdst of his nen di & have
enough experience to wipe their asses after they went and squatted. A
|l ot of themwere going to end up casualties because of it. Sonetines
all the experience in the world didn't nmatter, either. Mitt had scars on
his backside froma Lizard bullet - luckily, a through-and-through flesh
wound that hadn't chewed up his hi pbone. A couple, three feet up, though,
and it would have hit himright in the ear.

The sergeant |led themout of the blast area, down through the Near
North Side toward the Chicago River. The big buildings ahead stood
enpty and battered, as neaningl ess to what was happeni ng now as so
many di nosaur bones m ght have been - unless, of course, they had Lizard
snipers in them 'W shoulda pushed 'emfarther back,' the sergeant said,
spitting in disgust, 'but what the hell you gonna do?

' Them Li zards, they're hard to push,' Daniels agreed gluny. He | ooked
around. The big bonb hadn't |eveled this part of Chicago, but any nunber
of small bonbs and artillery shells had had their way with it. So had fire
and bullets. The ruins gave ideal cover for anybody who felt |ike picking
aline and fighting it out there. 'This here's a | ousy part of town for
pushin''em too.

"This here's a lousy part of town, period - sir,' the sergeant said. 'Al
the dagos used to live here till the Lizards ran 'emout - nmaybe they did
sonet hin' decent there, you ask ne.'

" Knock off the crap about dagos,' Daniels told him He had two in his
pl atoon. If the sergeant turned his back on G ordano and Pinelli, he was
liable to end up dead.

Now he sent Mutt an odd gl ance, as if wondering why he didn't agree:
no pudgy old red-faced ---uv, who talked Iike a Johnny Reb could be a dago
hi nsel f, so what was he doing taking their part? But Mutt was a |ieutenant,
so the sergeant shut up till he got the platoon to its destination:'This here's
CGak and Cleveland, sir. They call it "Dead Coner" on account of the da -
the Eyetalian gents got in the habit of nurdering each other here during
Prohi bi ti on. Sonehow, there never were any w tnesses. Funny how t hat
works, ain't iff He saluted and took off.

The pl atoon | eader Daniels replaced was a skinny bl ond guy naned
Rasnmussen. He pointed south. 'Lizard |ines are about four hundred
yards down that way, out past Locust. Last couple days, it's been
pretty quiet.'

"Ckay.' Daniels brought field glasses up to his eyes and peered down
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past Locust. He spotted a couple of Lizards. Things had to be quiet, or
they never woul d have shown thensel ves. They were about the size

of ten-year-olds, with green-brown skin painted in patterns that neant
things like rank and specialization badges and service stripes, swively
eyes, and a forward-leaning, skittery gate unlike anything ever spawned
on Earth.

"They sure are ugly little critters,' Rasnussen said. 'Little's the word,
too. How do things that size go about making so nuch trouble?

' They manage, that's a fact,' Mitt answered. 'Wat | don't see is, now
that they're here, how we ever gonna get rid of all of 'enfP They've cone
to stay, no two ways about that a-tall."’

"Just have to kill '"ern all, | guess,' Rasnussen said.

"Good luck!" Mutt said. 'They're liable to do that to us instead. Rea
liable. You ask ne - not that you did - we got to find sone other kind
of way.' He rubbed his bristly chin. "Only trouble is, | ain't got a clue
what it could be. Hope sonebody does. If nobody does, we better find
one pretty damm quick or we're in all kinds of trouble.

"Li ke you said, | didn't ask you,' Rasnussen told him

11
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H gh above Dover, a jet plane roared past. Wthout |ooking up, David
CGol dfarb couldn't tell whether it was a Lizard aircraft or a British Meteor
G ven the thick layer of gray clouds hanging | ow overhead, |ooking up
probably woul dn't have done hi many good, either

"That's one of ours,' Flight Lieutenant Basil Roundbush decl ared.

"I'f you say so,' Goldfarb answered, tacking on 'sir' half a beat
too | ate.

"I do say so,'Roundbush told him He was tall and handsone and bl ond
and ruddy, with a dashing nustache and a chestful of decorations, first
fromthe Battle of Britain and then fromthe recent Lizard invasion. As
far as CGol dfarb was concerned, a pilot deserved a bl oody nedal just for
surviving the Lizard attack. Even Meteors were easy neat agai nst the
machi nes the Lizards flew.

To make matters worse, Roundbush wasn't just a fighting nachine with
nmore ball ocks than brains. He'd hel ped Fred Hipple with inprovenents on
the engines that powered the Meteor, he had a lively wit, and wonen fel

all over him Taken all in all, he gave Goldfarb an inferiority conplex.

He did his best to hide it, because Roundbush, within the linits of
possessing few limts, was withal a nost |ikable chap. '|l ambut a nere
"unbl e radarman, sir,' CGoldfarb said, making as if to tug at a forelock
he didn't have. 'l wouldn't know such things, | wouldn't.

"You're a nere 'unble pile of nmalarkey, is what you are,' Roundbush
said with a snort.

Gol df arb sighed. The pilot had the right accent, too. Hi s own, despite
studious efforts to make it nmore cultivated, betrayed his East End London
origins every time he opened his nmouth. He hadn't had to exaggerate it
much to put on his '"unble air for Roundbush

The pilot pointed. 'The oasis |ies ahead. Onward!'

They qui ckened their strides. The Wiite Horse Inn lay not far from
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Dover Castle, in the northern part of town. It was a goodly hike from
Dover College, where they both | abored to turn Lizard gadgetry into

devi ces the RAF and other British forces could use. It was also the best
pub in Dover, not only for its bitter but also for its barmaids.

Not surprisingly, it was packed. Uniforns of every sort - RAF, arny,

Mari nes, Royal Navy - mingled with civilian tweed and flannel. The

great fireplace at one end of the roomthrew heat all across it, as it had
been doing in that building since the fourteenth century. Coldfarb sighed
blissfully. The Dover College | aboratories where he spent his days were

cl ean, nmodem - and bl oody col d.

As if in a rugby scrum he and Roundbush el bowed their way toward
the bar. Roundbush held up a hand as they neared the pronised | and.

"Two pints of best bitter, darling!' he baw ed to the redhead in back of
the 1 ong oaken expanse.

"For you, dearie, anything,' Sylvia said with a toss of her head. Al the
men who heard her howl ed wol fishly. Goldfarb joined in, but only so as
not to seemout of place. He and Sylvia had been |overs a while before.

It wasn't that he'd been mad about her; it wasn't even that he'd been her
only one at the time: she was, in her owmn way, honest, and hadn't tried to
string himalong with such stories. But seeing her now that they'd parted
did sonetimes sting - not |east because he still craved the sweet warnth
of her body.

She slid the pint pots toward them Roundbush sl apped silver onto
the bar. Sylvia took it. Wen she started to nake change for him he
shook his head. She smiled a large, promising smle - she was honestly
nmercenary, too

CGol dfarb raised his nug. 'To Group Captain Hipple!'' he said. He and
Roundbush both drank. If it hadn't been for Fred Hipple, the RAF would
have had to go on fighting the Lizards with Hurricanes and Spitfires,
not jets. But Hipple had been m ssing since the Lizards attacked the
Brunti ngt horpe research station during their invasion. The toast was al
too likely to be the only nenorial he'd ever get.

Roundbush peered with respect at the deep gol den brew he was quaffi ng.
"That's bl oody good, ' he said.' These handrmade bitters often turn out better
than what the brewers sold all across the country.'

"You're right about that,' CGoldfarb said, thoughtfully smacking his lips.
He fanci ed hinself a connoisseur of bitter. 'Well hopped, nutty---2 He took
another pull, to rem nd hinmself of what he was talking about.

The pint pots quickly enptied. CGoldfarb raised a hand to order another
round. He | ooked around for Sylvia, didn't see her for a nonent, then he
did; she was carrying a tray of nugs over to a table by the fire.
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As if by magic, another wonman nmaterialized behind the bar while his
head was turned. 'You want a fresh pint?' she asked.

"Two pints - one for nmy friend here,' he answered autonatically-Then
he | ooked at her. 'Hullo! You're new here.'

She nodded as she poured beer fromthe pitcher into the pint pots.

"Yes - ny nane's Naom .' She wore her dark hair pulled back from

her face. It nade her | ook thoughtful. She had delicate features: skin
pal e wi t hout being pink, narrow chin, w de cheekbones, |arge gray eyes,
el egantly arched nose.

Gol dfarb paid for the bitter, all the while studying her. At last, he
risked a word not in English: 'Yehudeh?

Those eyes fixed on him sharply. He knew she was searching his features
- and knew what she'd find. H's brow, curly hair and form dabl e nose had
not sprung fromnative English stock. After a nonent, she rel axed and
said, 'Yes, |I'mJew sh - and you, unless I'mwong.' Now that he heard
nore than a sentence from her, he caught her accent - |ike the one his
parents had, though not nearly so strong.

He nodded. 'Quilty as charged,' he said, which won a cautious smle
fromher. He left her atip as large as the one Basil Roundbush had given
Syl via, though he could afford it less well. He raised his nmug to her before
he drank, then asked, 'Wat are you doi ng here?

"In Engl and, do you nean?' she asked, wiping the bar with a bit of rag.
"My parents were |ucky enough, smart enough - whatever you like - to
get out of Germany in 1937. 1 cane with them | was fourteen then.

That nade her twenty or twenty-one now. a fine age, CGoldfarb thought
reverently. He said, 'My parents cane from Pol and before the First
Wrld War, so | was born here.' He wondered if he should have told
her that; German Jews sonetines | ooked down their noses at their Polish
cousi ns.

But she said, 'You were very lucky, then. Wat we went through ..
and we were gone before the worst. And in Poland, they say, it was
even worse.'

"Everything they say is true, too,'David answered. 'Have you ever heard
Mbi she Russie broadcast? We're cousins; |'ve talked with himafter he
escaped fromPoland. If it hadn't been for the Lizards, there wouldn't be any
Jews left there by now. | hate being grateful to them but there you are.

"Yes, | have heard him' Naom said. 'T~rrible things there - but there,
at least, they're over. In Gernany, they go on.'

"I know,' Goldfarb said, and took a long pull at his bitter. 'And the
Nazi s have hit the Lizards as many |licks as anyone el se, maybe nore.

The worl d's gone crazy, it bl oody well has.
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Basi| Roundbush had been tal king with a sandy-haired Royal Navy
commander. Now he turned back to find a fresh pint at his el bow - and
Naom behind the bar. He pulled hinself straight; he could turn on two
hundred watts of charmthe way nost nen flicked on a light switch
"Well, well,' he said with a toothy snmile. 'Qur publican's taste has gone
up, it has indeed. Wiere did he find you?

Not sporting, Goldfarb thought. He waited for Naom to sigh or giggle or
do whatever she did to show she was smitten. He hadn't seen Roundbush
fail yet. But the barmaid just answered, coolly enough, 'l was |ooking for
wor k, and he was ki nd enough to think I mght do. Now if you will excuse
me-' She hurried off to mnister to other thirst-stricken patrons.

Roundbush dug an elbow into Goldfarb's ribs. 'Not sporting, old man.

You have an unfair advantage there, unless |I'm nmuch ni staken.'

Dam it, he was sharp, to have identified the accent or placed her | ooks
so quickly. '"Me?' Goldfarb said. '"You're a fine one to tal k of advantages,
when you' ve got everything in a skirt fromhere halfway to the Isle of
W ght going all soppy over you.

"What ever coul d you be tal king about, ny dear fellow? Roundbush
said, and stuck his tongue in his cheek to show he was not to be taken
seriously. He gul ped down his pint, then waved the pot at Sylvia, who
had at |ast cone back. 'Another round of these for David and ne, if you
pl ease, darling.

" Coming up,' she said.

Roundbush turned back to the Royal Navy man. Gol dfarb asked Syl vi a,
"When did she start here?" His eyes slid toward Naom .

"A few days ago,' Sylvia answered. 'You ask ne, she's liable to be
too fine to nake a go of it. You have to be able to put up with the
drunken, randy sods who want anything they can get out of you - or
into you.'

' Thanks,' Goldfarb said. 'You' ve just nade ne feel about two inches
hi gh!

"Bliney, you're a gent, you are, next to a lot of these bastards,' Sylvia
said, praising with faint damm. She went on, 'Naom, her way | ooks to be
pretendi ng she doesn't notice the pushy ones, or understand what they
want fromher. That's only good for so long. Sooner or later - likely
sooner - sonebody's going to try reaching down her bl ouse or up her
dress. Then we'll-"

Bef ore she could say 'see,' the rifle-crack of a slap cut through the
chatter in the Wite Horse Inn. A Marine captain raised a hand to his
cheek. Naomi, quite unperturbed, set a pint of beer in front of himand
went about her busi ness.
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"Tinmed that well, | did, though | say so ny own self,' Sylvia remarked
with nore than a little pride

"That you did,' Goldfarb agreed. He gl anced over toward Naonmi . Their
eyes net for a nmonent. He smled. She shrugged, as if to say, AY in a
day's work. He turned back to Sylvia. 'Good for her,' he said.

Li u Han was nervous. She shook her head. No, she was nore than nervous.
She was terrified. The idea of nmeeting the little scaly devils face-to-face
made her shiver inside. She'd been a creature under their control for too
long: first in their airplane that never cane down, where they nade her
subnmit to one man after another so they could | earn how peopl e behaved
in matters of the pillow, and then, after she'd got pregnhant, down in their
prison canp not far from Shanghai. After she'd had her baby, they'd stolen
it fromher. She wanted her child back, even if it was only a girl.

Wth all that in her past, she had trouble believing the scaly devils
woul d treat her |ike sonmeone worth consideration now. And she was a
worman hersel f, which did nothing to ease her confidence. The doctrine
of the People's Liberation Arny said wonen were, and shoul d be, equa
to nen. In the top part of her mind, she was begi nning to believe that.
Down deep, though, a lifetinme of teachings of the opposite |esson stil
shaped her thoughts - and her fears.

Per haps sensing that, Nieh Ho-T'ing said, "It will be all right. They
won't do anything to you, not at this parley. They know we hold

prisoners of theirs, and what will happen to those prisoners if anything,
bad happens to us.'
"Yes, | understand,'she said, but she shot hima grateful glance anyhow.

In matters military, he knew what he was tal king about. He'd served as
political comm ssar in the first detachnment of Mao's revolutionary arny,
conmmanded a division in the Long March, and been an arny chief of staff.
After the Lizards canme, he'd | ed resistance agai nst them - and agai nst
t he Japanese, and agai nst the counterrevol uti onary Kuom ntang clique -
first in Shanghai and then here in Peking. And he was her |over.

Though she'd been bom a peasant, her wits and her burni ng eagerness
for revenge on the little devils for all they'd done to her had made her a
revol utionary herself, and one who'd risen quickly in the ranks.

A scaly devil energed fromthe tent that his kind had built in the niddle

of the Pan jo Hsiang Tai - the Fragrant Terrace of Wsdom The tent

| ooked nore |ike a bubble blown from some opaqueorange shiny stuff
than an honest erection of canvas or silk. It clashed dreadfully not only with
the terrace and the walls and the el egant staircases to either side, but also
with everything on the Chiung Hua Tao, the Wiite Pagoda Isl and.
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Liu Han stifled a nervous giggle. Peasant that she was, she'd neve
i magi ned, back in the days before the little scay S
life and tore it up by the roots, that she would find herself not just in th
Inmperial City inside Peking, but on an island the old Chi nese Enperor

The little devil turned one turreted eye toward Liu Han, the other towar
Ni eh Ho-T'ing.' You are the nmen of the People's Liberation Arny?' it aske
in fair Chinese, and added a grunting cough at the end of the sentence
show it was a question: a hol dover fromthe usages of its own | anguag
When neither human denied it, the scaly devil said, 'You will cone w't

Inside the tent, the |anps glowed al nost |ike sunlight, but slightl
nmore yell oworange in tone. That had nothing to do with the materi
fromwhich the tent was made; Liu Han had noticed it in al
illumnation the little scaly devils used. The tent was bi g enough
contain an antechanber. \Wen she started to go through the doorwa

"Wait!' he said, and tacked on a different cough, one that put spec
enphasi s on what he said. 'W will exanine you with our nachines,
make sure you carry no expl osives. This has been done to us before.

Liu Han and Ni eh Ho-T'ing exchanged gl ances. Neither of them sa
anything. Liu Han had had the idea of sendi ng beast-show men who
trained animals fascinated the scaly devils to performfor them- w
bonbs hidden in the cases that also held their creatures. A lot of
bonbs had gone off. Fooling the little devils twice with the same

Essaff had the two humans stand in a certain place. He exam n,
i mges of their bodies in what |ooked like a small filmscreen. Liu R
harl seen its like many tines before: it seened as commopn anong t

little devils as books anong manki nd.
After hissing Iike a bubbling pot for a minute or two, Essaff said,

are honorable here in this case. You may go in.'

The main chanber of the tent held a table with nore of the scaly devi
machi nes at one end. Behind the table sat two nales. Pointing to th
in turn, Essaff said, 'This one is Ppevel, assistant administrator, eas
region, main continental mass - China, you would say. That one
Ttomal ss, researcher in Tosevite - human, you woul d say - behavi or

"I know Ttomal ss,' Liu Han said, holding enpotion at bay with
effort of will that all but exhausted her. Ttonmalss and his assista

had phot ographed her giving birth to her daughter, and then taken it
Bef ore she could ask himhow the girl was, Essaff said, 'You Tosevit
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you sit down with us! The chairs the scaly devils had brought for them
were of human make, a concession she'd never seen fromthem before.
As she and Nieh Ho-T'ing sat, Essaff asked, 'You will drink tea?

"No,"' Nieh said sharply. 'You exam ned our bodies before we cane in
here. We cannot examine the tea. W know you sonetinmes try to drug
people. W will not drink or eat with you.'

Tt omal ss under st ood Chi nese. Ppevel evidently did not. Essaff trans-
lated for him Liu Han followed sonme of the translation. She'd |earned a
bit of the scaly devils' speech. That was one reason she was here instead
of Nieh's longtinme aide, Hsia Shou-Tao.

Thr ough Essaff, Ppevel said, 'This is a parley. You need have
no fear!

"You had fear of us,' N eh answered. 'If you do not trust us, how can we
trust you?' The scaly devils' drugs did not usually work well on people.
Ni eh Ho-T'ing and Liu Han both knew that. N eh added, 'Even anong
our own people - human beings, | nean - we Chinese have had to suffer
under unequal treaties. Now we want nothing less than full reciprocity
in all our dealings, and give no nore than we get!

Ppevel said, 'We are talking with you. Is this not concession
enough?’

"It is a concession,' Nieh Ho-T'ing said. 'It is not enough! Liu Han
added an enphatic cough to his words. Both Ppevel and Essaff jerked in
surprise. Ttomal ss spoke to his superior in a |low voice. Liu Han caught
enough to gather that he was expl ai ni ng how she'd picked up sone of
their tongue.

"Let us talk, then,' Ppevel said. 'W shall see who is equal and who is
not when this war is over

"Yes, that is true,' Nieh Ho-T'ing agreed. 'Very well, we shall talk. Do
you wi sh the discussion to begin with great things and nove down to
the small, or would you rather start with small things and work up as
we nmake progress?’

"Best we start with small things,' Ppevel said. 'Because they are small,
you and we nay both find it easier to give ground on them If we try too
much at the beginning, we may only grow angry with each other and
have these tal ks fail altogether!

"You are sensible,” Nieh said, inclining his head to the little scaly devil
Liu Han listened to Essaff explaining to Ppevel that that was a gesture
of respect. Nieh went on, 'As we have noted' - his voice was dry; the
Peopl e's Liberation Arnmy had noted it with bonbs - 'we denand that
you return the girl child you callously kidnapped fromLiu Han here!

Ttomal ss junped as if soneone had jabbed himwith a pin. 'This is not
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a small matter!' he exclaimed in Chinese, and added an enphatic coug
to show he neant it. Essaff was put in the odd position of translatin~
for one little devil what a different one said.

Ni eh Ho-Ying raised an eyebrow. Liu Han suspected the gesture wa
wasted on the scaly devils, who had no eyebrows - nor any other hair.

Ni eh said, 'What would you call a small matter, then? | could tell you
I find the stuff fromwhich you have made this tent very ugly, but
that is hardly something worth negotiating. Compared to having all

you inperialist aggressors |eave China at once, the fate of this baby
is small, or at |least smaller.'

When that had been transl ated, Ppevel said, 'Yes, that is a small matter
conmpared to the other. In any case, this land is now ours, which adnits
of no discussion - as you nust be aware.'

Ni eh smiled without replying in words. The European powers and the
Japanese had said such things to China, too, but failed in their efforts
to consolidate what they had taken at bayonet point. Marxist-Lenin
doctrine gave Nieh a long view of history, a view he'd been teaching to
Li u Han.

But she knew from her own experience that the little scaly devils ha
a long view of history, too, one that had nothing to do with Mrx
Lenin. They were inhumanly patient; what worked against Britain
Japan night fail against them If they weren't |lying, even the Chinese
the most anciently and perfectly civilized nation in the world, mght hav
been children beside them

"I's ny daughter well?' Liu Han asked Ttomal ss at |ast. She dared
break down and cry, but tal king about the girl made her nose begin t
run in lieu of tears. She bl ew between her fingers before going on,
you taki ng good care of her?

"The hatchling is both confortable and healthy.' Ttomal ss took out
machi ne of a sort Liu Han had seen before. He touched a stud. Abov
the machine, by some magic of the scaly devils, an imge of the bab
sprang i nto being. She was up on all fours, wearing only a cloth aroun
her mddle, and smiling wide enough to show two tiny white teeth.

Liu Han did start to weep then. Ttomal ss knew enough to understan
that meant grief. He touched the stud again. The picture~ vani shed. Li
Han didn't know whether that made things better or worse. She ache
to hold the baby in her arns.

Gat hering herself, she said, 'If you talk to people as equals or sonethin
close to equals, you do not steal their children fromthem You can do on
or the other, but not both. And if you do steal children, you have to exp
people to do everything they can to hurt you because of it.
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"But we take the hatchlings to I earn how they and the Race can rel ate
to each other when starting fresh,' Ttomalss said, as if that were al npst
too obvious to need expl anation

Ppevel spoke to himin the scaly devils' tongue. Essaff declined to
transl ate what he said. N eh | ooked a question to Liu Han. She whi spered,
'He says one thing they have learned is that people will fight for their
hat chl i ngs, uh, children. This may not have been what they intended to
find out, but it is part of the answer.'’

Ni eh neither replied nor |ooked directly at Ppevel. Liu Han had enough
practice at reading his face to have a pretty good notion that he thought
Ppevel no fool. She had the same feeling about the little devil.

Ppevel 's eye turrets swung back toward her and Ni eh Ho-T'ing.' Suppose
we give back this hatchling,' he said through Essaff, ignoring another start
of dismay from Ttomal ss. ' Suppose we do this. Wat do you give us in
return? Do you agree to no nore bombings |ike those that marred the
Enperor's birthday?

Li u Han sucked in a long breath. She woul d have agreed to anything to
get her baby back. But that decision was not hers to make. Nieh Ho-T'ing
had authority there, and N eh | oved the cause nore than any individual or
that individual's concerns. Abstractly, Liu Han understood that that was
the way it should be. But how could you think abstractly when you'd
just seen your baby for the first tine since it was stol en?

"No, we do not agree to that,' Nieh said. 'It is too much to demand in
exchange for one baby who cannot do you any harm

"G ving back the hatchling would harm our research,' Ttonmal ss said.

Both Ni eh and Ppevel ignored him N eh went on, 'If you give us the
baby, though, we will give you back one of your males whom we hold
captive. He nust be worth nore to you than that baby is.'

"Any male is worth nore to us than a Tosevite,' Ppevel said. 'This is
axiomatic. But the words of the researcher Ttonalss do hold sone truth.
Di srupting a long-termresearch programis not sonething we nal es of
the Race do casually. W require nore justification for this than your
si mpl e denmand. '

' Does child-stealing mean nothing to you as a crine? Liu Han said.

'"Not a great deal,' Ppevel answered indifferently. 'The race does not
suffer frommany of the fixations on other individuals with which you
Tosevites are so afflicted.’

Wirst, Liu Han realized, was that he neant it. The scaly devils were
not evil, not in their own strange eyes. They were just so different from
manki nd that, when they acted by their own standards of what was
right and proper, they couldn't help horrifying the people on whomthey

A ~&! ~
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inflicted those standards. Understanding that, though, did nothing to get
her daughter back

"Tell me, Ppevel,' she asked with a dangerous glint in her eye, 'ho

| ong have you been assistant adninistrator for this region?

Ni eh Ho-T'ing's gaze slid toward her for a noment, but he didn't say
anything or try to head her off. The Communi sts preached equality

bet ween the sexes, and Nieh foll owed that preaching - better than nost,
fromwhat she'd seen. Hsia Shou-Tao's idea of the proper position for
worren in the revol utionary novenent, for instance, was on their backs
with their | egs open.

"I have not had this responsibility long,' Ppevel said. '|I was previously
assistant to the assistant administrator. Wiy do you ask this irrel evant
question?

Liu Han did not have a nouthful of small, sharp, pointed teeth, as the

little scaly devils did. The predatory smle she sent Ppevel showed she
did not need them 'So your old chief is dead, eh?" she said. 'Did he die
on your Enperor's birthday?

Al three scaly devils lowered their eyes for a nonent when Essaff
translated ' Enperor' into their |anguage. Ppevel answered, 'Yes, but-_2

"Who do you think will replace you after our next attack? Liu Han
asked. Interrupting at a parley was probably bad form but she didn't
care. 'You may not think stealing children is a great crime, but we do,
and we will punish all of you if, we can't reach the guilty one' - she
glared at Ttomal ss -'and you don't nake amends.'

"This matter requires further analysis within the circles of the Race,’
Ppevel said; he had courage. 'W do not say yes at this tinme, but we do
not say no. Let us nove on to the next item of discussion.'’

"Very well,' N eh Ho-Ying said, and Liu Han's heart sank. The little
scaly devils were not in the habit of Ilying over such matters, and she
knew it. Discussion on getting her daughter back woul d resune. But
every day the little girl was away woul d make her stranger, harder to
reclaim She hadn't seen a human being since she was three days ol d.
VWhat woul d she be like, even if Liu Han finally got her back?

Fromthe outside, the railroad car |ooked |ike one that haul ed baggage.
Davi d Nussboym had seen that, before the bored-I|ooking NKVD nen,
submachi ne guns in hand but plainly sure they woul dn't have to use
them herded himand his conpanions in msfortune into it. Inside, it
was divided into nine conpartnents, |ike any passenger car

In an ordi nary passenger car, though, four to a conpartnment was
crowded. People | ooked resentfully at one another, as if it was the
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fault of the person on whomthe irritated gaze fell that he took up
so nmuch space. In each of the five prisoner conpartnents on this car

Nussboym shook his head. He was a scrupul ous man, a neticul ous
man. He didn't know how many peopl e each of the other conpartnents
hel d. He knew there were twenty-five nmen in his.

He and three others had perches - not proper seats - upon the baggage
racks by the ceiling. The strongest, toughest prisoners lay in relative
confort - and extrenely relative it was, too - on the hard m ddl e bunk
The rest sat jammed together on the | ower bunk and on the floor, on top
of their neager bel ongi ngs.

Nussboym s rackmate was a | anky fell ow naned |van Fyodorov. He
under st ood some of Nussboym's Polish and a bit of Yiddish when the
Polish failed. Nussboym in turn, could follow Russian after a fashion
and Fyodorov threw in a word of German every now and agai n.

He wasn't a nmental giant. 'Tell me again how you're here, David
Aronovich,' he said. 'I've never heard a story |ike yours, not even once.'

Nussboym sighed. He'd told the story three tinmes already in the two
days - he thought it was two days - he'd been perched on the rack. 'It's
like this, lvan Vasilievich,' he said. 'l was in Lodz, in Poland, in the part
of Poland the Lizard-, held. My crine was hating the Gernans worse
than the Lizards.'

"Way did you do that?' Fyodorov asked. This was the fourth tinme he'd
asked that question, too.

Up till now, Nussboym had evaded it: your average Russian was no
nore apt to |ove Jews than was your average Pole. 'Can't you figure it
out for yourself?'" he asked now. But, when Fyodorov's brow furrowed
and did not clear, he snapped, 'Dam it, don't you see |'m Jew sh?

"Ch, that. Yeah, sure, | knew that,' his fellow prisoner said, sunny still.
"Ain't no Russian with a nose that big, anyhow. 'Nussboym brought a hand
up to the offended nenber, but Ivan hadn't seened to nmean anythi ng by
it past a sinple statenent of fact. He went on, 'So you were in Lodz. How
did you get here? That's what | want to know.'

"My chuns wanted to get rid of ne,’ Nusshoymsaid bitterly. 'They
wouldn't give nme to the Nazis - even they aren't that vile. But they
couldn't leave me in Poland, either; they knew | wouldn't |let them get
away with collaborating. So they knocked me unconscious, took me across
Li zard-hel d country till they came to | and you Russians still controlled -
and they gave ne to your border patrols.'

Fyodorov m ght not have been a nental giant, but he was a Sovi et
citizen. He knew what had happened after that. Smiling, he said, 'And
the border patrol decided you had to be a crimnal - and besides, you
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were a foreigner and a zhid to boot - and so they dropped you into thE
gulag. Now | get it.'

"I"'mso glad for you,' Nussboym said sourly.

The wi ndow that | ooked out fromthe conpartnent to the hallway
of the prison car had crosshatched bars over it. Nussboym watched a
coupl e of NKVD men nmake their way toward the conpartment entrance,
whi ch had no door, only a sliding grate of sinilar crosshatched bars. The
compartment had no wi ndows that opened on the outside world, just a
couple of tiny barred blinds that mght as well not have been there.

Nussboym didn't care. He'd | earned that when the NKVD nen wal ked
by with that slow deliberate stride, they had food with them Hi s stonmach
runbl ed. Spit rushed into his nouth. He ate better in the prison car - a
Stolypin car, the Russians universally called it - than he had in the Lodz
ghetto before the Lizards came, but not nuch better.

One of the NKVD nen opened the grate, then stood back, covering the
prisoners with a subnmachi ne gun. The other one set down two buckets.

"Al'l right, you zeks!' he shouted. 'Feeding tine at the zoo!' He | aughed
loudly at his own wit, though he nade the joke every time it was his
turn to feed the prisoners.

They | aughed too, loudly. If they didn't |augh, nobody got anything
to eat. They'd found that out very fast. A couple of beatings soon forced
the recalcitrant ones into line.

Satisfied, the guard started passing out chunks of coarse, black bread
and half a salted herring api ece. They'd got sugar once, but the guards
said they were out of that now Nussboym didn't know whether it was
true, but did know he was in no position to find out.

The prisoners who reclined on the mddle bunk got the biggest |oaves
and fishes. They'd enforced that rule with their fists, too. Nussboynis
hand went to the shiner below his left eye. He'd tried hol ding out on
them and paid the price.

He wol fed down the bread, but stuck his bony fragnent of herring in
a pocket. He'd learned to wait for water before he ate the fish. It was so
salty, thirst would have driven himmad till he got something to drink
Sonetimes the guards brought a bucket of water after they brought food.
Sonetimes they didn't. Today they didn't.

The train runbled on. In sumrer, having two dozen nmen stuffed into a
compartment intended for four would have been intolerable - not that that
woul d have stopped the NKVD. In a Russian winter, animal warnth was
not to be despised. In spite of being cold, Nussboymwasn't freezing.

Hi s stomach growl ed again. It didn't care that he would suffer
agonies of thirst if he ate his herring without water. Al it knew
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was that it was still mostly enpty, and that the fish wou
fill it up.

Wth a squeal of brakes, the train pulled to a halt. Nussboym
sli pped down onto nmen bel ow. |van had done that once. They'd f,
himlike a pack of wolves, beating and kicking himtill he was bl,
blue. After that, the fell ows perched on the baggage racks had
hang on tight during stops.

"Where are we, do you think? sonmebody down bel ow asked.

"In hell,' sonmebody el se answered, which produced | aughs both nore
bitter and nore sincere than the ones the guard had got for hinself.
"This'll be Pskov, | bet,' a zek in the mddl e bunk declared. 'I hear tel
we' ve cleared the Lizards away fromthe railroad line that | eads there
fromthe west. After that' - he stopped sounding so arrogant and sure
O hinself -'after that, it's north and east, on to the Wite Sea, or maybe
to the Siberian gulags.'
Nobody spoke for a couple of mnutes after that Wnter |abor up
around Archangel or in Siberia was enough to daunt even the hearti est
of spirits.
Smal | clangs and jerks showed that cars were either being added to
the train or taken off it. One of the zeks sitting on the bottom bunks 'said,
"Didn't the Hitlerites take Pskov away fromthe rodina? Shit, they can't

do anything worse to us than our own pe( |le do.'

'Ch yes, they can,' Nussboym said, and told them about Treblinka.

"That's Lizard propaganda, is what that is,' the big-nmouthed zek in the
m ddl e bunk sai d.

' No, ' Nussboym said. Even in the face of opposition fromthe powerful
prisoner, about half the zeks in the car ended up believing him He reckoned
that a noral victory.

A guard canme back with a bucket of water, a dipper, and a couple of nugs.

He | ooked disgusted with fate, as if by letting the nen drink he was granting
thema privilege they didn't deserve 'Cone on you sliny bastards' he

said. 'Queue up - and nake it snappy. | don't have all day.'

Heal thy nen drank first, then the ones with tubercul ar coughs, and
last of all the three or four |uckless fellows who had syphilis. Nussboym
wondered if the arrangenment did any good, because he doubted the NKVD
men washed the nugs between uses. The water was yellow sh and cl oudy
and tasted of grease. The guard had taken it fromthe engi ne tender instead
of going to sone proper spigot. Al the sanme, it was wet. He drank his
allotted nug, ate the herring, and felt, for a nmonent, alnost |ike a hunman
bei ng i nstead of a zek.
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Georg Schultz spun the U-2's two-bl aded wooden prop. The fi-,
cylinder Shvetsov radial caught al nost at once; in a Russian w nt

an air-cool ed engi ne was a bi g advantage. Ludm | a Gorbunova

heard stories about Luftwaffe pilots who had to light fires on
ground under the nose of their aircraft to keep their antifreeze fro
freezing up.

Ludm | a checked the rudinmentary collection of dials on the Kukuruzni)
instrument panel. Al in all, they told her nothing she didn't already kno
the Wheatcutter had plenty of fuel for the m ssion she was going to fly, t
compass did a satisfactory job of pointing toward north, and the alti
said she was still on the ground.

She rel eased the brake. The little biplane bounced across the sno
field that served as an airstrip. Behind her, she knew, men and wom
with brooms woul d sweep snow over the tracks her wheel s made.

Red Air Force took maskirovka seriously.

After one last jounce, the U-2 didn't come down. Ludmla patted

side of the fuselage with a gloved but affectionate hand. Though design
as a primary trainer, the aircraft had harassed first the Germans and t
the Lizards. Kukuruzniks flew | ow and sl ow and, but for the engine,

al nrost no netal; they evaded the Lizards' detection systens that |et
alien inperialist aggressors hack nore sophisticated warpl anes out

the sky with ease. Machine guns and |ight bonbs weren't nuch, but

Ludm |l a swung the aircraft into a long, slow turn back toward the fie
fromwhich she'd taken off. Georg Schultz still stood out there. He wa
to her and bl ew her a kiss before he started trudging for the pine woo

"If Tatiana saw you doing that, she'd blast your head off frome
hundred neters,' Ludmila said. The slipstreamthat bl asted over
wi ndscreen into the open cockpit blew her words away. She wi sh
somet hing woul d do the sanme for Georg Schultz. The German panz
gunner made a first-rate nechanic; he had a feel for engines, the
some people had a feel for horses. That nade hi mval uable no matt

Since the Soviet Union and the Htlerites were at |east forma
cooperating against the Lizards, his fascismcould be overlooliM
fasci sm had been overlooked till the- Nazis treacherously broke th
nonaggressi on pact with the USSR on 22 June 1941. What Ludrn
couldn't stomach was that he kept trying to get her to go to bed w
him though she had about as nuch interest in sleeping with himas s
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"You'd think he would have left me alone after he and Tatiana started
junping on each other,' Ludnmila said to the cloudy sky. Tatiana Pirogova
was an acconplished sniper who'd shot at Nazis before she started shooting
at Lizards. She was at |east as deadly as Schultz, naybe deadlier. As far
as Ludm la could see, that was what drew t hem toget her

'Men,' she added, a conplete sentence. Despite enjoying Tatiana's
favors, Schultz still kept trying to lay her, too. Under her breath, she
mutt ered, 'Dammed nui sance.'

She buzzed west across Pskov. Soldiers in the streets, some in Russian

khaki, others in Gernan field-gray, still others in winter white that nade
their nationality inpossible to guess, waved at her as she flew by. She
didn't mnd that at all. Sonetines, though, human troops would fire at

her in the air, on the assunption that anything airborne had to bel ong
to the Lizards.

A train pulled out of the station, heading northwest. The exhaust from
the | oconotive was a great black plunme that woul d have been visible
for kiloneters against the snow had the low ceiling not masked it. The
Li zards |iked shooting up trains whenever they got the chance.

She waved to the train when she cane closest to it. She didn't think
anyone on board saw it, but she didn't care. Trains pulling out of Pskov
were a hopeful sign. During the winter, the Red Arny - and the Gernmans,
Ludm | a thought reluctantly - had pushed the Lizards back fromthe city,
and back fromthe railroad |ines that ran through it. These days you coul d,
if you were |ucky, get through to Riga by train.

But you still needed luck, and you still needed tinme. That was why
Li eutenant General Chill had sent his despatch with her - not only did it
have a better chance of getting through, it would reach his Nazi counterpart
in the Latvian capital well before it could have got there by rail.

Ludm | a skinned back her teeth in a sardonic grin. 'Ch, how the mghty
Nazi general wi shed he could have sent a mghty Nazi flier to carry his
message for him' she said. 'But he didn't have any mghty Nazi fliers,
so he was stuck with nme.' The expression on Chill's face had been that
of a man biting into an unripe apple.

She patted the pocket of her fur-lined | eather flying suit in which the
preci ous despatch rested. She didn't know what it said. By the way Chil
had given it to her, that was a privilege she didn't deserve. She |aughed
alittle. As if he could have stopped her from opening the envel ope and
readi ng what was inside! Maybe he thought she wouldn't think of that.

If he did, he was stupid even for a Gernan.

Perverse pride, though, had nade her keep the envel ope seal ed. Genera

Chill was - formally - an ally, and had entrusted her with the nessage, no
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matter how reluctant he was about it. She woul d observe the proprieties
in return.

The Kukuruzni k buzzed al ong toward Riga. The countrysi de over
which it skimed was nothing |ike the steppe that surrounded Kiev,
where Ludm | a had grown up. Instead of endless enpty kil oneters,
she fl ew above snow dappl ed pi ne woods, part of the great forest that
stretched east to Pskov and far, far beyond. Here and there, farns and
vill ages appeared in the mdst of the forest. At first, the human settlements
in the mddle of the wilderness alnost startled Ludmla. As she flew on
toward the Baltic, they grew ever nore frequent.

Their | ook changed about hal fway to Ri ga, when she crossed from
Russia into Latvia. It wasn't just that the buil di ngs changed, though
pl aster walls and tile roofs took the place of wood and sometines thatch
Thi ngs becane nore orderly, too, and nore conservative of space: all the
| and was used for sone clearly defined purpose - cropland, town, woodlot,
or whatever it mght have been. Everything plainly was being exploited,
not lying around waiting in case some use eventually devel oped for it.

"It mght as well be Germany,' Ludmila said aloud. The thought gave
her pause. Latvia had only been reincorporated into the Soviet Union a
little nore than a year before the Hitlerites treacherously invaded the
rodi na. Reactionary elenents there had wel coned the Nazis as |iberators,
and col | aborated with them agai nst Soviet forces. Reactionary el ements
in the Wkrai ne had done the sane thing, but Ludmla tried not to think
about that.

She wondered what sort of reception she'd get in Riga. Pskov had had
Sovi et partisans lurking in the nearby forests, and was now essentially
a codom nium between German and Sovi et forces. She didn't think any
significant Soviet forces operated anywhere near Latvia - farther south,

'So' she said 'there soon will be a significant Soviet force in Latvia:

me.' The slipstream bl ew away the joke, and the hunor fromit.

She found the Baltic coast and followed it south toward Riga. The
sea had frozen sone kilonmeters out fromthe shore. The sight made her
shiver. Even for a Russian, that was a lot of ice. Snoke rose fromRiga

harbor. The Lizards had been punmmeling harbors lately. Wen Ludnila
approached the docks, she started drawing rifle fire. Shaking her fists
at the idiots who took her biplane for a Lizard aircraft, she swung away

and | ooked around for soneplace to | and the Kukuruzni k.

Not far from what | ooked like the nmain boul evard, she spied a park
full of bare-branched trees. It had enough enpty space - snow and dead,
yel l ow-brown grass - and to spare for the biplane. No sooner had she slid
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to a jerky stop than Gernman troops in field-gray and white canme running
up to her.

They saw the red stars on the Kukuruznik's w ngs and fusel age. ' Wo
are you, you dammed Russi an, and what are you doing here?' one of them
shout ed.

A typically arrogant Gernman, he assumed she spoke his | anguage. As it
happened, he was right this time. 'Senior Lieutenant Ludm|a Gorbunova,

Red Air Force,' Ludmla answered in Gernman. '|I have with nme a despatch
for General Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt from General Chill in Pskov. WIIl you
be so kind as to take me to hin? And will you canouflage this aircraft

so the Lizards cannot spot it?

The Hitlerite soldiers drew back in surprise to hear her voice. She was
sitting in the cockpit, and her leather flying helmet and thick w nter gear
had effectively disguised her sex. The German who' d spoken before |eered
now and said, 'W've heard of pilots who call thenselves Stalin's Hawks.
Are you one of Stalin's Sparrows?

Now he used du rather than Sie. Ludmila wasn't sure whether he
intended the familiar of intimacy or insult. Either way, she didn't care
for it. 'Perhaps,' she answered in a voice colder than the weather, 'but
only if you're one of Hitler's Jackasses.

She waited to see whether that woul d anuse or anger the Gernman. She
was in luck; not only did he | augh, he threw back his head and brayed like
a donkey. 'You have to be a jackass to end up in a godforsaken place |ike
this,'" he said. "All right, Kamerad - no, Kanmeradin - Senior Lieutenant,
I"l'l take you to headquarters. Why don't you just cone along with me?

Several Germans ended up escorting her, maybe as guards, maybe
because they didn't want to | eave her alone with the first one, nmaybe
for the novelty of walking along with a woman while on duty. She did
her best to ignore them Riga interested her nore.

Even after being battered by years of war, it didn't |look like a
godf orsaken place to her. The main street,- Brivibas Street, it was
called (her eyes and brain needed a little while to adjust to the Latin
al phabet) - had nore shops, and smarter-|ooking ones, than she'd seen
in Kiev. The clothes civilians wore on the street were shabby and none
too clean, but of better fabric and finer cut than woul d have been usua
in Russia or the Ukrainian Soviet Socialist Republic.

Sone of the people recognized her gear. In spite of her Gernman escort,
they yelled at her in accented Russian and in Latvian. She knew t he Russi an
was insulting, and the Latvian sounded | ess than conplinmentary. To rub
in the point, one of the Germans said, 'They |ove you here in Riga.

"There are plenty of places where they | ove Germans even nore,' she
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sai d, which made the Nazi shut up with a snap. Had it been a che
game, she woul d have won t he exchange.
The Rat haus where the German commandant had hi s headqua
was near the comer of Brivibas and Kaleiyu Streets. To Ludmila, th
German-styl e building |l ooked as old as tine. Like the Kromin Psko
it had no sentries on the outside to give away its location to the Lizard
Once inside the ornately carved doors, though, Ludmila found herse
i nspected by two new and hostile Germans in cleaner, fresher uniform
than she was used to seeing.
"What do you have here?' one of them asked her escort.
"Russian flier. She says she has a despatch from Pskov for th
commandi ng general,' the talky soldier answered. 'l figured we'd brin
her here and | et you headquarters types sort things out.'
' She?' The sentry | ooked Ludmila over in a different way. 'By God,
is a wnan, isn't it? Under all that junk she's wearing, | couldn't tell.
He plainly assuned she spoke only Russian. She did her best to | oo
down her nose at him which wasn't easy, since he was probably th

centinmeters the taller. In her best Gennan, she said, "It will never matt
to you one way or the other, | prom se you that.'

The sentry stared at her. Her escorts, who' d been chatting with h
enough to see her nore or less as a human being - and who, |ike an

real fighting men, had no great use for headquarters troops - suppresse
their snickers not quite well enough. That made the sentry | ook even |es
happy. In a voice full of winter, he said, 'Come with me. | will take you t
the conmandant's adj utant.

The adjutant was a beefy, red-faced fellowwith a captain's two pip
on his shoul der straps. He said, 'Gve nme this despatch, young | ad3
General | eutnant Graf Walter von Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt is a busy man
shal | convey to himyour nessage as soon as i s convenient.

Maybe he thought the titles and doubl e-barrel ed name woul d i npres

her. If so, he forgot he was dealing with a socialist. Ludmla stuck ou

her chin and | ooked stubborn. 'Nein,' she said. 'I was told by Genera
Chill to give the nmessage to your conmandant, not to anyone else. | an
a soldier; | follow orders.'

Red- Face turned redder. 'One nonent,' he said, and got up from hi
desk. He went through a door behind it. Wen he came out agaih, h
m ght have been chewing on a |l enon. ' The commandant will see you.'
'Good.' Ludmila headed for that door herself. Had the adjutant no
hastily got out of her way, she would have wal ked right over him
She' d expected an overbred aristocrat with pinched features, a haught3
expression, and a nonocle. Walter von Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt had pinche(
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features, all right, but plainly for no other reason than that he was a sick
man. His skin | ooked |ike yell ow parchnent drawn ti ght over bones. Wen

he was younger and healthier, he'd probably been a handsone nan. Now

he was just soneone carrying on as best he could despite, illness.

He did get up and bow to her, which took her by surprise. H's cadaverous
smle said he'd noticed, too. Then he surprised her again, saying in Russian,
"Wl conme to Riga, Senior Lieutenant. So - what news do you bring ne
from Li eutenant General Chill?'

"Sir, | don't know.' Ludmla took out the envel ope and handed it to
him 'Here is the nessage.

Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt started to open it, then paused and got up from
his chair again. He hurriedly left the office by a side door. Wen he cane
back, his face was even paler than it had been. '| beg your pardon,' he
said, finishing the job of opening the envelope. '| seemto have cone
down with a touch of dysentery.'’

He had a lot nore than a touch; by the ook of him he'd fall over dead
one fine day before too long. Intellectually, Ludnmla had known the Nazis
clung to their posts with as much courage and dedication - or fanaticism
one - as anyone else. Seeing that truth denonstrated, though, sonetines
| eft her wondering how decent nen could follow such a system

That nmade her think of Heinrich Jager and, a nonent later, start to
bl ush. General Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt was studying General Chill's note.

To her relief, he didn't notice her turning pink. He grunted a couple

of tinmes, softly, unhappily. At last, he | ooked up fromthe paper and
said, 'l amvery sorry, Senior Lieutenant, but | cannot do as the Gernan
commandant of Pskov requests.'

She hadn't inmagined a German could put that so delicately. Even if he

was a Hitlerite, he was kulturny. 'Wat does General Chill request, sir?
she asked, then added a hasty anendnent: 'If it's not too secret for ne
to know. '

"By no neans,' he answered - he spoke Russian |like an aristocrat.

"He wanted ne to help resupply himwith nmunitions-' He paused and
coughed.

'So he would not have to depend on Sovi et equi pnment, you nean,'

Ludmi |l a said.

"Just so, ' Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt agreed. 'You saw the snoke in the harbor,
t hough?' He courteously waited for her nod before continuing, 'That is stil
coming fromthe freighters the Lizards caught there, the freighters that
were full of arnms and ammunition of all sorts. W shall be short here
because of that, and have none to spare for our nei ghbors.

"I"'msorry to hear that,' Ludnila said, and found she was not altogether
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lying for the sake of politeness. She didn't want the Gernmans in Pskov
strengthened in respect to Soviet forces there, but she didn't want them
weakened in respect to the Lizards, either. Finding a balance that woul d

| et her be happy on both those counts would not be easy. She went
on, 'Do- you have a witten reply for me to take back to Lieutenant
General Chill?

"I shall draft one for you,' Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt said. 'But first - Beck!
He raised his voice. The adjutant cane bounding into the room 'Fetch
the senior |ieutenant here sonething fromthe mess,' Brockdorff-Ahl efeldt
told him 'She has cone a |l ong way on a sl eevel ess errand, and she could
no doubt do with somnething hot.

Jawohl, Herr GCenerafl eutnanO Beck said. He turned to Ludmla. 'If
you would be so kind as to wait one nonment, please, Senior Lieutenant

CGor bunova.' He di pped his head, alnmost as if he were a maitre d' in sone
fancy, decadent capitalist restaurant, then hurried away. |If his comuander
accepted Ludnila, he accepted her, too.

When Captain Beck came back, he carried on a tray a |large, steam ng

bow . ' Mai zes zupe ar putukrejunmu, a Latvian dish,' he said. 'It's corn
soup with whipped cream'

' Thank you,' Ludmila said, and dug in. The soup was hot and thick
and filling, and didn't taste that alien. Russian-style cooking used a | ot
of cream too, though sour as often as sweet.

Wil e Ludm |la ate, Beck went out to his own office, then cane

back a couple of mnutes later.to lay a sheet of paper on Cenera
Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt's desk. The German comrander at Ri ga studied
the message and gl anced over at Ludmila, but kept silent until, with a
si gh, she set down the bowl. Then he said, '| have a favor to ask of you
if you don't mnd.'

' That depends on what sort of favor it is,' she answered cautiously.

G af Walter von Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt's smle made himl ook Iike a
skel eton that had just heard a good joke. 'l assure you, Senior Lieutenant,
I have no inproper designs upon your undoubtedly fair body. This is a
purely mlitary matter, one where you can hel p us.

"I didn't think you had designs on me, sir,' Ludmla said.

‘"No?' The German general smled again. 'How di sappointing.' Wile
Ludmla was trying to figure out how to take that, Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt
went on, 'W are in contact with a nunber of partisan bands in Pol and.

He paused for a nonent to let that sink in. 'l suppose | should note, this
is partisan warfare against the Lizards, not against the Reich. The bands
have in them Gernmans, Poles, Jews - even a few Russians, | have heard

This particular one, down near Hrubiesz6w, has informed us they could
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particularly use sonme anti panzer mines. You could fly those nmines to them
faster than we could get themthere any other way. Wat say youT

"I don't know,' Ludmla answered. 'l am not under your conmand.

Have you no aircraft of your own?

"Aircraft, yes, a few, but none like that Flying Sewi ng Machi ne in which
you arrived,' Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt said. Ludmila had heard that German
ni ckname for the U-2 before; it never failed to fill her with wy pride.
The general went on, 'My last Fieseler Storch |iaison plane could have
done the job, but it was hit a couple of weeks ago. You know what the
Li zards do to larger, nore conspi cuous nmachi nes. Hrubi esz6w i s about
five hundred kilonmeters south and a little west of here. Can you go
there? | mght add that the panzers you help disable will probably benefit
Sovi et forces as nuch as those of the Wehrmacht.'

Since the Germans had driven organi zed Soviet forces - as opposed
to partisans - deep into Russia, Ludmla had her doubts about that. Still,
the situation had grown extrenely fluid since the Lizards arrived, and a
senior lieutenant in the Red Air Force did not know all there was to know
about deploynents, either. Ludnmila said, "WIIl you be able to get word to
Li eutenant General Chill without nmy flying back to give it to hin®’

"I think we can nmanage that,' Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt answered. 'If it's
all that stands in the way of your flying this mssion, |I'msure we can
manage it.'

Ludm | a considered. 'You'll have to give ne petrol. to get there,' she
said at last. 'As a matter of fact, the partisans will have to give ne petro
to let nme get back. Have they got anyT

' They should be able to lay their hands on sone,' the Gernman genera
said. 'After all, it hasn't been used nuch in Poland since the Lizards
came. And, of course, when you return here, we will give you fuel for
your return flight to Pskov.'

She hadn't even asked about that yet. In spite of that forbidding nanme
and those titles, Generalleutnant G af Walter von Brockdorff-Ahl ef el dt
was i ndeed a gentleman of the old school. That hel ped Ludmi|la rmake
up her mind to nod in agreenent to him Later, she would deci de she
shoul d have picked better reasons for naking up her mnd.

Ri chard Peterson was a decent technician but, as far as Brigadier Genera
Leslie Groves was concerned, a hopel ess stick-in-the-nmud. He sat in the
hard chair in Groves's office in the Science Building of the Universigq
of Denver and said, 'This contai nnent schene you have in mnd, sir,

it's going to be hard to maintain it and increase plutoni um production
at the sane tine.'
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Groves slammed a big, nmeaty fist down on the desk. He was a bi

meaty man, with short-cropped, gingery hair, a thin nustache, and

blunt features of a nastiff. He had a nmastiff s inplacable aggressivenes
too. 'So what are you telling me, Peterson?' he runbled om nously. '

you saying we're going to start |eaking radioactives into the river so
Li zards can figure out where they are? You' d better not be saying t

because you know what'l|l happen if you are.'

"OF course | know.' Peterson's voice went high and shrill. 'The Lizar
will blow us to kingdom cone.'

"That's just exactly right,' Goves said. 'I'mdam lucky | wasn't

Washi ngt on, DC, when they dropped their bonb there.' He snorted. '
they got rid of in Washi ngton was some Congresscritters - odds a

they hel ped the war effort. But if they | and one on Denver, we ca
make any nore nucl ear bonbs of our own. And if we can't do that,

| ose the war.'

"I know that, too,' Peterson answered. 'But the reprocessing plant
only do so nuch. If you get nmore plutoniumout of it, you put
byproducts into the filters - and if they make it through the filters,
go into the South Platte.'

"W have to have nore plutonium' Goves said flatly. 'If that
putting in nore filters or doing nore scrubbing of the ones we have, th
take care of it. That's what you're for. You tell ne you can't do it, I'lI
somebody who can, | prom se you that. You've got top priority for ge
materials, not just from Denver but fromall over the country. Use it
find another job.'

Behi nd his horn-rimred gl asses, Peterson |ooked |ike a puppy wh

got a kick in the ribs for no reason at all. '"It's not the materials, Gen
We're desperately short of trained personnel. We---2
Goves glowered at him 'I told you, | don't want excuses, | wa

results. If you don't have enough trained nmen, train nmore. O ~'else
untrai ned nen and break all your procedures down into baby steps a
idiot can understand: if this happens when you do that, then go on a
do this next thing. If sonething el se happens, do that instead and
the procedure again. And if that or that happens, yell for your boss,
really knows what's going on. Takes a while to draft procedures like th
so you'd better get cracking on it.'

"But -' Peterson began. Groves ignhored him- ostentatiously i

him picking up the topnost sheet fromhis overflow ng I N basket.
technician angrily got up and stonped out of the office. Goves had
he could do not to |laugh. He'd seen furious stonps rmuch better

He made a nental note to keep an extra cl ose watch on the plutoni
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reprocessi ng plant over the next few weeks. Either Peterson woul d get
production up without releasing radioactive contam nation into the river,
or sonebody el se would get a crack at the job.

The sheet Groves had picked up was inportant in its own right, though
i mportant even by the standards of the nonent, where everything in any
way connected with atom c weapons had top priority. He rubbed his chin.
This one was routed through the Ofice of Strategic Services, which was
sonet hing he didn't see every day.

'So the damm Russi ans want our help, do they? he nuttered. He didn't
think nmuch of the Russians, either their politics or their engineering ability.
Still, they'd made the first human-built atom c bonb, even though they had
used fissionables they'd stolen fromthe Lizards. That showed they had
nmore on the ball than he'd given themcredit for

Now, though, they were having trouble turning out their own plutonium
and t hey wanted sonebody to get over there sone kind of way and give
thema hand. If it hadn't been for the Lizards, G oves would have reacted
to that with all the enthusiasmof a man who'd had a rattlesnake stuck in
his skivvies. But with the Lizards in the picture, you worried about them
first and only |ater about the prospect of Uncle Joe with an atom c bonb,
or rather a whol e bunch of atom ¢ bonbs.

Groves | eaned back in his swivel chair. It squeaked. He wi shed for
a cigarette. Wiile you're at it, why not wish for the noon? Instead of
worryi ng about the noon, he said, 'I wish Larssen were still with us.
He'd be the perfect guy to ship off to Mdscow.'

Larssen, though, was dead. He'd never been the sane after his wife
took up with that Arny fellow - Yeager, that was his nane. Then, even
after Larssen nmade it to Hanford, Washington, and back, nobody'd wanted
to disrupt work at the Metallurgical Laboratory by relocating. That had
been a hell of a trip; too bad it was wasted. When it cane to coping with
the travails of the open road, Larssen was top-notch

What he couldn't handle were his own inner denons. Finally, they nust
have got the better of him because he'd shot a couple of nmen and headed
east, toward Lizard-held territory. If he'd sung a song for the aliens, as
Groves had feared he might, nuclear fire would have bl ossoned above
Denver. But the cavalry had hunted hi mdown before he could go over
to the eneny.

"Well, whom does that |eave?' Goves asked the office walls. Trouble
was, the menorandum he'd got didn't tell himenough. He didn't know
where the Reds were having trouble. Did they even have an atonic pile
goi ng? Was separating plutoniumfroman active pile their problen? O
were they trying to separate U235 from U-238? The nmeno didn't say.
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Trying to figure out what to do was like trying to put together a jigsav
puzzl e when you didn't have all the pieces and weren't sure which one,
wer e m ssi ng.

Since they were Russians, he had to figure their problems were prett)
basic. H's own problemwas pretty basic, too: could he spare anybod3
and ship himhal fway around the world in the mddle of war, with n(
guarantee he'd get there in one piece? And if he could, whomdid he hat
enough to want to send himto Mdscow, or wherever the Russians hac
their progranf

He sighed. 'Yeah, Larssen would have been perfect,' he said. Nothin~
he coul d do about that, though. Nothing anybody could do about it, no
till judgment Day. Groves was not the sort to spend time - to waste tine
as he woul d have thought of it - on sonething he couldn't do anythin~
about. He realized he couldn't decide this one off the top of his head. He'd
have to tal k things over with the physicists.

He | ooked at the letter fromthe OSS again. If sonebody went over to
I end the Russians a hand, the USA woul d get paid back with gadgets
taken froma Lizard base that had nmutinied and surrendered to the
Sovi et Arny.

'Have to make sure the Reds don't cheat and give us stuff that doesn't
work or that we've already got,' he told the walls. The one thing you could
rely on about the Russians was that you couldn't rely on them

Then he stopped and read the letter again. He'd m ssed somet hi ng
there by letting his worries about the Russians blind himto the other
things that were going on.

"A Lizard base up and nmutinied?" he said. He hadn't heard of anything
i ke that happeni ng anywhere el se. The Lizards made for solid, disciplined
troops, no matter how much they | ooked |ike chanel eons with del usi ons of
grandeur. He wondered what had driven them far enough over the edge to
go against their own officers.

"Damm, | wish Yeager and those Lizard POM were still here,' he
muttered. 'I'd punp 'em dry if they were.' Inciting Lizards to nutiny had
nothing to do with his current assignnment, but when curiosity started
itching at him he felt as if he had to scratch or die.

Then, reluctantly, he decided it was just as well Yeager hadn't been
around when Jens Larssen got back from Hanford. Larssen probably
woul d have gone after himand Barbara both with that rifle he carried.
That whol e ness hadn't been anybody's fault, but Larssen hadn't been
able to let go of it, either. One way or another, Goves was sure it had
flipped himover the edge.

"Wll, no point in worrying about it now,' he said. Larssen was dead.
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Yeager and his wife were gone to Hot Springs, Arkansas, along with

the Lizard POM. Groves suspected Yeager was still doing useful things

with the Lizards; he'd had a real flair for thinking along with them G oves
didn't know exactly what that said about Yeager's own nmental processes

- not hing good, odds were - but it was useful

He di smi ssed Yeager from his thoughts as he had Larssen. If the
Russians were willing to pay to get the know edge they needed to build
atom ¢ bonbs, they needed it badly. On the other hand, Lenin had said
sonet hi ng about the capitalists' selling the Soviet Union the rope the
Reds woul d use to hang them If they got nuclear secrets, would they

thi nk about using them against the United States one fine day?

"Of course they will - they're Russians,' Groves said. For that matter
had the shoe been on the other foot, the USA wouldn't have hesitated to
use knowl edge in its own best interests, no matter where that know edge

came from That was how you pl ayed the gane.

The ot her question was, did such worries really matter? It was short-term
benefits versus long-termrisks. If the Russians had to bail out of the war
because they got beat without nucl ear weapons, then worrying about what
woul d happen down the Iine was foolish. You' d fret about what a Russia
armed with atom ¢ bonbs could do to the United States after Russia had

done everything it could do to the Lizards.

Fromall he'd |learned - Yeager and the Lizard prisoners canme back
to nmind - the Lizards excelled at |ong-term planning. They | ooked down
their snouts at peopl e because people, neasured by the way they | ooked
at things, had no foresight. Froma merely human perspective, though,
the Lizards were so busy | ooking at the whole forest that they sonetines
didn't notice the tree next door was in the process of toppling over and
| andi ng on their heads.

' Sooner or later, we'll find out whether they're right or we are, or naybe
that everybody's wong,' he said.

That wasn't the sort of question with which he was good at deali ng.

Tell himyou needed this built within that Iength of time for the other
anmount of noney and he'd either nmake it for you or tell you it couldn't
be done - and why. Those were the kinds of questions engineers were
supposed to handl e. You want phil osophy, he thought, you should have
gone to a phil osopher.

And yet, in the course of his engineering work for this project, he'd
listened to a |l ot of what the physicists had to say. Learning how t he
bonb did what it did helped himfigure out howto nmake it. But when
Ferm and Szilard and the rest of themgot to chewing the fat, the line
bet ween engi neering and phil osophy soneti nes got very blurry. He'd

F
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"That's a good boy you have there,' the Geek captain answered.
Mavrogordato's definition of a good boy seemed to be one who got

into every bit of mschief inmaginable. Mishe's standards were rather
nmore sedate. But, considering everything Reuven had been through -
everything the whole famly had been through - he couldn't conplain
nearly so nmuch as he woul d have back in Warsaw.

He went back to the cabin he shared with Reuven and his wife Rivka,

to nmake sure he'd not been telling fables to Mavrogordato. Sure enough,
their neager bel ongi ngs were neatly bundl ed, and R vka was maki ng

sure Reuven stayed in one place by reading to himfroma book of Polish
fairy tales that had somehow nade the trip first fromWrsaw to London
and then from London alnost to the Holy Land. If you read to Reuven, or
if he latched onto a book for himself, he'd hold still; otherw se, he seened
a perpetual -noti on machi ne incarnated in the shape of a small boy -

and Mii she could think of no nmore fitting shape for a perpetual -notion
machi ne to have.

Ri vka put up the book and | ooked a question at him 'W land in a

coupl e of hours,' he said. She nodded. She was the glue that held their
famly together, and he - well, he was smart enough to know it.

‘I don't want to get off the Naxos,' Reuven said. 'I like it here. | want
to be a sailor when | grow up.'

"Don't be foolish," Rivka told him 'This is Palestine we're going to, the
Holy Land. Do you understand that? There haven't been many Jews here

for hundreds and hundreds of years, and now we're goi ng back. W may
even go to Jerusalem "Next year in Jerusalem" people say during the

H gh Holy Days. That will really come true for us now, do you see?'
Reuven nodded, his eyes big and round. Despite their travels and
travails, they were bringing himup to understand what being a Jew
meant, and Jerusalemwas a name to conjure with. It was a nanme to
conjure with for Mishe, too. He'd never imagined ending up in Palestine,
even if he was being brought here to help the British rather than for any
religious reason.

Ri vka went back to reading. Mishe wal ked up to the bow of the

Naxos and watched Haifa draw near. The town rose up fromthe sea

al ong the slopes of Mount Carnel. Even in winter, even in cold, the
Medi t erranean sun shed a clearer, brighter light than he was used to
seeing in Warsaw or London. Many of the houses and ot her buil di ngs

he saw were whitewashed; in that penetrating sunlight, they sparkled as
if washed with silver.

M xed anmong the buil dings were groves of |low, spreading trees with
gray-green | eaves. He'd never seen their |ike. Wen Captain Mavrogordato
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"That's a good boy you have there,' the Geek captain answered.
Mavrogordato's definition of a good boy seemed to be one who got

into every bit of mschief inmaginable. Mishe's standards were rather
nmore sedate. But, considering everything Reuven had been through -
everything the whole famly had been through - he couldn't conplain
nearly so nmuch as he woul d have back in Warsaw.

He went back to the cabin he shared with Reuven and his wife Rivka,

to nmake sure he'd not been telling fables to Mavrogordato. Sure enough,
their neager bel ongi ngs were neatly bundl ed, and R vka was maki ng

sure Reuven stayed in one place by reading to himfroma book of Polish
fairy tales that had somehow nade the trip first fromWrsaw to London
and then from London alnost to the Holy Land. If you read to Reuven, or
if he latched onto a book for himself, he'd hold still; otherw se, he seened
a perpetual -noti on machi ne incarnated in the shape of a small boy -

and Mii she could think of no nmore fitting shape for a perpetual -notion
machi ne to have.

Ri vka put up the book and | ooked a question at him 'W land in a

coupl e of hours,' he said. She nodded. She was the glue that held their
famly together, and he - well, he was smart enough to know it.

‘I don't want to get off the Naxos,' Reuven said. 'I like it here. | want
to be a sailor when | grow up.'

"Don't be foolish," Rivka told him 'This is Palestine we're going to, the
Holy Land- Do you under5tand tbat? There haven't been many Jews here

for hundreds and hundreds of years, and now we're goi ng back. W may
even go to Jerusalem "Next year in Jerusalem" people say during the

H gh Holy Days. That will really come true for us now, do you see?'
Reuven nodded, his eyes big and round. Despite their travels and
travails, they were bringing himup to understand what being a Jew
meant, and Jerusalemwas a name to conjure with. It was a nanme to
conjure with for Mishe, too. He'd never imagined ending up in Palestine,
even if he was being brought here to help the British rather than for any
religious reason.

Ri vka went back to reading. Mishe wal ked up to the bow of the

Naxos and watched Haifa draw near. The town rose up fromthe sea

al ong the slopes of Mount Carnel. Even in winter, even in cold, the
Medi t erranean sun shed a clearer, brighter light than he was used to
seeing in Warsaw or London. Many of the houses and ot her buil di ngs

he saw were whitewashed; in that penetrating sunlight, they sparkled as
if washed with silver.

M xed anmong the buil dings were groves of |low, spreading trees with
gray-green | eaves. He'd never seen their |ike. Wen Captain Mavrogordato
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came up for a nonent, he asked himwhat they were. The Greek stared in

amazenent. 'You don't know olives?' he exclained.

"No olive trees in Poland,’ Mishe said apologetically. 'Not in England,

either.'

The harbor drew near. A lot of the nen on the piers wore |Iong robes

- sone white, others bright with stripes - and headcl oths. Arabs, Mishe

realized after a nonment. The reality of being far, far away from everything

he'd grown up with hit himlike a club.

O her men wore work clothes of the kind with which he was nore

famliar: baggy pants, |ong-sleeved shirts, a fewin overalls, cloth caps

or battered fedoras taking the place of the Arabs' kerchiefs. And off by

t hensel ves stood a knot of men in the khaki with which Mishe had

grown so famliar in England: British mlitary nen.

Mavr ogor dat o nust have seen them too, for he steered the Naxos

toward the pier where they stood. The black plune of coal snoke that

poured fromthe old freighter's stacks shrank, then stopped as the ship

nestl ed snoothly agai nst the dockside. Sail ors and dockworkers nmde the

Naxos fast with lines. OQthers dropped the gangplank into place. Wth that

t hunp, Moi she knew he could wal k down to the I and of Israel, the |and

fromwhich his forefathers had been expelled al nost two thousand years
The hair at back o his neck prickled up in awe.

Ri vka and Reuven came out on deck. Moishe's wife was carrying one

duffel bag; a sailor had another slung over his shoul der. Mishe took it

fromthe man, saying, 'Evkhan~to poly - thanks very nmuch.' It was al nost

the only Greek he'd picked up on the |ong, nervous voyage across the

Medi t erranean, but a useful phrase to have.

"Parakal o,' the sailor answered with a smle: 'You re welcone.'

The uni fornmed Englishmen wal ked toward the Naxos. 'W | - nmay
we - go to then?" Mbishe asked Mavrogordato.

"G ahead,' the captain said. 'I'mconming, too, to nake sure |
get paid.'

Moi she's feet thudded on the gangpl ank. Ri vka and Reuven fol | owed
closely, with Mavrogordato right behind them Mishe took one | ast step.
Thenhewasof f theshi p andontothesoil-well, the docks-of theHol yLand.

He wanted to kneel down and kiss the dirty, creosote-stained wood.

Bef ore he could, one of the Englishnen said, 'You would be WRussie?
I'"m Col onel Easter, your liaison here. We'll get you in contact with your
coreligionists as soon as may be. Things have been rather dicey lately,
so your assistance will be npbst wel cone. Having everyone pulling in the
sanme direction will help the war effort, don't you know?

"I will do what | can,' Moishe answered in his slow, accented English.
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He studi ed Easter wi thout nuch liking: the man plainly saw himas a
tool, nothing nore. That was how the Lizards had seen him too. He liked
the British cause better than he had that of the aliens, but he was sick
of being anyone's t ool

Of to one side, a British officer handed Panagi oti s Mavrogordato severa
neat rolls of gold sovereigns. The G eek beanmed fromear to ear. He didn't
thi nk of Moishe as a tool: he thought of himas a neal ticket, and rmade
no bones about it. That struck Mdishe as a nore honest approach than
the one Easter showed.

The Englishman said, 'If you'll come with me, M Russie, you and
your famly, we have a buggy waiting down past the end of the dock
Sorry we can't lay on a notorcar for you, but petrol is in rather short
supply these days!

Petrol was in short supply all over the world. Col onel Easter hardly
needed to be polite in nentioning its absence. He ignored politeness at a
much nmore basic level: neither he nor any of his nen made any nove to
take the duffel bags from Mishe and Rivka. You worried about whether
guests were confortable. Tools - who cared about tool s?

The buggy was a bl ack-pai nted English brougham and m ght have
been preserved in cotton wool and tinfoil for the past two generations.
"W'| | take you to the barracks,' Easter said, getting aboard with the
Russi es and an enlisted man who picked up the reins. The rest of the
officers clinbed into another, alnobst identical carriage. Easter went on,
"W'| | get you sonething to eat and drink there, and then see what sort
of quarters we can arrange for the lot of you.'

If they'd cared about anything nore than using him they would have
had quarters ready and waiting. At |least they did renenber that he and
his fam |y needed food and water. He wondered if they'd renmenber not to
of fer himham too. The driver flicked the reins and clucked to the horses.
The wagon rattled away fromthe harbor district. Whatever the British
had in mind for him he'd soon find out about it.

He stared wi de-eyed at the palmtrees |ike huge feather dusters, at the
whi t ewashed buil di ngs of mud brick, at the nmobsque the buggy rolled
past. Arab nmen in the long robes he'd already seen and Arab wonen
covered so that only their eyes, hands, and feet showed watched the
wagons as they clattered through the narrow, wi nding streets. Mishe
felt very much an interloper, though his own folk had sprung fromthis
pl ace. If Colonel Easter had the slightest clue that God had not anointed
himto rule this | and, he gave no sign of it.

Suddenl y, the buil di ngs opened out onto a marketplace. Al at once,

Mbi she stopped feeling like an alien and deci ded he was at home after
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all. None of the details was |ike what he'd known back in Warsaw. not
the dress of the nmerchants and the custoners, not the |anguage they used,
not the fruits and vegetables and trinkets they bought and sold. But the
tone, the way they haggled - he m ght have been back in Pol and.

Ri vka was smling, too; the resenbl ance nust al so have struck her
And not all the nen and wonen in the narketplace were Arabs, Mi she
sawwhen he got a closer | ook. Sone were Jews, dressed for the nost
part in work clothes or in dresses that while |ong, displayed a great
deal of flesh when conpared to the clothes in which the Arab wonen
shrouded t hensel ves.

A coupl e of Jewi sh nen carrying brass candl esticks wal ked by cl ose
to the wagon. They were talking loudly and animatedly. Rivka's smle
di sappeared. '|I don't understand them' she said.

"That's Hebrew t hey' re speaki ng, not Yiddish,' Mishe answered, and
shivered a little. He'd caught only a few words hinmsel f. Learning Hebrew so
you could use it in prayer and actually speaking it were two different things
He'd have a lot to pick up here. He wondered how fast he could do it.

They passed the market by. Houses and shops closed in around them
again. At bigger street coners, British soldiers directed traffic, or tried to:
the Arabs and Jews of Haifa weren't as inclined to obey their conmmands
as the orderly folk of London m ght have been.

A coupl e of blocks past one thoroughfare, the road all but doubl ed back
on itself. A short young fellowin a short-sleeved shirt and khaki trousers
stepped out in front of the wagon that held the Russies. He pointed a pistol,
at the driver's face. '"You will stop now,' he said in accented Engli sh.

Col onel Easter started to reach for his sidearm The young man gl anced
up to the rooftops on either side of the road. Cose to a dozen nen arned
with rifles and submachi ne guns, nost of them wearing kerchiefs to hide
their faces, covered both wagons heading back to the British barracks.

Very slowy and carefully, Easter noved his right hand away fromhis
weapon.

The cocky young fellowin the street snmled, as if this were a soci al
occasion rather than - whatever it was. 'Ali, that's good, that's very good,’
he said. 'You are a sensible man, Col onel

"What is the point of this - this dammed i npudence?' Easter denanded
in tones that said he would have fought had he seen the renotest chance
for success.

"W are relieving you of your guests,' the hijacker answered. He | ooked
away fromthe Englishman and toward Mi she, dropping into Yiddish
to say, 'You and your famly, you will get out of the buggy and cone
with ne.'
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"Why?' Mishe said in the sane | anguage. 'If you are who | think you
are, | would have been talking with you anyhow.'

"Yes, and telling us what the British want us to hear,' the fellowwth
the pistol said. 'Now get out - | haven't got all day to argue with you.'

Moi she clinbed down fromthe buggy. He hel ped his wife and son
down, too. Gesturing with the pistol, the hijacker on the street led him
through a nearby gate and into a courtyard where a coupl e of other
men with guns waited. One of themset down his rifle and efficiently
bl i ndf ol ded the Russi es.

As he tied a cloth over Mishe's eyes, he spoke in Hebrew - a short
sentence that, after a monment, made sense to Mishe. It was, in fact, nuch
the sane sort of thing he m ght have said had he been blindfol der rather
than blindfol dee: 'Nice job, Menachem'

' Thanks, but no chatter,'the man who' dbeen on the street saidinYiddish.
He was Menachem then. He shoved Russie lightly in the back; sonmeone
el se grabbed his el bow. 'Get noving.' Having no choice, Russie got.

Big Uglies pushed nunitions carts toward Teerts's killercraft. Most of
them were of the dark brown variety of Tosevite, not the pinkish-tan
type. The dark brown ones on this part of the |lesser continental nass
were nore inclined to cooperate with the Race than the |ighter ones;
fromwhat the flight | eader had gathered, the lighter ones had treated
them so badly, rule by the Race | ooked good in conparison

H's mouth fell open in amusenent. As far as he was concerned, a Big
Ugly was a Big Ugly, and no nore needed to be said. The Tosevites
t hensel ves, though, evidently saw things differently.

These Tosevites had stripped off the tunics that covered the upper
parts of their bodies. The netabolic water they used for bodily cooling
glistened on their hides. As far as they were concerned, it was hot.

To Teerts, the tenperature was confortable, though he found the air
far too noist to suit him Still, the humdity in this Florida place was
the only thing about its weather he didn't care for. He'd spent winters
in Manchuria and Ni ppon. Next to them Florida seenmed wonder ful

A coupl e of arnorers began | oading the nunitions onto Teerts's
killercraft. He looked at the load. '"Only two air-to-air nmissiles? he said
unhappi | y.

The senior arnorer said, 'Be thankful you've got two, superior
sir." He was a solid fell ow naned Umfac. Though he was nomi -
nally subordinate to the killercraft pilots, wi se ones treated him
and his ilk as equals - and often got better |oads because of
it. Now he went on, 'Pretty soon it'll be nothing but cannon fire,
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we and the Big Uglies hanmering away at each other from shoi

"There's a nasty thought,' Teerts said. He sighed. 'You're probabl ~
right, though. That's the way the war seens to be goi ng these days.
He patted the skin of the killercrafts fuselage. ' The Enperor be praised

that we still flv sunerior aircraft'

|
t hem

i
"Truth,' Umfac said. 'There's the question of spares even with

Teerts clinmbed up into the cockpit and snuggl ed down in the arnored
padded seat as if he were a hatchling curling up inside the eggshell from
which he'd just emerged. He didn't want to think about problens wth
spares. Already, the Big Uglies were flying aircraft far nmore dangerous to
hi s machi ne than they had been when the Race first came to Tosev 3.

He | aughed again, bitterly. The Big Uglies weren't supposed to have

been flying any aircraft. They were supposed to have been pretechnol ogi ca
barbarians. As far as he was concerned, barbarians they were: no one
who' d ever been in Nipponese captivity could possibly argue with that

Pr et echnol ogi cal, however, had turned out to be another matter.

He went throuvh his Drefli-aht checklist Everything was as it shoul d

have been. He stuck a finger into the space between a | oose piece o
paddi ng and the inner wall of the cockpit No one had found his vial ol

gi nger. That was good. The Ni pponese had addicted himto the herb while
he lay in their hands. After he'd escaped fromcaptivity, he'd discovered

how manv of his fellow nales tasted it of 4heir own accord.

He called the local flight controller, got permssion to take off. The
twin turbofans in the killercraft roared to life. The vibration and noi se

went all through him a good and faniliar feeling.

He taxi ed down the runway, then clinbed steeply, accel eration shoving
hi m back hard into his seat. His horizon expanded marvel ously, as it
di d whenever he went airborne. He enjoyed that expansion |ess than he
had from ot her bases, though, for it soon brought into view the ruins

Teerts had been flying down to Florida when that area went up in
an appalling cloud. Had he been a little ahead of hinself, the firebal
m ght have caught him or the blast m ght have wecked his killercraft
or flipped it into a spin fromwhich it never would have recovered.
Even thi nki ng about that squeezed an alarnmed hiss fromhim O itself,
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his hand started to reach for the little plastic vial of powdered ginger. Wen
he was reassigned to the | esser continental nass, he'd wondered if he would
still be able to get the powdered herb he craved. But a good nany nal es on
the Florida base used it and the dark-skinned BiLy Wlies who | abored for
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the Race seemed to have an unending supply. They hadn't yet asked him
for anything nore than trinkets, little electronic gadgets he could easily
afford to give up in exchange for the delights ginger brought him

But -'lI will not taste now,' he said, and made his hand retreat. However
good gi nger made himfeel, he knew it clouded his judgnment. Engagi ng the
Big Uglies wasn't as easy or as safe as it had once been. If you went at them
confident you'd have things all your own way no matter what, you were
liable to end up with your name on the nmenorial tablet that cel ebrated
the mal es who had perished to bring Tosev 3 into the Enpire.

Rabotev 3 and Halless 1 had such tablets at their capitals; he'd seen
hol ogranms of them before setting out from Hone. The one on Halless 1
had only a few nanmes, the one on Rabotev 2 only a few hundred. Teerts
was sure the Race would set up nenorial tablets for Tosev 3; if they'd
done it on the other worlds they'd conquered, they'd do it here. If you
didn't maintain your traditions, what point to having a civilization?

But the nenorial tablets here would be different fromthose of the
other two habitable worlds the Race had conquered. 'We can set up
the tablets, then build the capital inside them' Teerts said. In spite of
hinsel f, his nouth fell open. The inmage was nacabre, but it was al so
funny. The nenorial tablets to cormmenorate the heroes who fell in the
conquest of Tosev 3 would have a | ot of names on them

Teerts flew his prescribed sweep, north and west over the | esser
continental mass. A lot of the territory over which he passed was stil
in the hands of the local Big Uglies. Every so often, antiaircraft fire
woul d splotch the air bel ow and behind himw th black puffs of snoke.

He didn't worry about that; he was flying too high for the Tosevites
cannon to reach him

He did keep a wary eye turret turned toward the radar presentation in
his head-up display. Intelligence said the Anericans | agged behind the
British and the Deutsche when it came to jet aircraft, and they nostly
used their piston-and-airfoil machines for ground attack and harassnent
duties, but you never could tell ... and Intelligence wasn't always as
ommi scient as its practitioners thought. That was another painful |esson
the Race had | earned on Tosev 3.

Here and there, snow dappl ed the higher ground. As far as Teerts was
concerned, that was as good a reason as any to let the Big Uglies keep
this part of their world. But if you |let themkeep all the parts where
snow fell, you' d end up with a depressingly small part of the world to
call your own.

He drew nearer the large river than ran fromnorth to south through
the heart of the northern half of the | esser continental nmass. The Race
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controlled nost of the territory along the river. If his aircraft got into
trouble, he had places where he coul d take refuge.

The large river marked the westernnmost limt of his planned patrol
He was about to swi ng back toward Florida, which, no matter how hum d
it was, did at least enjoy a tenperate climate, when his forward-I| ooking

radar picked up sonmet hing new and hi deous.

What ever it was, it took off fromthe ground and rapidly devel oped
more velocity than his killercraft had. For a nonent, he wondered if
sonet hing i nside his radar had gone wong. If it had, would the base

have the components it needed to fix the t)roblenf

Then his paradigmshifted. That wasn't an aircraft, |ike the rocket-powered
killercraft the Deutsche had started using. It was an out-and-out rocket, a
m ssile. The Deutsche had those, too, but he hadn't known the Anericans
did. Fromhis briefings, he didn't think Intelligence knewit, either

He flicked on his radio transmtter. 'Flight Leader Teerts calling Florida

base Intelligence,' he said.

Satellite relay connected himal nost as quickly as if he'd been in the
next room 'Intelligence, Florida base, Aaatos speaking. Your report,

Flight | A der Teerts?

Teerts gave the particulars of what his radar had picked up, then said,
"If vou like | have fuel enough to reach the launch site attack anv |auncher

or Tosevite installation visible, and still return to base.

"You are a nale of initiative,' Aaatos said. Anong the Race, the phrase
was not necessarily a conplinent, though Teerts chose to take it as one.
Aaat os resuned:' Pl ease wait while |I consult ny superiors.' Teerts waited,

t hough every nonment increased the |ikelihood that he woul d have to refue
in the air. But Aaatos was not gone long.'Flight Leader Teerts, your attack
agai nst the Tosevite installation is authorized. Punish the Big Uglies for

their arrogance!

"It shall be done,' Teerts said. The conmputers aboard the killercraft
hel d the menmory of where radar had first picked up the nissile. They
linked to the satellite mappers the Race had orbiting Tosev 3 and gui ded

Teerts toward the | aunch site.

He knew t he Race was desperately low on antimssile mssiles. They'd
expended a | ot of them against the rockets the Deutsche hurled at Pol and
and France. Teerts had no idea how nmany - if any - were left, but he didn't
need to wear the fleetlord' s body paint to figure out that, if the Race had to
start using themhere in the United States, whatever remaining reserves
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He skimmed | ow over the woods west of the great river, and over a
clearing where, if his instruments didn't lie, the American nissile had
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begun its flight. And sure enough, he spotted a burned place in the
dead grass of the clearing. But that was all he saw. Watever |auncher
or guide rails the Big Uglies had used, they'd already got them under
cover of the trees.

Had he had an unlimted supply of nunitions, Teerts would have shot
up the area around the clearing on the off chance of hitting worthwhile.
As things were ... He radioed the situation back to the Florida air base.
Aaatos said, 'Return here for full debriefing, Flight Leader Teerts. W
shal | have ot her opportunities to make the Big Uglies | ook back in sorrow
upon the course they have chosen.

"Returning to base,' Teerts acknow edged. If the American Tosevites
were starting to use mssiles, the Race woul d have plenty of chances to
attack their launchers in the future, anyhow Whether that was just what
Aaat os had neant, Teerts didn't know.

Hol ding his white flag of truce high, George Bagnall noved out into

the clearing in the pine woods south of Pskov. His valenki made little
scrunchi ng noi ses as he wal ked through the packed snow. The big, floppy
boots put himin mnd of wellingtons nmade of felt; however ugly they were,
t hough, they did a narvel ous job of keeping his feet warm For the rest of
him he wore his RAF fur-and-leather flying suit. Anything that kept him
fromfreezing above Angels Twenty was just about up to the rigors of a
Russi an wi nter.

On the far side of the clearing, alizard cane into sight. The alien
creature also carried a swatch of white cloth tied to a stick. It too wore
a pair of valenki, no doubt plundered froma dead Russian soldier; in spite
of them in spite of layers of clothes topped by a Wehrmacht great coat
that fit it like atent, it |ooked mserably cold

"Gavoritye fi-vui po russkff it said with a hissing accent. 'COder sprechen
Si e deutsch?

"Ich spreche deutsch besser,' Bagnall answered, and then, to see if he
was | ucky, added, 'Do you speak English?

"Ich verstehe nicht,' the Lizard said, and went on in German, 'M/ nane

is Nikeaa. | amauthorized to speak for the Race in these matters.'
Bagnal | gave his name. J ama flight engineer of the British Roya
Air Force. | amauthorized to speak for the German and Sovi et soldiers

def endi ng Pskov and its nei ghborhood.'

"I thought the Britainish were far fromhere,' N keaa said. 'But it could
be I do not know as nmuch of Tosevite geography as | thought.'

What Tosenmte nmeant came through fromcontext. 'Britain is not close
to Pskov,' Bagnall agreed. 'But nbst human countries have allied against
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your kind, and so | amhere." And | bloody well wish | weren't. H's Lancaster
bonber had flown in a radar set and a radarman to explain its workings to
the Russi ans, and then been destroyed on the ground before he could get

back to England. He and his conrades had been here a year now, even

if they had established a place for thensel ves as nedi ators between the

Reds and the Nazis - who still hated each other as nuch as either group
hated the Lizards - it was a place he would just as soon not have had.
Ni keaa said, 'Very well. You are authorized. You may speak. Your

commanders asked this truce of us. W have agreed to it for now, to
| earn what the reason is for the asking. You will tell me this sofort -
i mediately.' He made sofort conme out as a |ong, nenacing hiss.

"W have prisoners captured over a long tine fighting here,' Bagnal
answered. 'Sonme of them are wounded. W have done what we can for
them but your doctors will know better what to do with them and how
to treat them'

"Truth,' Ni keaa said. He noved his head up and down in a nod. For a
nmonent, Bagnall took that for granted. Then he realized the Lizard had
probably had to learn the gesture along with the German and Russi an
| anguages. Hi s respect for N keaa's acconplishnents went up a peg.

What he'd told the Lizard was i ndeed true. From everything he'd heard,
the troops around Pskov treated Lizard prisoners far better than the
Germans had treated their Russian captives, or vice versa. Being hard
to cone by, Lizard prisoners were val uable. The Nazis and Reds had had
pl enty of chances to take each other's neasure.

"In return for giving these wounded nal es back to the Race, you want
whaf f Ni keaa asked, and nade a queer coughi ng noi se that sounded
like sonething | eft over fromhis own | anguage. 'W al so have captives,
Germans and Russians. W have no Britainish here, this | tell you. W
do not harmthese captured ones after we have them W give themfor
yours. We give ten for one, if you Ilike!

' Not enough, ' Bagnal | sai d.

'Then we give twenty for one,' Nikeaa said. Bagnall had heard from
others who'd dealt with the Lizards that they were not good bargai ners.
Now he saw what they'd neant. Human negoti ators woul d not have
backpedal ed so readily.

"Still not enough,' he said. '"Along with the soldiers, we want a hundred
of your books or filnms, and two of your nachines that play the filns,
along with working batteries for them

Ni keaa drew back in alarm 'You want us to give you our secrets? He
made that coughi ng noise again. 'It cannot be.

"No, no. You m sunderstand,' Bagnall said hastily. 'W know you will
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not give us any mlitary manuals or things of that sort. W want

your novels, your stories, whatever you have that will not let us build
weapons with what we learn fromit. Gve us these things and we wll

be content.'

"I'f you cannot use theminmedi ately, why do you want then?' Readi ng
tone into a Lizard' s voice probably told you nore about yourself than
about the Lizard, but Bagnall thought N keaa sounded suspicious. The
alien went on, 'This is not how Tosevites usually behave.' Yes, he was
suspi ci ous.

"W want to | earn nore about your kind,'Bagnall answered.'Eventually,
this war will end, and your people and mine will live side by side.

"Yes. You will be our subjects,’ Nikeaa said flatly.

But Bagnall shook his head. 'Not necessarily. |If your conquest were
as easy as you'd thought it was going to be, it would have been finished

by now. You'll need to be dealing with us nore nearly as equals at | east
until the end of the war, and maybe afterwards as well. And we with
you - the same does apply. | gather you've been studying us for a | ong
time. We're just beginning to | earn about you.' And nost of what we have
| earned, | don't fancy.

"I have not the authority to decide this on ny own,' N keaa said. 'It

is not a demand we were prepared for, and so | must consult with mny
superiors before replying.'

"I'f you must, then you nust,' Bagnall said; he'd already noted - and

he was sure he was far fromthe only one who had - that the Lizards
were not good at deciding things on the spur of the nmonent.

He'd tried to put disappointnent in his own voice when he replied,
t hough he doubt ed whether N keaa recognized it. Even inserting it wasn't
easy. If the Lizards did cone up with the books and fil n-w and readers, they
woul dn't stay in Pskov. Half of themwould go to Mdscow, the other half
to ... no, not to Berlin, which was ruined, but to sone town in Germany.
The NKVD, no doubt, would pore over one set, and the Gestapo over the
other. No matter how nmuch he wanted mankind' to defeat the Lizards,

Bagnal | had a devil of a time finding much enthusiasmfor the notion
of the Bol shevi ks and Nazis getting a I eg up on England and the United
States in understanding the alien invaders. He'd seen Hitler's and Stalin's
men in action, and had nore often been horrified than inpressed.

Ni keaa said, 'l will report this condition of yours and will make mny
reply when ny superiors determ ne what the correct response should

be. Shall we meet again in fifteen days? | hope to have their decision by
that tine.'

"I had not expected so long a delay,' Bagnall said.
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" Deci si ons should not be nmade hastily, especially those of such
i mportance,’ N keaa said. Was that reproach he was trying to convey?
Bagnal | had trouble being sure. The Lizard added, 'W are not Tosevites,
after all, to rush into everything! Yes, reproach, or perhaps just scorn.
'Fifteen days, then,' Bagnall said, and rmade for the woods where his
escort - a mxed party, or rather two separate parties, one German, the
other Russian - awaited his return. He gl anced back over his shoul der.
Ni keaa was hurrying away toward his own fol k. Bagnall's sigh sent a
pl ume of fog out ahead of him But for Ken Enbry the pilot and Jerone

Jones the radarman, his folk were far from Pskov.

Captain Martin Borcke was hol ding Bagnall's horse. The Wehr nacht
man spoke fluent English; Bagnall thought he was in Intelligence,
but wasn't certain. In English, he asked, 'Have we Lot the excl nge

agr eenment ?'

Bagnal | wi shed Borcke hadn't used English, as if expecting a reply

in the sane tongue - one the Russians did not know. Keeping the two
all eged allies fromeach other's throats was anything but easy. The RAF
man answered in German, which many of the Red Arny nen could follow

'No, we have no agreenent yet. The Lizards need to talk to their superiors
before they decide whether they can give us the books we want.'

The Russi ans accepted that as a matter of course. To their way of
t hi nki ng, nmoving an inch past the orders you had was dangerous. If

anyt hi ng went wong, the blanme | anded squarely on you. Borcke snorted
in contenpt; the Wehrmacht | et people do nore thinking for thensel ves.
"Wll, it can't be helped,' he said, and then turned that into Russian:

"N chevo

"Ni chevo, da,' Bagnall said, and swung up onto the horse. Riding it
wasn't as pleasaiat as being in a heated notorcar, but it did keep his
| egs and thighs warm That was sonething. He hadn't been on horseback
above half a dozen tinmes before he came to Pskov. Now he sometinmes felt
ready to ride in the Derby. Intellectually, he knew that wasn't so, but the
strides he had nmade in equitation encouraged himin the fancy.

After a cold night encanmpnent, he got back into Pskov the next afternoon
He went over to the Krom the nedieval stone castle, to report the del ay
to Lieutenant General Kurt Chill and to Brigadiers N kolai Vasiliev and
Al eksandr German, the Gernman and Russian officers comanding in the
city. Wth them as he'd expected, he found Ken Enbry. The RAF nen,
be' q relativelv disinterested served as |ubricant between Whrnmacht

And Red Arny personnel

After Bagnall made his report, he and Enbry headed back to the
wooden house they shared with Jerone Jones. \Wen they drew near,
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they heard a dish shatter with a crash, and then angry voices, two nmen's
and a worman's, shouting |oudly.

' Ch, bugger, that's Tatiana!' Ken Enbry excl ai ned.

"You're right,' Bagnall said. They both started to run. Panting, Bagnal
added, 'Why the devil couldn't she | eave Jones al one after she took up
with that Jerry?

' Because that woul d have been convenient,' Enbry answered. Ever
since he'd been pilot and Bagnall flight engi neer aboard their Lancaster,
they'd had a contest to see who could cone up with the nost casually
cyni cal understatements. For the nonent, Enbry had taken the |ead.

Bagnal |, though, was a better runner, and got to the door a couple
of strides ahead of his conrade. He would willingly have forgone the
honor. Al the same, he threw the door open and rushed inside, Enbry
right behind him

Georg Schultz and Jerone Jones stood al nbst nose-to-nose, scream ng
at each other. Of to one side, Tatiana Pirogova had a plate in her hand,
ready to fling. By the shards, she'd thrown the | ast one at Jones. That
didn't mean this one wouldn't fly at Schultz's head. At that, Bagnal
was gl ad Tatiana was still flinging crockery instead of reaching for the
scope-si ghted Msin-Nagant sniper's rifle she wore slung on her back

She was a striking woman: bl ond, blue-eyed, shapely - altogether |ovely,
if face and body were all you cared about. She'd nade advances to Bagnal |
not so |ong ago. That she'd been Jones's lover at the tine hadn't been the
only reason he'd declined. It would have been |ike bedding a she-Ieopard
- probably fun while it |lasted, but you could never afford to turn your
back afterwards

" Shut up, all of you!' he shouted now, first in English, then in German,
and finally in Russian. The three squabblers didn't shut up, of course;
they started yelling at himinstead. He thought the fair Tati ana was
going to let fly with that plate, but she didn't, not quite. Good sign, he
t hought. Having them scream at hi m was anot her good sigm Si nce he
wasn't (thank God.) sleeping with any of them they m ght be slower to
get lethally angry at him

Behind him Ken Enbry said,' Wat the devil is going on here? He used
the same m xture of Russian and German he did with Lieutenant Genera
Chill and the Russian partisan brigadiers. Their squabbl es soneti nes

came near to blows, too

"This bastard's still fuckingmy woman! Georg Schultz shouted, pointing
at Jerome Jones

"I amnot your wonan. | give nmy body to whom | please,' Tatiana

answered, just as hotly.
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"I don't want your body,' Jerone Jones yelled in pretty fluent Russian;
he'd studi ed the | anguage in his undergraduate days at Canbridge. He
was a thin, clever-looking fellowin his early twenties, about as tall as
Schultz but not nearly so solidly nade. He went on, 'Christ and the saints,
how many times do | have to tell you that?

Hi s picturesque oath neant nothing to Tatiana, or even |ess. She spat

on the floorboards. 'That for Christ and the saints! | ama Soviet woman,
free of such superstitious twaddle. And if | want you again, little nman,
I will have you.'

"What about ne?' Schultz said, |ike the others conducting the argunent

at the top of his lungs.

"This will be even nore delightful to nediate than the generals' braws,’
Bagnal | nurnmured in an aside to Ken Enbry.

Enbry nodded, then grinned inpudently. '"It's rather nore entertaining
to listen to, though, isn't it?

'-have been sl eeping with you,' Tatiana was saying, 'so you have no

cause for conplaint. | do this even though, last tine you got on top of
me, you called ne Ludmla instead of nmy own nane.'

"I what?' Schultz said. 'l never-

"You did,' Tatiana said with a certainty that could not be denied -
and an obvi ous malicious pleasure in that certainty. 'You can still think

about that soft little Red Air Force pilot you pined for like a puppy with
its tongue hanging out, but if I think of anyone else, it's like you think
your poor mstreated cock will fall off. If you think | mstreat your cock
when it's in there, it can stay out.'She turned to Jones, sw nging her hips a
little and running her tongue over her lips to make them fuller and redder
Bagnal | coul d see exactly what she was doing, but that didn't nean he
was immne to it.

Neither was the British radarman. He took half a step toward Tati ana,
then stopped with a very visible effort. 'No, dammit!' he yelled.' This is how
| got into trouble in the first place.' He paused and | ooked thoughtful, so well
that Bagnal|l wondered if the expression was altogether spontaneous. And
when Jones spoke again, he nade a deliberate effort to turn the subject:
"Haven't seen Ludm |l a about for the past few days. She's overdue from

her last flight, isn't she?

la,'Schultz said. Hs head bobbed up and down. 'She flew last to Riga,
and shoul d have been back soon.

"No, not necessarily,' Bagnall said. 'General Chill got a nessage
answering whatever query he'd sent with her, and saying al so that
the soldier commanding in Riga was taking advantage of her |ight
ai rplane for some mission of his own.' Now he had troubl e keeping
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his face straight. He'd been interested in Ludm | a Gorbunova, too, but
she hadn't been interested back.

"Ah, that is good; that is very good,' Schultz said. '|I had not heard it.'

Tatiana started to smash the plate over his head. He was fast; he
knocked it out of her hand so that it flew across the room hit the
tinmbers of the wall, and broke there. Tatiana cursed himin Russian
and in the bad German she'd picked up. Wien she'd run through al
her invective once - and the choicer bits twice - she shouted, 'Since no
one cares about me, to the devil's uncle with the |otof you.' She stormnmed
out of the house, slamming the door behind her |oud enough, probably,
to nake the neighbors think an artillery round had hit there.

Georg Schultz surprised Bagnall by starting to |augh. Then Schultz,

a farmerly type, surprised himagain by quoting Goethe: 'Die ew ge
Wi bliche - the eternal femnine.' The German shook his head. 'l don't
know why | get nyself into such a state over her, but | do.'

"Must be love,' Ken Enmbry said innocently.

"CGod forbiff Schultz | ooked around at the shattered crockery. 'Ah, the
hell with it.' H s gaze fixed on Jeronme Jones. 'And the hell with you, too,
Engl dnder .

"Fromyou, that's a conpliment,' Jones said. Bagnall took a step over
to the radarman's side. If Schultz wanted to try anything, he woul dn't
be goi ng agai nst Jones al one.

But the German shook his head again, rather |ike a bear bedevil ed by
bees, and left the house. He didn't slamthe door as hard as Tatiana had,
but broken pieces of dishes junped all the same. Bagnall took a deep
breath. The scene hadn't been as bad as combat, but it hadn't been any
fun, either. He cl apped Jeronme Jones on the back. 'How the devil did you
ever get tangled up with that aval anche who wal ks |ike a man?

"The fair Tatiana?" Now Jones shook his head - ruefully. 'She doesn't
wal k like a man. She wal ks |ike a womman - that was the problern.

" And she doesn't want to give you up, even though she has her dashing
Nazi, too?' Bagnall said. Dashing wasn't the right word to describe Georg
Schultz, and he knew it. CapablLe fit pretty well. Dangerous was in there,
too, perhaps not as overtly as with Tatiana Pirogova, but part of the mx
nonet hel ess.

"That's about it,' Jones nuttered.

"Tell her to go away often enough and she'll eventually get the nessage,
old man,' Bagnall said. 'You do want her to go away, don't you?

"Most of the tine, of course | do,' Jones answered. 'But sonetines,
when I'm- you know' He gl anced down at the crockery-strewn fl oor
and didn't go on.
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Bagnall did it for him 'Wen you re randy, you nean.' Jones nodded
m serablv. Ba2nall |ooked at Ken Enbrv. Enbrv was | ookina at him

They bot h groaned.

The com ng of the Lizards had brought ruin to hundreds of towns for
every one it hel ped. Lamar, Col orado, though, was one of the latter. The
prairie town, a no-account county seat before the aliens invaded, had
becone a center for the defense against them People and supplies had

flowed into it rather than stream ng away, as was the usual case

Captai n Rance Auerbach t hought about that as he watched nutton
chops sizzle on the grill of a local cafe. The fire that nmade them sizzle
was fueled by dried horse dung: not nmuch in the way of tinber around
Lamar, and coal was in short supply and natural gas unavail abl e. There

were, however, plenty of horses around - Auerbach hinself wore a cavalry
captain's bars.

A waitress with a prizefighter's beefy arns set down three nugs of

hone brew and a big bow of boiled beets - beets being one of the |eading

| ocal crops. She too glanced at the chops. 'Uh-huh,' she said, as nuch to
herself as to Auerbach. 'Tinmed that about right - those'll be ready in just

a couffle mnutes.'

Auer bach slid one of the nmugs of beer down the counter to Rache
Hi nes, who sat on his left, and the other to Penny Sumrers, who sat on
his right. He raised his own nug. 'Confusion to the Lizards!' he said.

"Hell with "em' Penny agreed, and gul ped down half of what her nug
held. Wth her flat M dwestern accent she coul d have been a native of
Lamar; Auerbach's Texas draw proclaimed himan outsider every tine
he opened his nouth. Neither Penny nor Rachel was from Lamar, though
Auer bach and his nen had rescued both of them from Lakin, Kansas,
when his conpany raided the base the Lizards had set up there.

After a nonment's hesitation, Penny Sumrers softly echoed, ' Confusion
to the Lizards,' and also sipped at her beer. She did everything softly and
slowy these days. In the escape from Lakin, her father had been bl own
to sloppily butchered raw neat before her eyes. She'd never been quite

The waitress went around the counter, stabbed the nutton chops with

Il ong-ha , ndled fork, and sl apped themonto plates. 'There y'go, folks
she said. 'Eat hearty - y' never know when you'll get another chance

"Ain't that the truth,' Rachel H nes said. She attacked the mutton with
knife and fork Her blue eyes gl owed as she gul ped down a big bite. She
hadn't been the sane since she got out of Lakin, either, but she hadn't
Wi drawn into herself the wav Pennv had. These davs she wore the
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same khaki uniform Auerbach did, though with a PFC s single chevron

rather than his captain's badges. She nade a pretty fair trooper; she could
ri de, she could shoot, she didn't mouth off (too nmuch), and the rest of the
company paid her what had to be the ultimate conplinent: for the nost

part, they treated her |ike one of the boys.

She cut off another bite, frowning a little as she transferred the fork
to her left hand so she could use the knife. 'How s your finger doing?
Auer bach asked.

Rachel | ooked down at her hand. 'Still missing,' she reported, and
spread the hand so he could see the wi de gap between m ddl e finger
and pinkie. "Now if 1'd been shot by a Lizard, it would have been one
thing,' she said. 'Having that crazy son of a bitch nail me, though, that
Just makes ne mad. But it could have been worse, | expect, so |'ve got

no real kick com ng

Few nen Auerbach knew coul d have tal ked about a wound so
di spassionately. If Rachel was one of the guys, she was a better one
than nost. Auerbach said, 'That Larssen fell ow was supposed to be
going over to the Lizards with stuff they weren't supposed to know.

He'd shot two men dead, too. He had what he got when we caught up
with himconm ng, you ask me. I'mjust sorry we took casualties bringing

hi m down!

"Wonder what it was he knew,' Rachel Hi nes said.

Auer bach shrugged. His troopers had been asking that question since
the order to hunt down Larssen cane out of Denver. He didn't know
the answer, but he could make sone pretty fair guesses, ones he didn't
share. Back a while ago, he'd led the cavalry escort that got Leslie G oves
into Denver, and G oves had been carrying sonething - he wouldn't say
what - he treated as just a little nore inportant than the Holy Gail. If
it didn't have sonething to do with the atom ¢ bonbs that had knocked
the Lizards for a couple of |oops, Auerbach would have been mghtily

surprised.

Penny Sunmers said, 'l spent a lot of time praying everyone woul d
come through the nission safe. | do that every time people ride out
of here!

"It's not the worst thing to do,' Auerbach said, 'but com ng out
and cooki ng or nursing or whatever you want wouldn't hurt, either.'-
Since she'd come to Lamar, Penny had spent a lot of tine inalittle
furni shed roomin an overcrowded apartnment house, brooding and

reading the Bible. Getting her out for nmutton chops was sormet hing
of a triunph.

O so he thought, till she shoved her plate away and said, 'l don't |ike
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mutton. It tastes funny and it's all greasy. W never had it ruch back
in Lakin.'

"You should eat,' Auerbach told her, know ng he sounded |ike a nother
hen. 'You need it.' That was true; Penny was rail-thin. She hadn't been
that way when she cane to Lamar, but she hadn't been the sane in a
| ot of ways since Wendell Summers got himself nessily killed.

"Hey, it's food,'" Rachel Hines said. '|I don't even mnd the beets, not any
more. | just shovel it all down; | quit worrying about it as soon as | put
on the uniform'

She filled out that uniformin a way the Arny bureaucrats who'd
designed it hadn't had in mnd. Despite her talk of gluttony, she wasn't
the least bit fat. If she hadn't been so all-around good-natured, she would
have had half the nen in the conpany squabbling over her. There were
ti mes when Auerbach had been tenpted to pull rank hinself. Even if she'd
been interested, though, that would have created as nany problens as it
sol ved, maybe nore

He gl anced over to Penny again. He felt responsible for her, too. He
al so had the feeling nore was there than met the eye. Wth Rachel, what
you saw was what you got - he couldn't inagine her holding anything
back. Wth Penny, he got the feeling her present unhappi ness nmasked
sonet hing altogether different. He shrugged. The other possibility was
that his imagination had gone and run away with him Wuldn't be the
first tine, he thought.

To his surprise, she did take back the plate and start eating again,
not with any great enthusiasm but doggedly, as if she were fueling a
car. Wth what she'd been giving herself lately, a car would | ong since
have run out of gas. He didn't say anything. That m ght have broken
the spell.

Rachel Hi nes shook her head. She'd cropped her hair into a short bob,
the better to have it fit under a helnet. She said, 'Going off and giving
secrets to the Lizards. | purely can't fathomthat, and there's a fact. But
pl enty of people in Lakin got on with 'emjust fine and dandy, |ike they
were the new county commi ssioners or sonething.

"You're right.' Penny Summers's face twisted into an expression both
fierce and savage, one altogether unlike any Auerbach had seen on her
since she'd cone to Lanar.' Joe Bentley over at the general store, he sucked
up to themfor all he was worth, and when Edna Weel er went in there
and call ed them a bunch of goggl e-eyed things fromout of a freak show,
you tell me he didn't go trotting off to themfast as his | egs could take
him And the very next day she and her husband and both their kids
got thrown out of their house!
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"That's so,' Rachel said, nodding. 'It sure is. And Mel Sixkiller, | guess
he got sick of folks calling himhalf-breed all the time, on account of he'd
even nmake up tales to take to the Lizards, and they'd believe "em too. He
got a lot of people in trouble like that. Yeah, some people were nean to
him but you don't go getting even by hurting emthat kind of way.'

"And M ss Proctor, the hone econom cs teacher at the high school,’

Penny said. 'Wat was it she always called the Lizards? "The wave of
the future,” that was it, like we couldn't do anything about 'emno matter
what. And then she'd go out and make sure we couldn't do anything.'

' Yeah, she sure did,' Rachel said. "And . . .'

They went on for another five or ten mnutes, talking about the
col l aborators back in their little home town. Auerbach sat quietly,
drinking his beer, finishing his supper (he didn't mnd nutton, but
he coul d have lived for a long time w thout |ooking another beet in
the eye) and listening. He'd never seen Penny Sunmers so lively, and
he'd never seen her finally clean her plate, either - she didn't seemto
notice she was doing it. Conplaining about the ol d nei ghbors got her
juices flowi ng as nothing el se had.

The brawny waitress cane by. 'Get you fol ks sone nore beer, or are
you gonna sit there takin' up space?

"Il have anot her one, thanks,' Auerbach said. To his surprise, Penny
nodded before Rachel did. The waitress went away, cane back with
fresh nmugs. ' Thanks, Irma,' Auerbach told her. She glowered at him as
i f doing her job well enough to deserve thanks showed she'd sonehow
failed at it.

"You' ve raided Lakin since you got us out, haven't you, Captain?

Rachel asked.
'Sure we have,' Auerbach answered. 'You weren't along for that, wer
you? No, you weren't - | renmenber. W hurt 'em too; drove 'emc

out of town. | thought we'd be able to keep it, but when they threw
much arnor at us-' He spread his hands. '\Wat can you do?

"That's not what she meant,' Penny said. '| know what she meant.

Auer bach stared at her. She surely hadn't been this ani nated before
"What did she mean?' he asked, hoping to keep her talking - and, nor
than that, hoping to keep her involved with the world beyond the
wal | s within which she'd chosen to shut herself away.

It worked, too; Penny's eyes blazed. 'She neant, did you settle
scores with the quislings? she said. Rachel H nes nodded to show h
friend was right.

"No, | don't think we did,' Auerbach said. 'We didn't know just wh
needed settling back then, and we were too busy with the Lizards to ris
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putting anybody's nose out of joint by getting the locals mad at us for
giving the wong people a hard tine!

"W're not going back to Lakin any tinme soon, are we?' Rachel asked.
"Not that | know of, anyhow,' Auerbach said. 'Colonel Nordenskol d

m ght have a different idea, but he hasn't told me about it if he does.
And if he gets orders from sonewhere up the line-' He spread his

hands agai n. Above the reginental |evel, the chain of command kept
getting broken links. Local conmmanders had a | ot nore autonony than
anybody had figured they woul d before the Lizards started plastering
commruni cations |inks.

" The col onel needs to get word to the partisans,' Rachel said. 'Sooner
or later, those bastards ought to get what's conming to 'eml She brought
out the word as casually as any cavalry trooper m ght have; Auerbach

didn't think of it as a wonman swearing till he listened to the sentence over
again inside his head. Even if she had curves, Rachel was a caval ryman,
all right.

'That's what needs doing,' Penny Sumers said with a vigorous nod.
'Ch yes indeed.'

"Seens funny, talking about Anerican partisans,'Rachel said. 'l nean,
we saw the Russians hiding in the woods in the newsreels before the
Li zards cane, but to have to do that kind of stuff ourselves-

"Funny to you, naybe, but you're fromKans ' as,' Auerbach answered.
"You cone from Texas the way | do, or fromVirginia |ike Lieutenant
Magruder, and you'll know about bushwhacki ng, 'cause odds are you're
related to somebody who did sone of it during the States War.' He touched
his sleeve. 'Good thing this uniformisn't blue the way it used to be. You
come out of the South, your part of the country's been invaded before.

Rachel shrugged. 'For ne, the Cvil War's sonething out of a history
book, that's all."’

Not to Southerners,' Auerbach said. 'Mdshy and Forrest are real live
peopl e to us, even nowadays.
"I don't know who they are, but I'll take your word for it,' Penny said

"Thing of it is, if we can do that, we ought to. Can Col onel Nordenskold
get in touch with the partisans?

' Ch, yeah,' Auerbach said, 'and do you know how?' He waited for
her to shake her head, then set a finger by the side of his nose and
grinned. 'Carrier pigeons, that's how. Not even any radio for the Lizards
to intercept, and they haven't figured it out yet.' He knew he was tal king
too nmuch, but the chance to see Penny Summers act |like a real |ive human
being led himto say a little nore than he shoul d.

She bounced up off her stool now. 'That's terrific. Let's go talk with the
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colonel right this mnute.' It was as if she'd flicked a switch inside herself,
and everything she'd turned off over the past nmonths came back to life

all at once. It was quite a thing to see. He# of a woman there, Auerbach
thought, and then, a noment later, and she's a citdfian, too.

Col onel Morton Nordenskol d made his headquarters in what still said
it was Lamar's First National Bank. Back in the twenties, some sort of
spect acul ar robbery had happened there; Lamar natives tal ked about it
even now. There weren't a |lot of Lamar natives |left any nore, though.
Sol di ers and refugees dominated the town now.

No sentries stood outside the bank. Half the town away, a couple of
dummi es from Fel dman's tail or shop, dressed in Army uniformfrom
hel met to boots, guarded a fancy house. |If the Lizards cane by with
bonbers, the hope was that they'd hit there instead of the real HQ So
far, they hadn't bothered either one.

I nsi de, where reconnai ssance couldn't spot them two real live soldiers
came to attention when Auerbach wal ked through the door wi th Rache
and Penny. 'Yes, sir, you can see the colonel now,' one of them said.

' Thanks,' Auerbach said, and headed for Nordenskold's office.

Behind him one of the sentries turned to the other and said, not quite
qui etly enough, 'Look at that lucky son of a bitch, will you, walkin' out
with two o' the best-lookin' broads in town.'

Auer bach thought about going back and calling himon it, then decided
he Iiked it and kept on toward the colonel's office.

The Tosevite hatchling made a squealing noise that grated on Ttonal ss's
hearing di aphragns. It reached up for the handle of a | ow cabi net, grabbed
hol d on about the third try, and did its best to pull itself upright. Its best
wasn't good enough. It fell back down, splat.

Ttomal ss watched curiously to see what it would do next. Sonetines,

after a setback like that, it would wail, which he found even nore irritating
than its squeals. Sonetines it thought a fall was funny, and | et out one of
its annoyi ngly noisy | aughs.

Today, rather to Ttomalss's surprise, it did neither of those. It just
reached up and tried again, as deliberate and purposeful an action as

he'd ever seen fromit. It pronptly fell down again, and banged its chin

on the floor. This tinme, it did start to wail, the cry it made to let the world
know it was in pain.

When it did that, it annoyed everyone up and down the corridor of

the starship orbiting above Tosev 3. Wen the other nmal es researching

the Big Uglies got annoyed, they grew nore likely to side against

Ttomal ss in his struggle to keep the hatchling and keep studying
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it rather than returning it to the female from whose body it had
ener ged.
"Be silent, foolish thing,'he hissed at it. The hatchling, of course, took
no notice of him but continued to nake the air hideous with its how s.
He knew what he had to do: he stooped and, being careful not to prick
its thin, scaleless skin with his claws, held it against his torso.
After alittle while, the alarm ng noi se eased. The hatchling |iked
physi cal contact. Young of the Race, when newly out of the eggshell
fled fromanything larger than they were, instinctively convinced it would
catch and eat them For the first part of their lives, Big Uglies were as
i mobile as sone of the |inestone-shelled creatures of Honme's snall seas.
If they got into trouble, the females who!d ejected them (and a hi deous
process that was, too) had to save themand confort them Wth no such
fermal e avail abl e here, the job fell to Ttornal ss
The hatchling's cheek rubbed against his chest. That touched off its
sucking reflex. It turned its head and pressed its soft, wet nobuth agai nst
his hide. Unlike a Tosevite female, he did not secrete nutritive fluid. Little
by little, the hatchling was realizing that faster than it had.
"A good thing, too,' Ttonmalss nuttered, and tacked on an enphatic
cough. The little Tosevite's saliva did unpleasant things to his body
pai nt. He swung down an eye turret so he could | ook at hinself. Sure
enough, he'd have to touch up a spot before he was properly presentable.
He hadn't intended to denonstrate experinmentally that body paint was
not toxic to Big Uglies, but he' d done it.
He turned the other eye turret down, studied the hatchling with both
eyes. It looked up at him Its own eyes were snmall and flat and dark. He
wonder ed what went on behind them The hatchling had never seen itself,
nor its own kind. Did it think it | ooked |ike hin? No way to know, not
until its verbal skills developed further. But its perceptions would have
changed by then, too.
He wat ched the conmers of its absurdly nobile nouth curl upwards.
Anong the Tosevites, that was an expression of amability, so he had
succeeded in making it forget about its hurt. Then he noticed the cloth
he kept around its mddle was wet. The Tosevite had no control over its
bodily functions. Interrogations suggested Big Uglies did not |earn such
control for two or three of their years - four to six of those by which
Ttomal ss reckoned. As he carried the hatchling over to a table to clean it
of f and set a new protective cloth in place, he found that a very depressing
prospect .

"You are a nuisance,' he said, adding anot her enphatic cough

The hatchling squeal ed, then made a noise of its own that sounded
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i ke an enphatic cough. It had been imtating the sounds Ttomal ss made
more and nore lately, not just enphatic and interrogative coughs but
sometines real words. Sonetinmes he thought it was maki ng those noi se~
with deliberate intent. Tosevites could and did talk, often to excess - n(
doubt about that.

VWhen the hatchling was clean and dry and content, he set it bac

down on the floor. He tossed the soaked cloth into an airtight plastic bi
to prevent its anmoni acal reek from spreading, then squirted cl eansin;
foam on his hands. He found the Tosevites' liquid wastes particularl-

di sgusting; the Race excreted neat, tidy solids.

The hatchling got up on all fours and crawl ed toward the cabi net

again. Its quadrupedal gait was nmuch nore confident than it had bee

at the beginning; for a couple of days, the only way it had been able |
get anywhere was backwards. It tried pulling itself erect - and pronpt.
fell down once nore

The conmuni cator chinmed for attention. Ttomalss hurried over to

The screen lit, showi ng himthe i mage of Ppevel, assistant adm nistrat

for the eastern region of the main continental mass. '| greet you, superi
sir,'" Ttomal ss said, doing his best to hide nervousness.
"l greet you, Research Analyst,' Ppevel replied. 'l trust the Tosev

hat chl i ng whose fate is now under discussion with the Chinese facti
know as the People's Liberation Army remains healthyT

"Yes, superior sir,' Ttornalss said. He turned one eye turret away fr(
the screen for a monent, trying to spot the hatchling. He couldn't. TI
worried him The little creature was nuch nore nobile than it had be
whi ch neant it was nmuch nore able to get into mschief, too ... H

m ssed sone of what Ppevel was saying. '|I'msorry, superior sir?

Ppevel waggled his eye turrets ever so slightly, a sign of irritatior
said, are you prepared to give up the hatchling on short notice?

"Superior sir, of course | am but | do protest that this abandonrr

is not only unnecessary but al so destructive to a research program
for the successful adm nistration of this world after it is conquered
pacified.' Ttomal ss | ooked around for the hatchling again, and still di
see it. In a way, that was alnost a relief. How could he turn it over to
Chinese if he didn't know where it was?

"No definitive decision on this matter has yet been made, if th;
vour concern.' the admnistrator said. 'If one is reached, however, r

i mpl ementation will be nandatory.'
"At need, it shall be done, and pronptly,' Ttonalss said, hopin
could keen relief fromhis voice. 'l understand the mani acal stresc

Big Uglies sonetines place on speedy perfornmance.
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"I'f you do understand it, you have the advantage over nobst nal es
of the Race,' Ppevel said. 'The Tosevites have sped through mllennia
of technical developnment in a relative handful of years. | have heard
endl ess speculation as to the root causes of this: the peculiar geography,
the perverse and revolting sexual habits the Big Uglies practice-

"This latter thesis has been central to ny own research, superior sir,'
Ttomal ss answered. 'The Tosevites certainly differ in their habits from
oursel ves, the Rabotevs, and the Hallessi. My hypothesis is that their
constant sexual tensions, to use an inprecise sinle, are like a fire
continually simrering under themand stinulating themto ingenuity
in other areas.

"I have seen and heard nore hypotheses than | care to renenber,' Ppeve
said. "Wien | find one with supporting evidence, | shall be pleased. CQur
anal ysts these days too often enulate the Tosevites not only in speed but
also in inprecision.'

"Superior sir, | wish to retain the Tosevite hatchling precisely so
I can gat her such evidence,' Ttomalss said. 'Wthout studying the
Big Uglies at all stages of their devel opment, how can we hope to
under st and t hen?'

"A point to be considered,’ Ppevel adnmitted, which nade Ttonal ss al
but gl ow with hope; no adm nistrator had given himso nuch reason for
optimismin a long tinme. Ppevel continued, 'We-

Ttomal ss wanted to hear nore, but was distracted by a yow - an
alarmed yowl - fromthe Big Ugly hatchling. It also sounded oddly
far away. 'Excuse ne, superior sir, but | believe |I have encountered a
difficulty,' the researcher said, and broke the connection

He hurried along the corridors of his laboratory area, looking to
see what the hatchling had nmanaged to get itself into this tine.

He didn't see it anywhere, which worried him- had it managed
to crawl inside a cabinet? Was that why its squawks sounded
di stant?

Then it wail ed again. Ttonal ss went dashing out into the corridor -
the hatchling had taken it into its head to go exploring.

Ttomal ss al nost collided with Tessrek, another researcher into the
habits and thought patterns of the Big Uglies. In his arns, none too
gently, Tessrek carried the wayward Tosevite hatchling. He thrust it at
Ttomal ss. '"Here. This is yours. Kindly keep better track of it in future.
It cane wandering into ny |aboratory chanber, and, | assure you, it is
not wel cone there.'

As soon as Ttomal ss took hold of it, the hatchling stopped wailing.

It knew him and knew he cared for it. He mght as well have been its
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mot her, a Tosevite termwith inplications far nore powerful than its
equi val ent in the |Ianguage of the Race.

Tessrek went on, 'The sooner you give that thing ba& to the Big
Ugl i es, the happier everyone else along this corridor will be. No nore
hi deous noi ses, no nmore dreadful stenches - a return to peace and qui et
and order."'

"The hatchling's ultimte disposition has not yet been determ ned,’
Ttomal ss said. Tessrek had al ways wanted the little Tosevite gone. Its
jaunt today would only give himfresh ammunition

"Cetting rid of it will inprove ny disposition,'he said, and let his nouth
fall open in appreciation of his own joke. Then he grew serious once nore:
"I'f you must have it, keep it in your own area. | cannot answer for its

safety if it invades ny |aboratory once nore.'

‘Li ke any hatchling, it is as yet ignorant of proper behavior,' Ttonalss
said coldly. '"If you ignore that obvious fact and deliberately mstreat it,
I cannot answer for your safety! To nmake sure he'd made his point, he
turned and carried the hatchling back into his own chanber. Wth one
eye turret, he watched Tessrek staring after him
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An ugly little tracked anmunition carrier came put-puting up to the
Panthers halted in the forest north of Lodz. The front hatch of the
French-built machine - booty fromthe triunphant canpaign of 1940

- opened and a couple of nen scranmbled out, calling, 'Here, |ads! W' ve
got presents for you.'

"About tinme,' Heinrich Jager said. 'W were down to our |ast few rounds
for each panzer.'

"That's not where you want to be against the Lizards, either,' Qunther
Gill parzer added. The gunner went on, 'Their arnor is so good, you can
waste a lot of hits before you get one penetration.

The ammuni tion haul ers grinned. They wore one-piece coveralls |ike
the panzer crewren, but in the field-gray of self-propelled gun units rather
than panzer black. One of themsaid, 'New toys for you here - a notion we
borrowed fromthe Lizards and put into production for ourselves.

That was plenty to get the panzer men crowdi ng around them Jager
took shanel ess advantage of his rank to push his way to the front. 'What
do you have?' he demanded

"W' || show you, sir,' the fell ow who'd spoken before answered. He
turned to his conpanion. 'Show them Fritz.'

Fritz went around to the back of the Lorraine hauler, undid the
whi t ewashed canvas tilt on top of the storage bin at the rear of the
machi ne. He reached in and, grunting a little at the weight, drew out

the oddest -1l ooking shell Jager had ever seen. '\Wat the devil is iff half
a dozen nmen asked at once.
"You tell '"em Joachim' Fritz said. 'l never can say it right.

" Arnor - pi ercing di scardi ng sabot,'Joachimsaid inportantly. 'See, the
al ummi urn sabot fits your gun barrel, but as soon as it gets out, it falls off,
and the round proper goes out with a lot nmore muzzle velocity than you can
get any other way. It's capped with wolfram too, for extra penetration.'
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"I's that so? Jager pricked up his ears. 'My brother is a panzer engineer,
and he says wolframis in short supply even for nmachine tools. Now they're
releasing it for antipanzer rounds?

"I don't know anything about machine tools, Herr Oberst,'Joachimsaid,
and Fritzs head sol ermmly bobbed up and down to signify he didn't know
anything, either. '"But | do know these shells are supposed to give you half
again as nuch penetration as you get with regul ar capped arnor-piercing
ammuni ti on!

"Are supposed to give you.' That was Karl Mehler, Jager's | oader.

Loaders had an inherently pessinmi stic view of the world. \Wen panzers
were nmoving, they didn't see nuch of it. They stayed down in the bottom of
the turret, doing what the gunner and the commander ordered. If you were
a | oader, you never had a clue before a shell slamred into your nachine.
One second, you'd be fine; the next, butchered and bumt. Mehler went

on, 'How good are they really?

Fritz and Joachi m| ooked at each other. Fritz said, 'They wouldn't issue
themto front-line units if they didn't think they'd perform as advertised,
woul d t hey?

"You never can tell,' Mehler said darkly.' Some poor slobs have to be the
gui nea pigs, | suppose. W nust have drawn the short straw this tine.

'That's enough, Karl,'Jager said. The rebuke was nmild, but plenty to
make the | oader shut up. Jager turned to the men with the runitions
conveyor. 'Do you have any of our conventional arnor-piercing rounds
to use in case these things aren't as perfect as the people away fromthe
firing line seemto think?

"Uh, no, sir,' Joachimanswered. 'This is what canme off the train, so
this is what we have!

The nutters that rose fromthe panzer crewren weren't quite ri-inbles
of mutiny, but they weren't rapturous sighs, either. Jager sighed, also not
rapturously. '"Well, we all still have a few rounds of the old issue, anyhow.
We know what that will do - and what it won't. Tell ne one thing right
now, you two: is this new round supposed to be able to pierce the fronta
armor of a Lizard panzer?

Regretfully, the ammunition resupply nmen shook their heads. 'Herr
Oberst, the next round that can do that will be the first,'Joachi msaid.

"I was afraid you were going to say as much,' Jager answered,

'The way things are now, it costs us anywhere between six and
ten panzers, on average, for every Lizard nmachi ne we nanage to
kill - that's just panzer against panzer, mind you. It would be
even worse if we didn't have better crews than they do - but

we P ve lost so nmany veterans that our edge there is going. The
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thing that would help us nbst is a gun that would | et us neet
them face-to-face.'

"The thing that would help us nost is another one of those bonbs
that they set off outside of Breslau and Rome,' Gunther Gill parzer put
in. "And | know just where to set it, too.'

"Where's that?' Jager asked, curious to see what his gunner used for
a sense of strategy.

"Lodz,' Gillparzer answered pronptly. 'Right in the mddle of town.

Blast all the Lizards and all the kikes there to kingdom cone, just |ike
that.' He was wearing gloves, so instead of snapping his fingers he spat
in the snow.

"Wuldn't mind getting rid of the Lizards,'Jager agreed. 'The Jews
He shrugged. 'Anielewi cz said he'd keep the Lizards fromnounting a
counterattack out of the city, and he's done it. He deserves the credit for
it, too, if you ask ne.’'

"Yes, sir.'The gunner's round, fleshy face went sullen, not that Gill parzer
didn't look a little sullen nost of the tinme. He knew better than to argue
with his reginental commander, but he wasn't about to think wann, kind
t hought s about any Jews, either

Jager gl anced around the rest of the panzer crewnen. Nobody di sagreed
with him not out |oud, but nobody sprang up to say anything nice about
the Jews in the Lodz ghetto. That worried Jager. He wasn't mmssively
enanored of Jews hinself, but he'd been horrified when he | earned what
Gennan forces had done to themin the areas the Reich had conquered.
He hadn't wanted to | earn about such things, but he'd had his nose rubbed
in them and he was not the sort of nan who could pretend he was blind
when he wasn't. A lot of German officers, he'd found to his disnmay, had
no trouble at all managi ng that.

Ri ght this second, though, he didn't have to think about it. 'Let's share

out what they've brought us,' he told his nmen. '"If all you' ve got is a dead
pig, you eat pork chops.
"This stuff is liable to turn us all into dead pigs,' Karl Mhler nuttered

under his breath, but that didn't keep himfromtaking his fair share of the
newf angl ed rounds. He stowed themin the Panther's ammunition bins.
"It doesn't look right,' he grunbl ed when he scranbl ed back out of the
panzer. 'It |ooks funny. W' ve never had anything like it before.
"Intelligence says one of the reasons we drive the Lizards crazy is that
we keep coming up with new things,'Jager said. 'They don't change, or
don't change nmuch. Do you want to be |ike then?'
"Wll, no, sir, but I don't want to change for the worse, either,
and not for the hell of it," Mehler said. 'These things look like a
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sausage sticking out of a bun, |ike sone engineer is having a joke
with us.'

'"They don't pay off on |ooks,' Jager answered. 'If these new shells

don't work the way they're supposed to, then sonebody's head rolls.
First, though, we have to find out.

"If these new shells don't work the way they're supposed to, our heads
roll,"Karl Mehler said. 'Maybe sonebody el se's head rolls afterwards, but
we won't get to watch that.

Since Mehler was right, the only thing Jager could do was glare at
him Wth a shrug, the | oader clinmbed back into the turret. A nonent
later, Gunther Gillparzer followed him Jager clinbed in, too, and flipped
up the lid to the cupola so he could stand up and see what he was doi ng.
The driver, Johannes Drucker, and the hull gunner, Bernhard Steinfeldt,
took their positions at the front of the Panther's fighting conpartnent.

The big Maybach petrol engine started up. Steam and stinki ng exhaust
roared fromthe tail pipe. Al through the clearing, Panthers, Tigers, and
Panzer Vs were coming to life. Jager really thought of it that way: they
seened |i ke so many di nosaurs exhaling on a cold wi nter's norning.

Drucker rocked the Panther back and forth, going fromlow gear to
reverse and back, to break up the ice that had accunul ated overni ght
bet ween the panzer's interl eaved road wheels. That freezeup probl em
was the only drawback to the suspension; it gave a snooth ride over
rugged terrain. But sonetimes even rocking the panzer wouldn't free
up the road wheels. Then you had -to light a fire to nelt the ice before
you could get going. If the eneny attacked you instead of the other way

around that could Drove hazardous to vour |ife exDectancyv.

But today, the Gernmans were hunters, not hunted - at least for the
monent. The panzers rolled out of the clearing. Wth them canme a few
sel f-propell ed guns and a couple of three-quarter-tracked carriers full of
infantrymen. Sone of the foot soldiers carried hand-held anti panzer rockets
- another idea stolen fromthe Lizards. Jager thought about remarking on
that to his crewnen, but decided not to bother. They were doing fine as

Agai nst the Pol es, against the French, against the Russians, the
Wehr macht panzers had charged out ahead of the infantry, cutting
great gaps in the forces of the eneny. Do that against the Lizards
and your head would roll, sure as sure. The only way you had any
hone of shiftino, themwas with a conbined-arnms nneration - and even

then, you'd better outnunber them

Jager woul d have been just as well content to find no trace of the aliens
He knew how manv tinmes he'd been luckv. Christ crucified he'd killed a
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Li zard panzer with the 50mm gun of a Panzer M back in the days when

the Lizards had just conme to Earth, and if that wasn't |uck, he didn't know
what was. And here he was, alnpbst two years later, still alive and stil
unnmai med. Not many who'd seen as nuch action could say the sane.

Up ahead, the trees thinned out. He got on the all-vehicles wreless
circuit. "W'll halt at the forest's edge to reconnoiter.' Charge out into
open country and you deserved to get sl aughtered.

Foot soldiers in winter white got down fromtheir carriers and trotted
ghostli ke out across the snow covered fields. A couple of them had rocket
| aunchers (al so whitewashed) on their backs; the rest carried MP 40
submachi ne guns. Jager had heard Hugo Schnei sser wasn't invol ved
with the design of that weapon, but it got called a Schneisser just
t he sane.

From behi nd a bam a nachine gun started chattering, kicking up
clumps of snow. The Wehnnacht nen out in the open dove for whatever
cover they could find. Two panzers fired high-explosive shells at the barn
to flush out the Lizards in back of it. Not ten seconds |later, one of those
panzers. brewed up, flane and snoke spurting fromevery hatch and out
the top of the cupol a.

Jager's nouth went dry. 'That's a Lizard panzer there,' he shouted into
the microphone to his wireless set. It was stating the obvious - overstating
the obvious - but it had to be said.

"Arnor-piercing,' @Qnther Gillparzer said to Karl Mhler. 'Gve ne
one of the new rounds - we'll see what they can do.

"If they can do anything,' Mehler said gloonily, but he slamed one of
t he al unmi ni um sabot rounds into the breach of the Panther's |ong 75MV
cannon. Wth a clang, Gillparzer closed it.

' Range?' Jager asked.

‘Long, sir,' the gunner answered. 'Better than fifteen hundred neters.'

Jager grunted. He didn't see any other good hiding places for panzers
ahead, but that didn't mean there weren't any. Even agai nst the one,
sendi ng his own panzers out to flank it was nore likely to get them
pi cked off one at a time than anything el se. The Lizard panzer's turret
had a powered traverse, about which Jager was fearfully jeal ous.

He couldn't just sit here, either. Even if he'd bunped into the | ast of
the Lizard rear guard, that panzer could call down artillery on his head
or maybe even sumon a helicopter or two. Wth their rockets, Lizard
hel i copters made nasty anti panzer weapons, and they chewed up infantry
I'i ke teething biscuits.

The barn started to bum the sole result of the high-explosive shells
the Germans had thrown at it. That was a break; the snoke would screen
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his panzers fromthe Lizards' eyes, at |least until they shifted position. And,
set al ongside his other options, flanking out the Lizard panzer didn't | ook
so bad after all.

He was off to the right of the barn. He ordered out a Tiger fromoff to
the left and a Panzer 1V fromright out in front. That done, he spoke to
the driver of his own machine: 'Cone on, Hans - tine to earn our pay.
Forward!"

Jawohl ! Johannes Drucker sped out into the open country. The Panzer

IV fired at the Lizard panzer. Its gun wasn't rmuch worse than the Panther's,
but at long range its odds of doing anything useful were slimindeed.

A shell knocked down a tree behind the Panzer 1V. Wen the Lizards
m ssed, it was comonly because they couldn't see well. Their panzer
did nove out into the open. The Tiger fired at it. The 88 scored a
clean hit, but the Lizard panzer kept noving. It was unfair, how tough
they were.

The cannon in that panzer spoke. The Tiger's turret flew off, shells
inside exploding as it crashed to the ground five or six meters away from
the stricken panzer. The chassis burned nerrily, too. Al five crewren
had to be dead. An infantryman fired an anti panzer rocket at the Lizard
machine. He hit it right in the glacis plate, but the Lizard panzer's fronta

armor - fromwhat Jager had heard, it wasn't just steel - defeated the
shaped- charge warhead. The machi ne gun kept searchi~g for Germans
on foot.

' Range?' Jager said again.

"Down under five hundred neters, sir,' @nther Gill parzer answered.

"Driver halt,'Jager said, and then, 'Fire!l’

Because he was still standing up in the cupola rather than sheltered
in the turret, the noise was like the end of the world. A tongue of flame
spurted fromthe cannon's muzzl e.

Fl ame and snmoke spurted fromthe Lizard panzer, too. 'Hit!'everybody
in Jager's panzer screaned together. Jager listened to the breech cl ang
shut on anot her round. The |ong 75mm gun bel |l owed again - another hit.
Hat ches popped open in the Lizard nachi ne. The Panther's hull -nmount ed
machi ne gun started barking in short, precise bursts. In nonents, the
three Lizards who'd bailed out lay notionless on the ground, their all too
humanly red bl ood staining the snow. Their panzer kept on burning.

Very seriously, GQunther Gillparzer said, 'Sir, this is good amunition.
We can get good use fromit.'

"Even if it |ooks funny?' Jager teased.

' Even so.'

A
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The west wind brought the yellow dust of the Gobi with it. The dust left a
thin filmover everything; you could taste it if you smacked your lips a couple
of times. Nieh Ho-Ting was used to it. It came with life in and around Peki ng.

Maj or Mori rubbed at his eyes. The dust bothered him In fair Chinese,

he asked Nieh, 'So - what do you want from nme now? More tiners?

hear you did well with the last batch

"No, not this tinme,' Nieh answered. His first thought was that theJapanese
maj or was a fool if he thought a trick would work against the Lizards twice
runni ng. But the eastern devil could not have been a fool, not if he' d kept
his force in being this long even with the Lizards, the People's Liberation
Army, the troops |loyal to the Kuomintang reactionary clique, and the

Chi nese peasantry all arrayed agai nst him

What then? Nieh's lips skinned back fromhis teeth in a grin that showed
scant amusenent. The likeliest explanation was that Major Mri hoped

he'd try the sane trick twice in a row - and get smashed as a result. In
Mori's boots, N eh would have hoped for something |ike that.

"Wl l, what are you after now?' Mori demanded. Although the troops

he Ied were hardly nore than a guerrilla band, he kept all the arrogance
t he Japanese had shown when they held the whol e of northeastern China
and coastal enclaves el sewhere - and could push forward as they w shed,
even if they couldn't always hold the gains they'd nade.

"Artillery shells would be useful about now,' N eh said mnusingly.

' Maybe so, but you won't get themfromus,' Mri said. 'W still have
some 75mm guns in comm ssion, though | won't tell you where!

Ni eh Ho-T'ing knew where the Japanese were conceal i ng those cannon

Going after them struck himas being nore trouble than it was worth
since they were far nore likely to be turned on the Lizards than on his
own nen. He said, 'Soldiers can be coolies and haul 75mm guns from one

pl ace to another. As you say, they are also easy to hide. But the Japanese
Arny used to have heavier artillery, too. The scaly devils destroyed those
big guns, or else you ve had to abandon them But you still should have
sone of the amunition left. Do you?

Mori studied himfor a while before answering. The eastern devil was
somewhere not far fromforty, perhaps a couple of years ol der than Nieh

Hs skin was slightly darker, his features slightly sharper, than a Chinese
was likely to have. That didn't bother N eh nearly so much as Mori's
automati c assunption of his own superiority. Barbafian, N eh thought
scornfully, secure in his know edge that China was the one true hone

of culture and civilization. But even a barbarian could be useful

"What if we do?" Mori said. 'If you want one of those shells, what will
you give us for iff
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Capitalist, N eh thought. Inperialist. Ifallyou care aboutisprofit, you don't
deserve even that. Al oud, though, he answered, '|I can give you the nanes
of two men you think reliable who are in fact Kuom ntang spies.'

Mori smiled at him It was not a pleasant smile. 'Just the other day,
the Kuomi ntang offered to sell me the names of three Conmmunists.

"It wouldn't surprise ne,' N eh said. 'We have been known to give the
nanes of Japanese synpat hizers to the Kuom ntang.

"M serable war,' Mri said. Just for a nonent, the two nen understood
each other conpletely. Then Mri asked. 'And when you dicker with the
little devils, whomdo you sell to then?

"Wy, the Kuom ntang, of course,’ N eh Ho-Ying answered. 'Wen
the war with you and the scaly devils is over, the reactionaries and
counterrevol utionaries will still be here. W shall deal with them They
think they will deal with us, but the historical dialectic shows they are
m st aken.'

"You are mstaken if you think Japan cannot enforce on China a
governnent friendly to its wishes - leaving the little scaly devils out
of the picture, of course,’ Major Mri said. 'Wenever your troops and
ours neet in battle, yours always come off second best.'’

"And what has that got to do with the price of rice? N eh asked in
honest bew | dernent. 'Eventually you will get sick of w nning expensive
battl es and being nibbled to death inside areas you think you control,
and then you will go away and | eave China alone. The only reason you
wWin nowis that you started using the machines of the foreign devils' -
by whi ch he neant Europeans -'before we did. W will have our own
factories one days, and then-'

Mori threw back his head and | aughed, a deliberate effort to be insulting.
Go ahead, Nieh thought. Laugh now. One fine day the revolution w g cross
the sea to your islands, too. Japan had a | arge urban proletariat, exploited
workers with nothing to offer but their Iabor, as interchangeable to a
big capitalist as so many cogs and gears. They would be dry tinder
for the flane of class warfare. But not yet - the Lizards remained to
be beaten first.

Ni eh said, 'Are we agreed on the price of one of these shells?

'Not yet,' the Japanese answered. 'Information is useful, yes, but we
need food, too. Send us rice, send us noodles, send us shoyu, send us
pork or chicken. Do this and we will give you as nany 150nm shells as

you can use, whatever you plan to do with them'

They started dickering about how much food woul d buy N eh how

many shells, and when and how to arrange deliveries. As he had before,
Ni eh kept the contenpt he felt from showi ng. On the Long March, he'd

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (108 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:28 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

\W

Harry Turtl edove

S
S

87

dickered with warlords' officers and bandit chieftains over things |ike
this. In China now, though, what survived of the once-m ghty hnperia
Japanese Arny was reduced to bandit status; the Japanese couldn't do
much nore than prey on the countryside, and they didn't even do that
well, not if they were trading nunitions for food.

~ Nieh resolved not to tell Liu Han any details about how he was
negotiating with the Japanese. Her hatred for themwas personal, as it
was for the little devils. N eh hated the Japanese and the scaly devils,
too with an ideological purity his woman coul d never hope to natch.

Bui she had inmagination, and cane up with ways to hurt the enem es

of the People's Liberation Arny and the Comuni st Party that he woul d
never have dreant of. Success, especially anong those who did not form
| arge-scal e policy, could make up for a |lack of ideological purity - for a
whi | e, anyhow.

Maj or Mori was not the best bargainer N eh had ever faced. Two Chinese
out of three could have got nore supplies fromhimthan Mri did. He gave
a nmental shrug. Well, that was Mori's fault, for being a barbarous eastern
devil. The Japanese made good soldiers, but not nuch el se

As far as he was concerned, the sane went for the little scaly devils.
They coul d conquer, but seened to have no idea how to hold down a
rebel lious |and once under their control. They didn't even use the nurder
and terror the Japanese had taken for granted. As far as N eh could tell
all they did was reward col | aborators, and that was not enough

"Excellent!' Major Mri exclainmed when the haggling was over. He
sl apped his belly. "W will eat well for atine.' The mlitary tunic he
wore hung on himlike a tent. He m ght once have been a heavyset nman.

No nore.

"And we will have a present for the little devils one day before too | ong,
Ni eh replied. Even if he could do what he hoped with the 150mm shells, he
aimed to try to blane it on the Kuom ntang. Liu Han would not approve of
that; she'd want the Japanese to receive the scaly devils' wath. But, as
Ni eh had said, the Kuom ntang was nore dangerous in the long run

So long as the little scaly devils did not blane the People's Liberation
Armmy for the attacks, talks with themcould go on uni npeded. Those
tal ks had been building in size and inportance for sonme tine now, they
needed to continue. Sonething of greater substance mi ght cone from
themthan the stalled negotiations about Liu Han's baby. N eh hoped so,
at any rate.

He sighed. If he'd had his choice, the People's Liberation Army woul d
have driven the Japanese and the scaly devils out of China altogether
He didn't have his choice, though. If he'd ever needed rem nding of that,
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the Long March woul d have given it to him You did what you had to
do. After that, if you were lucky, you got the chance to do what you
wanted to do
He bowed to Major Mri. The major returned the conpliment.'M serable
war,' Nieh said again. Mri nodded. But the workers and peasants W49 w n
I . t, here in China and all over the world, N eh thought. He glanced at the
Japanese officer. Maybe Mri was thinking victorious thoughts, too. Well,
if he was, he was wong. N eh had the dialectic to prove it.

Mor dechai Ani el ewi cz stepped out onto the sidewalk in front of the

buil dings on Lutom erska Street. '|I can deal with ny enemes,' he said.
'The Nazis and Lizards are not a problem not like that. My friends,
now'He rolled his eyes in theatrical despair. 'Vay iz mr!'

Bert ha Fl ei shnan | aughed. She was a year or two ol der than Mordechai,
and normally so colorless that the Jew sh resistance of Lodz often used
her to pick up infonnation: you had trouble noticing she was there. But
her |augh stood out. She had a good | augh, one that invited everybody
around to share the joke.

Now she said, 'Actually, we've done pretty well, all things considered.
The Lizards haven't been able to get much through Lodz to throw at
the Nazis.' She paused. 'O course, not everyone would say this is a
good thing.'

"I know Anielewicz grinmaced. 'l don't say it's a good thing nyself.
This is even worse than bei ng caught between the Nazis and t he Russi ans.
Whoever wins, we |ose.'

"The Germans are living up to their promse not to attack Lodz so | ong
as we keep the Lizards from nounting any noves from here,' Bertha said.
'They haven't thrown any of their rocket bonbs at us lately, eitlier.

"For which God be thanked,' Anielew cz said. Before the war, he'd been
a secular man. That hadn't mattered to the Nazis, who'd dunped him
into the Warsaw ghetto all the sane. Wiat he'd seen there, what he'd
seen since, had left himconvinced he couldn't Iive without God after all
What woul d have been ironic in 1938 cane out sincere today.

"We're useful to themat the nonent.'Bertha Fl ei shman's nouth tume~
down. 'Even that's progress. Before, we were working in their factories
maki ng all kinds of things for them and they slaughtered us anyhow.'

"I know.' Mordechai kicked at the paving stones. '|I wonder if the)
tried out their poison gas on Jews before they started using it agains
the Lizards.' He didn't want to think about that. If he let hinmself brood ol
it, he'd wonder why he was helping Hitler, H nmmer, and their henchnei
agai nst the Lizards. Then he'd take a | ook at Bunimand the other Lizan
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officials in Lodz and be sure he couldn't help them beat the Gernans and,
in so doing, subject all of nankind.
i I 1 9

It isnt fair, Bertha said. Has anyone since the world began ever been
in such a predi cament?'

"W're the Chosen People,' Anielewicz answered with a shrug. 'If you
think 1'd be just as glad if we hadn't been chosen for this, though,
you're right.'

' Speaki ng of which, aren't the Lizards supposed to be nobving a convoy
of lorries through town in about half an hour?' Bertha asked. Since she
was the one who'd cone up with that bit of intelligence, the question was
rhetorical. She smled. 'Shall we go watch the fun?

convoy s suppos to ea up nclsz ns treet,to
bring reinforcenents to the Lizards who were trying to cut the base off one
of the German prongs advancing to either side of Lodz. The Lizards had not
had much luck with their counternovenents. Wiat they would do when
they figured out why would be interesting - and |ikely unpl easant.

Jews and Pol es stood on the coner of Inflancka and Franci szkanska
and in the streets thenselves, chatting, chaffering, and carrying on their
busi ness as they woul d have on any other day. It was a scene that m ght
al nrost have cone fromthe tinme before the war, save that so many of the
men - and a few of the wonen - had rifles on their backs or in their
hands. Cheating, these days, was liable to neet with swift and summary
puni shnent .

About fifteen m nutes before the convoy was due to cone through,
human policenmen, some Jews, sone Poles, began trying to clear the
street. Anielewi cz watched them - especially the Jews - with undisguised
| oat hi ng. The Jew sh police - thugs woul d have been a better word for
them - owed all egi ance to Mdrdechai Chai m Runkowski, who had been
El dest of the Jews when the Lodz ghetto was in Nazi hands and stil
ran it for the Lizards. They still wore the |ong coats, shiny-brimred
caps, and red-white-and-black rank arnbands; the Gernmans had gi ven
them too. Maybe it nmade themfeel inportant. It nmade everyone el se
despi se them

They didn't have nuch luck with their street clearing, either. They were
armed with nothing better than truncheons. That had been intimdating
back in the days when the Nazis held Lodz. It did not do nuch, though,
to shift men with rifles. Anielewi cz knew the Jew sh police had been
screamng at the Lizards for guns of their own. Wat had been in place
before the Lizards arrived, though, seenmed to be |ike the Torah to them
not to be changed or interfered with by nere nortals. The police renained
wi t hout firearns.
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An ol d Jewi sh man driving a horse-drawn wagon that carried tables
stacked four and five high tried to cross Franci szkanska on | nfl ancka
just as a Polish lorry-driver rLunbled down Franci szkanska with a | oad of
enpty tin mlk cans. The Pole tried to sl ow down, but seemed to be having
trouble with his brakes. His lorry crashed into the old Jew s wagon.

The racket that inmediately followed the collision was |ouder than the
crash itself. The rear gate of the lorry hadn't been well secured, so mlk
cans clattered down onto the pavenent and started rolling away. As best
Mor dechai coul d see, the load of tables hadn't been secured at all. They
| anded in the street, too. Some of them broke, sonme didn't.

By what | ooked like a mracle the wagon driver hadn't been hurt.
Surprisingly agile for an old man: he junped down from his beast and
ran up to the driver's side of the lorry, scream ng abuse in Yiddish.

" Shut up, you dammed kike!' the Pole answered in his own | anguage.
"Stinking old Christ-killer, you ve got your nerve, yelling at ne.’

"I'"d yell at your father, except even your nother doesn't know who he
is,'" the Jewretorted

The Polish lorry-driver junped out of the cab and grabbed the Jew
In a noment, they were westling on the ground. Jews and Pol es both
ran toward the altercation. Here and there, sone of them bunped into
one another and started fresh trouble centers.

Pol i cemen - Jews and Poles - blew furiously on whistles and waded
into the crowd, trying to clear it. Sone of themgot drawn into fistfights,
too. Mdrdechai Anielew cz and Bertha Fl ei shman wat ched t he unfol di ng
chaos with eyebrows raised high.

Into that chaos cane the Lizards' nmotor convoy. Some of their lorri~s
were of their ownmanufacture, others humanproducts they'd appropri ated.

A Lizard lorry horn made a noi se that rem nded Mrdechai of what you'd
get if you dropped a bucket of water onto a red-hot iron plate. Wen you
added in the klaxons fromthe Opels and other human-rmade lorries, the
din becane truly dreadful

No one in the street paid the least attention to it. As far as the Jews
and Pol es were concerned, the inpatient Lizards m ght have been back or
the far side of the noon, or wherever it was they came from 'Wat a pity,
Mordechai said. "It looks |like the Lizards are going to be del ayed.'

-'That's terrible,' Bertha said in the same solemm tones he'd used
Wt hout warning, both of themstarted to laugh. In a | ow voice, Berft
went on, 'This worked out even better than we thought it woul d.

"So it did,' Anielew cz agreed. 'Yitzkhak and Bol esl aw bot h deservi
those statues the Anericans give their best cinema actors every year.

Bert ha Fl ei shman's brown eyes twi nkled.' No, they couldn't have playe

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (112 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:28 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

Harry Turtl edove
91

that much better if they'd rehearsed it for years, could they? The rest of
our people - and also the Armja Krajowa nmen,' she admtted, 'are doing
nicely, too.'

' Good thing nost of the people at this coner really do belong to us
or the Polish Home Army,' Mordechai said. 'QGherwise we'd have a rea
riot on our hands, not a scripted one.

"I amglad no one's decided to pull arifle off his back and use it,’
Bertha said. 'Not everybody here knows we're playing a gane.'

"That's true,' Anielewicz said. 'The police don't, and the Lizard lorry
drivers don't, either.'He pointed back to the rear of the long, stalled colum
of motor vehicles. 'Oh, look. Sone of themlook like they're trying to turn
around and use a different route to get out of town.'

Bert ha shaded her eyes so she could see better. 'So they are. But they
seemto be having sonme trouble, too. | wonder who started an ar gunent
way down there. Woever it was, he certainly nmanaged to pull a lot of
people into the street in a hurry.'

"He certainly did.' Mrdechai grinned at her. She was grinning back
Maybe she wasn't beautiful, but he certainly |Iiked the way she | ooked
when she was happy like this. 'l don't think those poor Lizard lorries wll
be able to go anywhere for quite a while.

"I"'mafraid you're right.' Bertha sighed theatrically. '"Isn't it a pity?
She and Mordechai | aughed agai n.

Li zards weren't what you'd call big to begin with. Even as Lizards
went, Straha was on the shortish side; a husky nine-year-old would have
overtopped him Wth Lizards as with people, though, size had little to do
with force of personality. Wenever Sam Yeager got to talking with the
former shiplord of the 206th Enperor Yower, he needed only a couple
of minutes to forget that Straha was hardly nore than half his size

"By not falling at once, you Big Uglies presented Atvar the brainaddl ed
fleetlord with a problemhe will not be able to solve,' Straha declared. 'At
the tinme, | urged himto strike a series of blows agai nst you so strong
that you woul d have no choice but to yield to the Race. Did he heed ne?

He did not!' Straha's enphatic cough was a nasterpiece of rudeness.

"Way didn't he?' Yeager asked. 'I've always wondered about that. The
Race never seened to want to turn up the pressure nore than one notch
at atime. That let us - howwould | say it? - | guess adapt is the word
I want.'

"Truth,' Straha said, with another enphatic cough. 'One thing we did
not realize until far later than we should have was how adaptabl e you
Tosevites are. Fool that he is, Atvar always intended to conme as cl ose
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as he could to the canpai gn we woul d have fought had you been the

prei ndustrial savages we expected you to be. Even his eye turrets are

not entirely | ocked in place, and he did conclude a greater effort would be
called for, but he always did his best to keep the increases to a m ni mum
so as to have the | east possible distortion in the plan with which we cane
to Tosev 3.'

'Most of you Lizards are like that, aren't you?' Sam used mankind's
di sparagi ng nane for the Race as casually as Straha used the Race's
handl e for humanity. 'You don't much care for change, do you?

"OF course not,'Straha said - and, for a Lizard, he was a radical. 'If you
are in a good situation where you are, why, if you have any sense, would
you want to alter it? It would be only too likely to get worse. Change
must be nmost carefully controlled, or it can devastate an entire society.'

Sam grinned at him 'How do you account for us, then?

"Qur scholars will spend thousands of years attenpting to account for
you,' Straha answered. 'It could be that, had we not arrived, you would
have destroyed yourselves in relatively short order. You were, after all
al ready working to devel op your own atomic weapons, and with those you
woul d have had no trouble rendering this planet uninhabitable. A nost a
pity you failed to do so.'

"Thanks a lot,' Yeager said. 'We really | ove you Lizards a whol e bunch,
too.' He added an enphatic cough to that, even though he wasn't sure
whet her the Race used them for sardonic effect. Straha's mouth dropped
open in anusenent, so maybe they- did - or nmaybe the ex-shiplord was
| aughi ng at the way Sam mangl ed his | anguage.

Straha said, 'Like nost males of the Race, Atvar is a mnimalist. You
Big Uglies, now, you are maximalists. In the long term as | pointed out,
this will probably prove disastrous for your species. | cannot imagine
you Tosevites building an enpire stable for a hundred thousand years.

Can you?'

'Nope,' Sam admitted. The years Straha used were only about half
as long as their earthly equivalents, but still - Fifty thousand years
ago, people had been living in caves and worryi ng about nmammot hs
and saber-toothed tigers. Yeager couldn't begin to imagi ne what things
woul d be Iike in another fifty years, let along fifty thousand.

"In the short term though, your penchant for change w thout warnirig
presents us with stresses our kind has never before faced,' Straha said.
"By the standards of the Race, | ama nmaximalist - thus |I would have been
well suited to | ead us against your kind.' By human standards, Straha
was more nmossbound than a Southern Denocrat with forty-five years
seniority, but Yeager didn't see any good way to tell himso. The Lizard
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went on, 'l believe in taking action, not waiting until it is forced upon ne,
as Atvar and his clique do. Wien the Soviets' nuclear bonb showed us

how di sastrously we'd m sjudged your kind, | tried to have Atvar the

fool ousted and soneone nore suitable, such as nyself, raised to overal
command. And when that failed, | took the direct action of fleeing to you

Tosevites rather than waiting for Atvar to have his revenge upon ne.'

"Truth, ' Yeager said, and it was truth - maybe Straha really was a firebal
by Lizard standards. 'There's nore "direct action" fromyou peopl e these
days, isn't there? Wat are the nutineers in Siberia doing, anyhow?'

"Your radio intercepts indicate they have surrendered to the Russkis,'
Straha answered. 'If they are treated well, that will be a signal for other
disaffected units - and there nust be many - to realize they, too, can
make peace with Tosevites!

"That would be nice," Samsaid. "Wen will the fleetlord realize he
needs to nmake peace with us, that he can't conquer the whol e planet,
the way the Race thought it would when you set out from Hone?'

Had Straha been a cat, he would have bristled at that question. Yes, he
despi sed Atvar. Yes, he'd defected to the Anericans. Somewhere down in
his heart of hearts, though, he was still loyal to the Enperor back on Tau
Ceti's second planet; the idea that a schene the Enperor had endorsed
m ght fail gave himthe galloping collywobbl es.

But the shiplord countered ganely, asking in return, 'Wien will you
Big Uglies realize that you cannot extermi nate us or drive us off your
m serable, chilly planet?

Now Yeager grunted in turn. Wien the USA had been fighting the Nazis
and the Japs, everybody had figured the war would go on till the bad guys
got smashed flat. That was the way wars were supposed to work, wasn't
it? Sormebody won, and he took stuff away fromthe guys who had | ost.

If the Lizards canme down and took part of Earth away from hunmanity,
didn't that nean they'd won?

When Sam said that out |oud, Straha waggled both eye turrets at him a
sign of astonishment. 'Truly you Big Uglies are creatures of overweening
pride,' the shiplord exclainmed. 'No plan of the Race has ever failed to the
extent of our design for the conquest of Tosev 3 and its incorporation into
the Enpire. If we fail to acquire the whole of the planet, if we |eave Big
Ugly enpires and not-enpires intact and i ndependent upon it, we suffer
a humliation whose |ike we have never known before.'

"I's that so?" Yeager said. '"Wll, if we think letting you have anything
is a mstake, and if you think letting us keep anything is an even bi gger
m st ake, how are Lizards and people ever going to get together and settle
things one way or the other? Sounds to ne |ike we're stuck.
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"W mght not be, were it not for Atvar's stubbornness,' Straha said.
"As | told you before, the only way he will consent to anything | ess than
complete victory is to becone convinced it is inpossible!

"I'f he hasn't gotten that idea by now'But Sam paused and shook his
head. You had to remenber the Lizards' point of view What |ooke d |ike
di sastrous defeats fromup close mght seemonly bunps in the road if
considered in a thousand-year context. Men prepared for the next battle,
the Lizards for the next m Il ennium

Straha said, 'When he does get that idea - if ever he does - he will do
one of two things, | think. He may try to make peace along the lines you and
| have been discussing. O he may try to use whatever nucl ear arsenal the
Race has left to force you Tosevites into subm ssion. This is what | would
have done; that | proposed it may nake it less |ikely now

'Good,' Yeager said sincerely. He'd been away fromthe American
nucl ear-bonb program for a while now, but he knew the infernal devices
didn't roll off the assenbly line like so many De Sotos. 'The other thing
hol di ng hi m back is your colonization fleet, isn't it?

"Truth,' Straha replied at once. 'This consideration has inhibited our
actions in the past, and continues to do so. Atvar may deci de, however,
that maki ng peace with you will |eave the Race | ess of the habitable
surface of Tosev 3 than he could hope to obtain by damaging | arge
portions of the planet on our behal f.’

"It wouldn't keep us from fighting back, you know,' Sam said, and
hoped he wasn't whistling in the dark

Evidently Straha didn't think he was, because the shiplord said, 'W
are painfully aware of this. It is one of the factors that has to this point
deterred us fromthat course. Mre inmportant, though, is our desire not
to damage the planet for our colonists, as you have not ed!

"Mnhmm' Sam said, tasting the irony of Earth's safety riding nore
on the Lizards' concern for their own kind than on any worries about
human bei ngs. ' W' ve got what, something |like eighteen years, before
the rest of your people get here?

"No, twice that,' Straha answered. Then he nade a noise like a

bubbling teakettle. 'My apologies - if you are using Tosevite years,
you are correct!
"Yeah, | was - |I'ma Tosevite, after all,' Yeager said with a wy grin.

"What are your colonists going to think if they come to a world that isn't
completely in your hands, the way they thought it would be when they
set out from Home?'
'"The starship crews will be aware of changed conditions when they
i ntercept our signals beaned back toward Home,' Straha said. 'No doubt
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this will fill themw th consternation and confusion. Remenber, we of the
conquest fleet have had sone tinme nowto try to accommpdat e oursel ves

to the unanticipated conditions on Tosev 3. These will be new for them

and the Race does not adapt well. In any case, there will be little they
can do. The colonization fleet is not arned; the assunption was that we

of the conquest fleet would have this world all nicely pacified before the
colonists arrived. And, of course, the colonists thenselves are in cold
sleep and will remain ignorant of the true situation until they are revived
upon the fleet's arrival.'

"They'l| get quite a surprise, won't they?' Sam said, chuckling. 'How
many of themare there, anyhow?

"l do not know, not in precise figures, ' Straha replied. 'My responsibility,
after all, was with the conquest fleet. But if our practice in colonizing the
worl ds of the Rabotevs and Hall essi was foll owed back on Honme - as
it alnmost certainly would have been, given our fondness for precedent
- then we are sending here sonething between ei ghty and one hundred
mllion males and females ... Those coughs nean nothing in ny |anguage,
Sanyeager.' He pronounced Yeager's nane as if it were one word. 'Have
they sone signification in yours?

"I"'msorry, Shiplord," Sam sai d when he coul d speak coherently again.

"Must have swal | omed wong, or sonething.'Eighty or a hundred million
col oni sts?' The Race doesn't do things by hal ves, does iff

"Of course not,' St-aha said.

"One nortification after another,' Atvar said in deep discontent. From
where he stood, the situation down on the surface of Tosev 3 | ooked

gl oony. ' Al nost better we shoul d have expended a nucl ear device on
those nmutineers than |l et them go over to the SSSR '

"Truth,' Kirel said. 'The loss of the armaments is bad. Before |ong, the
Big Uglies will copy whatever features they can figure out how to steal
That has happened before, and is happeni ng agai n: we have recent reports
that the Deutsche, for instance, are beginning to depl oy arnor-piercing
di scardi ng sabot ammunition agai nst our | andcruisers.

"I have seen these reports,' the fleetlord agreed. 'They do not inspire
me with delight.

"Nor me,' Kirel answered. 'Moreover, the loss of the territory formerly
controll ed by the base whose garrison nutinied has given us new probl ens.
Though weat her conditions in the area remain appallinglybad, we have evi-
dence that the SSSR is attenpting to reestablish its east-west rail link.'

'How can they do thaff Atvar said. 'Surely even Big Uglies would
freeze if forced to work in such circunstances.'’
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"From what we have seen in the SSSR, Exalted Fleetlord, it would
appear hardly nore concerned about the well-being of its |aborers than
is Deutschland,' Kirel said nournfully. 'Getting the task done counts for
more than the nunber of |ives expended in the process!

"Truth.' Atvar said, and then added, 'Madness,' and an enphatic cough.
' The Deut sche sometines appear to put expending |lives above extracting
| abor. What was the name of that place where they devoted so nuch
ingenuity to slaughter? Treblinka, that was it! The Race had never
i magi ned a center wholly devoted to extermi nating intelligent beings.
Atvar woul d have been as gl ad never to have been exposed to sone of
the things he'd | earned on Tosev 3.

He waited for Kirel to nention the nost inportant reason why the
fall of the Siberian base was a disaster. Kirel didn't nmentionit. Al too
likely, Kirel hadn't thought of it. He was a good shiplord, none better,
when someone told himwhat to do. Even for a male of the Race, though,
he | acked i magi nati on

Atvar said, 'We now have to deal with the probl em of propaganda
broadcasts fromthe nutineers. By all they say, they are cheerful,
well fed, well treated, with plenty of that pernicious herb, ginger, for
anusenent. Transm ssions such as these are liable to touch off not only
further nutinies but also desertions by individual males who cannot find

"What you say is likely to be correct,' Kirel agreed. 'It is to be hope(
that increased vigilance on the part of officers will help to allay th(

"It is to be hoped, indeed,' Atvar said with heavy sarcasm 'It is also

be hoped that we shall be able to keep fromlosing too nuch ground in this
nort hern-hemi sphere winter, and that guerrilla raids agai nst our positions
will ease. In sone places - nmuch of Italia springs to nmind - we are unable
to admi nister or control territory allegedly under our jurisdiction.

"W need nore cooperation fromthe Tosevite authorities who yiel ded
to us,'" Kirel said. 'This is true all over the planet, and especially so in

Italia, where our forces mght as well be at war again.

"Most of the Italian authorities, such as they were, went up with the
atom ¢ bonb that destroyed Romm,' Atvar answered. 'Too many of the
ones who are left still favor their overthrown not-enperor, that Missolini
How | wi sh the Deutsch raider, that Skorzeny, hadn't succeeded in stealing
himand spiriting himoff into Deutschland. H's radi o broadcasts, along
with those of our forner ally Russie and the traitor Straha, have proved
nost danmagi ng of all counterpropaganda efforts agai nst us.'

That Skorzeny has been a pin driven under our scal es throughout
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the canpai gn of conquest,' Kirel said. 'He is unpredictable even for a
Tosevite, and deadly as wel|!

"I wish | could dispute it, but it is truth,' the fleetlord said sadly.
‘In addition to all the other harmhe has inflicted on our cause, he
cost ne Drefsab, the one intelligence officer we had who was both
devi ous and energetic enough to match the Big Uglies at their own
primary traits.'

"Wherefore now, Exalted Fleetlord? Kirel asked.

"W carry on as best we can,' Atvar answered, a response that did not
satisfy himand plainly did not satisfy Kirel. Trying to anplify it he went
on, 'One thing we nust do is increase security around our starships. If the
Big Uglies can snmuggl e nucl ear weapons within range of them rather than
of cities, they potentially have the ability to hurt us even worse than they
have al ready."

"I shall draft an order seeking to forestall this contingency, ' Kirel said. '
agree; it is a serious nenace. | shall also draft procedures whose thorough
implementation will nake the order effective.'

'Good, ' Atvar said. 'Be nobst detailed. Allow no conceivabl e | oophol es
through which a careless nal e nmight produce disaster.' Al that was
standard advice fromone nmal e of the Race to another. After a nonent,
though, the fleetlord added in thoughtful tones, 'Before pronulgating
the order and procedures, consult with mal es who have had experience
down on the surface of Tosev 3. They may possi bly nmake your proposed
procedures nore | eakproof against the ingenious machi nations of the,

Big Uglies.

"It shall be done, Exalted Fleetlord, Kirel promsed. 'May | respectfully
suggest that none of us up here in orbit have enough firsthand experience
with conditions down on the surface of Tosev Y

"There is sone truth in what you say,' Atvar admtted. 'Perhaps we
shoul d spend nore time on the planet itself - in a reasonably secure
area, preferably one with a reasonably salubrious climte.' He called up
a flat map of the surface of Tosev 3 on a conputer screen. One set
of color overlays gave a security evaluation, with categories ranging
fromunconquered to pacified (though depressingly little of the planet
showed that placid pink tone). Another gave clinatol ogi cal data. He
instructed the conputer to show himwhere both factors were at a
maxi mum

Kirel pointed. 'The northern coastal region of the subcontinental nass
the Tosevites term Africa seens as near ideal as any region.

"So it does,' Atvar said. 'l have visited there before. It is pleasant;
parts of it could al nost be Hone. Very well, Shiplord, nmake the requisite
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preparations. W shall tenporarily shift headquarters to this region, the
better to supervise the conduct of the conquest at cl ose range.'
"It shall be done, Exalted Fleetlord,' Kirel said.

Ludmi | a Gorbunova wanted to ki ck General kutnant G af Walter von
Beckdorff-Ahlefeldt right where it would do the nost good. Since the

dammed Nazi general was in Riga and she was stuck outside Hrubi esz6éw,

that wasn't practical. In lieu of fulfilling her desire, she kicked at the nud
instead. It clung to her boots, which did nothing to i nprove her nood.

She hadn't thought of Beckdorff-Ahlefeldt as a dammed Nazi when she
was in Riga herself. Then he'd seened a charm ng, kulturny general,
nothing |i ke the boorish Soviets and col d-bl ooded Germans it had nostly
been her lot to deal wth.

"Fly me one little mssion, Senior Lieutenant Gorbunova,' she nuttered
under her breath. 'Take a couple of antipanzer mnes to Hrubi esz6w, then
conme on back here and we'll send you on to Pskov with a pat on the fanny
for your trouble!

That wasn't exactly what the kulturny general had said, of course, and
he hadn't tried to pat her on the fanny, which was one of the things
that made himkulturny. But if he hadn't sent her to Hrubi esz6w, her
Kukuruzni k woul dn't have tried to taxi through a tree, which would have
meant she'd still be able to fly it.

"Whi ch woul d have nmeant | woul dn't be stuck here outside of
Hr ubi esz6w,' she snarled, and kicked at the nud again. Sone of it
spl ashed up and hit her in the cheek. She snarled and spat.

She' d al ways thought of U-2s as nearly indestructible, not |east because
they were too sinple to be easy to break. Down in the WUkraine, she'd
buried one nose-first in the nud, but that could have been fixed w thout
much trouble if she hadn't had to get away fromthe little biplane as fast
as she could. Wapping a Kukuruzni k around a tree, though - that was
truly chanpi onship-quality ineptitude.

"And why did the devil's sister leave a tree in the mddle of the |anding
strip? she asked the God in whom she did not believe. But it hadn't been the
devil's sister. It had been these miserable partisans. It was their fault.

O course she'd been flying at night. O course she'd had one eye on
the conpass, one eye on her wistwatch, one eye on the ground and sky,
one eye on the fuel gauge - she'd al nbst wi shed she was a Lizard, so she
could | ook every which way at once. just finding the partisans' poorly lit
| anding strip had been - not a mracle, for she didn't believe in mracles
- a mpjor achievenent, that's what it had been

She' d circled once. She'd brought the Weatcutter down. She'd taxied
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snmoot hly. She'd never seen the pine sapling - no, it was nore than a
sapling, worse luck - till she ran into it.

'Broken wing spars,' she said, ticking off the danage on her fingers.
"Broken propeller.' Both of those were wood, and reparable. 'Broken
crankshaft.' That was of netal, and she had no i dea what she was
going to do about it - what she could do about it.

Behi nd her, soneone coughed. She whirled around like a startled cat.

Her hand flew to the grip of her Tokarev automatic. The partisan standing
there jerked back in alarm He was a weedy, bearded, nervous little Jew
who went by the nane Sholom She could follow pieces of his Polish and

pi eces of his Yiddish, and he knew a little Russian, so they managed to
make thensel ves understood to each other.

"You cone,' he said now 'We bring blacksmth out from Hrubi esz6w.

He | ook at your machi ne.

"All right, I'lIl conme,' she answered dully. Yes, a U-2 was easy to work
on, but she didn't think a blacksmth could repair a machi ned part well
enough to nmake the aircraft fly again.

He was one of the |argest nen she'd ever seen, alnpbst two neters tal
and seem ngly that wi de through the shoul ders, too. By the | ook of him
he coul d have bent the crankshaft back into its proper shape with his
bare hands if it had been in one piece. But it wasn't just bent; it was
broken in half, too.

The smith spoke in Polish, too fast for Ludmla to follow Shol omturned
his words into something she could understand: 'Wtold, he say if it made
of nmetal, he fix it. He fix |l ots of wagons, he say.

‘"Has he ever fixed a notorcar?" Ludm|la asked. |If the answer there was
yes, maybe she did have sone hope of getting off the ground again after all.

When he heard her voice, Wtold blinked in surprise. Then he struck a
manly pose. Hi s already huge chest inflated |ike a balloon. Miscles bul ged
in his upper arns. Again, he spoke rapidly. Again, Sholom nmade what he
said intelligible: 'He say, of course he do. He say, for you he fix anything.'

Ludm | a studied the smth through slitted eyes. She thought he'd said
nmore than that; some of his Polish had sounded cl ose to what would
have been a | ewd suggestion in Russian. Well, if she didn't understand
it, she didn't have to react to it. She decided that woul d be the wi sest
course for the tine being.

To Sholom she said, 'Tell himto cone | ook at the danmage, then, and
see what he can do.'

Wtold strutted al ong besi de her, chest out, back straight, chin up
Ludmila was not a tall woman, and felt even smaller beside him Watever
he m ght have hoped, that did not endear himto her
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preparations. W shall tenporarily shift headquarters to this region, th
better to supervise the conduct of the conquest at close range!
"It shall be done, Exalted Fleetlord,' Kirel said.

Ludm | a Gorbunova wanted to kick Generageutnant Graf Walter vo
Beckdorff-Ahlefeldt right where it would do the nost good. Since th

dammed Nazi general was in Riga and she was stuck outside Hrubiesz6

that wasn't practical. In lieu of fulfilling her desire, she kicked at the mu
instead. It clung to her boots, which did nothing to i nprove her nood.

She hadn't thought of Beckdorff-Ahlefeldt as a dammed Nazi when sh
was in Riga herself. Then he'd seened a charm ng, kulturny genera
not hing |i ke the boorish Soviets and col d-bl ooded Gernmans it had nostl
been her lot to deal wth.

"Fly me one little mssion, Senior Lieutenant Gorbunova,' she nuttere
under her breath. 'Take a couple of antipanzer m nes to Hrubi esz6w,
come on back here and we'll send you on to Pskov with a pat on the fa
for your trouble!

That wasn't exactly what the kulturny general had said, of course, an
he hadn't tried to pat her on the fanny, which was one of the thin~
that made himkulturny. But if he hadn't sent her to Hrubi esz6w, hi
Kukuruzni k woul dn't have tried to taxi through a tree, which would ha
meant she'd still be able to fly it.

"Which woul d have neant | woul dn't be stuck here outside
Hr ubi esz6w,' she snarled, and kicked at the nud again. Sone of
spl ashed up and hit her in the cheek. She snarled and spat.

She' d al ways thought of U-2s as nearly indestructible, not |east becau,
they were too sinple to be easy to break. Down in the Ukraine, she
buried one nose-first in the nud, but that could have been fixed wtho
much trouble if she hadn't had to get away fromthe little biplane as fa
as she could. Wapping a Kukuruzni k around a tree, though - that W,
truly chanpi onship-quality ineptitude.

"And why did the devil's sister leave a tree in the mddle of the landir.
strip? she asked the God in whom she did not believe. But it hadn't been tl
devil's sister. It had been these miserable partisans. It was their fault.

O course she'd been flying at night. OF course she'd had one eye (
the conpass, one eye on her wistwatch, one eye on the ground and sk
one eye on the fuel gauge - she'd al nbst wi shed she was a Lizard, so s
could | ook every which way at once. just finding the partisans' poorly
| anding strip had been - not a mracle, for she didn't believe in mrac
- a mpjor achievenent, that's what it had been

She'd circled once. She'd brought the Weatcutter down. She'd taxi(
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snmoot hly. She'd never seen the pine sapling - no, it was nore tha.
sapling, worse luck - till she ran into it.

'Broken wing spars,' she said, ticking off the danage on her fin
'Broken propeller.' Both of those were wood, and reparable. 'Bro
crankshaft.' That was of nmetal, and she had no idea what she
going to do about it - what she could do about it.

Behi nd her, soneone coughed. She whirled around like a startled
Her hand flew to the grip of her Tokarev automatic. The partisan stanc
there jerked back in alarm He was a weedy, bearded, nervous little
who went by the nanme Shol om She could follow pieces of his Polish
pi eces of his Yiddish, and he knew a little Russian, so they nmanage
make thensel ves understood to each other.

"You cone,' he said now 'We bring blacksmth out from Hrubiesz
He | ook at your machi ne.

"All right, I'lIl cone,' she answered dully. Yes, a U-2 was easy to
on, but she didn't think a blacksmth could repair a machi ned part
enough to nmake the aircraft fly again.

He was one of the |argest nen she'd ever seen, alnobst two neters
and seem ngly that wi de through the shoulders, too. By the | ook of,
he coul d have bent the crankshaft back into its proper shape with
bare hands if it had been in one piece. But it wasn't just bent; it
broken in half, too.

The smith spoke in Polish, -too fast for Ludmla to follow Sholomtur
his words into sonmething she could understand: 'Wtold, he say if it in
of nmetal, he fix it. He fix |l ots of wagons, he say.

‘Has he ever fixed a notorcar?' Ludm|la asked. |If the answer there
yes, maybe she did have sone hope of getting off the ground again after

When he heard her voice, Wtold blinked in surprise. Then he stru(
manly pose. Hi s already huge chest inflated |ike a balloon. Miscles bu
in his upper arns. Again, he spoke rapidly. Again, Sholom nade wha
said intelligible: 'He say, of course he do. He say, for you he fix anyth

Ludm | a studied the smth through slitted eyes. She thought he'd
nmore than that; sonme of his Polish had sounded cl ose to what wo
have been a | ewd suggestion in Russian. Well, if she didn't underst
be the wi
it, she didn't have to react to it. She decided that would
course for the tine being.

To Sholom she said, 'Tell himto cone | ook at the damage, then,
see what he can do.'

Wtold strutted al ong beside her, chest out, back straight, chin
Ludmila was not a tall woman, and felt even smaller beside him Wate
hLnj ~& have hoped, that did not endear himto her.

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (123 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:28 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

100 WORLDWAR:  STREKI NG THE BALANCE

He studi ed the biplane for a couple of mnutes, then asked, 'Wat is
broken that takes a smith to fix?

' The crankshaft,'Ludnila answered. Wtold s handsonme face remai ned
bl ank, even after Sholomtranslated that into Polish. Ludmila craned her
neck to glare up at him Wth poi sonous sweet ness, she asked, 'You dc
know what a crankshaft is, don't you? If you' ve worked on notorcars
you'd better.'

More transl ati on from Shol om another spate of fast Polish fromWtold
Ludm | a caught pieces of it, and didn't |ike what she heard. Shol om ~
rendition did nothing to i nprove her spirits: 'He say he work on ca
springs, on fixing dent in - now you say this? - in nmudguards, yo-
under stand? He not work on notor of notorcar.

"Bozhenoi,' Ludnmila nuttered. Atheist she might be, but swearin
needed flavor to release tension, and so she called on God. There stoc
Wtold, strong as a bull, and for all the use he was to her, he mg]
as well have had a bull's ring in his nose. She rounded on Shol oi
who cringed. 'Wiy didn't you find ne a real mechanic, then, not tl
bl undering idi of f

Wtold got enough of that to let out a very bull-like bellow of ra
Shol om shrugged hel pl essly. 'Before war, only two notor nechanics
Hr ubi esz6w, |ady pilot. One of them he dead now - forget whether Na
or Russians kill him The other one, he licks the Lizards' backsides. |
bring himhere, he tell Lizards everything. Wtold, he may not do mu
but he loyal.'

Wtold foll omed that, too. He shouted sonething incendiary and cb
back a nmassive fist to knock Sholominto the middl e of next week.

The Jewi sh partisan had not | ooked to be arned. Now, with the air
man performng a conjurer's trick, he produced a Luger apparently f
thin air and pointed it at Wtold' s mddle. 'Jews have guns now, W|I
You' d better remenber it. Talk about ny nother and 1'll bl ow your |
off. We don't need to take géwno from you Poles any nore! In Polis
in Russian, shit was shit.

Wtold s pale blue eyes were wide and staring. Hi s nmouth was
too. It opened and closed a couple of tines, but no words emerged.
wor dl essly, he turned on his heel and wal ked away. All the swaggel
| eaked out of him like the air froma punctured bicycle tire.

Quietly, Ludmla told Sholom 'You've just given himreason to s,
out to the Lizards.'

Shol om shrugged. The Luger disappeared. 'He has reason to w,
breathe nore, too. He keep quiet or he is dead. He knows.'

"There is that,' Ludmla adnmtted.

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (124 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:28 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

Harry Turtl edove

Shol orn laughed. 'Yes, there is that. Al Russia is that, yes?

Ludmla started to make an angry retort, but stopped before the words
passed her lips. She renenbered nei ghbors, teachers, and a couple of
cousi ns disappearing in 1937 and 1938. One day they were there, the
next gone. You didn't ask questions about it, you didn't talk about it. If
you did, you woul d di sappear next. That had happened, too. You kept
your head down, pretended nothi ng was goi ng on, and hoped the terror
woul d pass you by.

Shol om wat ched her, his dark, deep-set eyes full of irony. At last, feeling
she had to say sonething, she answered, '| ama senior lieutenant in the
Red Air Force. Do you like hearing your governnment insulted?

"My governnent ?* Shol om spat on the ground. 'I am Jew. You think
the Polish government is mine? He |aughed again; this time, the sound
carried the weight of centuries of oppression. 'And then the Nazis cone,
and make Pol es | ook Iike nice and kindly people. Wo thinks anyone can
do thaff

'"So why are you here and not with the Lizards inside Hrubi eszéw?

Ludm | a asked. A noment | ater, she realized the question was inperfectly
tactful, but she'd already let it out.

"Some things are bad, sonme things are worse, some things are worst

of all,'Shol omanswered. He waited to see if Ludnmila followed the Polish
comparative and superlative. Wien he decided she did, he added, ' For
Jews, the Nazis are worst of all. For people, the Lizards are worst of all

Am | a person first, or aml a Jew first?

"You are a person first,' Ludmla answered at once.

"Fromyou, it sounds so easy,' Sholomsaid with a sigh. 'M brother
Mendel, he is in Hrubieszéw ' The Jew shrugged yet again. 'These things
happen.’

Not knowi ng what to say, Ludmila kept quiet. She gave her U2 one
nmore anxi ous glance. It was covered up so it would be hard to spot
fromthe air, but it wasn't conceal ed the way a Red Air Force crew
woul d have done the job. She did her best not to worry about it. The
guerri'llas remai ned operational, so their canouflage precautions were
adequat e.

hi sone way, their maskirovka was downright inspired, with tricks Iike
those she'd seen from her own experience. A couple of kiloneters away
fromtheir encanmpment, large fires burned and cloth tents sinulated the
presence of a good-sized force. The Lizards had shelled that area a couple
of times, while leaving the real site al one.

Fires here were smaller, all of themeither inside tents or else hidden
under canvas sheets held up on stakes. Men went back and forth or sat
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around the fires, some cl eaning their weapons, others gossiping, sti
others playing with packs of dog-eared cards.

Wth the men were a fair nunber of wonen, perhaps one in six of th
parti sans. Some, it seened, were there for little nore than to cook for th
men and to sleep with them but some were real soldiers. The nmen treatei
the wonen who fought |ike any other fighters, but towards the other
they were as coarse and scornful as peasants were to their w ves.

A fell ow who wore a German greatcoat but who had to be a Jew g(
up fromhis card ganmes to throw some powdered herbs into a pot and st
it with a wooden-handl ed iron spoon. Catching Ludnila's eye on him h
| aughed sel f-consciously and said sonething in Yiddish. She got the gi,
of it: he'd been a cook in Hrubi eszéw, and now he was reduced to this

"Better a real cook should cook than soneone who doesn't know WN
he's doing,' she answered in German, and set a hand on her stomach t
enphasi ze what she neant.

"This, yes,' the Jew answered. He stirred the pot again. 'But thats sa
pork in there. If s the only meat we could get. So now we eat it, and
have to nmake it tasty, too?' He rolled his eyes up to heaven, as if |
say a reasonabl e God woul d never have made him put up with suc
humi | i ati on.

As far as Ludm |l a was concerned, the dietary regul ations he agonia
over transgressing were primtive superstitions to be ignored by noder
progressive individuals. She kept that to herself, though. Even the Ge
Stalin had made his peace with the Orthodox patriarch of Myscow ar
enlisted Godon the side of the Red Arnmy. If superstition would sen
the cause, then what point to castigating it?

She was young enough that such conprom ses with medi eval i sm st
struck her as betrayals, in spite of the indoctrination she'd received on tl
subj ect. Then she realized the Jew undoubtedly thought cooking salt pa
and, worse yet, eating it, was a hideous conprom se with godl essness. |
was wrong, of course, but that did not make himinsincere.

When she got a bow of the pork stew, she blinked in amazenent
the flavor. He m ght have thought it an abom nation, but he'd given
hi s best.

She was scrubbing out her bowl w th snow when one of the car
worren - not one of the ones who carried a rifle - came up to hi
Hesitantly, in slow Russian, the worman (girl, really; she couldn't ha
been nore than seventeen) asked, 'You really flew that airplane agair
t he Lizards?

'Yes, and against the Nazis before them' Ludm|a answered.

The girl's eyes - very big, very blue - went wi de. She was slima
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pretty, and woul d have been prettier if her face hadn't had a vacant,
cow i ke expression. 'Heavens,' she breathed. 'How many nen did you
have to screw to get themto let you do thaff

The question was innocent, candid. Sonehow, that nmamde it worse.

Ludm | a wanted to shake her. 'I didn't screw anybody,' she said
indignantly. 'I -'

"It's all right,"the girl - Stefania, that's what her nanme was - interrupted.
"You can tell nme. It's not like it's something inportant. If you're a wonan,
you have to do such things now and agai n. Everybody knows it.

"I - didn't - screw - anybody,'Ludm | a repeated, spacing out the words
as if she were talking to a half-wit. 'Plenty of nmen have tried to screw ne
| got to be a Red Air Force pilot because 1'd been in the Gsoatiakhim -
the state pilot training program- before the war. |I'm good at what | do.

If I weren't, 1'd have got killed twenty tines by now.'

Stefania studied her. The intent ook on the Polish girl's face nade
Ludm | a think she'd made an i npression on her. Then Stefani a shook
her head; her blond braids flipped back and forth. 'W know what we get
from Russians - nothing but lies." As Wtold had, she wal ked away.

Ludm | a wi shed she were pointing a pistol at the stupid little bitch. She
finished cleaning her bowl. This was her second trip outside the Soviet
Union. Both tines, she'd seen how little use foreigners had f(;r her country.
Her imedi ate reaction to that was disdain. Foreigners had to be ignorant
reactionaries if they couldn't appreciate the glorious achi evenents of the
Soviet state and its promise to bring the benefits of scientific socialism
to all mankind.

Then she renenbered the purges. Had her cousin, her geonetry
teacher, and the man who ran the tobacconist's shop across from her
bl ock of flats truly been counterrevolutionaries, weckers, spies for the
Trot skyites or the decadent inperialists? She'd wondered at the tine,
but hadn't let herself think about it since. Such thoughts held danger,
she knew instinctively.

How gl ori ous were the achi evenents of the Soviet state if you didn't
dare think about then? Frowning, she piled her bow with all the rest.
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Ussmak didn't think he'd ever seen such a sorry-looking male in all hi
days since hatchlinghood. It wasn't just that the poor fell ow wore n
body paint, although being bare of it contributed to his general air (
m sery. Worse was the way his eye turrets kept swi veling back towar
the Big Ugly for whom he was interpreting, as if that Tosevite were tf.
sun and he hinself only a very minor planet.
"This is Colonel Boris Lidov," the male said in the | anguage of tlI
Race, although the title was in the Russki tongue. 'He is of tl
Peopl e's Commissariat for the Interior - the NKVD - and is to
your interrogator."'
Ussmak gl anced over at the Tosevite nale for a nmoment. He | ook(
like a Big Ugly, and not a particularly inpressive one: skinny, with
narrow, winkled face, not much fur on the top of his head, and a sm
mouth drawn up even tighter than was the Tosevite norm 'That's nic
Ussmak said; he'd figured the Big Uglies would have questions for hi
"Who are you, though, friend? How did you get stuck with this duty?
"I amcalled Gazzim and | was an automatic riflenmale, second gra(
bef ore ny nmechani zed i nfantry conbat vehicle was destroyed and | tak
prisoner,' the nale replied. 'Now | have no rank. | exist on the sufferati
of the Soviet Union.' Gazzim |owered his voice. 'And now, so do you.'
"Surely it's not so bad as that,' Ussmak said. 'Straha, the shiplord w
defected, clains nost Tosevite not-enpires treat captives well.'
Gazzimdidn't answer. Lidov spoke in the |ocal |anguage, which
Ussmak in nind of the noises a mal e nade when choking on a bite
big to swallow. Gazzim replied in what sounded |ike the sane | angua
perhaps to let the Tosevite know what Ussnak had sai d.
Li dov put the tips of his fingers together, each digit touching
equi val ent on the other hand. The strange gesture rem nded Ussrr
he was indeed dealing with an alien species. Then the Tosevite spokE
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hi s own tongue once nore. Gazzimtranslated: 'He wants to know what
you are here for!

"l don't even know where | am |et alone what for,  Ussmak replied with
nmore than a hint of asperity. 'After we yielded the base to the sol diers of
the SSSR, we were packed first into ani mal-drawn conveyances of sone
sort and then into sone truly appalling railroad cars, then finally into
nmore conveyances with no way of seeing out. These Russkis are not
living up to their agreenents the way Straha said they woul d!

Wien that was translated for him Lidov threw back his head and
made a peculiar barking noise. 'He is laughing,' Gazzimexplained. "He is
| aughi ng because the mal e Straha has no experience with the Tosevites
of the SSSR and does not know what he is tal ki ng about!

Ussmak did not care for the sound of those words. He said, 'This does
not strike nme as the place of honor we were proni sed when we agreed
on surrender ternms. If | didn't know better, | would say it remnmi nded ne
of a prison!

Li dov | aughed again, this tine before Ussmak's words were transl ated.

He knows some of our | anguage, Ussnak thought, and resolved to be
nmore wary about what he said. Gazzimsaid, 'The nane of this place is
Lefortovo. It is in Mskva, the capital of the SSSR '

Casual Iy, without even seeming to think about it, Lidov reached out
and smacked Gazzimin the snout. The paintless male cringed. Lidov
spoke loudly to him had the Big Ugly been a male of the Race, no doubt
he woul d have punctuated his speech with enphatic coughs. Gazzim
flinched into the posture of obedience.

When Lidov was done, the interpreter said, 'Il amto tell you that | am
allowed to volunteer no further information. This session is to acquire
know edge fromyou, not to give it to you.

"Ask your questions, then,' Ussnak said resignedly.

And the questions began - they canme down |like snow in the hatefu
Si berian blizzards. At first, they were the sort of questions he would have
asked a Tosevite col |l aborator whose background he did not know well:
questions about his mlitary specialty and about his experience on Tosev
3 since being revived fromcold sleep

He was able to tell Colonel Lidov a |ot about |andcruisers. Crewnnl es
of necessity had to know nore than their own particular specialties so
they could continue to fight their vehicles in case of casualties. He tal ked
about driving the vehicle, about its suspension, about its weapons, about
its engine.

From there, Lidov went on to ask hi mabout the Race's strategy and
tactics, and about the other Big Uglies he had fought. That puzzled him
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surely Lidov was nore familiar with his own kind than Ussmak cou
hope to be. Gazzimsaid, 'He wants you to rank each type of Tosevi
in order of the fighting efficiency you observed.

' Does he?' Ussmak wanted to ask Gazzirn a couple of questions befo
directly responding to that, but didn't dare, not when the Big Ug~
interrogator was likely to understand the | anguage of the Race. f
wonder ed how cariffid he should be. Did Udov want to heu his o, %
crewnal es praised, or was he after real information? Ussnak had
guess, and guessed the latter: 'Tell himthe Deutsche fought best, U
British next, and then Soviet males.'

Gazzimquivered a little; Ussmak decided he'd nade a mi stake, a;
wonder ed how bad a nistake it was. The interpreter spoke in the croaki
Russki tongue, relaying his words to Col onel Lidov. The Tosevite's lit.
mout h pursed even tighter. He spoke a few words. 'Tell himwh
Gazzimsaid, giving no indication what, if anything, Lidov thought
t he answer.

Your egg shoul d have been addl ed instead of hatching, Gazzim Ussm
t hought. But, having begun his course, he saw no choice but to run
through to the end: 'The Deutsche keep getting new ki nds of equipne
each better than the last, and they are tactically adaptable. They ,
better tactically than our simulators back on Home, and al nost al wz
surprising.'

Li dov spoke again in the Russki |anguage. 'He says the SSSR a
di scovered this, to their sorrow. The SSSR and Deutschl and were
peace, were friends with each other, and the cowardly, treacher(
Deut sche viciously attacked this peace-loving not-enpire.' Lidov s
somet hing el se; Gazzimtransl ated: ' And what of the British?

Ussmak paused to think before he answered. He wondered w
a Deutsch nmale would have said about the war with the SS
Sonething different, he suspected. He knew Tosevite politics W
far nmore conplicated than anything he was used to, but this Li
had sl ammed home his view of the situation like a | andcruiser gun
shelling a target into submi ssion. That argued wouldn't care to 1.
anyt hi ng unpl easant about his own group of Big Uglies.

Still, his question about the British gave Ussnak some tinme to pref
for what he woul d say about the SSSR The forner |andcruiser dr'
(who now wi shed he'd never becone anything but a | andcruiser dri-
answered, 'British |andcruisers do not match those of Deutschland or
SSSR in quality. British artillery, though, is very good, and the Bri
were first to use poi sonous gases agai nst the Race. Also, the islan
Britain is small and densely settled, and the British showed they -v
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very good at fighting in built-up areas. They cost us many casualties on
account of that.'

' Tak, ' Lidov said. Ussmak turned one eye toward Gazzim - a question
"without an interrogative cough.

The interpreter explained: 'This nmeans "so" or "well". It signifies he
has taken in your words but does not indicate his thoughts on them
Now he will want you to speak of the males of the SSSR.'

"It shall be done,' Ussnak said, politely responding as if Lidov were
his superior. 'l will say these Russki nales are as brave as any Tosevites
I have encountered. | will also say that their | andcruisers are well nade,
wi th good gun, good engine, and especially good tracks for the wretched
ground conditions so cormobn on Tosev 3.'

Lidov's nouth grew a little wider. Ussmak took that as a good sign
The male fromthe - what was it? the NKVD, that was the acronym
- spoke in his own | anguage. Gazzi mrendered his words as, 'Wth all
these conplinments, why do you place the glorious soldiers of the Red
Arny behind those of Deutschland and Britain?

Ussnmak realized his attenpt at flattery had failed. Now he woul d have
to tell the truth, or at least sone of it, with no reason to be optinmistic that
Li dov woul d be glad to hear it. The nales of the SSSR had been skillful
at breaking the rebellious Siberian males into snaller and snaller groups,
each time with a plausible excuse. Now Ussrmak felt down to his toes how
al one he really was.

Picking his words with great care, he said, 'Fromwhat | have seen
in the SSSR, the fighting nmales here have troubl e changing their plans
to match changi ng circunstances. They do not respond as quickly as
the Deutsche or the British.' In that way, they were nuch like the
Race, which was probably why the Race had had such good success
agai nst them ' Conmunications also | eave a good deal to be desired,
and your |andcruisers, while stoutly nade, are not always deployed to
best advant age.'

Col onel Lidov grunted. Ussmak didn't know rmuch about the noises
the Big Uglies nmade, but that one sounded |ike what woul d have been
a thoughtful hiss froma nale of the Race. Then Lidov said, 'Tel
me of the ideol ogical notivations behind your rebellion against the
oppressive aristocracy which had controlled you up to the point of your
resi stance."'

After Gazzimtranslated that into the | anguage of the Race, Ussnak |et
his mouth fall open in a wy |augh.'Ideol ogy? What ideology? | had a head
full of ginger, ny crewral es had just been killed, and Hi sslef woul dn't
stop screanming at nme, so | shot him After that, one thing I ed to another
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If I had it to do over.again, | probably wouldn't. It's been nore trouble
than it's worth.'

The Big Ugly grunted again. He said, 'Everything has ideol ogical
under pi nni ngs, whet her one consciously realizes it or not. | congratul ate
you for the bl ow you struck agai nst those who exploited your |abor for
their own selfish benefit.'

Al that did was convince Ussnak that Lidov didn't have the slightest
i dea of what he was tal king about. Al survivors of the conquest fleet
- assum ng there were survivors fromthe conquest fleet, which | ooked
i mperfectly obvious - would be prom nent, well-established nales on the
conquered world by the tinme the colonization fleet arrived. They'd have
years of exploiting its resources; the first starship full of trade goods
m ght well have headed Honeward before the col onists got here.

Ussmak wondered how much cl andesti ne gi nger woul d have been
aboard that first starship. Even if the Big Uglies had been the
ani mal -ri di ng barbarians everyone thought they were, Tosev 3 would
have been trouble for the Race. Thinking of ginger made Ussmak wi sh
he had a taste, too.

Col onel Lidov said, '"You will now item ze for ne the ideol ogies of the
progressive and reactionary factions in your |eadership hierarchy!

"I will? Ussnmak said in some surprise. To Gazzim he went on, 'Renind
this Tosevite'- he renenbered not to call the Big Ugly a Big Ugly -'that
I was only a | andcruiser driver, if you please. | did not get ny orders
straight fromthe fleetlord, you know

Gazzi m spoke in the Russki tongue. Lidov listened, replied. Gazzim
transl ated back the other way: 'Tell ne whatever you know of these
things. Nothing is of greater inportance than ideol ogy!

O f hand, Ussnak coul d have come up with a whole long list of things
nmore inportant than ideol ogy. Topping the list, at that nonment, would
have been the ginger he'd thought of a nonent before. He wondered
why the Big Ugly was so obsessed with an abstracti on when there were
so many genuinely inportant things to worry about.

"Tell himl'msorry, but I don't know how to answer,' Ussnak said

to Gazzim 'l was never a commander of any sort. Al | did was what

I was told!

"This is not good enough,' Gazzi manswered after Lidov had spoken.
The mal e sounded worried. 'He believes you are lying. | nust explain,
so you will understand why, that a specific ideological framework |lies

under the political structure of this not-enpire, and serves as its center
in the same way as the Enperor does for us!
Lidov did not hit Gazzim as he had before; evidently he wanted Ussmak
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to have that explanation. As he had been conditioned to do, Ussmak cast
down his eyes - this in spite of having betrayed the Enperor first by
mutiny and then by surrender to the Tosevites.

But he answered in the only way he could: 'l cannot invent bogus
i deol ogi cal splits when | know of none!

Gazzimlet out a long, hissing sigh, then translated his reply for the
mal e fromthe NKVD. Lidov flicked a switch beside his chair. From
behind him a brilliant incandescent lanp with a reflector in back of it
glared into Ussmak's face. He swung his eye turrets Away fromit. Lidov
flicked on other switches. More lights to either side burned at Ussnak.

The interrogation went on fromthere.

'Good CGod al m ghty damm,' Mutt Daniels said with reverent irreverence
"It's the country, bread ne and fry ne if it ain't.

"Bout time they took us out o' line for a while, don't you think, sir?
Sergeant Hernman Mil doon answered. 'They never kept us in the trenches
so long at a stretch in the G eat War - nothin" |ike what they put us
through in Chicago, not even cl ose!

"Nope,' Miutt said. 'They could afford to fool around in France. They
had the nmen an' they had the initiative. Here in Shytown, we was |ike
the Germans Over There - we was the ones who had to stand there and
take it with whatever we could scrape together.'

"I wouldn't exactly call Elgin the country.' To illustrate what he neant,
Captain Stan Szymanski waved his armto take in the factories that
checked the town's grid of streets. The wave took in what had been
factories, anyhow. They were ruins now, jagged and broken agai nst the
gray sky. Every one of them had been savagely bonbed. Sone were just
medi um si zed hills of broken bricks and rubble. Valls and stacks stil
stood on others. \Watever they had nade, though, they weren't making
it any nore. The seven-storey clock tower of the El gin Watch Factory,
whi ch had made a prinme observation post, was now scarcely taller than
any ot her wr eckage.

Mutt pointed westward, across the Fox River. '"But that's farmcountry
out there yonder, sir,' he said. "Ain't seen nothin'" but houses and
skyscrapers and whatnot when | look out for a long tine. It's right
ni ce, you ask rme.

"What it is, Lieutenant, is dam fine tank country,' Szymanski said in a
voi ce that brooked no argunent. 'Since the Lizards have damm fine tanks
and we don't, | can't get what you' d call enthusiastic about it.'

"Yes, sir,'Daniels said. It wasn't that Szymanski wasn't right - he was.
it was just the way these young nmen, bomin this century, |ooked at the
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world. Born in this century, hell - odds were SzymansUd still been pissing
his drawers when Mutt clinmbed on a troopship to head Over There.

But no matter how young the captain was on the outside, he had a
col d- bl ooded way of evaluating things. The farmn and over across thE
river was good tank country and the Lizards had good tanks, so tc
hell with the whole | andscape. One of these days, there mght not b(

a war going on. \When Miutt | ooked at farm and, he thought about that
and about what kind of crops you' d get with this soil and climte, an(
how big your yield was liable to be. Szymanski didn't care.

"Where they gonna billet us, sir? Ml doon asked.

"Just off of Fountain Square, not far fromthe watch factory,' Szymansh
answered. 'We're taking over a hotel that hasn't been bonbed t
smthereens: the three-storey red brick building over there! He point&

" Fount ai n Square? Yeah, | been there.' Sergeant Ml doon chuckled. "It’
a triangle, and it ain't got no fountain. Geat little place!

"G ve nme a choice between a hotel an' the places we been stayin' E
in Chicago, an' | ain't gonna carry on a whole lot,' Mitt said. '"Nice t
lie down without worryin' about whether a sniper can pick up whe
you're sleepin' and bl ow your head off without you even knowin' tf
bastard was there.'

" Anen,' Ml doon said enthusiastically. "Sides which-' He glanc(
over at Captain Szymanski, then decided not to go on. Miutt wonden
what that was all about. He'd have to wander over to Fountain Squa
hi nsel f and see what he coul d' see.

Szymanski didn't notice Mil doon's awkward pause. He was still |ookii
westward. 'No matter what they do and what kind of arnor they mg
bring up, the Lizards would have a tough tine forcing a crossing her
he observed. 'We're nicely up on the bluffs and well dug in. No mati
how hard they pasted us fromthe air, we'd still hurt their tanks. The3
have to try flanking us out if they wanted to take this pl ace!

"Yes, sir," Ml doon said again. The brass didn't think the Lizar
woul d be trying to take El gin any time soon, or they wouldn't have s(
the conpany here to rest and recuperate. O course, the brass was
al ways right about such things, but for the monment no bullets w
flying, no cannon bellow ng. It was al nost peaceful enough to maki
man nervous.

' Come on, Lieutenant,' Mildoon said. 'I'll show you that there h(
and-' Again, he didn't go on; he made a production of not going
What the devil had he found over by Fountain Square? A wareho,
full of Lucky Strikes? A cache of booze that wasn't rotgut or noonshi
VWhat ever it was, he sure was acting coy about it.
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For a Mdwest factory town, Elgin | ooked to be a pretty nice place. The
bl asted plants didn't make up a single district, as they did so many pl aces.

I nstead, they were scattered anong what had been pleasant hones till war
visited themwith fire and sword. Sone of the houses, the ones that hadn't
been bonbed or burned, still |ooked confortable.

Fountai n Square hadn't been hit too badly, maybe because none of the
town buildings was tall enough to draw Lizard bonbers. God only knew
why it had the nane it did, because, as Mil doon had said, it was neither

square nor overburdened with fountains. Wat |ooked to be a real live
wor ki ng sal oon greeted G s with open doors - and with a coupl e of
real live working MPs inside those open doors to nake sure rest and

recuperation didn't get too rowdy.

Was that what Mul doon had had in m nd? He could have nentioned

it in front of Szymanski; the captain didn't nind taking a drink now and
then, or even nmore often than that.

Then Mutt spotted the line of guys in grimy olive drab snaking their
way down a narrow alley. He'd seen - hell, he'd stood in - lines like that

in France. 'They got, thensel ves a whorehouse goin',' he said.

'You betcha they do,' Ml doon agreed with a broad grin. "It ain't like

I need to get ny ashes hauled like |I did when | was over in France, but

hell, it ain't like |I'mdead, neither. |I figure after we get our boys settled
in at the hotel, maybe you an' ne-' He hesitated. 'Mght be they got a
speci al house for officers. The Frenchies, they done that Over There.
"Yeah, | know. | renenber,' Mitt said. 'But | doubt it, though. Hell

I didn't figure they'd set up a house a-tall. Chaplains woul da given
holy hell if they'd tried it back in 1918.'

" Ti mes have changed, Lieutenant,' Ml doon sai d.

" Yeah, a whol e bunch of different ways,' Daniels agreed. 'I was thinkin
about that my own self, not so | ong ago.'

Captain Szymanski's was not the only conpany billeted at the Gfford

Hotel. Along with the beds, there were nattresses and piles of blankets

on the floor, to squeeze in as many nmen as possi ble. That was fine, unless
the Lizards scored a direct hit on the place. |If they did, the Gfford would
turn into a king-sized tonb.

When things were going smoothly there, Mutt and Ml doon slid outside

and went back to Fountain Square. Ml doon gave Daniels a sidel ong | ook.
"Don't it bother you none to have all these horny kids watch you gettin
inline with "em Lieutenant?' he asked slyly. 'You're an officer now,

after all.'

"Hell, no," Miutt answered. 'No way now they can figure | ain't got any
balls.' Mul doon stared at him then broke up. He started to give Mitt a

em
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shot in the ribs with an el bow, but thought better of it before he ma
contact. As he'd said, even in a brothel line an officer was an officer.

The |ine advanced steadily. Miutt figured the hookers, however ma
there were, would be noving the dogfaces through as fast as they cou
both to make nmore noney and to give thensel ves nore breathers, howei
brief, between custoners

He wondered if there'd be MPs inside the place. There weren't, whi
probably neant it wasn't quite official, just winked at. He didn't care.
his foot hit the bottomof the stairway that led up to the girls, he noti(
nobody was com ng downstairs. They had a back exit, then. He nodd
VWhet her this crib was official or not, it was certainly efficient.

At the top of the stairs sat a tough-looking wonman with a cash bo,
and a .45, presumably to keep the wages of sin from being redistribut
"Fifty bucks,'she told Mutt. He'd heard her say that a dozen tinmes alrea
all with the exact same intonation; she m ght have been a broken recc
He dug in his hip pocket and peel ed greenbacks off a roll. Like a |oi
guys, he had a pretty good wad of cash. Wen you were up in the fr
lines, you couldn't do nuch spending.

A big blond @ who didn't | ook a day over seventeen canme ou
one of the doors down the hall and headed, sure enough, toward a b,
stairway.' Go on,'the madamtold Mitt.' That's Nunber 4, ain't it? Suz
in there now'

Anyway, | know whose sl oppy seconds |I'mgettin', Mitt thought aE
wal ked toward the door. The -kid hadn't |ooked |ike somebody with'
but what did that prove? Not much, and who coul d guess who' d bee
there before him or before that guy, or before the fell ow ahead of k

The door did have a tarnished brass 4 on it. Daniels knocked. Ins
a woman started laughing. 'Come on in,' she said. 'It sure as hell E
| ocked."

"Suzie? Mutt said as he went into the room The girl, dressed in a m
satin wap, sat on the edge of the bed. She was about thirty, with s
brown hair and a | ot of eye nmakeup but no lipstick. She | ooked tired
bored, but not particularly nean. That relieved Mitt; sone of the wh,
he'd net had hated men so nuch, he never could figure out why th
lie dowmn with themin the first place.

She sized himup the sane way he did her. After a couple of, seco
she nodded and tried a smle on for size. 'Hello, Pops,' she said,
unki ndly. 'You know, maybe only one guy in four or five bothers
my name. You ready?' She pointed to a basin and a bar of soap. 9
don't you wash yourself off first?

It was a polite order, but an order just the sanme. Mitt didn't n
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Suzie didn't know himfrom Adam either. Wile he was tending to it,

she shrugged the wrap off her shoul ders. She wasn't wearing anything
underneath it. She wasn't a Vargas girl or anything, but she wasn't bad.
She | ay back on the narrow mattress while Mutt dried hinself off and

got out of the rest of his clothes.

He couldn't tell if the npans she nade while he was riding her
were genui ne or professional, which nmeant odds were good they were
prof essional. She had hell acious hip action, but then she'd naturally try
to bring himoff in a hurry. He would have cone pretty dam quick
even if she'd just lain there |ike a dead fish; he'd been without for a
| ong tine.

As soon as he was done, he rolled off her, got up, and went over to the
basin to soap hinself off again. He pissed in the chanber pot by the bed,
too. Flush the pipes, he thought. 'You don't take chances, do you, Pops?
Suzi e said. That could have cone out nasty, but it didn't; it sounded
nore as if she approved of himfor knowi ng what he was doi ng.

"Not a whol e bunch, anyways,' he answered, reaching for his skivvies.

If he hadn't taken any chances, he wouldn't have gone in there with her in
the first place. But since he had, he didn't want to pay any price except the
one from his bankroll

Suzie sat up. Her breasts, tipped with |arge, pale nipples, bobbed as
she reached for the wap. 'That Rita out there, she keeps nobst of what
you give her, the cheap bitch,' she said, her voice cal cul atedly casual
"Twenty for ne sure would cone in handy.

"I've heard that song before,' Miutt said, and the hooker | aughed,
al t oget her unenbarrassed. He gave her ten bucks even if he had heard
the tune; she'd been pretty good, and friendlier than she had to be in an
assenbl y-line operation like this. She grinned and stuck the bill under
the mattress.

Mutt had just set his hand on the doorknob when a horrible racket
started outside: nen shouting and cursing and bellowi ng, 'No!' 'What
the hell's goin' on?' Mitt said. The question wasn't rhetorical; it didn't
sound |i ke any braw he'd ever heard.

Thr ough the shouts canme the sound of a woman weeping as if her heart
woul d break. 'My God,' Suzie said quietly. Miutt | ooked back toward her
She was crossing herself As if to explain, she went on, 'That's Rita. |
didn't think Rita would cry if you nurdered whatever famly she's got
right in front of her face.'

Fi sts pounded, not on the door but against the wall. Mitt went out
into the hallway. Gs were sobbing unashaned, tears cutting w nding
clean tracks through the dirt on their faces. At the cashbox, Rita
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had her head buried in her arns. 'Wat the hell is going on?
r epeat ed.

The nadam | ooked up at him Her face was ravaged, ancient. 'H
dead,' she said. 'Sonmebody just brought news he's dead!

By the way she said it, she m ght have been tal ki ng about her
father. But if she -had been, none of the dogfaces would have giver
damm. Al they were here for was a fast fuck, sane as Mutt. 'Wh
dead?' he asked. %

'"The President,' Rita answered, at the sane tine as a corporal cho
out, '"FDR ' Mutt felt as if he'd been kicked in the belly. He gaped foi
monent, his nouth falling open Iike a bluegill's out of water. Then,
his hel pl ess horror, he started bawing |i ke everybody el se.

"l osef Vissarionovich, there is no reason to think the change in politi
| eadership in the United States will necessarily bring on a change
American policy or in the continuation of the war agai nst the Lizar
VWachesl av Mol ot ov sai d.

"Necessarily.' losef Stalin spoke the word in a nasty, nocking sings
voice. 'This is a fancy way to say you haven't the faintest * idea what
happen next as far as the United States is concerned.

Mol ot ov scri bbl ed sonmething on the pad he held in his lap. To Stali
it would look as if he was taking notes. Actually, he was giving hins
a chance to think. The trouble was, the General Secretary was right.
man who woul d have succeeded Franklin D. Roosevelt, Henry WAllac
was dead, killed in the Lizards' nuclear bonbing of Seattle. The Fore
Conmi ssari at was, however, quite familiar with Cordell Hull, the
President of the United States.

The foreign conm ssar trotted out what they did know. 'As Secre
of State, Hull consistently supported Roosevelt's foredooned effort
reinvigorate the oppressive structure of American nonopoly capitalis
forging trade ties with Latin America and attenpting financial reform
you wi Il know, he also strongly supported the President in his oppositi
to fascismand in his conduct of the war first against the Htlerites a
then against the Lizards. As | say, | think it reasonable to assune
will continue to carry out the policies his predecessor initiated.'

"I'f you want soneone to carry out a policy, you hire a clerk,',Sta
said, his voice dripping scorn. 'Wat | want to know is, what sort
policies will Hull set?

"Only the event will tell us,'Mdlotov replied, reluctant to adnit ignora
to Stalin but nore afraid to nake a guess that would prove wong soo
enough for the General Secretary to renenber it. Wth his usual efficien
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he hid the resentnment he felt at Stalin's rem nding himhe was hardly nore
than a glorified clerk hinself.

Stalin paused to get his pipe going. He puffed in silence for a couple
of minutes. The reek of makhorka, cheap harsh Russian tobacco, filled
the little roomin the basenment of the Kremin. Not even the head of the
Sovi et Uni on enjoyed anything better these days. Like everyone el se,

Stalin and Ml otov were getting by on borscht and shchi - beet soup
and cabbage soup. They filled your belly and | et you preserve at |east
the illusion that you were being nourished. If you were |ucky enough to

be able to put neat in th~mevery so often, as the | eaders of the Soviet
Uni on were, illusion becane reality.

"Do you think the death of Roosevelt will affect whether the Anericans
send us assistance for the explosive-nmetal bonb project? Stalin asked.

Mol ot ov started scribbling again. Stalin was coning up with all sorts of
danger ous questions today. They were inportant; Ml otov couldn't very
wel | evade them and he couldn't afford to be wong, either

At |ast he said, 'Conrade CGeneral Secretary, | amgiven to understand
that the Americans had agreed to assign one of their physicists to our
proj ect. Because of the increase in Lizard attacks on shipping, however,
he is coning overland, by way of Canada, Al aska, and Siberia. | do
not believe he has yet entered Soviet territory, or | should have been
apprised of it.'

Stalin's pipe emtted nore snmoke signals. Ml otov wished he could
read them Beria clainmed he could tell what Stalin was thinking by the
way the General Secretary |aughed, but Beria clainmed a | ot of things that
weren't - necessarily - so. Telling the NKVD chief as nmuch carried its
own set of risks, though

Hoping to inprove Stalin's nood, Ml otov added, 'The takeover of the
Li zard base near Tonmsk will ease our task in transporting the physicist
once he does arrive on our soil.

"If he does arrive on our soil,' Stalin said. '"If he is still in North America,
he is still subject to recall by the new regi me! Another puff of snoke
rose fromthe pipe. 'The tsars were fools, idiots, inbeciles to give away
Al aska.'

That mi ght or m ght not have been true, but Mlotov couldn't do
anyt hing about it any which way. Stalin often gave the inpression that
he thought people were persecuting him G ven the history of the Sovi et
Uni on, given Stalin's own personal history, he often had reason for that
assunption, but often was not always. Rem nding himof that was one
of the nore delicate tasks presenting itself to his aides. Mdlotov felt |ike
a man defusing a bonb.
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Carefully, he said, "It is in the Anericans' short-terminterest to
us defeat the Lizards, and when, |osef Vissarionovich, did you ever
the capitalists to consider their long-terminterest?

He' d picked the right line. Stalin smled. He could, when he chose, |
ast oni shingly benevolent. This was one of those times. 'Spoken like a
Mar xi st - Leni ni st, Vyachesl av M khail ovich. We shall triunph over
Li zards, and then we shall proceed to triunph over the Americans,

'The dialectic demands it,' Mol otov agreed. He did not let his voice sh
relief, any nore than he had permtted hinself to reveal anger or

Stalin | eaned forward, his face intent. 'Vyachesl av M khail ovi ch,
you been reading the interrogation reports fromthe Lizard nmutin
who gave that base to us? Do you credit then? Can the creatures be
politically naive, or is this some sort of naskirovka to deceive us?

"l have indeed seen these reports, Conrade Ceneral Secretary.' Ml ot
felt relief again: at |ast, something upon which he could venture an opin
wi thout the immediate risk of its blowing up in his face. 'My belief is
their naivet~ is genuine, not assuned. Qur interrogators and ot her
have | earned that their history has been unitary for mllennia. They.
had no occasion to acquire the diplomatic skills even the nost inept
f eckl ess human governnent - say, for exanple, the quasi-fascist clig

fornmerly adm nistering Poland - |earns as a matter of course.
" Marshal Zhukov and General Koniev also express this view,' Sta
said. 'l have trouble believing it.' Stalin saw plots everywhere, whet

they were there or not: 1937 had proved that. The only plot he ha
seen was Hitler's in June 1941
Mol ot ov knew t hat goi ng agai nst his chiefs opinion was risky.

done it once lately, and barely survived. Here, though, the stakes
smal l er, and he could shade his words: 'You may well be right, lo
Vi ssarionovich. But if the Lizards were in fact nore politically sophistica
than they have shown thus far, would they not have denpbnstrated it w't
better diplomatic performance than they have given since launching th
i mperialist invasion of our world?

Stalin stroked his nmustache. 'This could be so,' he said mnusingly.
had not thought of it in those terns. If it is so, it becomes al

more inmportant for us to continue resistance and maintain our o
governnental structure.'

" Conr ade CGeneral SecretRrv?' Now Mdlotov didn't foll ow

Stalin's eyes glowed. 'So long as we do not |ose the war, Conra
For ei gn Conmi ssar, do you not think it likely we will win the peace?
Mol ot ov considered that. Not for nothing had Stalin kept his grip

power in the Soviet Union for nore than two decades. Yes, he
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shortcom ngs. Yes, he nade m stakes. Yes, you were utterly mad if you
pointed themout to him But, nost of the tine, he had an uncanny knack
for finding the bal ance of power, for judging which side was stronger -
or could becone so.

"May it be as you say,' Mol otov answered.

Atvar hadn't known such excitenment since the last tine he'd snelled the
pheronmones of a femal e during mating season. Maybe gi nger tasters knew
sonething of his exhilaration. If they did, he came closer to forgiving them
for their destructive addiction than he ever had before.

He turned one eye turret toward Kirel and away fromthe reports and
anal yses still flow ng across his conputer screen. 'At last!' he exclained.
" Maybe | needed to conme down to the surface of this planet to change our
luck. That luck has been so cruel to us, it is tine and past tinme for it to
begin to even out. The death of the American not-enperor Roosevelt wll
surely propel our forces to victory in the northern region of the | esser
continental nass.'

"Exalted Fleetlord, may it be as you say,' Kirel answered.

"May it be? May it be?' Atvar said indignantly. The air of this place
call ed Egypt tasted strange in his nouth, but it was warm enough and
dry enough to suit him- quite different fromthat of so nmuch of this
m serable world. 'OF course it will be. It nmust be. The Big Uglies are so
politically naive that events cannot but transpire as we w sh.'

"W have been disappointed in our hopes here so many tines, Exalted
Fleetlord, that | hesitate to rejoice before a desired event actually does
take place,' Kirel said.

' Sensi bl e conservatismis good for the Race,' Atvar said, a truismif ever
there was one. He needed Kirel's conservatism if Kirel had been a wild
radical like Straha, he wouldn't be fleetlord now But he went on, 'Consider
the obvious, Shiplord: the United States is not an enpire, is it?

‘"I ndeed not,' Kirel said; that was indisputable.

Atvar said, 'And because it is not an enpire, it by definition cannot
have the stable political arrangenents we enjoy, now can it?

"That would seemto follow fromthe first,' Kirel adnmtted, caution in
hi s voi ce.

"Just so!' Atvar said joyfully. "And this United States has fallen under
the rul e of the not-enperor called Roosevelt. Thanks in part to him
the Anerican Tosevites, have naintai ned a steadfast resistance to our
forces. Truth?'

"Truth,' Kirel said.

"And what follows fromthis truth does so as inevitably as a statenent

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (143 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:28 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

118 WORLDWAR:  STRI KI NG THE BALANCE

in a geometric proof springs fromits imredi ate predecessor,' Atvar s

' Roosevelt is now dead. Can his successor take his place as snooth

one Enperor succeeds another? Can his successor's authority be qu

and snoothly recogni zed as legitimate? Wthout a preordai ned i nmpe

succession, howis this possible? My answer is that it is inpossible,

the American Tosevites; are likely to undergo sone severe disorders b

this Hull, the Big Ugly who clains authority, is able to exercise it, if he e
is. So also state our political analysts who have been studying Tos

soci eties since the beginning of our canpaign here.'

"This does seemto be reasonable,' Kirel said, 'but reason is not a
a governing factor in Tosevite affairs. For instance, do | not remem
that the American Big Uglies are anong the mnority who attenp
govern their affairs by counting the snouts of those for and aga
various matters of interest to thent

Atvar had to gl ance back through the reports to see whether
shiplord was right. Wen he had checked, he said, 'Yes, that
to be so. Wat of it?

'Some of these not-enpires use snoutcounting to confer |egitimacy
| eaders in the sane way we use the inperial succession,' Kirel ans

"This may tend to mnimze the disruption that will arise in the Un
States as a result of the |oss of Roosevelt.
"Ah, | see your point,' Atvar said. 'Here, though, it is not va

Roosevelt's vice-regent, a male naned WAl |l ace, al so chosen through
snout counting farce, has predeceased him he died in our bonbi
Seattle. No not-enpirew de snoutcounting has ever been perpetrated

this Hull. He must surely be reckoned an illegitimte usurper. Per
other woul d-be rulers of America will rise in various regi ons of
not-enpire to contest his claim'

"If that comes to pass, it would indeed be excellent,' Kirel said. 'l a

it does fit with what we know of Tosevite history and behavior patte
But we have been di sappointed so often with regard to the Big Ugl
I find optimsmhard to nuster these days.

"I understand, and | agree,' Atvar said. 'In this case, though, as
note, the Big Uglies' irksome proclivities work with us, not against us
they do on npbst occasions. My opinion is that we may reasonably exp
control over major areas of the not-enpire of the United States to fall a
fromits unsnoutcounted | eader, and that we may even be able to use
rebel s who arise for our own purposes. Cooperating with the Big Ug
galls ne, but the potential profit in this case seens worthwhile.

' Considering the use the Big Uglies have got out of Straha, using t
| eaders against themstrikes me as fitting revenge,' Kirel said.
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Atvar wished Kirel hadn't nentioned Straha; every tine he thought of
the shiplord who'd escaped his just punishnent by fleeing to the Anerican
Tosevites, it was as if he got an itch down under his scal es where he
couldn't scratch it. Despite that, though, he had to admt the conparison
was fair.

"At last,' he said, 'we shall find where the limts of Tosevite resilience
lie. Surely no aggloneration of Big Uglies lacking the stability of the
imperial formcan pass fromone rule to another in the mdst of the
stress of warfare. Wiy, we would be hard-pressed ourselves if, during
such a crisis, the Enperor happened to die and a | ess experienced nal e
took the throne.' He cast down his eyes, then asked, 'Truth?

"Truth,' Kirel said

Leslie Groves sprang to his feet and forced his bulky body into as stiff

a brace as he could take. 'M President!' he said. '"It's a great honor and
privilege to nmeet you, sir.'
"Sit down, General,' Cordell Hull said. He sat down hinself, across from

Groves in the latter's office. just seeing a President of the United States
wal k into that office jolted Goves. So did Hull's accent: a slightly Iisping
Tennessee drawl rather than the patrician tones of FDR The new chi ef
executive did share one thing with his predecessor, though: he | ooked
desperately tired. After G oves was seated, Hull went onJ never expected

to be President, not even after Vice President Wallace was killed and

knew | was next in line. All | ever wanted to do was go on doing ny

own job the best way | knew how. '

"Yes, sir,' Goves said. If he'd been playing poker with Hun, he woul d
have said the new President was sandbaggi ng. He'd been Secretary of
State since Roosevelt becanme President, and had been Roosevelt's strong
right armin resisting first the human enemies of the United States and
then the invading aliens.

"Al'l right, then,'" Hull said. 'Let's get down to brass tacks.'

That didn't strike G oves as sounding very presidential; to him Hul
| ooked nore like an aging snmall-town | awer than a President, too:
gray-haired, bald on top with wi sps conbed over to try to hide it,
jowy, dressed in a baggy dark blue suit he'd plainly been wearing for
a good many years. Regardl ess of whether he | ooked |ike a President or
sounded |i ke one, though, he had the job. That neant he was Groves's
boss, and a soldier did what his boss said.

"What ever you need to know, sir,' Groves said now.

' The obvious first,' Hull answered.'How soon can we have anot her bonb,
and then the one after that, and then one nore? You have to understand,
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General, that | didn't know a thing, not one single solitary thing,
this project until our first atomi c bonmb went off in Chicago!
"Security isn't as tight now as it used to be, either,' Goves ans
"Before the Lizards cane, we didn't want the Germans or the Japs to
a clue that we thought atomi c bonbs were even possible. The Li
know that much."'
'Yes, you nmight say so,'Hull agreed, his voice dry. '"If I hadn't h
to be out of Washington one fine day, you' d be having this conv
wi th sormeone el se right now.'
"Yes, sir,' Goves said. 'W don't have to conceal fromthe L
that we're working on the project, just where we're doing it,

is easier.'

"Il see that,' the President said. 'As may be, though; President Roo
chose not to let nme knowtill the Lizards canme.' He sighed. '| don't
him or anything of the sort. He had nore inportant things to
about, and he worried about them- until it killed him He was a
great man. Christ' - he pronounced it Chwi st -'only knows how

his shoes. In peacetine, he would have lived | onger. Wth the wei
the country - by God, General, with the weight of the world - o
shoul ders, noving fromplace to place Iike a hunted animal, he just
out, that's all there is to it!

'That was the inpression | had when he cane here | ast year,"
sai d, nodding. 'The strain was nore than his nechani smcoul d tak

he took it anyhow, for as |long as he coul d!

"You've hit the nail on the head,' Hull said. 'But, speaking of nails,
forgotten about the brass tacks. The bonbs, CGeneral G oves -

‘W' || have enough plutoniumfor the next one in a couple of m
sir," Goves answered. 'After that, we'll be able to make several per
W' ve about come to the limt of what we can do here in Denver w
gi ving ourselves away to the Lizards. If we do need a |l ot nore produ
we'll have to start a second facility sonewhere el se - and we have r
we don't want to do that, the chief one being that we don't think
keep it secret!

"This place is still secret,' Hull pointed out.

"Yes, sir,' Groves agreed, 'but we had everything set up and

here before the Lizards knew we were a serious threat to build
weapons. They'll be a lot nore alert now - and if they catch us at it
bomb us. General Marshall and President Roosevelt never thou

risk was worth it.'

"I respect CGeneral Marshall's assessnent very highly, General &G
Hul | said, 'so highly that |I'm namng him Secretary of State - ny gu
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he'll do the job better than | ever did. But he is not the Coni mander-in- Chi ef,
and neither is President Roosevelt, not any nore. | am'

"Yes, sir,' Goves said. Cordell Hull mght not have expected to becone
Presi dent, he might not have wanted to becone President, but now that
the | oad had | anded on his shoul ders, they | ooked to be w de enough to
carry it.

‘"Il see two questions in the use of atom c bonbs,' Hull said. 'The first

one is, are we likely to need nore than we can produce here at Denver?
And the second one, related to the first, is, if we use all we produce, and
the Lizards retaliate in kind, will anything be left of the United States
by the tine the war is done?

They were both good questions. They went right to the heart of things.

The only trouble was, they weren't the sort of questions you asked an

engi neer. Ask G oves whet her sonething could be built, howlong it
woul d take, and how nuch it would cost, and he'd answer in detail
whet her imrediately or after he'd gone to work with a slide rule and an
addi ng machi ne. But he had neither the training nor the inclination to

deal with the inponderables of setting policy. He gave the only answer

he could: 'l don't know, sir.'

"l don't know, either,' Hull said. 'I'll want you to be prepared to split
off ateamfromthis facility to start up a new one. | don't know whet her
I"lIl decide to do that, but if I do, I'll want to be able to do it as quickly

and efficiently as | can!

"Yes, sir,' Goves repeated. As a contingency plan, what the new President
proposed made good sense: you wanted to keep as many options as possible
open for as long as you coul d.

"CGood,' Hull said, taking it for granted that G oves would do as he'd
been told. The President stabbed out a blunt forefinger. 'CGeneral, I'm
still getting into harness here. What should |I know about this place that
maybe | don't?'

G oves chewed on that for a minute or so before he tried answering.

It was anot her good question, but also another open-ended one: he didn't
know what Hull did or didn't know At last, he said, 'M President, it
coul d be that nobody's told you we've detached one of our physicists from
the facility and sent himoff to the Soviet Union to help the Russians with
their atom c project.'

"No, | didn't know that."' Hull clicked his tongue between his teeth. "Wy
do the Russians need hel p? They set off their atomi c bonb before we did,
before the Germans, before anybody."'

"Yes, sir, but they had help.' G oves explained how the Russians had
built that bomb out of nuclear material captured fromthe Lizards, and
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how some of that same material had al so hel ped the Germans a | nd
United States. He finished, 'But we - and the Nazis, too, by the | ook
things - have been able to figure out how to nmake nore pl utoni um

our own. The Russians don't seemto have managed that.

"Isn't that interesting? Hull said. 'Under any other circunstances
can't think of anybody 1'd |l ess rather see with the atomc bonb th
Stalin - unless it's Hitler.' He | aughed unhappily. 'And now Hitler
it, and if we don't help Stalin, then odds are the Lizards beat him
right, we're hel ping himblow the Lizards to ki ngdomcome. If we
that one, then we worry about himtrying to blow us to ki ngdom co
too. Meanwhile, | don't see what choice we have but to help him
else is there that | ought to know?

'That was the nost inportant thing | could think of, sir,' Goves sa
and then, a nonent later, 'May | ask you a question, M President?

"G ahead and ask,' Hull said. 'l reserve the right not to answer.'

Groves nodded. 'O course. | was just wondering ... It's 1944, s
How are we going to hold an election this Novenber with the Li
occupying so rmuch of our territory?

"W' || probably hold it the sane way we hel d Congressional electi
Novenber before last,' Hull answered,'which is to say, we probably
The officials we have will go on doing their jobs for the duration, and
| ooks like it will include me.' He snorted. 'I'mgoing to stay unel ected

good while longer, CGeneral. It's not the way I'd like it, but it's the w
things are. If we win this war, t ' he Supreme Court is liable to have a fie
day afterwards. But if we lose it, what those nine old nen in black

think will never matter again. |'Il take the chance of their crucifying

so long as | can put themin a position of being able to do so. Wat

you think of that, General ?'

"From an engineering standpoint, it strikes nme as the nbst econom
solution, sir,' Groves answered. 'l don't know for a fact whether it's t
best one.’

‘"I don't, either," Hull said, "but it looks like it's what we're going to
The old Romans had dictators in enmergencies, and they always th
the best ones were the ones nost reluctant to take over. | qualify the
no two ways about it.' He got to his feet. He wasn't very young and
wasn't very spry, but he did nanage. Again, seeing a President not on
upright but nobile in that position rem nded Groves things would nev
be the sanme again.

' Good | uck, sir,'he said.

' Thank you, General; 1'Il take all of that |I can get.' Hull started
wal k toward the door, then stopped and | ooked back at G oves.
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you renenber what Churchill told Roosevelt when Lend-Lease was j ust
getting rolling? "Gve us the tools and we will finish the job." That's
what the United States needs fromthe Metallurgical Laboratory. G ve

us the tools.’

"You'll have them' G oves prom sed.

The white cliffs of Dover stretched a |ong way, and curved as they did.
If one - or even two - wal ked along them that one - or those two -
could | ook down at the sea crashing agai nst the base of those cliffs.
David CGol df arb had read sonmewhere that, if the wave action continued
with no other factor to check it, in some mllions of years - he couldn't
renenber how many - the British Isles would di sappear and the waters
of the North Sea and the Atlantic conm ngle.

When he said that al oud, Naonmi Kaplan raised an eyebrow. ' The British

I sl es have plenty of things to worry about before millions of years go by,’
she sai d.

The wind fromoff the North Sea tried to bl ow her words away. It
did the sane for her hat. She saved that with a quick grab and set it
more firmy on her head. Goldfarb didn't know whether to be glad she'd
caught it or sorry he hadn't had the chance to be gallant and chase it
down. O course, the wind mght have turned and flung it over the cliff,
whi ch woul dn't have done his chances for gallantry much good

Fei gni ng astoni shent, he said, 'Wy, whatever can you nean? j ust
because we' ve been bonbed by the Gernmans and i nvaded by the Lizards

in the past few years?' He waved airily. 'Mere details. Now, if we'd had
one of those atomi c bonbs or whatever they're called dropped on us, the
way Berlin did-'

"God forbid, ' Naom said.'You' re right; we've been through quite enough
al r eady!

Her accent - upper-crust British laid over German - fascinated him

(a good many things about her fascinated him but he concentrated

on the accent for the nonent). It was a refined version of his own:

| ower-m ddl e-class English laid over the Yiddish he'd spoken till he
started grammar school

"I hope you're not too chilly,' he said. The weather was brisk, especially
so close to the sea, but not nearly so raw as it had been earlier in the
wi nter. You no |longer needed to be a wild-eyed optinm st to believe
spring woul d get around to showi ng up one of these days, even if not

ri ght away.

Naom shook her head. "No, it's all right,' she said. As if to give the
lie to her words, the wind tried to flip up the wool plaid skirt she wore.
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She smled wyly as she grabbed at it to keep it straight. 'Thank
for inviting ne to go wal king with you.'

' Thanks for coming,' he answered. A lot of the chaps who visi
the Wiite Horse Inn had invited Naom to go wal king with them so
had invited her to do things a great deal cruder than that. She'd turn
everybody down - except Goldfarb. His own teeth were threatening
chatter, but he wouldn't admit even to hinself that he was col d.

"It is - pleasant - here,' Naom said, picking the adjective with car
"Before | cane to Dover, | had never seen, never imagined, cliffs like th
Mountai ns | knew in Germany, but never cliffs at the edge of the |an
strai ght down for a hundred nmeters and nore and then nothing but the s

"dad you like them' Coldfarb said, as pleased as if he were persona

responsi bl e for Dover's nost fanmpbus natural feature. 'It's hard to find
nice place to take a girl these days - no cinema w thout electricity,
i nstance.'

"And how many girls did you take to the cinema and other nice plac
when there was electricity? Naom asked. She mi ght have made
question sound teasing. David woul d have been easier about it if s
had. But she sounded both curious and serious.

He couldn't fob her off with a light, casual answer, either. If he
that, she could get the straight goods - or a large chunk of them- fro
Sylvia. He hadn't taken Sylvia to the cinema, either; he'd taken her
bed. She was friendly enough to hi mnow when he dropped into t
VWhite Horse Inn for a pint, but he couldn't guess what sort of
she'd give himif Naom asked. He'd heard women coul d be devast at
candi d when they tal ked with each other about nen's shortconings.

When he didn't answer right away, Naom cocked her head to one s
and gave hima know ng | ook that made himfeel about two feet hi
But instead of pounding away at himon the point, as he'd expected
to do, she said, 'Sylvia tells me you did sonething very brave to get
of your - was it a cousin? she wasn't sure - out of Poland.'

' Does she?' he said in glad surprise; maybe Sylvia hadn't given hi
such a bad character after all. He shrugged; having been born in Englan
he'd taken as his own at |east part of the notion of British reserve.
if Naom already knew sonme of the story, telling nore wouldn't hurt.
went on, 'Yes, ny cousin is Mishe Russie. Renenber? | told you
back at the pub.

She nodded.' Yes, you did. The one who broadcast on the wirel ess for
Li zards - and then against themafter he'd seen what they truly were

"That's right,' CGoldfarb said. 'And they caught him too, and cl app
himin gaol in Lodz till they figured out what to do with him | went
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with a few other chaps and hel ped get himout and spirit himback here
to Engl and."

"You make it sound so sinple,' Naom said. 'Wren't you frightenedT

That fight had been his first taste of ground conbat, even if it had
only been against Lizard and Polish prison guards too taken by surprise
to put up all the resistance they m ght have. Since then, he'd got sucked
into the infantry when the Lizards invaded Engl and. That had been nuch
worse. He couldn't for the Iife of himinmagi ne why some nmen presunably
in their right mnds chose the infantry as a career

He realized he hadn't answered Naom 's question. 'Frightened? he
said. 'As a matter of fact, | was ruddy petrified.'

To his relief, she nodded again; he'd been afraid his candor woul d put
her off. 'Wen you tell me things like this,' she said, 'you rem nd ne you
are not an Englishman after all. Not many English soldiers would admt
to anyone who is not one of their - what do you call then? their mates,
that is it - that they feel fear or nmuch of anything el se.

"Yes, |'ve seen that,' Goldfarb said. 'l don't understand it, either.' He
| aughed. 'But what do | know? |I'monly a Jew whose parents got out of
Pol and. | won't understand Englishnen down deep if | live to be ninety,

whi ch doesn't strike ne as likely, the way the world wags t hese days.
Maybe my grandchildren will have the proper stiff upper lip.'

"And ny parents got ne out of Gernmany just in tine,' Naom said. Her
shiver had nothing to do with the sea breeze.'It was bad there, and we escaped
bef ore the Knstadnacht Wat--2 She hesitated, perhaps nerving herself
After a nonment she finished the question: 'What was it |ike in PolandT

Gol dfarb considered that. 'You have to renenber, the Nazis had been
out of Lodz for a year, nore or |less, before | went in there.' She nodded.
He went on, 'Keeping that in mnd, | think about what | saw there and
| try to imagine howit was when the Gernmans were there.'

"Nu?' Naom prodded.

He sighed. H's breath snoked in the chilly air. 'Fromeverything | saw,
fromeverything | heard, there might not be any Jews left alive there by
now if the Lizards hadn't cone. | didn't see all of Poland, of course, only
Lodz and the road to and fromthe sea, but there m ght not be any Jews
left in the whole country if the Lizards hadn't conme. Wen the Gernans
sai d Judenfrei, they weren't joking.'

Naom bit her lip. '"This is what | have heard on the wirel ess. Hearing
it fromsonmeone | know who has seen it with his own eyes nmakes it
nore real.' Her frown deepened. 'And the Germans, the wirel ess says,
are pushing deeper into Poland again.'

"I know. |'ve heard that, too. My friends - ny goyishe friends - cheer
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when they hear news like that. When | hear it, | don't know what to thin
The Lizards can't win the war, but the bloody Nazis can't, either.

"Shouldn't' Naomi said with the precision of one who had | earn
English fromthe outside instead of growing up with it. 'They can
Li zards can. The Germans can. They shouldn't.' She |aughed bitterl
"When | was a little girl going to school, before Hitler cane to p
they taught me | was a German. | believed it, too. Isn't that pecul
t hi nki ng about it now?'

"It's nmore than peculiar. I1t's-2 Goldfarb groped for the word he wante
"What do they call those strange paintings where it's raining | oaves
bread or you see a watch dribbling dowmn a block as if it were nade
ice and nelting?

"Surreal,' Naom said at once. 'Yes, that is it. That is it exactly. M
a German?' She | aughed again, then stood to attention, her right
rigidly outstretched. '"Ein Volk, ein Reich, ein Fuhrer! she thundered
what wasn't the worst imtation of Hitler he' d ever heard.

He thought it was neant for a joke. Maybe she'd thought the
thing when she started it. But as her armfell linp to her side, she stare
at it as if it had betrayed her. Her whol e body sagged. Her face twiste
She began to cry.

CGoldfarb took her in his arms. '"It's all right," he said. It wasn't all righ
They both knew it wasn't all right. But if you let yourself think too m
about the way it was, how could you go on doi ng what needed doi
Wth that thought, David realized he was cl oser to understanding
British stiff upper lip than he'd imgi ned.

Naom clung to himas if he were a life preserver and she a sailor o
a ship that had just taken a torpedo froma U-boat. He held her wit
somet hi ng of the sane desperation. Wen he tilted her face up to k
her, he found her nouth waiting. She nmpaned deep in her throat and
her hand on the back of his head, pulling himto her.

It mght have been the oddest kiss he'd ever known. It didn't stir
to lust, as so many | ess enphatic kisses with girls about whom he care
| ess had done. Yet he was glad to have it and sorry when it was over.
ought to wal k you back to your digs,' he said.

'Yes, maybe you shoul d,' Naomi answered. 'You can neet my noth
and father, if you like.'

He' d fought the Lizards gun to gun. Whuld he quail from such a
invitation now? By the slimrest of margins, he didn't. 'Capital,' he sa
doing his best to sound casual. Naom slipped her armin his and smle
up at him as if he'd just passed a test. Maybe he had.
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A large group of dark-skinned Big Uglies formed ragged |ines on a grassy
meadow next to the Florida air base. Teerts watched another Tosevite of
the sanme color stonp his way out in front of them The pilot shivered.
In his no-nonsense stride and fierce features, the Big Ugly with three
stripes on each sleeve of his upper-body covering rem nded hi mof Mjor
Okanot o, who'd been his interpreter and keeper while the Ni pponese held
hi m capti ve.

The male with the stripes on his sleeve shouted sonething in his own
| anguage. ' Tenn-huP was what it sounded like to Teerts. The rest of the
Tosevites sprang to stiff verticality, their arnms pressed tight against their
sides. Gven Teerts's forward-slung posture, that only made them seem
nmore ridiculous to him but it seenmed to satisfy, or at least to nollify,
the Big Ugly with the striped upper-body coveri ng.

That nal e shouted again, a whole string of gibberish this tine.

Teerts had picked up a good deal of N pponese in captivity, but it

didn't help himunderstand the Florida locals. The Enpire's three

worl ds all used the same | anguage; encountering a planet where tens

of different tongues were spoken required a distinct nental |leap for nales
of the Race.

The dark-skinned Big Uglies marched this way and that across the
grassy field, obeying the commands the nmale with the stripes gave them
| Even their feet went back and forth in the sane rhythm Wen that didn't
happen, the male in command screaned abuse at those who were derelict.
Teerts did not have to be a savant of other-species psychology to figure
out that the commandi ng male was inperfectly pl eased.

He turned to another nale of the Race who was al so watching the
Tosevites at their evolutions. The fell ow wore the body paint of an
intelligence specialist. H's equival ent rank was about the sane as
Teerts's. The pilot asked, 'Can we truly trust these Big Uglies to fight
on our behal f?'

"Qur analysis is that they will fight bravely,' the male fromlIntelligence
said. 'The other local Tosevites so mistreated themthat they will see us
as a superior alternative to the continued authority of the |ighter-skinned
Big Uglies.

Teerts tried to place the other nmale's voice. 'You are Aaatos, not so?
he asked hesitantly.

"Truth,' the male answered. 'And you are Teerts.' Unlike Teerts's, his
voi ce held no doubts. If he didn't know who was who around the base,
he woul dn't be earning his keep - or preserving Intelligence' s reputation
for ommi sci ence.

That reputation had taken a beating since the Race cane to Tosev 3.
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A lot or reputations had taken a beating since the Race cane to Tosev

3. Teerts said, 'l hope you will forgive me, but I will always be nervou,
in the presence of armed Big Uglies. We have given arns to the natives

of other parts of this planet and, fromwhat | have heard, the results
have often left much to be desired.' He could think of no politer way

to say that the Big Uglies had the habit of turning their guns agai nst

t he Race.

Aaatos said, 'Truth,' again, but went on, 'We are inproving contro
procedures, and will not permt these Tosevites to travel independently
in large nunbers while under arnms: we shall always use significant cadres
of males of the Race with them They are intended to suppl enent our
security details, not to supplant them Thus we shall not be troubl ed
by enbarrassnents such as the ones you mention - the case of Polm
springs prominently to mnd.'

"Poland - yes, that is one of the nanes | have heard,' Teerts said. He
woul d have had trouble placing it on a map; but for Manchukuo and
Ni ppon, which he knew in detail nmore intimte than he had ever wanted
to acquire, his famliarity with Tosevite geography was linited

"Not hing like that can happen here,' Aaatos said, and gave an enphatic
cough to show he neant it.

‘"May you be proved correct.' Teerts let it go at that. What he had seen
on Tosev 3 left himconvinced of two things: that the Big Uglies were
nmor e devi ous than nost males of the Race could grasp till they got their
snouts rubbed in the fact, and that trying to convince those nal es of that
fact before their snouts were rubbed in it was a | osing proposition from
the start.

Qut on the nmeadow, the Big Uglies marched and nmarched, now reversing
their course, now shifting at right angles. The male with stripes on his
sl eeves marched right along with them berating theminto performance
ever nore nearly perfect. Eventually, all of their |Iegs were noving as H
under the control of a single organism

"This is intriguing to watch,' Teerts said to Aaatos, 'but what is its
function? Any mal es who inplenented these tactics in actual ground
combat woul d be quickly destroyed. Even 1, a killercraft pilot, know
mal es are supposed to spread wi de and seek cover. This is only common
sense.' He let his nouth fall open. 'Not that conmon sense i s conmon
anong the Big Ugli es.

"This marching, | amgiven to understand, pronotes group solidarity
anong the Tosevites,' the male fromlIntelligence answered. '|I do not
understand exactly why this is so, but that it is so appears undeni abl e:
every native mlitary uses simlar disciplinary techniques. One theory
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currently popular as to the reason why is that the Big Uglies, being a
species less inherently disciplined than the Race, enpl oy these procedures
to inculcate order and conformty to comuands.

Teerts thought about that. It nade nore sense than a | ot of theories
he'd heard fromlIntelligence. That didn't necessarily nmean it was true
- not hing necessarily neant anything on Tosev 3, as far as he could tel
- but he didn't have to keep fromlaughing in Aaatos's face.

He went back to watchingthe marching Tosevites. After a while, they
stopped marching and stood in a neat grid, still stiffly erect, as the male
with stripes on his sleeves harangued them Every so often, they would
break in with chorused responses. 'Do you understand their |anguage?
Teerts asked Aaatos. '\Wat are they saying?

"Their |eader is describing the attributes of the fighting nales he
wants themto becone,' Aaatos said. 'He is asking them whether they
desire to possess and do possess these attributes. They answer in the
affirmative.'

"Yes, | can see that they mght,' Teerts said. 'W have never had cause
to doubt the fighting attributes of the Tosevites. But still | persist in
wondering: will these attributes be enployed for us or against us in
the end?'

‘"I do not think the danger is as great as you fear,' Aaatos said, 'and,
in any case, we nust take the chance or risk losing the war.' Teerts had
never heard it put so bluntly. He started worrying in earnest.

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (155 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:28 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

61
fi "

One of the nice things about Lamar, Col orado, was that, when you'd gone
a mle past the outskirts of town, the place m ght as well not have existed.
There was not hing but you, the prairie, a mllion stars shining down
on you froma sky clearer and bl acker than the sky had any busi ness

being - and the person who'd wal ked a mle past the outskirts of town
with you.

Penny Sunmers snuggl ed agai nst Race Auerbach and said, 'Il wish I'd
joined the cavalry, the way Rachel did. Then |I'd be riding out with you
tonmorrow i nstead of staying stuck back here.’

He slipped his armaround her waist. 'I'mglad you' re not,'he answered.

"If I were giving you orders, it wouldn't be fair for ne to do sonething |ike
this.' He bent down and kissed her. The kiss went on for a long tine.

"You woul dn't need to give me orders to get nme to want to do that'
she said breathlessly when their |ips separated at last. 'I like it.' Then
she ki ssed him

"Hoo! ' he said after a while - a noisy exhalation that sent breath snoking
fromhis lungs. Spring was com ng, but the nights didn't know it yet. That
it was cold gave hi m another excuse to hold her tight against him

After one nore kiss, Penny threw back her head and stared up at
the night sky through hal f-closed eyelids. She couldn't have sent him
a fancier invitation if she'd had one engraved. The sweet curve of her
neck was pale as mlk in the starlight. He started to bend to kiss it, then
checked hinsel f.

She noticed that. Her eyes opened all the way again.'Wat's the matter~
she asked, her voice no longer throaty but a little cross.

"It's chilly out here,' he said, which was true, but only part of an
answer .

Now she exhal ed - indignantly. 'Wuldn't be that chilly', she said,,
specially while we were doin'- you know
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He wanted her. They both had on | ong, heavy coats, but he knew
she knew. she woul dn't have needed to be the heroine in the story of
the princess and the pea to tell. But even though she wasn't under his
command, haul ing her denins down and screwing her in the dirt wasn't
what he had in mnd, no matter how nuch he'd been thinking about it
when he'd asked her to go walking with him

He tried to put that into words, so it would nmake sense to himas well
as to her: 'Doesn't seemquite fair sonehow, not when you were so poorly
for so long. | want to make sure you're all right before | -'Before | what?
If all he'd wanted to do was |ay her, that woul d have been sinple. Crazy
how being interested in her as herself nade himnot less interested in
her as a naked girl, but not so interested in that just for its own sake.

She didn't get it. '"I'mfine," she said indignantly. 'Yeah, it hit ne hard
when ny pa got killed, but I'mover that now. |I'mas good as |I'm ever
going to be.’

"Ckay, ' he said. He didn't want to argue with her. But when peopl e went
fromdown in the dunps to up in the clouds too dam quick, that didn , t
mean they got off the roller coaster and stayed up there. From what he'd
seen, the ride kept right on going.

"Well, then,' she said, as if it were all settled.
'Look, here's what we'll do,' he told her. "Wait till | conme back from
this next mission. That'|ll be plenty of tine to do whatever we want to

do.' And you'# have had nore of a chance to sort yourself out, nmake sure
you're not just throwi ng yourself at the first guy who's handy.

She pouted. 'But you're going away for a long tinme. Rachel says this
next mssion isn't just alittle raid. She says you're going out to try and
wr eck one of the Lizards' spaceships.'

' She shouldn't have told you that,' Auerbach answered. Security cane
natural to him he'd been a soldier all his adult life. He knew Penny
woul dn't run off and blab to the Lizards, but whom el se had Rachel
told about the planned strike? And whom had they tol d? The i dea of

humans col | aborating with the Lizards had been slow to catch on in the
United States, at least in the parts that were still free, but such things
di d happen. Rachel and Penny both knew about them Yet Rachel had
tal ked anyway. That wasn't so good

' Maybe she shoul dn't have, but she did, so | know about it! Penny
said with a toss of the head that seened to add, So there. 'What if |
go and find sonebody el se while you're gone, M Rance Auerbach, sir?
What about thenT

He wanted to | augh. Here he was trying to be careful and sensible,
and where was it getting- hinf? Into hot water. He said, 'If you
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do that, you wouldn't want to tell himabout a time |like
woul d you?'

She glared at him 'You think you ve got all the answers, don't

"Shut up,' he said. He didn't aimto stop a fight, or to nake one w
he spoke the words in a tone of voice entirely different fromthe one
been usi ng.

Penny started to reply sharply, but then she too heard the distant
in the sky. It grew | ouder with hideous speed. 'Those are Lizard p
ain't they? she said, as if hoping he'd contradict her.

He wi shed he could. 'They sure are,' he said. 'Mdre than |I've he&

a while, too. Usually they fly higher when they're on their way to a t
then go down lowto hit it. Don't know why they're acting different
time, unless-'

Bef ore he could finish the sentence, antiaircraft guns east of La
and then in the town itself, started pounding away. Tracers and
bursts lit up the night sky, dinmng the nultitude of stars. Even
out side of Lamar, the din was overwheh-ning. Shrapnel started patti
down like hot, jagged hail. If that stuff came down on your head:
could end up with a fractured skull. Auerbach wi shed he were we
a tin hat. When you took a pretty girl out for a walk, though, you
worry about such things.

He never saw the Lizard warplanes till after they'd bonbed and rod
Lamar, and then only the flanmes shooting out of their tail pipes. After
run, they stood on their tails and clinbed |ike skyrockets. He countk
of them in three flights of three.

"I've got to get back,' he said, and started toward Lanar at a
Penny cane right with him her shoes at first thunping on dirt and
clunking al ong the blacktop Iike his.

The Lizard planes returned to Lamar before the two of them got
They gave the town anot her pounding, then streaked off toward thE
The antiaircraft guns kept firing long after they were gone. That,
uni versal constant of air raids, fromeverything Auerbach had see
heard. Another constant was that, even when the guns were bl azing
at real live targets, they hardly ever hit them

Penny was panting and gaspi ng before she and Auerbach got
outskirts of Lamar, but she ganely stayed with him He said,'GQ on ¢
the infirmary, why don't you? They're sure to need extra hands tl

' Ckay,' she answered, and hurried off. He nodded to her back. E
she renenbered | ater on that she was supposed to be mad at him -~
better to see her up and doing things than tucked away in her nis
little roomw th nothing but a Bible for conpany.
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No sooner had she di sappeared round a conmer than he forgot all about

her. He nade his way toward the barracks through chaos in the streets.
Bucket brigades poured water on the fires the air attack had started.

Sone of those fires would burn for a long tinme, and were |liable to spread;
Lamar depended on wells for its water these days, and well water and

buckets weren't going to be enough to douse the flanes.

Wunded nmen and women cried and screaned. So di d wounded horses
- at least one bonb had hit the stables. Sone of the horses had got out.
They were running through the streets, shying fromthe fires, |ashing out
in panic with their hooves, and making life nore difficult for the people
who were trying to help themand hel p put Lamar back toget her.

' Captai n Auerbach, sir!' sonmebody bawl ed, right in Rance's ear. He
junped and whirled around. Hi s second-in-commuand, Lieutenant Bil

Magruder, stood at his el bow. The firelight showed Magruder's face
covered with so much soot, he m ght have been in bl ackface. He said,

"dad to see you're in one piece, sir.'

"I''mokay,' Auerbach said, nodding. Absurdly, he felt guilty for not
havi ng been on the receiving end of the punishment the Lizards had
di shed out. "What's the situation here?' That was as discreet a way as
he could find of saying he didn't have the slightest idea what the hel

was goi ng on.
a hat.

"Sir, not to put too fine a point on it we've taken a hell of a |icking:
men, horses -' He waved at a horse that ran past, its nane snol deri ng.
' The aninio we've been stockpiling got hit goddam hard, too. Those
bast ards never pounded on Lanar like this before! He stuck his hands
on his hips, as if to say the Lizards had no business pulling a rabbit out

re”, Auer bach understood that. Because the aliens
didn't do new things
very often, you could get the idea they never did anything new at all.

If you did, though, it mght be the |ast m stake you ever nade.
Losing the ammunition hurt 'We can forget about tonorTow s mi ssion,
sounds |ike' Auerbach said

"I"'mafraid so, Captain.' Magruder grinmaced. 'Be a while before we can
think about it again, too.'His soft Virginia accent made himsound all the
nmore nmounful.'Don't know what's going on with production, but getting

the stuff fromone place to another isn't easy any nore.'

"Tell me something | don't know,' Auerbach said. He slammed a fist
into the side of his thigh. "Damm it, if we could have bl own up one
of their sDaceshiDs we reallv would have Q ven them sonethinL), to
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"I know it, too,' Magruder answered. 'Sonebody's got to do it - | agree
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with you there. Just doesn't look like it's going to be us.' He quoted
mlitary maxim 'No plan survives contact with the eneny.'

"And isn't that the sad and sorry truth? Auerbach said. 'The eneny
that dirty dog, he goes and has plans of his own.' He |aughed, even if
hurt. 'You just can't trust the son of a bitch that way.'

"Sure can't.' Magruder |ooked around at the weckage that had b
Lamar. 'Other thing is, his plan tonight, it worked out fine.

Lamar was a mess, no two ways about it. 'Isn't that the truth? Auerba
sai d agai n.

Thezeks who' dbeen up at thegul agnear Petrozavodsk for awhile describe
the weather as nine nonths of winter and three of bad skiing. And
were Russians, used to winters far worse than David Nussboym was.
wondered if the sun ever cane out, if the snow ever stopped falling.

Ni ghts were bad. Even with a fire in the stove in the center of th
barracks, it stayed bitterly cold. Nussboyrn was a new fish, a politica
prisoner as opposed to an ordinary thief, and a Jew to boot. That eane
hima top-level bunk far away fromthe stove and right next to the poor
chinked wall, so that a frigid draft constantly played on his back or hi
chest. It also earned himthe duty of getting up and feeding the sto
coal dust in the nmddle of the night - and earned hima beating if h
stayed asleep and |l et everyone el se get as cold as he usually was.

" Shut your nouth, you dammed zhid, or you'll be denied the right
correspondence,' one of the blatnye - the thieves - warned hi mwhen h
groaned after a kick in the ribs.

"As if | have anyone to wite to,' he said later to Ivan Fyodorov, who
made the trip to the same canp and who, being without connections
anong the bl atnye hinself, also had an unenvi abl e bunk site.

Nai ve as the Russian was, though, he understood canp lingo far better
than Nussboyrn did. 'You are a dunb zhid,' he said, without the malice
with which the blatnoy had | oaded the word. 'If you're deprived of the
right to correspond, that means you're too dead to wite to anybody

anyhow. '
" Ch, ' Nussboym said in a hollow voice. He hugged his ribs and though
about reporting to sick call. Brief consideration was plenty to nake him

discard that idea. If you tried to report sick and the powers that be
weren't convinced, you got a new beating to go with the one you'd just
had. If they were convinced, the borscht and shchi in the infirmary were
even thinner and nore watery than the horrible slop they fed ordinary
zeks. Maybe the theory was that sick nen couldn't digest anything wi
actual nourishnent in it. Wiatever the theory, if you weren't badly sick
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when you went into the infirmary, odds were you would be by the tine
YOU got out - if you got out alive.

He huddl ed in his clothes under the threadbare bl anket and did his
best to ignore both the pain in his ribs and the lice that swarned over
him Everybody had lice. There was no point in getting upset about
it - except that it disgusted him He'd never thought of hinself as
particularly fastidious, but his standards, he was |earning, differed from
those of the gul ag.

Eventually, he drifted down into a |light uneasy sleep. The horn that
announced norning roll call made himjerk as if he'd grabbed hold of an
electrified fence - not that the ranp near Petrozavodsk boasted any such
| uxury, barbed wire being reckoned plenty to contain the likes of him

Coughi ng and grunting and grunbling under their breaths, the zeks
lined up so the guards could count them and nake sure no one had
vani shed into thin air. It was still black as pitch outside, and cold as
the devil's wife, as the Russians said: Petrozavodsk, the capital of the
Karelian Soviet Socialist Republic, lay well north of Leningrad. Sone of
the guards couldn't count their fingers and get the sane answer twice
running, too. Al that nmade roll call even |longer and nore miserable than
it mght have been otherw se. The guards didn't rmuch care. They had warm
cl ot hes, warm barracks, and plenty to eat. Wiy should they worry?

When it left the canp kitchen, the shchi Nussboym gul ped down
m ght have been hot. By the tine it got ladled fromthe pot into his
fin cup, it was tepid going on cold. In another fifteen mnutes, it would
be cabbage-flavored ice. He got a lunp of hard, coarse black bread to
go with it - the regulation ration: not enough. He ate sone and stuck
the rest in the knee pocket of his padded pants for |ater

"Now | 'mready to go out and chop wood,' he declared in a ringing
voi ce that woul d have sounded false even if he'd just feasted on all the
beef st eak and eggs he could hold. Sone of the zeks, those who understood
his Polish, laughed. It was funny. It would have been even funnier if what
he'd just eaten hadn't been starvation rations even for a man who didn't
have to do hard physical |abor.

"Wrk detail!' the guards bawl ed. They sounded as if they hated the
prisoners they'd have to watch. Likely they did. Even if they didn't have
to work, they did have to go out into the cold forest instead of back to
t he barracks.

Along with the rest of the men in his gang, Nussboym shuffled over
to get an axe: a big, clunsy one with a heavy handle and a dull bl ade.
The Russi ans woul d have got nore | abor fromthe zeks had they given
them better tools, but they didn't seemto care about such things. If you
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had to work a little longer, you had to work a little longer. And if
lay down in the snow and di ed, another prisoner would take your p
COIe nor ni ng.

As the zeks slogged out toward the forest, Nussboym thought

riddle he'd heard one Gennan guard in Lodz tell another, and transla
it into a Soviet equivalent: 'An airplane carrying Stalin, Mlotov, a
Beria crashes. No one lives. Wwo is saved?

Ivan Fyodorov's brow furrowed. 'If no'one lives, how can anybo
be saved?

"It's a joke, fool,' one of the other zeks hissed. He turned to Nussb
"Al'l right, Jew, I'Il bite. WoF

' The Russi an people,' Nussboym answer ed.

Fyodorov still didn't get it. The other zek's pinched, narrow

stretched to acconmodate a grin. 'Not bad,' he said, as if that we
maj or concession. 'You want to watch your nouth, though. Tell that

where too many politicals can hear it and one of "em || rat on you to
guards. '

Nussboymrolled his eyes. 'I'malready here. Wat el se can
do to nme?

"Ha!' The other zek snorted laughter. 'l like that.' After a nomen

t hought, he stuck out his gloved hand. 'Anton M khailov." Like
prisoners in the canp, he didn't bother with patronynics.

"David Aronovi ch Nussboym' Nussboym answered, trying to s
polite. He'd been able to make hinself prominent in the Lodz
Maybe he coul d manage the sane nmagic here

'Come on!' shouted Stepan Radzutak, the gang boss. 'W don't ma
our quota, we starve even worse than usual .’

"Da, Stepan,' the prisoners chorused. They sounded resigned. Th
were resigned, the ones who'd been in the gul ags since 1937 or
| onger nore so than new fish |ike Nussboym Even the regul ar
ration wasn't enough to keep a man strong. If they cut it because y
didn't meet your norm pretty soon they'd throw you in the snowto k
till the ground got soft enough for themto bury you

Anton M khailov grunted. 'And if we work |ike a pack of Stakhanovi
we starve then, too.

"Whi ch is nmeshuggeh,' Nussboym said. You did get your bread rati
increased if you overfulfilled your quota; M khailov was right about th
But you didn't come close to getting enough extra to make up for the |l ab
you had to expend to achieve that overfulfillnent. Conming close en
to quota to earn regular rations was hard enough. Six and a half cu
yards of wood per man per day. Wod had been sonethi ng Nussb
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took for granted when he was burning it. Producing it was sonething
el se again.

"You talk like a zhid, zhid,'Mkhailov said. Above the face cloth he wore
to keep his nose and nouth fromfreezing, his gray eyes tw nkled. Nussboyrn
shrugged. Li ke Fyodorov, M khailov spoke w thout nuch malice.

Snow drifted around treet-unks, high as a man's chest. Nussboym
and M khail ov stonped it down with their valenki. Wthout the thick
felt boots, Nussboyms feet would have frozen off in short order. If you
didn't have decent boots, you couldn't do anything. Even the NKVD
guards understood that nuch. They didn't want to kill you right away:
they wanted to get work out of you first.

Once they got the snow down bel ow their knees, they attacked the pine
with their axes. Nussboym had never chopped down a tree in his life til
he I anded in Karelia; if he never chopped down anot her one, that would
suit himfine. No one cared what he thought, of course. If he didn't chop
wood, they'd dispose of himw thout hesitation and w t hout renorse.

He was still awkward at the work. The cotton-padded nittens he wore
didn't help with that, although, Iike the valLenki, they did keep himfrom
freezing as he worked. Even wi thout them though, he feared the axe
woul d still have turned ever so often in his inexpert hands, so that he
hit the trunk with the flat of the blade rather than the edge. Wenever he
didit, it jolted himall the way up to the shoul der; the axe handl e ni ght
have been possessed by a swarm of bees.

"Clunsy fool!' Mkhailov shouted at himfromthe far side of the pine.
Then he did it hinself and junped up and down in the snow, how ing
curses. Nussboym was rude enough to | augh out | oud.

The tree began to sway and groan as their cuts drew nearer each other.
Then, all at once, it toppled. 'Look out!'they both yelled, to warn the rest of
the gang to get out of the way. If the pine fell on the guards, too dam bad,
but they scattered, too. The thick snow nmuffled the noise of the pine's fall
al t hough several branches, heavy with ice, snapped off with reports like
gunshot s.

M khai | ov cl apped his nmittened hands together. Nussboyrn |et out a
whoop of glee. 'Less work for us!' they exclained together. They'd have
to trimthe branches fromthe tree; any that broke off of their own accord
made |ife easier. In the gulag, not nuch did that.

What they still had left to trimwas quite bad enough. Finding where
the branches were wasn't easy in the snow, |opping themoff wasn't easy,
draggi ng them through the soft powder to the pile where everybody was
stacki ng branches was plenty to nake your heart think it would burst.

" God | uck,' Nussboyrn said. The parts of himexposed to the air were
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frozen. Under his padded jacket and MelfrErs, though, he was wet w
sweat. He pointed to the snow still @t MW to the green, sap-filled wW
of the pine boughs. 'How can you bumIsTelse in this weatherT

"Mostly you don't,' the other zek -Aect,*i;wd. 'Used to be you'd just
themto snmoke for a while so the guards t,%uld be happy and say yo
fulfilled your normthere. But the Lizards 1% ve a habit of bonbing w
they spot snobke, so now we don't do that iny nore.

Nussboym didn't mnd standing around -And tal king, but he didn't w
to stiffen up, either. 'Cone on, let's get a -..,W' he said. 'The quicker
are, the better the chance for a good one.’

The best saw had red-painted handles. It was there for the tak
but Nussboym and Mkhailov left it -lrs M. That was the saw Ste
Radzut ak and t he assi stant gang boss, a Kazakh naned Usma
woul d use. Nussboym grabbed another wi e he renmenbered as b(
pretty good. M khail ov nodded approval. They carried the saw ove
the fallen tree

Back and forth, back and forth, bend a rele nore as the cut got dee
make sure you jerk your foot out of the -,*wA so the round of wood doE
mash your toe. Then nove down the RaMe r, a third of a meter and (
again. Then again, and again. After a MAIIIlI-Mou mght as well be a pi
in a machine. The work left you too busy ~tnd too worn for thought

"Break for lunch!' Rudzutak shouted. e[ussboym | ooked up in

amazenment. WAs half the day gone :;- M, aly? The cooks' helpers i
grunbling at having to | eave the nice -miffn kitchens and cone o
feed the work gangs too far away to i(exii;; in, and they were yellir

the zeks to hurry up and feed their ugly Irks so these precious, del’
soul s could get back in away fromthe 44011

Sone of the nmen in the work gdifg--.r4ii;;oozed abuse at the cook's hel]
Nussboym wat ched Radzutak roll his He was a new fish here
he'd | earned better than that in the Lodz --;hetto. Turning to M kh~

he said, 'Only a fool insults a man who's ~Ding to feed him'
"You're not as dunb as you look after -1.1,' the Russian answere(
ate his soup - it wasn't shchi this tinme, butsome vile brew of nettle,,
other weeds - in a hurry, to get %ATR= 4 vestigial warnth rema
then took a couple of bites out of his 441 Ms ~ of bread and stuck th(
back in the pocket of his trousers. I
Nussboym ate all his bread. When he _~Dt up to go back to his
he found he'd gone stiff. That happened wAery day, near enough.
mnutes at the saw cured it. Back and - Mev f, back and forth, bend
jerk your foot, nmove down the trunk- H's oind retreated. Wen Rud
yelled for the gang to knock off for the AW he had to | ook around
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how much wood he'd cut. Plenty to nake quota, for himand M khailov -
and the rest of the gang had done fine, too. They |oaded the wood onto
sl edges and dragged it back toward the canp. A couple of guards rode
with the wood. The zeks didn't say a word. It would have been their
necks if they had.

"Maybe they' Il mix sonme herring in with the kasha tonight,' M khail ov
sai d. Nusshoyin nodded as he trudged along. It was sonething to | ook
forward to, anyhow.

Someone knocked on the door to Liu Han's little chanber in the Peking
room nghouse. Her heart |eaped within her. N eh Ho-Ying had been out

of the city for a long tine, what with one thing and another. She knew
he'd been dickering with the Japanese, which revolted her, but she hadn't
been able to argue himout of it before he left. He put what he thought
of as mlitary necessity before anything el se, even her

He was honest about it, at any rate. Gven that, she could accept that he
wouldn't yield to her, and yet go on caring about him Mst nmen, from al
she'd seen, woul d prom se you they'd never do sonething, go ahead and
do it anyway, and then either deny that they'd promi sed or that they'd
done it or both. Usuafly both, she thought with a curl of her |inp.

The knock cane again, |ouder and nore insistent. She scranbled to
her feet. If Nieh was knocking like that, nmaybe he hadn't bedded down
with the first singsong girl he'd seen after his prong got heavy. If so, that
spoke well for him- and neant she ought to be extra grateful now

Smiling, she hurried to the door, lifted the bar, and opened w de. But
it wasn't Nieh standing in the hall, it was his aide, Hsia Shou-Tao. The
smile slid fromher face; she nade haste to stand straight |ike a soldier,
abandoni ng the saucy tilt to her hip that she'd put on for Nieh

Too late. Hsia's broad, ugly features twisted into a | echerous grin.'Wat
a fine-Iooking wonan you are!' he said, and spat on the floor of the hall. He
never | et anyone forget he was a peasant by birth, and took any slight
trace of polite nmanners as a bourgeois affectation and probably the sign
of counterrevol utionary thought.

"What do you want?' Liu Han asked col dly. She knew the nobst probable
answer to that, but she might have been wong. There was at |east a chance
Hsia had conme up here on Party business rather than in the hope of sliding
his Proud Pestle into her Jade Gate.

She didn't stand aside to let himinto the room but he came in anyway.
He was bl ocky and broad-shoul dered and strong as a bullock - when he
moved forward, he would wal k right over you if you didn't get out of
his way. Still trying to keep his voice sweet, though, he said, 'You did
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a fine job, helping to blowup the little scaly devils with those borr
in the gear the animal-show nen used. That was clever, and | admt

"That was also a long time ago now,' Liu Han said. 'Wy pick t]
time to come and give me a conplinment?

"Any tine is a good tine,' Hsia Shou-Tao answered. Casually, he kict
the door shut behind him Liu Han knew exactly what that neant. ~
started to worry. Not nany people were in the room nghouse in the md
of the afternoon. She wi shed she hadn't opened the door. Hsia went
"I've had ny eye on you for a long time, do you know t hat ?

Liu Han knew it only too well. She said, 'l amnot your wonman.
partnered to Nieh Ho-T'ing.' Maybe that woul d nake hi m renmenber
had no busi ness being up here sniffing after her. He did respect N
and did do as Nieh ordered him- when those orders had nothing to
wi th wonmen, at any rate.

Hsia | aughed. Liu Han did not think it was funny. Hsia said, 'He
good Communi st, Nieh is. He will not m nd sharing what he has."V~
no nore ado than that, he lunged at her.

She tried to push himaway. He | aughed again - he was nuch stron
than she was. He bent his face down to hers. Wen he tried to kiss
she tried to bite him Wthout any visible show of anger, he sl apped
in the face. His erection, big and thick, ramred agai nst her hipbone.
shoved her down onto the thick pile of bedding in a coner of the ro
got down beside her, and started pulling off her black cotton trouse

In pain, half stunned, for a, noment she lay still and unresisting.
m nd flew back to the bad days aboard the little scaly devils' airp]
that never cane down, when the little devils had brought men into
metal cell and they'd had their way with her, whether she wanted tl
or not. She was a woman; the scaly devils starved her if she did not 1
in; what could she do?

Then, she'd been able to do nothing except yield. She'd been altoge.
inthe little scaly devils' power - and she'd been an ignorant pea.,
woman who knew no better than to do whatever was dermanded of

She wasn't like that any nore. Instead of fear and subm ssion, v
shot through her was rage, so raw and red, she marveled it didn't rr
her expl ode. Hsia Shou-Tao yanked her trousers off over her ankles
flung them agai nst the wall. Then he pulled down his own, just jialfi
The head of his organ, ranpantly free of its foreskin, slapped Liu H

S
be brought un her knee and rammed it into his crotch as han

H s eyes went wide and round as a foreign devil's, with whito
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around the iris. He made a noise half groan, half scream and fol ded
up on hinself like a pocketknife, his hands clutching the precious parts
she' d wounded.

If she gave himany chance to recover, he'd hurt her badly, naybe even
kill her. Careless that she was naked fromthe wai st down, she scranbled
away from him snatched a |ong sharp knife out of the bottom drawer of
the chest by the wi ndow, and went back to touch the edge of the bl ade
to his thick, bull-like neck

"You bitch, you whore, you-'He took one hand away from his injured
privates to try to knock her aside.

She bore down on the blade. Blood trickled fromthe cut. 'Hold very
still, Conrade,' she hissed, |oading what shoul d have been an honored
title with every ounce of scomshe could. 'If you think I wouldn't like
to see you dead, you're even stupider than | give you credit for.'

Hsia froze. Liu Han pressed the knife in a little deeper anyhow. ' Careful,"
he said in a tiny, strangled voice: the nore he nade his throat nove, the
nmore the knife cut him

"Way should | be careful F she snarled. It was, she realized, a good
question. The longer this tableau held, the better the odds Hsia Shou-Tao

would find a way to turn the tables on her. Killing himnow would nake
sure he didn't. If she left himalive, she'd have to nove fast, while he
was still too shocked and in too nuch pain to think clearly. 'Are you ever

going to do that to me agai n?' she demanded

He started to shake his head, but that made the knife bl ade nove in

his flesh, too. 'No,' he whispered.

She started to ask if he would ever do such a thing to any other wonan
agai n, but changed her mnd before the words crossed her lips. He would
say no to that, too, but he would undoubtedly be |ying. Thinking of one
lie would make it easier for himto think of others. Instead, she said, 'Get
on your hands and knees - slowy. Don't do anything to get yourself bled
out like a pig.

He managed. He was awkward not just because of his battered testicles

but al so because his trousers were still in disarray, inpeding his novenent.
That was one of the things Liu Han counted on: even if he wanted to grab
her, having his pants around his ankl es woul d sl ow hi m up.

She took the knife away fromhis neck, stuck it in the small of the

back. 'Now crawl to the door,' she said. 'If you think you can knock ne
down before | shove this all the way in, go ahead and try."'

Hsi a Shou-Tao crawl ed. At Liu Han's order, he pulled the door open
and craw ed out into the hall. She thought about kicking himagain as he

| eft, but decided not to. After the humliation fromthat, she would have
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to kill him He hadn't cared what humiliation he mght visit on her
she couldn't afford to be so cavalier.

She sl anmed the door after him let the bar down with a thud.
then, after it was over, did she start to shake. She | ooked down at
knife in her hand. She could never |eave the room unarned, not now.
couldn't leave the knife in a drawer while she slept any nore, ei
woul d have to stay in the bedding with her.

She wal ked over, got her trousers, and started to put them back
Then she paused and threw t hem down again. She took a scrap of
wet it in the pitcher on the chest of drawers, and used it to scrub at
spot where Hsia Shou-Tao's penis had rubbed against her. Only
that was done did she get dressed.

A coupl e of hours later, sonmeone knocked on the door. Ice shot
Liu Han's back. She grabbed the knife. '"Wio is it?" she asked,
in hand. She realized it m ght not do her any good. If Hsia had a pi
he coul d shoot through the door and | eave her dead or dying at no
to hinself.

But the answer canme quick and clear. 'Nieh Ho-Ting.' Wth a ga
relief, she unbarred the door and let himin.

"Ch, it's so good to be back in Peking,' he exclaimed. But as he m
to enbrace her, he saw the knife in her hand. 'Wat's this? he asked,
eyebrow ri sing.

VWhat it was seemed obvious. As for why it was - Liu Han had
she'd be able to keep silent about Hsia's attack, but at the first ques
the tale poured forth. Nieh listened inpassively; he kept silent,
for a couple of questions to guide her along, till she was through.

"What do we do about this manT Liu Han dermanded. '| know I
not the first woman he has done this to. Fromthe nmen in ny villa
woul d have expected nothing different. Is the People's Liberation
run like ny village, though? You say no. Do you nmean 0

"I do not think Hsia will bother you again, not that way,' Nieh sa
he did, he would be a bigger fool than | know himto be.’

"It is not enough,' Liu Han said. The nenory of Hsia Shou-Tad
at her clothing brought alnost as nmuch fury as had the actual as
"I't's not nme alone - he needs to be punished so he never does thi
anyone!

"The only sure way to manage that is to purge him and the cause
him even if he is not the perfect man for it' N eh Ho-T ing answe
He held up a hand to forestall Liu Han's irate reply. 'W shall see
revol utionary justice can acconplish. Come down to the neeting of
executive conmittee tonight.' He paused thoughtfully. 'That will also
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way of getting your views heard there nore often. You are a very sensible
worman. Perhaps you will be a nenber before too long.'

"I will come,' Liu Han said, concealing her satisfaction. She had cone
before the executive conmmttee before, when she was advocating and
refining her plan for bonbing the little scaly devils at their feasts. She
hadn't been invited back - till now Maybe N eh had anbitions of using
her as his puppet. She had anbitions of her own.

Much of the business of the executive committee proved stupefyingly
dull. She held boredom at bay by glaring across the table at Hsia
Shou- Tao. He woul d not neet her eye, which enbol dened her to glare
nmore fiercely.

Nieh Ho-T'ing ran the neeting in ruthlessly efficient style. After
the conmittee agreed to |liquidate two nmerchants know to be passing
information to the little devils (and al so known to be backers of the
Kuom ntang) he said, "It is unfortunate but true that we of the People's
Li beration Arny are ourselves creatures of flesh and blood, and all too
fallible. Conrade Hsia has provided us with the | atest exanple of such
frailty. Conrade? He | ooked toward Hsia Shou-Tao |ike - the conparison
that sprang to Liu Han's nmind was |ike a |landlord who's caught a peasant
cheating himout of his rents.

Li ke that guilty peasant, Hsia | ooked down, not at his accuser. 'Forgive

me, Conrades,' he munbled. 'I confess | have failed nyself, failed the
Peopl e's Liberation Arny, failed the Party, and failed the revol utionary
nmovenent. Because of my. lust, | tried to nolest the loyal and faithfu

follower in the revolutionary footsteps of Mao Tse-Tung, our sol dier
Liu Han.'

The self-criticismwent on for sone tine. Hsia Shou-Tao told in
hum liating detail how he had nmade advances to Liu Han, how she
rebuffed him how he tried to force her, and how she defended herself.

"I was in error in all regards in this matter,' he said. 'Qur soldier Liu
Han had never shown signs of being attracted to nme in any way. | was
wong to try to take her for ny own pleasure, and wong again to ignore
her when she nade it plain she did not want ne. She did right to rebuff
me, and right again in courageously resisting ny treacherous assault. |
am gl ad she succeeded."

The oddest part of it was, Liu Han believed him He would have been
glad in a different way had he raped her, but his ideol ogy drove him
toward recogni zing that what he had done was wrong. She didn't know
for certain whether that nmade her respect the ideology nore or frightened
her green.

When Hsi a Shou-Tao conpleted the self-criticism he glanced toward
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Ni eh Ho-Ting to see whether it had been adequate. No, Liu Han t

but it was not her place to speak. And, after a nmoment, Nieh said in a
voi ce, 'Conrade Hsia, this is not your first failing along these lines
worst, yes, but far fromyour first. Wat have you to say of thatT

Hsi a bowed his head again. 'I admt it' he said hunbly. '
vigilant fromnow on in elimnating this flaw from my character.
again shall | disgrace myself with woren. If | should, | amrea

suffer the punishnents prescribed by revolutionary Justice!

"See to it that you renmenber what you have said here today,"
Ho-Ting warned himin a voice that tolled Iike a gong.

"Wrnen, too, are part of the revolution,' Liu Han added, which
Ni eh, the other nen of the executive committee, and even Hsia
nod. She didn't say anything nore, and everyone nodded agai n: no
did she say what was true, she didn't rub people's noses init.
probably one day before too |ong, the executive commttee woul d
new nenber. People would recall her good sense. Wth that, an
Ni eh backing her, she would gain a regular seat here.

Yes, she thought. My time w g cone.

George Bagnall stared in fascination at the gadgets the Lizards had
over along with captive Germans and Russians to get their own pri
back. The snmall disks were plastic of sone sort, with a netallic finis
sonmehow had shifting rainbows in it. Wen you put one into a rea
screen filled with color inmages nore vivid than any he'd ever seen
ci nena.

"How the devil do they do itT he asked for what had to
tenth tine.

Li zard tal k cane hissing out of the speakers to either side of the
Smal | as they were, those speakers reproduced sound with greater
than any manufactured by human bei ngs.

"You're the bl eeding engineer,' Ken Enbry said. 'You're suppo
tell the rest of us poor ignorant sods how it's done.'

Bagnall rolled his eyes. How many hundreds of years of sc
progress for hunmanity lay between the aircraft engines he'd no
and t hese innocent-|ooking, alnost nagical disks? Hundreds? My
many t housands?

"Even the all eged expl anati ons we get fromLizard prisoners don
much sense - not that anyone here in Pskov speaks their |anguage
damm, ' Bagnal | said.' What the bleeding hell is a skel kwank |ight?
it is, it pulls imges and sounds out of one of these little blighters,
buggered if | know how.'
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"W don't even know enough to ask the right questions,' Enbry said
in a nmournful voice.

"Too right we don't,' Bagnall agreed. 'And even though we see the
stories and hear the sounds that go with them nost of the tine they
still don't make any sense to us: the Lizards are just too strange. And
do you know what? | don't think they'll be a farthing's worth clearer to
the Jerries or the Bol sheviks than they are to us.

"For that matter, what would a Lizard nake of Gone Wth the Wn& '

Enbry said. 'He'd need it annotated the way we have to put footnotes
to every third word in Chaucer, but even worse.'

"That bit in the one story where the Lizard kept doi ng whatever he
was doi ng - | ooking things up, maybe - and the i mages appeared one
after another on the screen he was watching ... Wuat the devil was that
supposed to nean?

Enbry shook his head. 'Damed if | know. Maybe it was supposed to
be all deep and synbolic, or nmaybe we don't understand what's going
on, or maybe the Lizard who made the filmdidn't understand what was
goi ng on. How can we know? How can we even guess?

"Do you know what it nmakes nme want to do?' Bagnall said.

"If you're anything like ne, it makes you want to go back to our house
and drink yourself blind on that clear potato spirit the Russians brew, '
Enbry sai d.

"You've hit it in one, ' Bagnall said. He hefted another story disk, watched
the shimering rai nbows shift. 'Wat worries ne nost about having al
these go to the Nazis and the Reds is that, if they do nanage to deci pher
them better than we can in this one-horse town, they'll learn things we
won't know in Engl and.’

"This thought has crossed nmy mnd,' Enbry admtted.' Do recal |, though,
the Lizards nmust have left all sorts of rubbish behind when their invasion
failed. If we don't have a goodly nunber of these skel kwank readers and
the disks that go with them I1'lIl be very much surprised!

"You have a point,' Bagnall said. 'The trouble is, of course, it's rather
like - no, it's exactly like - having a library scattered at random across
the | andscape. You never can tell beforehand which book will have the
pretty picture you' ve been | ooking for all along.

"I"Il tell you what 1'd like! Enbry lowered his voice; some Red Arny
men and a fair nunber fromthe Wehrmacht could follow English. '"I'd
like to see the Germans and the Russians - to say nothing of the bl oody
Li zards - scattered at random across the | andscape. You coul dn't nake
me nmuch happier than that.'

"Nor me.' BalLynall | ooked around at the maD-1ined chanber where thev

F
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regul arly kept the Nazis and Bol shevi ks from going for each other's throa
The readers and di sks were stored there not | east because it was tenu=
neutral ground, with neither side likely to try to steal everything for its
fromit. He sighed. 'I wonder if we'll ever see England again. Not Iik(
I"'mafraid."'

J fear you're right! Enmbry sighed, too. 'W're dooned to grow
and to die in Pskov - or, nore likely, doomed not to grow old and to
in Pskov. Only blind luck's kept us intact thus far!

"Blind luck and not getting infatuated with any snipers of the fery
per suasi on, unlike poor Jones,' Bagnall said. He and Enbry both | aug
though it wasn't funny, not really. Bagnall added, 'Being around the
Tatiana is likelier to make certain you don't grow old and die in Ps
than any other single thing | can think of offhand.’

"How right you are,' Enbry said feelingly. He would have gone o
that vein for sonme tine, but Al eksandr German chose that noner.
wal k into the chamber. He went from English to halting Russian: 'C
day, Conrade Bri gadier!

"Hello.' German did not look like a brigadier. Wth his red nmusta
| ong, unkenpt hair, and bl azing bl ack eyes, he | ooked half |ike a ba
half |ike an A d Testanment prophet (which occasionally made Ba
wonder how nuch distinction there was between those two). No
| ooked over at the Lizards' reading machi nes. ' Marvel ous devi ces
said it first in Russian, then in Yiddish, which Bagnall followed be

'That they are,' Bagnall -answered in Gernman, which Germar
parti san | eader al so under st ood.

The brigadi er tugged at his beard. He continued in Yiddish, in m

tones: ' Before the war, you know, | was not a hunter or a trapper or any
of the sort. | was a chem st here in Pskov, making nedicines that did
much good.' Bagnall hadn't known that; Al eksandr German usuall

but little of hinself. His eyes still on the reader, he went on, 'l was
when the first airplane came to Pskov, | renmenber the cinenma co

and the wireless, and the tal king cinema. How coul d anythi ng be
modem t han the tal king ci nema? And then the Lizards cone and
us we are children, playing with children's toys.

"I had this same thought not |ong ago,' Bagnall said. 'I also
when the first Lizard fighter plane flew past my Lancaster.
wor se then.'

Al eksandr German stroked his beard again. 'That is right; yot
flier." H's laugh showed bad teeth and m ssing ones. 'Very often
this. You and your conrades' - he nodded to Enbry, and with the
i ncl uded Jones, too -'have done such good work here keeping us z
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Nazis nore angry at the Lizards than at each other that | do not recal
it is not why you cane to Pskov.

"Sonetines we have trouble renenbering that ourselves,' Bagnall. said.
Enbry nodded enphatically.

' They have never tried to involve you with the Red Air ForceT Gernman
sai d. Before either Englishman could speak, he answered his own question
"No, of course not. The only aircraft we've had around these parts are
Kukuruzni ks, and they woul dn't bother foreign experts over such snall
and sinple things.'

"l suppose not,'Bagnall said, and sighed. The bipl anes | ooked as if they
fl ew thensel ves, and as if anyone with a spanner and a screwdriver could
repair them Having himwork on one would have been Iike calling out
the head of the Royal College of Surgeons for a hangnail, but he wouldn't
have m nded fiddling about with any kind of aircraft.

Al eksandr German studied him He'd had a | ot of Russians and
Germans study himsince he'd got to Pskov. Mist of the time, he had
no trouble figuring out what they were thinking: how can | use this chap
for my own advantage? They were usually so obvious about it it wasn't
worth getting annoyed over. He couldn't so readily fathomthe partisan
brigadi er's expression.

At |ast, perhaps talking as much to hinself as to Bagnall, Al eksandr
German said,'If you cannot use your training against the Lizards here, you
m ght do well with the chance to use it somepl ace el se. So you m ght.'

Again, he didn't wait for a reply. Scratching his head and nmuttering
under his breath, he strode out of the chanber. Bagnall and Enbry both
stared after him 'You don't suppose he neant he could get us back to
Engl and - do you?' Enbry whispered, sounding afraid to nention the
t hought al oud.

"I doubt it,' Bagnall answered. 'Mre likely, he's just wondering if he
can turn us into a couple of Stalin's Hawks. Even that wouldn't be so bad
- bit of a change from what we've been doing, what? As for the other -2
He shook his head. 'I don't dare think about it.'

"Wonder what's left of Blighty these days,' Enbry nurnured. Bagnal
wonder ed, too. Now he knew he woul d keep on wondering, and wonderi ng
if there really was a way to get hone again. No point dream ng about what
you knew you coul dn't have. But if you thought you m ght sonehow -

Hope was out of its box now It m ght disappoint him but he knew he'd
never be without it again.

The Tosevite hatchling was out of its box again, and all-seeing spirits
of Enperors past only knew what it would get into next. Even with his
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swi veling eye turrets, Ttomal ss had an ever nmore difficult tine keer
track of the hatchling when it started crawling on the | aboratory fl
He wondered how Big Ugly femal es, whose vision had a field of v

far more limted than his own, managed to keep their hatchlings a,
from di saster.

A lot of themdidn't. He knew that. Even in their nost technol ogic
sophi sticated not-enpires, the Big Uglies |ost appalling nunber!
hatchlings to di sease and accident. In the |ess sophisticated area
Tosev 3, sonewhere between a third and a half of the hatchlings
energed from femal es' bodies perished before the planet had taken
slow turn around its star.

The hatchling crawl ed out to the doorway that opened onto the corr
Ttomal ss' mouth dropped open in anmusenment. 'No, you can't get out
these days,' he said.

As if it understood him the hatchling made the irritating nois
emtted when frustrated or annoyed. He'd had a technician make a
mesh screen he could set in the doorway and fasten to either side of it,
hat chl i ng wasn't strong enough to pull down the wire or clever enou
unscrew the nounting brackets. It was, for the nmonent, confined.

"And you won't risk exterm nation by crawing off into Tessrek's
Ttomal ss told it. That could have been funny, but wasn't. Ttonal ss
most mal es of the Race, had no particular use for Big Uglies. TeE
t hough, had concei ved a venonous hatred for the hatchling in parti
for its noise, for its odor, for its nere existence. If the hatchling
into his territory again, he mght bring hinself to the notice ¢
di sciplinarians. Ttomalss didn't want that to happen; it would inti
with his research.

The hatchling knew none of that. The hatchling knew not hi ng
anything; that was its problem It pulled itself upright by clinging
wire and stared out into the corridor. It nade nore little whining r
Tt omal ss knew what they neant: | want to go out there.

"No,"' he said. The whining noises got |ouder; no was a woi
hat chl i ng understood, even if one it usually chose to ignore. It M
some nore, then added what sounded |ike an enphatic cough:
want to go out there

"No,' Ttomal ss said again, and the hatchling went from whin
screamng. It screaned when it didn't get what it wanted. W
screanmed, all the researchers along the whole corridor joined in
both it and Ttonal ss for harboring it.

He went over and picked it up. 'I'msorry,' he lied as he carried i
fromthe door. He distracted it with a ball he'd taken froman e,
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chamber. 'Here, you see? This stupid thing bounces! The hatchling
stared in evident amazement. Ttonal ss knewrelief. It wasn't always
easy to distract any nore; it renenbered what it had been doi ng and
what it wanted to do

But the ball seenmed interesting. When it stopped bouncing, the hatchling
craw ed over to it, picked it up, and stuck it up against its nmouth. Ttonal ss
had been sure it would do that, and had washed the ball beforehand. He'd
| earned the hatchling would stick anything it could into its nouth, and
|l earned not to let it get its hands on things small enough to go inside there.
Sticking his hand into its sliny little mawto retrieve this or that was not
somet hing he relished, and he'd already had to do it nore than once.

The conmuni cat or squawked for his attention. Before going to answer,
he qui ckly scanned the area where the Tosevite sat to make sure
not hi ng swal | owabl e was cl ose by. Satisfied over that, he answered the
i nstrument.

Ppevel 's face stared out of the screen at him 'Superior sir,' he said,
activating his own video.

"I greet you, Psychol ogist,' Ppevel said. 'l amto warn you that there
is an increased probability you will be required to turn over the Tosevite
hat chl i ng upon which you are currently conducting research to the Big
Ugly femal e fromwhose body it emerged. Do not nerely be prepared for
this eventuality; anticipate it as near-terrn reality.’

"It shall be done,' Ttonalss said; he was, after all, a male of the Race.
Even as he pl edged obedi ence, though, he knew a sinking feeling. He did
his best not to show it as he asked, 'Superior sir, what has led to this
hasty deci si on?"

Ppevel hissed softly; hasty was a term of condemmati on anong the
Race. But he answered civilly enough: 'The femal e from whose body this
hat chl i ng came has acquired increased status in the People's Liberation
Arny, the Tosevite group in China responsible for nost of the guerrilla
activity against us there. Thus, propitiating her is of increased priority
when conpared to its inportance a short while ago.

"I - see,' Ttomalss said slowy. As he tried to think, the Tosevite hatchling
started whinpering. It got nervous now when he was out of its sight for
very long. Doing his best to ignore the little squalling nuisance, he tried
to keep his wits on the course they had begun. 'If this fenmale' s status
in the outlaw organi zation is | owered, then, superior sir, the pressure to
turn over the hatchling al so | essens once nore, is that not correct?

"In theory, yes,' Ppevel replied. 'How you can hope to turn theory to
practice in this particular instance is difficult for ne to conprehend.

Qur influence over any Tosevite groups, even those allegedly favoring
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us, is nore limted than we would like; our influence over those in a(
opposition to us is, for all practical purposes, nil except for neas
mlitary.'

He was right, of course. The Big Uglies were prone to believe
what they wanted woul d come true nmerely because they wanted it.
delusion afflicted the Race to a | esser degree. And yet, Ttomalss tho
there ought to be a way. It wasn't as if the female Liu Han had ha
contact with the Race before giving birth to this hatchling. The s
creature had been conceived in an orbiting starship; its nother had
part of the Race's initial study cadre on the bizarre nature of Tos
sexual ity and mating patterns.

Al at once, Ttonalss's nouth fell open. 'Are you | aughi ng at
Psychol ogi st ?* Ppevel asked, his voice soft and dangerous.

"By no neans, superior sir,' Ttomalss answered hastily. '| do be]
however, that | have devised a way to |l ower the status of the femnal
Han. |If successful, as you say, this will lower her rank and presti
the People's Liberation Arnmy and will allow ny vital research proi
to continue.'

"My belief is that you place higher priority on the second than o
first,' Ppevel said. Since that was true, Ttonmalss did not reply. P
went on, 'l forbid nmilitary action against or assassination of the ft
in question. Either of these tactics, even if successful, will raiser
than | ower her status. Some mal es have fallen into the slipshod TCE
habit of obeying only such orders as suit them You would be nost ur
Psychol ogi st, to number yourself anbng themin this particular ca

"It shall be done as you say in every particular, superior sir,' Ttoi
prom sed. 'l have no plans for violence against the Big Ugly in que
I plan to reduce her status through ridicule and humliation.'

"I'f this can be done, well enough,'Ppevel said.' Getting the Big Ugli e!
to notice they have been humliated, though, is a difficult underta

"Not in all instances, superior sir,' Ttonalss said. '"Not in all inste
He made his good byes, checked the hatchling - which, for a w
hadn't got into any mischief - and then went to work on the com
He knew just where to | ook for the data sequences he had in mn

Ni eh Ho-1"ing.tumed south off Chang Men Ta - the street t4dat 1E

the Chinese City of Peking fromthe Western gate - and onto N u

The district that centered on Cow Street was where the Muslins of
congregated. Nieh did not normally think nmuch of Muslins; their out
faith blinded themto the truth of the dialectic. But against the littl(
devils, ideology could for the nonent be overl ooked.
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He was reasonably well-fed, which nade the curio-shop owners standing
in the doorways of their establishnments shout and wave with particul ar
vigor as he wal ked past. N ne out of every ten of that breed were Mislins.
G ven the trash they sold, that hel ped reinforce the view nost Chinese
had of the Muslimmnority: that their honesty was not always above
r epr oach.

Further dowmn Niu CUM on the eastern side of the street, stood the
| argest nosque in Peking. Hundreds, maybe thousands, worshiped there
every day. The ga&- who led themin prayer had a potentially |arge group
of recruits ready to hand, recruits who could also give good service to the
Peopl e's Liberation Arny - if they woul d.

A large crowd of nmen stood around . . . 'No, they aren't outside the
nmosque, they're in front of it,' N eh said aloud. He wondered what was
going on, and hurried down Cow Street to find out.

As he drew nearer, he saw that the scaly devils had set up in the street
one of their machines that could nmake three-di mensional pictures appear
in the air above it. They sonetinmes tried broadcasting their propaganda
on those nmachines. Ni eh had never bothered suppressing their efforts; as
far as he was concerned, the scaly devils' propaganda was so | aughably
bad that it served only to estrange them fromthe peopl e.

Now, though, they were up to sonething new. The images floating
in mdair above the machine weren't propaganda at all, not in any
conventional sense of the word. They were just pornography: a Chinese
worman fom cating with a nan who was too hairy and who had too big
a nose to be anything but a foreign devil.

Ni eh Ho-Ti ng wal ked down Cow Street toward the display. He was a
straitlaced sort hinself, and wondered if the little devils hoped to provoke
their audi ence into degeneracy. The show they were putting on here was
di sgusting but, if that wasn't what they intended, apparently pointless.

As Ni eh drew nearer the picture nachine, the foreign devil, who had
had his head |owered for a while so he could tease the woman's nipple
with his tongue, raised it again. N eh stopped in his tracks, so suddenly
that a |l aborer behind himcarrying two buckets on a shoul der pol e al nost
ran into himand shouted angrily. N eh ignored the fellow. He recognized
the foreign devil. It was Bobby Fiore, the man who had put Liu Han's
baby into her.

Then the woman whose straining thighs clenched Bobby Fiore s flanks
turned her face toward Ni eh, and he saw that she was Liu Han. He bit his |ip.
Her features were slack with lust. The pictures had sound acconpanyi ng
them He listened to her little gasps of pleasure, just as he had when he
hel d her in his arns.
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In the pictures, Liu Han noaned. Bobby Fiore grunted like a s
pig. Both of themglistened with sweat. A Chinese man - a running
for the little scaly devils - spoke over their ecstatic noises, expla
to the cromd what it was watching: 'Here we see the fanous
revol utionary Liu Han as she rel axes between her nurders. Aren't
proud to have this kind of person claimng to represent you? Don't
hope she gets everything she wants?

'Eee,' said one of the nen around the picture nmachine, 'l think
is getting everything she wants. That foreign devil, he's made |
donkey.' Everyone who heard hi m| aughed - including Nieh Ho-T
though stretching his mouth into the proper shape and maki ng
ri ght sounds cone out of his throat hurt as if he were being fl
with knives.

The machine started a new filmof Liu Han - with a different nman
time. "Here is true Communi sm' the narrator said. 'From each accor
to his abilities, to each according to his needs.

The crowd of |oafers guffawed at that, too. Again, N eh Ho-
made hinself join the men around him The first rule was not to
conspi cuous. As he | aughed, though, he noted that the narrator
probably a Kuom ntang man - you had to be famliar with
rhetoric to use it so effectively in burlesque form He al so noted
man down for assassination, if he could find out who he was.

After Ni eh had stood around for a couple of mnutes, he went on t
mosque. He was | ooking for a man named Su Shun-Ch'in, and found
sweepi ng the prayer area clean. That bespoke sincerity and dedica
Had Su Shun-Ch'in been at his trade nerely for profit, he would have
an underling do the unpleasant parts of the job.

He | ooked at Nieh with something |l ess than perfect |iking. 'How
you expect us to work with folk who are not only godl ess but wh
sluts in positions of authority? he demanded. 'The scaly devils are
to scom you for that.'

Nieh did not mention that he and Liu Han were |overs. Instead, he
"This poor woman was captured by the little scaly devils and forced to
her body to these nen or she would be starved. Is it any wonder that
she buns for revenge agai nst then? They seek to discredit her, to
her effectiveness as a revolutionary |eader."'

"l have seen sone of these pictures the little devils show,'Su Sfi un-
answered. 'In one or two, the woman Liu Han | ooks to be forced,
others, though - the ones with the foreign devil with the fuzzy back
chest - she is doing nothing but enjoying herself. This is very pla

Liu Han had fallen in love with Bobby Fiore. At first, maybe, it had
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not hing nore than two m sezabl e people thrown together in a situation
where they had no relief save each other, but it had grown to nore than
that. Nieh knewit. He also knew, fromhis tinme with Bobby Fiore on the
road and in Shanghai, that the foreign devil had |oved her, too, even if
he hadn't bothered being faithful to her

No matter how true all that was, none of it would matter to the gadi

Nieh tried a different tack: 'Whatever she did in the past that the little
devils show, she did only because without doing it she would have been
starved to death. Possibly she did not hate all of it; possibly this foreign
devil was decent to her in a place where anything decent was hard to
find. But whatever she did, it is the scaly devils' fault, not hers, and she
repents of having done it.'

"Maybe, ' Su Shun-Ch'in said. By Chinese standards, his face was |ong
and craggy; he m ght have had a foreign devil or two in his distant
ancestry. H's features |l ent thensel ves to stem di sapproval

"Do you know what else the scaly devils did to the woman Liu Han?

Ni eh said. Wen the gadi shook his head, he went on.'They phot ographed

her giving birth to a child, and photographed that child coming forth from
bet ween her | egs. Then they stole it, to use it for their own purposes as if
it were a beast of burden. You will not see them show ng pictures of that,
I woul d wager.'

"This is so?" Su Shun-Ch'in said. 'You Conmuni sts, you are good at
inventing lies to advance your cause.'

Ni eh reckoned all religion a lie to advance a cause, but did not say so.
"This is so,' he answered quietly.

The gadi studied him 'You are not lying to ne now, | do not think,"

he said at |ast.

"No, | amnot lying to you now,' N eh agreed. He w shed he had not
tacked on the last word. Then he saw Su Shun-Ch'in noddi ng soberly,

per haps pl eased he was acknow edgi ng he did sonetines lie. He went

on, 'In truth, the woman Liu Han gains face fromthese pictures the scaly
devils show, she does not lose it. They prove that the little devils fear

er so nuch, they need to discredit her by whatever neans they can

Su Shun-Ch'in chewed on that |ike a nan working nmeat froma chunk

of pork that was nostly gristle. 'Perhaps there is sone truth in this,' he
said after a long pause. Nieh had to work hard not to show the reli ef

he felt as the qadi continued, 'I will present your interpretation of these
pictures to the nen who believe as | do, at any rate.
, That will be very fine,' N eh said. 'If we stand together in a popul ar

frorit, we nay yet defeat the little scaly devils.'
"Perhaps there is sone truth in this,' Su repeated, 'but here, only sone.
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When you say a popular front, you nean a front you wll [ ead.
not believe in equal partnerships.

Ni eh Ho-T'ing put as nuch indignation as he could into his vo
are wong. That is not true. 9

TO his surprise, Su Shun-Ch'in started to |laugh. He waggled a
in Neh's face. "Ali, now you are lying to ne again,' he said. N eh
to deny it, but the gadi waved himto silence. 'Never mnd. | und
you have to say what you have to say to support your cause
I know it is wong, you think it is right. Go now, and may
Conpassi onate, the Merciful, some day put wi sdominto your

Sancti moni ous old fool, N eh thought. But Su Shun-Ch'in had
he wasn't a fool, and he was going to work with the Comuni sts
the little devils' propaganda. And he was right about one thing
Peopl e's Liberation Arnmy was part of a popular front, that front
come to reflect the views of the Conmunist Party.

After Nieh left the nosque, he went wandering through the
and narrow hutungs of Peking. The scaly devils had set up
their picture machines. Liu Han's inmages fl oated above every
them coupling with one nan or another: usually Bobby Fiore,
al ways. The little scaly devils turned up the sound at the nonen
she neared and reached the C ouds and Rain, and also for the
commrentary of their Chinese |ackey.

The propaganda pi ece did sone of what the scaly devils wanted
A lot of the nmen watching Liu Han being penetrated called her a bi
a whore 6ust as Hsia Shou-Tao had, fromwhat she'd said) and
Peopl e's Liberation Arnmy for having raised her to a position of |lea
"I know what position I'd like to raise her to," one wit cracked, an
a loud | augh around that particular picture machine.

Not all the men reacted that way, though. Sone did sympathize
plight, and said so out |oud. And Ni eh found nost interesting the r
of the wonen who watched the record of Liu Han's degradation
wi t hout exception, they used the same words: 'OChh, poor thing. ,

They woul d use those words not only anong thensel ves, but

ei r husbands and brothers and sons. The Chi nese way of life

into the background, but that didn't mean they had no
1, ir opinions felt. If they thought the little scaly devi
$ h band and he a
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"All right, God damm it, where the hell is he? That booning baritone, that
| ook- out -wor | d- here-|-am arrogance, could only have bel onged to one man

of Heinrich Jager's acquai ntance. He had not expected to hear fromthat

one nman whil e canpai gni ng agai nst the Lizards in western Pol and.

He got to his feet, careful not to overturn the little alum num stove on
whi ch his supper sinmmered. 'Skorzeny!' he called. 'Wat the devil are
you doi ng here?'

"The devil's work, ny lad; the devil's work,' SS Standartenfahrer Oto
Skorzeny answered, folding Jager into a rib-crunching bearhug. Skorzeny
towered over Jager by fifteen centineters, but dom nated nost nmen not
because of his size but by sheer physical presence. Wen you fell under
his spell, you wanted to charge out to do whatever he told you to, no
matter how i npossible the rational part of your brain knew it was.

Jager had been on several missions with Skorzeny: in Russia, in Croatia,
in France. He marvel ed that he renained in one piece after them He
marvel ed even nore that Skorzeny did. He also set hinmself to resist
what ever bl andi shments Skorzeny hurtled his way. |f you stood up to
the SS man, you got respect. If you didn't, you got run over

Skorzeny thumped his belly. The scar that furrowed his left cheek
pul l ed up the comer of his nouth as he asked, 'Got any food around
these parts, or do you aimto starve ne to death?

"You're not wasting away,' Jager said, |ooking himover with a critica
eye. 'W have sonme stew - pork and turnips - and sone ersatz coffee
WIl they suit your mmjesty?

"No truffled pheasant, eh? Wll, steww Il do. But fuck ersatz coffee
and the dying horse that pissed it out! Skorzeny pulled a canteen off his
belt, undid the stopper, and passed the canteen to Jager. 'Have a snort!

Jager drank warily. Wth Skorzeny's sense of hunor, you had to be
wary. Jesus,' he whispered. 'Were did you cone by this?
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'Not a bad cognac, eh?' Skorzeny answered smugly. ' Courvoisier V
five-star, smoother than the inside of a virgin's twat.'

Jager took another sip, this one with appropriate reverence, then han
the felt-covered al um num flask back to Skorzeny. 'I've changed nmy m
I don't want to know where you found it. If you tell me, I'll desert an
there nyself. Werever it is, it's a nicer place than this.'

"Which isn't saying one hell of a lot, when you get down to it,' Skorz
said. 'Now, where's that stew?" Wen he'd filled the metal bow from
own ness kit, he gul ped the stuff down, then sent a shot of cognac aft
' Shane to chase anything so vile, but the hooch doesn't do ne any go(

I don't drink it, eh?" He gave Jager a shot in the ribs with his elbo

"VWhat ever you say, ' Jager answered. If you let the SS man sweep
away, you were in trouble - he kept renminding hinself of that. O colu
since Skorzeny was here, he was going to find hinself in trouble an
Skorzeny brought it with him along with heavenly cognac. What
of trouble, now, that varied frommssion to m ssion. Jager got up
stretched as lazily as he could, then said, 'Let's go for a little w

shal | we?'
"Ch, you just want to get me al one,' Skorzeny said in a shrill, arch fals
The panzer crewren still eating their suppers guffawed in delight. Gun

Gillparzer swallowed wong and started to choke; somebody had to po
hi m on the back before he could breathe straight again.

"If I were that desperate, you big ugly lunk, I think I'd shoot m
first,' Jager retorted. The troopers | aughed again. So did Skorzeny.
di shed it out, but he could take it, too.

He and Jager strode away fromthe encanpment: not far enough to
| ost, but out of earshot of the soldiers. Their boots squel ched in nud.
spring thaw had done as nuch as the Lizards to slow the German adva
Of in a pond not far away, one of the first frogs of the new year |et
| oud, mournful croak.

"He'I |l be sorry,' Skorzeny said. 'An oW will get him or a heron.’
sounded as if he thought the frog had it coni ng.

--14.9er didn't care about frogs one way or the other. 'The devil's
VWhat sort of deviltry have you got in mnd, and where do

owif you do or not,' Skorzeny answered. 'Have~ to
long as | was in the neighborhood, | thought

bowed fromthe waist. 'Hello.'
with a snort. By the way Skorzeny beam
onto his patience with both han

Nare you in the nei ghborhood?
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"I"'mgoing to deliver a present, as soon as | figure out the best way to
doit," the SS man said.

"Knowi ng the kind of presents you deliver, |I'"msure the Lizards will
be delighted to have this one,'Jager told him 'Anything | can do to tie a
bow on t he package, you know you have only to ask.' There. He'd gone
and said it. One way or another, odds were it would get himkilled.

He waited for the SS StandartenfUnhrer to go into extravagant, probably
obscene detail about the latest plan for making the Lizards'lives m serable.
Skorzeny took a childish delight in his nmurderous schenes Uager got a
sudden nmental inmage of himas a child of six in Lederhosen, opening a
package of tin soldiers; sonehow the child Skorzeny in his mnd had
a scarred face, too). Now, though, he sent Jager a hooded | ook before
answering, 'It's not for the Lizards.'

'No?' Jager raised an eyebrow. 'Well, if it's for ne, what are you doing
giving me fair warning? He suddenly sobered; officers who displ eased
the H gh Conmand had been known to di sappear fromthe face of the
earth as if they had never been. What had he done to di spl ease anyone
save the foe? 'If you're carrying a pistol with one bullet init, you'd better

tell nme why.'
"I's that what you're thinking? Gott imH nmel, no!' Skorzeny held up
his right hand as if taking an oath. '"Nothing like that, | swear. Not you,

not anybody you comrand or who commands you - no Germans at all,
as a matter of fact.'

"Well, all right, then,'Jager said in considerable relief. 'So what are you
getting all coy with nme for? The enem es of the Reich are the enem es of
the Reich. W'Il smash them and go on.'

Skorzeny's face grew unreadabl e again.' You say that now, but it's not the
song you' ve always sung. Jews are enemies of the Reich, nicht wahr?'

"I'f they weren't beforehand, we've certainly done enough to nmake them
so, ' Jager said. 'Even so, we've had good cooperation fromthe ones in
Lodz, keeping the Lizards fromusing the city as a stagi ng point agai nst
us. Wien you get down to it, they're human beings, ja?

"We' ve had cooperation fromthen®?' Skorzeny said, not answeringjager's
question. '"I'Il tell you who's had cooperation fromthem the Lizards, that's
who. If the Jews hadn't stabbed us in the back, we'd hold a | ot nore of
Pol and t han we do.'

Jager made a tired gesture. 'Wiy do we need to get into all of that?

You know what. we were doing to the Jews in Poland and Russia. Is it
any wonder they don't love us for the good Christians we are?

"No, it's probably no wonder,' Skorzeny said wi thout any rancor Jager
could hear. "But if they want to play that gane with us, they're going
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to have to pay the price. Now - do you want me to go on with
have to say, or would you sooner not listen so you don't have to
a thing?

'CGo ahead,' Jager said. 'I'mnot an ostrich, to stick ny hea
the sand.'

Skorzeny grinned at him The scar on his cheek pulled half his
into a grimace that m ght have cone froma gargoyle sitting sonew
hi gh on a nedi eval cathedral - or naybe that was just Jager's
pulling horror fromthe SS man's words: 'I'mgoing to set off the b
damed nerve-gas bonb the world has ever seen, and |'mgoing to
right in the mddle of the Lodz ghetto. So what do you think of that?
you a colonel, or just a scoutmaster in the wong uniforn®

"Fuck you, Skorzeny,'Jager said evenly. As the words came out
mout h, he renenbered a Jew sh partisan who'd used that invitation a
every other sentence. SS nen had shot the Jew - Max, his nane was
a place called Babi Yar, outside of Kiev. They'd botched the job, or
woul dn't have had the chance to tell his story. God only knew how
they hadn't bot ched.

"That's not an answer,' Skorzeny said, as immune to insult as a L
panzer was to machi ne-gun bullets. 'Tell ne what you think.'

"I think it's stupid,' Jager answered. 'The Jews in Lodz have
hel ping us. If you start killing off the people who do that, you
of friends in a hurry.'

" Ahh, those bastards are playing both ends against the mddle,
you know it as well as | do,' Skorzeny said. 'They kiss whichev
is closest to them It doesn't matter one way or the other, anyhow
got ny orders, and I'mgoing to carry them out.

Jager cane to attention and flipped up his right arm 'Heil Htle
said. He had to give Skorzeny credit: the big bruiser recognized it
sarcasm not acqui escence. Not only that, he thought it was funny.'
on, don't be a wet blanket,' he said. 'W've been through a | ot toge
you and 1. You can give ne a lot of help this tinme, too.'

"Yes, |I'd make a splendid Jew, ' Jager said, deadpan. 'How | ong
suppose a circunctision takes to heal up?
didn't used to be such a smartnouth,' Skorzeny said,
heel s and sticking thunbs into trouser pockqgs
young lout on a streetconer. 'Miust be senility c

ow am | supposed to hel p, though? |'ve never
of fensive steered wide around it so we
t fighting there. W can't afford to go
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panzers to Mol otov cocktails and things like that; we |ose too nmany of
themto the Lizards as is.'

"Yeah, that's the Iine you sent back to division, and division sent it
back to arny group headquarters, and the Hi gh Command bought it,"'
Skorzeny said with a nod. '"Bully for you. Maybe you'll get red stripes
on your trousers like a General Staff officer.’

"And it's worked, too,'Jager said. 'l saw nore street fighting in Russia
than | ever wanted. Nothing in the world chews up nen and nmachi nes
like that, and we don't have themto waste.'

Ya, ja, ja,' Skorzeny said with exaggerated patience. He | eaned forward
and glared at Jager. 'And | al so happen to know that one of the reasons
we swung around Lodz in two prongs is that you cut a deal with the
Jewi sh partisans there. What do you have to say to that, M GCeneral
Staff O ficer?

It mght have stopped snowi ng, but it was anything but warm All
the sanme, Jager felt his face heat. If Skorzeny knew that, it was in an SS
dossi er sonewhere ... which did not bode well for his |ong-term survival,
|l et alone his career. Even so, he answered as calnmy as he could: 'I say it
was mlitary necessity. This way, we have the partisans on our side and
driving the Lizards crazy instead of the other way round. It's worked out
dammed well, so you can take your "I also happen to know' and flush it
down the WC.'

"Why? What does Wnston Churchill want with it?'" Skorzeny said with
a leer. The joke woul d have been funnier if the Germans hadn't been naking
it on the radio fromthe day Churchill becane prinme mnister to the night
the Lizards arrived. The SS man went on, 'You have to understand, | don't
really give a damm. But it does mean you have connections with the Jews.
You ought to be able to use those to help nme get ny little toy right to the
center of town.'

Jager stared at him 'And you pay ne thirty pieces of silver
afterwards, don't you? | don't throw away connections like that. |
don't nurder them either. Wiy not ask nme to betray nmy own nen
while you're at it?

"Thirty pieces of silver? That's pretty good. Christ was a dam Kki ke,
too, renenber. And a whole fat lot of good it did him SO ' Skorzeny
studi ed Jager. 'The nore help we get fromyour little chuns, the easier
the job will be, and I'min favor of easy jobs whenever | can get 'ern.
They pay ne to risk nmy neck, but they don't pay ne to stick it out when
| don't have to.'

This froma man who'd bl own up a Lizard panzer by junping onto it
and throwi ng a satchel charge between turret and hull. Maybe Skorzeny
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called that a necessary sort of risk; Jager had no way of know n
said, 'You touch off a nerve-gas bonb in there, you' re going to kil
of people who don't have thing one to do with the war!

This time, Skorzeny's |augh was rude. 'You fought in Russia, sa

I did. So what?' He thunped Jager in the chest with a forefinger. 'L

and listen good. 1'"'mgoing to do this with you or without you. It'd
my life easier if it was with you. But ny life has been tough befo
it's tough again, believe me, I'Il cope. So what do you say?

"I don't say anything right now, ' Jager answered. 'I'mgoing to

to think this one over!
"Sure. Go ahead.' Skorzeny's big head bobbed up and down in a
of sweet reason. 'Think all you want. Just don't take too |ong do

The guard pointed a Sten gun at Mishe Russie's niddle. 'Cone o
movi ng,' he said, his voice harsh and nercil ess

Russie rose fromthe cot in his cell. 'The Nazis put ne in the
the Lizards put ne in gaol,' he said. J never thought Jews woul d
me the sane way!

If he'd hoped to wound the guard, he was disappointed. 'Life's tou
over,'the fellow answered indifferently. He gestured with the subma
gun. 'Now put it in gear.

He m ght have been an SS man. Mi she wondered if he'd | earn
mlitary manner fromthe genuine article. He'd seen that in Pol and,
the Jews and Pol es hel ped the Lizards chase out the Gernans.
few Jews, suddenly becone soldiers, inmtated the nost inpressive,
feroci ous human warriors they'd known. If you tried pointing that
them though, you were liable to get yourself killed. Moishe main
a prudent silence here.

He didn't know exactly -where here was. Sonewhere in Pa
of course, but he and his fam |y had been brought in tied
bl i ndf ol ded and conceal ed under straw. The outer walls of the c
were too high for himto see over them He could tell he w
a town fromthe noises that cane through the gol den san
sm ths pounding on netal, wagons rattling by, the distant b
a mar ket pl ace. Wherever he was, he was surely wal ki ng
mentioned in the Torah. Wenever he renenbered that, aw- pri

t hrough him
Most of the tinme, other things were on his mnd. Chief anong
was how to keep the Lizards fromwal king on this holy soil. He'd

the Bible at the Jew sh underground | eaders: Thou trustest in the s
this broken reed. |saiah had been tal king about the Egyptians,
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Li zards were in Egypt now. Russie didn't want themto foll ow Mises
across the Sinai and into Pal estine.

Very few peopl e cared about what he wanted, worse |uck. The |oca
Jews, fools that they were, reckoned the British here as oppressive as the
Nazis in Poland - or so they said, anyhow. Sone of them had escaped from
Pol and after the Nazis conquered it, so they should have known better.

"Turn,' the guard said: unnecessarily, for Mishe knew the way to the
interrogation chanber as well as a rat knew how to run through a famliar
maze. He never got rewarded with a piece of cheese for doing it right,

t hough; maybe his handl ers hadn't heard of Pavl ov.

When he got to the right doorway, the guard stood back and noti oned
for himto work the latch. That never failed to anuse him his captors took
hi m for a dangerous man who woul d seize a weapon and weak havoc with
it if he got the slightest chance. If only it were so, he thought wyly. G ve
hima swatter and he nmight be dangerous to a fly. Past that ... past
that, the nmenbers of the underground were letting their imaginations
run away with them

He opened the door, took one step into the room and stopped in
surprised dismay. There at the table, along with Begin and Stem and
the other usual questioners, sat a Lizard. The alien swung an eye turret
toward him 'This is the one? | have a hard tine being sure,' he said in
fair German.

Moi she stared at him The body paint he wore was far drabber than
that whi ch Mdi she renenbered, but no denying the voice was faniliar.

' Zol raag!"’

"He knows ne,' the fornmer Lizard governor of Poland said. 'Either you
have coached himwell or he is indeed the nal e who gave the Race such
adifficult tine in Poland.'

"He's Russie, all right,'Stemsaid. He was a big, dark fellow, a fighter
rather than a thinker if |ooks mattered, which wasn't always so. 'He says
we shoul d steer clear of you, no matter what.' He spoke Gernan, too, with
a Polish accent.

"And | say to you that we will give you quite a lot to have himin
our claws again,' Zolraag answered. 'He betrayed us - he betrayed ne
- and he should pay for this betrayal.' Lizards didn't have much in the
way of facial expression, but Mishe didn't |like the way Zolraag | ooked
or sounded. He hadn't thought the Race worried about such things as
revenge, either. If he was wong there, he would have been happi er not
knowing it.

' Nobody sai d anything about turning himover to you,' Menachem
Begin said in Yiddish. 'That was not why we brought you here.' He
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was short and slight, not a whole | ot bigger than a Lizard himself. |
was not hing much to | ook at, but when he spoke you had to take hi
seriously. He shook a finger at Zolraag. 'We hear what you have to s~
we hear what he has to say, and then we decide what to do.'

"You woul d be well-advised to take the Race and its desires m
seriously,' Zolraag answered, his voice cold. As he had back in Pol ai
he assumed his concerns were nore inportant than mankind' s sim
because they were his. Had he been bl ond and bl ue-eyed i nstead
green-brown and scaly, he would have made a good SS man hi ms(
the Race certainly had the notion of the Herrenvol k down solid.

He did not succeed in inpressing Begin. 'You would be well -advi sed
remenber where you are,' the underground | eader replied inperturbat
"W can always sell you to the British, and maybe get nore fromth
for you than your people would give us for Russie here.

"I took this risk when | let you bring me up to this part of the continer
mass,' Zolraag said; he had courage, whatever you thought of him,

his kind. 'l still have hopes, though, of persuading you that aligning m
the Race, the inevitable victors in this conflict, will serve you best in
Il ong run.'

Moi she spoke for the first time: 'Wat he really hopes is to get b
his old rank. H s body paint is very plain these days.

"Yes, and that is your fault,' Zolraag said with an angry hiss like 1
of a venonous serpent. 'It was through you that the province of Pol
passed from bei ng peaceful to becom ng restive, and you turned or
and blamed us for policies of simlar nature to those you had previoi
praised.'

' Borrbi ng WAshi ngt on was not the same as bombing Berlin,' M
answer ed, picking up the old argunent. 'And now you cannot ho
rifle to ny head to try to make me sing your praises and then use i

machines to twist my words when | refuse. | was ready to die to tel
truth, and you would not let ne. O course | exposed you when | go
chance.'

'"Ready to die to tell the truth,' Zolraag echoed. He swung his eye tu
toward the Jews who might |ead Palestine into rebellion for his peopl E
against the British. 'You are sensible, rational Tosevites, sirs. You
see the fanaticism the futility of this attitude.' I

Moi she started to | augh. He didn't intend to, but couldn't help hin
The degree to which Zol raag m sunderstood people in genera
Jews in particular was breathtaking. The fol k who had gi ven
wor | d Masada, who had stubbornly stayed Jews when sl augh,
for sport or for refusing to convert to Christianity ... and he exp
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themto choose the path of expedi ence? No, Russie couldn't help
but | augh.

Then Menachern Begin | aughed, too, and then Stem and then all the
underground | eaders. Even the guard with the Sten gun, at first glance
as hunorl ess a manver as was ever spawned, chuckl ed under his breath.
The idea of Jews choosing rationality over nmartyrdomwas too deliciously
absurd to resist.

Now t he underground | eaders gl anced at one another. How coul d you
explain Zolraag's unintentional irony? Nobody tried. Maybe you coul dn't
explain it, not so it nade sense to him Didn't that show the essentia

di fference between Lizards and human bei ngs? Mi she thought so.

Bef ore he could drive the point hone, Stemsaid, 'W will not turn
Russie over to you, Zolraag. Get used to that idea. W take care of
our own.'

"Very well,' the Lizard answered. 'W also do this. Here | think your

behavi or may be nore stubborn than necessary, but | conprehend it.
Your mirth, however, | find beyond understanding.'

"You woul d have to know nore of our history for it to nake sense to
you, ' Mbi she told him
That set Zolraag to maki ng unhappy-teakettle noises again. Russie hid
agrin. He'd said that with malice aforethought. The Lizards had a history
that reached far back into the depths of tinme, to the days when nen stil
lived in caves and fire was the great new i nvention of the age. As far as
they were concerned, nmankind had no history to speak of. The idea that
they shoul d concern thensel ves with human ephemera hit a nerve.
|

Menachern. Begi n spoke to Zolraag: Suppose we do rise against the
British. Suppose you help us in the fight. Suppose that hel ps you cone
into Pal estine afterwards. What do we get fromit besides a new naster

to lord it over us in place of the master we have now?'
"Are you now as free as any Tosevites on this planet? Zolraag asked,

addi ng an interrogative cough to the end of the sentence.

"I'f we were, the British wouldn't be our masters, Stem answered.

"Just so,' the Lizard said. 'After the conquest of Tosev 3 is over, though,
you will be raised to the same status as any other nation under us. You
wi || have the highest degree of - what is the word - autonony, yes.'

"Which is not rmuch,' Moishe put in.
"You be silent!' Zolraag said with an enphatic cough

"Why?' Russie jeered when none of the Jew sh underground | eaders
chose to back the Lizard. 'I'mjust being truthful, which is sensible and
rational, isn't it? Besides, who knows if the conquest of Tosev 3 will ever

be over? You haven't beaten us yet, and we've hurt you badly.'
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"Truth,' Zolraag admitted, which disconcerted Mishe for a np
The Lizard went on, 'And anong the Tosevite not-enpires that has
us worst is Deutschland, which also hurt you Jews worst. Do you
on the Deutsche now where you fought them before?

Russie tried not to show his w nce. Zolraag m ght have had no n
of what the history of the Jews was |ike, but he knew mentionin
Nazis to Jews was |ike waving a red flag before a bull: he did it to
away their power of rational thought. Reckoning hima fool did no

"W are not tal king about the Gernmans now,' Mishe said. '
tal ki ng about the British, who have treated Jews well on the who
the one hand, and your chances for conquering the world, which
| ook as good as they might, on the other.

"Of course we shall conquer Tosev 3,' Zolraag said. 'The Emp
ordered it' - he | ooked down at the floor for a nonent - '"and it
be done.’

He didn't sound particularly sensible or rational hinself there. V-~
sounded |i ke was an ultrapious Jew who got everything he knew fro
Torah and the Tal nud and rejected all secular learning his faith sus
himin the face of all obstacles. Sonetinmes that kept you going thr
bad times. Sometines it blinded you to things you should see.

Moi she studied his captors. Wuld they see Zolraag's blind
woul d their own blind themto it? He picked a different argune
you choose to deal with the Lizards, you'll always be a little fish
to them They may think you' re useful now, but what happens after
have Pal estine and they don't need you any nore?

Menachem Begi n showed his teeth in what was not a gr
anusenment. 'Then we start giving thema hard time, the same a
do the British now'

"This | believe,' Zolraag said. 'It would certainly follow the
pattern.' Did he sound bitter? Hard to tell with a Lizard, but that
have been Mi she's guess.

"If the Race conquers the whole world, though, who will back
agai nst us?' he asked Begin. 'Wat can you hope to gain?

Now Begin started to | augh. 'W are Jews. No one will back us
will gain nothing. And we will fight anyway. Do you doubt it?'

‘"Not even slightly,' Mdishe said. For a nmonent, captive al qd
under st ood each other perfectly. Mishe had been Zolraag's captive
They had stared at each other across a gap of inconprehensi on w
the black gulf of space that separated the Lizards' world from Eart

Zolraag did not fully foll ow what was going on now, either. He
"What is your answer, Tosevites? If you nust, if there is fire for hi
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your innards because he is of your clutch of eggs, keep this Russie. But
what do you say about the bigger question? WIIl you fight al ongside us
when we nove forward here and puni sh the British?

"Do you Lizards decide things on the spur of the noneriff Stem
demanded.

"No, but we are not Tosevites, either,' Zolraag answered with evident
relish. 'You do everything quickly, do you noff

"Not everything,' Stemsaid, chuckling a little. 'This we have to talk
about. We'll send you back safe--'

"I was hoping to bring an answer with ne,' Zolraag said. 'This would
not only help the Race but inprove ny own status.

"But we don't care about either of those, except insofar as they help us,’
Stem said. He nodded to Russie's guard. 'Take himback to his room' He
didn't call it a cell; even Jews used eupheni sns to sugar-coat the things
they did. Stemwent on, 'You can let his wife and son visit, or just his
wife, if he'd rather. They aren't going anywhere.'

"Right. Cone on, you,' the guard said to Mishe, as usual punctuating
his orders with a jerk of the Sten gun's barrel. As they wal ked down
the corridor toward the chanber - however you wanted to describe it
- in which Russie was confined, the fellow added, 'No, you aren't going
anywhere - not alive, you're not.'

' Thank you so much. You do reassure ny mnd,' Mishe replied. For
anot her of the rare tines since the Jew sh underground had stolen him
fromthe British, he heard that hard-nosed guard | augh out | oud.

lce was still floating in the Mdscow River. A big chunk banged into the
bow of the rowboat in which VWacheslav Mol otov sat, knocking the boat
si deways. ' Sorry, Conrade Foreign Commi ssar,' the fellow at the oars
said, and put the rowboat back on its proper course upstream

"It's all right," Mdlotov answered absently. O course, the oarsnan

bel onged to the NKVD. But he had such a heavy, bovine okane - a

Corky accent that tined a's into until he sounded as if he hinself

had been turned out to pasture - that no one, hearing himfor the first
time, could possibly take himseriously. A nice bit of maskirovka, that's
what it was.

A couple of minutes |later, another piece of ice ran into the boat. The
NKVD man chuckl ed. 'Bet you wi sh you'd taken a panje wagon to the

kol khoz now, eh, Conrade?

‘"No,"' Mblotov answered coldly. He waved a gl oved hand over to the
riverbank to illustrate why he said what he said. A panje wagon pulled by
a troi ka of horses slowy struggled al ong. Even the Russian wagons, wth
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their tall wheels and boatlike bottonms, had a tough time getting
the mud of the spring rasputitsa. The muddy season woul d vary
fall, depending on how heavy the rains were. In spring, when a w
worth of snow and ice nmelted, the nud was al ways thick enough to
bott om ess.

Not a bit put out at his abruptness, the rower chuckl ed again.
he wanted to, he showed skill with the oars, dodging nore pieces o
ice with alnost a ballerina' s adroitness. (Ml otov thought of A
M koyan, caught by rain at a party to which he'd come with
unbrel l a. When the hostess excl ained that he would get wet, he
smled and said, 'OCh, no. |I'll dance between the raindrops.' If an
could do it, Mkoyan was the one.)

Li ke a lot of riverside collective farnms, Kol khoz 118 had a ricke
sticking out into the turbid brown water of the river. The NKVD bo
tied up the rowboat at the pier, then scranbled up onto it to help M
out. Wien Ml otov started toward the farm buil ding, the oarsman
follow him The foreign comm ssar woul d have been astoni shed
had. He night have been NKVD, but he surely didn't have the
cl earance he'd need for this project.

Cows | owed, which nmade Mol otov think again of the rower's into
Pigs grunted. They didn't mind nud - on the contrary. Neither did
and geese. Chickens struggled, pulling one foot out of the nuck an
the other and | ooking down with little beady black eyes as if won
why the ground kept trying to grab them

Mol ot ov wri nkl ed his nose. The kol khoz had a fine barnyard
no doubt about that. Its buildings were typical for those of col
fanns, too: unpainted and badly painted wood, all | ooking decades
than they were. Men in cloth caps, collarless shirts, and baggy tro
tucked into boots tranped here and there, some with pitchforks,
with shovel s.

It was all maskirovka, carried out with Russian thoroughness.
Mol ot ov rapped on the door to the bam it opened quickly.

Conr ade Forei gn Comm ssar,' his wel comer said, closing the door b
him For a monent, he was in conplete darkness. Then the nan

the inner door of what might as well have been an airl ock, and
electric light frominside flooded into the chanber.

Mol ot ov shed his coat and boots in there. Igor Kurchatov n
approvi ngly. The nucl ear physicist was aboutforty, with sharp fea
a pointed chin beard that gave his handsome face al nbst a satanic a
Wl | o, - Conrade Foreign Commissar,' he repeated, his tone sone
bet ween polite and fawning. Ml otov had pushed his enterprise an
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kept Stalin fromgutting it when results flowed nore slowy than he Iiked.
Kurchatov and all the other physicists knew Mol otov was the only nman

bet ween them and the gulag. They were his.

' Good day,' he answered, as always disliking the tine polite small talk
wasted. 'How i s progress?

"W are working like a team of super-Stakhanovites, Vyachesl av

M khai | ovi ch,' Kurchatov answered. 'W advance on nmany fronts.

"Do you yet produce this plutoniumnetal, which will yield the I arge
expl osi ons the Sovi et Union desperately requires? Ml otov interrupted.

Kurchatov's devilish features sagged in dismay. 'Not yet,' he adnitted
Hi s voice went high and shrill: 'l warned you when this project began that
it was a matter of years. The capitalists and fascists were ahead of us
in techni que when the Lizards came to Earth, and they remain ahead of
us. W tried and failed to separate U235 from U-238. The best chenica
for this is uranium hexafluoride, which is as poi sonous as nustard gas
and hi deously corrosive to boot. W do not have the expertise we need
for that separation process. W have had no other choice but to seek to
manuf acture plutonium which has also proved difficult.

"I ampainfully aware of this, | assure you,' Ml otov said. |osef
Vi ssarionovich is also painfully aware of it. But if the Americans succeed,
if the Htlerites succeed, why do you continue to failT

"Design of the requisite pile is one thing,' Kurchatov answered. 'There
the Anerican's arrival has already hel ped us. Having worked with one
in ftill running order, Mksim Lazarovich has given us nmany val uabl e
i nsights."'

"l hoped he might,' Mol otov said. Learning that Max Kagan had reached
Kol khoz 118 was what had brought himup here. He hadn't yet told Stalin
the Anericans had chosen to send a clever Jew. Stalin was no Russian, but
had a thoroughly Russian dislike for what he called rootless cosnopolites.
Being married to a clever Jew hinself, Mlotov didn't. Now he went on,
"This is one problem What others have you?

' The worst one, Conrade, is getting both the uranium oxi de and
the graphite in the nuclear pile free enough frominpurities to serve
our purposes,' Kurchatov said. 'There Kagan, however |earned and
experienced he is in his own field, cannot help us, nuch as | wi sh
he coul d.'

"You know t he nmeasures your producers are required to take to furnish
you with materials of requisite purity? Ml otov asked. Wien Kurchat ov
nodded, Mol otov asked another question: 'The producers know they wll
suf fer the highest formof punishment if they fail to neet your denands?
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He' d scribbled VW - for vysshaya nera nakazam ya - beside the nane
of plenty of enem es of the Revolution and the Soviet state, and they'
been shot shortly thereafter. Such deserved - and got - no nercy.

But Kurchatov said, 'Conrade Foreign Conmssar, if you |iquidat
these nen, their | ess experienced successors will not deliver inprove
supplies to us. The required purities, you see, are on the very edge
per haps just over the edge - of what Soviet chem stry and industr
can achieve. W are all doing everything we can in the fight again,
the Lizards. Sometines what we do is not enough. Nichevo - it can't t
hel ped."’

"I refuse to accept nichevo froman academician in a time of crisis, an
more than | would accept it froma peasant,' Mblotov said angrily.

Kur chat ov shrugged. 'Then you will go back and tell the CGener
Secretary to replace us, and good luck to you and the rodina with d
charlatans who will take over this |aboratory.' He and his nen we
in Molotov's power, true, for Mdlotov held Stalin's wath at bay. Bl
if Mol otov exercised that power, he would hurt not only the physicis
but the Soviet notherland. That made for an interesting and unpl easa
bal ance between him and the | aboratory staff.

He exhal ed angrily, a show of temper as strong with himas poundfi
a shoe on a desk woul d have been for another man. 'Have you any no
probl ems st andi ng between you and buil di ng these bonbs?

'Yes, one small one,' Kurchatov answered with an ironic glint in his g
"Once some of the uraniumin the atonmic pile is transmuted to plutoniu
we have to get it out and shape it into the material required for a bor.
- and we have to do all this without letting any radioactivity leak ir
the air or the river. W knew this already, and Maksi m Lazarovich b
been nost insistent on it!

"Wy is it a difficulty? Mol otov asked. 'l confess, | am no physi ci
to understand subtle points w thout explanation

Kurchatov's snmile grew nost unpleasant. 'This point is not subtle.
| eak of radioactivity is detectable. If it is not only detectable but, deted
by the Lizards, this area will become nuch nore radi oactive shor
thereafter.’

Mol ot ov needed a noment to realize exactly what Kurchatov mez
When he did, he nodded: a single sharp up-and-down jerk of his he
'The point is taken, lgor Ivanovich. Can you bring Kagan here to nE
take ne to hinP | wish to extend to himthe formal thanks of the Soi
wor kers and peasants for his assistance to us.'

That was business of a different sort. 'Please wait here, Conr
Foreign Conmmissar. | will bring him Do you speak English or Genn
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No? Never mind; | will interpret for you.' He hurried down along a
white-painted corridor utterly alien to the rough-hewn exterior of the
| aboratory buil di ng.

Kurchatov returned a couple of mnutes later with another fellowin a
white lab coat in tow. Ml otov was surprised at how young Max Kagan
| ooked; he couldn't have been nuch past thirty. He was a nedi umsi zed
man with curly, dark brown hair and intelligent Jew sh features

Kurchat ov spoke to Kagan in English, then turned to Ml otov.' Conrade
Forei gn Conm ssar, | present to you Maksi m Lazarovi ch Kagan, the
physicist on loan fromthe Metallurgical Laboratory project of the
United States.'

Kagan stuck out his hand and vigorously punped Ml otov's. He spoke
in voluble English. Kurchatov did the honors: 'He says he is pleased to
meet you, and that he ains to blow the Lizards to hell and gone. This is
an idiom and neans about what you would think.'

"Tell himl share his aspirations and hope they are realized,' Mol otov
answered. He eyed Kagan and was berused to find Kagan eyeing him
back. Soviet scientists were properly deferential to the nman who was
second in the USSR only to the General Secretary of the Comuni st

Party. To judge by Kagan's attitude, he thought Mol otov was just another
bureaucrat to deal with. In snall doses, the attitude was bracing.

Kagan spoke in rapid-fire English. Mlotov had no idea what he was
saying, but his tone was perenptory. Kurchatov answered hesitantly in
the sane | anguage. Kagan spoke sone nore, slanming a fist into an
open pal mto enphasize his point. Again, Kurchatov's answer sounded
cautious. Kagan threw his hands in the air in obvious disgust.

"Tell me what he is saying,' Molotov said.

"He is conplaining about the quality of the equi pment here, he is
conpl ai ni ng about the food, he is conplaining about the NKVD nman
who acconpani es hi m whenever he goes outside - he attributes to
the man unsavory sexual practices of which he can have no persona

know edge. '

"In any case, he has strong opinions,' Mdlotov remarked, hiding his
anmusenent. 'Can you do anythi ng about the equi prrent of which he
conpl ai ns?'

'No, Conrade Foreign Conmi ssar,' Kurchatov answered. 'It is the best
available in the USSR
"Then he will have to use it and nake the best of it,' Modlotov said

"As for the others, this kol khoz already has better food than nost, but
we shall see what we can do to inprove it. And if he does not want the
NKVD man to acconpany him the NKVD man will not do so.'
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Kurchatov rel ayed that to Max Kagan. The American answered
some length. "He will do his best with the equi pnent, and says he N
design better,' Kurchatov translated. 'He is on the whole pleased W
your other answers!

"Is that all?" Ml otov asked. 'It sounded like nore. Tell me exactly w
he sai d!
"Very well, Conrade Foreign Commissar.' |gor Kurchatov spoke wt

certain sardonic relish: "He said that, since | was in charge of this proj,
| ought to be able to take care of these matters for myself. He said | sho
be able to do nore than wipe nmy own arse without a Party functiona

perm ssion. He said that having the NKVI) spy on scientists as if t'
were w eckers and enem es of the people would turn theminto wec~
and enem es of the people. And he said that threatening scientists with
maxi mum puni shrent because they have not fulfilled norns inmposs
of fulfillment is the stupidest thing he has ever heard of. These are
exact words, Conrade.

Mol otov fixed his icy stare on Max Kagan. The Anerican glared b~
too ignorant to know he was supposed to wilt. Alittle of his aggres, -
attitude was bracing. Alot of it loose in the Soviet Union would h

been a disaster.

And Kurchatov agreed with Kagan. Ml otov saw that, too. For r
the state and the Party needed the scientists' expertise. The day W

come, though, when they didn't. Ml otov | ooked forward to it.

If you were going to keep your clothes on, you couldn't have a who
nmore fun than riding a horse down a winding road through a forest in
springtinme leaf. The fresh, hopeful green sang in Sam Yeager's eyes.
air had that magical, spicy odor you didn't get at any other season o
year: it sonehow snelled alive and growing. Birds sang as if there

no tonorrow.

Yeager gl anced over to Robert Goddard. |f Goddard sensed the sp
magi ¢, he didn't showit.'You okay, sir?' Yeager asked anxiously.'l h
we shoul d have put you in a buggy!

"I"'mall right,' Goddard answered in a voice thinner and raspier
Yeager was used to hearing fromhim H's face was nore nearly
than the pink it should have been. He w ped his forehead with his sl (
then nmade a snmall concession to the evils the flesh is heir to: '&ot r
farther, eh?

"No, sir,' Sam answered, as enthusiastically as he was able. Ach
they had another day of hard riding ahead of them naybe two
if Goddard didn't get over being poorly. 'And when we do
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there, we'll give the Lizards' stunpy little tails a hell of a tweak,
won't we?'

CGoddard's snmile wasn't altogether exhausted.' That's the plan, Sergeant.
How well it works remains to be seen, but | do have hopes.'

"It's got to work, sir, doesn't it?" Yeager said. 'Doesn't look like we're
going to be able to hit the Lizards' spaceshi ps any other way but | ong-range
rockets. A lot of brave nen have died trying, anyhow - thafs a fact.'

"So it is - a nelancholy one,' Goddard said. 'So now we see what we
can do. The only problemis, the aimng on these rockets could be a |ot

finer." He let out a wy chuckle. "It couldn't be nuch worse, when you
get down to it - and that's another fact.'
"Yes, sir,' Yeager said. Al the sane, he still felt |ike sonmebody in

the mddl e of a John Canpbell story: invent the weapon one day, try it
the next, and put it into mass production the day after that. Goddard's
| ong-range rockets weren't quite like that. He'd had help on the design
not only fromthe Lizards but also fromthe Germans, and they hadn't
been built in a day any nore than Rone was. But they had cone al ong
pretty dam qui ck, and Sam was proud to have had a hand in that.

As he'd feared, they didn't make it into Fordyce by sunset. That neant
canpi ng by the side of US 79. Yeager didn't mind for hinmself, but he worried
about what it was doing to Goddard, even with sleeping bags and a tent
anong their gear. The rocket scientist needed all the panpering he could
get, and, with the war on, he couldn't get nuch.

He was as gane as they canme, and didn't conplain. He had sone
troubl e choking down the rations they'd packed, but drank a couple of
cups of the chicory brew that nade do for coffee. He even nade j okes
about nosquitoes as he slapped at them Sam joked, too, but wasn't
fool ed. When Goddard got into his sleeping bag after supper, he slept
like a dead man.

Not even nore of the chicory ersatz got himout of first gear the next
nmorning, either. But, after he'd nanaged to heave hinself up into the
saddl e, he said, 'Today we give the Lizards a surprise.' That seened to
hearten hi mwhere rest and not-quite-coffee hadn't.

Fordyce, Arkansas, bustled in a way Yeager had seen in few towns
since the Lizards came. It boasted several lunber mlls and cotton-ginning
establishnents and a casket factory. \Wagons haul ed away the out put
of the | ast-naned establishment, which had never had slack tine even
during the | ost days of peace and probably stayed busy round the clock

The country south and west of Fordyce along US 79 | ooked to be a
hunter's paradi se: stands of oak and pine that had to be full of deer and
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turkey and who could say what all else. They'd given Sam a tommy
before he set out fromHot Springs. Hunting with it wasn't what you'd
sporting, but when you were hunting for the pot sportsmanship went

t he wi ndow anyhow.

Four or five nmiles outside of Fordyce, a fellow sat on the rusted h
of an abandoned Packard, whittling sonething out of a stick of pine.
guy had on a straw hat and beat-up overalls and | ooked like a
whose farm had seen a | ot of better days, but he didn't have a draw
a hillbilly twang in his voice when he spoke to Yeager and Goddard:'
been waitin' for youse,' he said in purest Brooklyn.

' Capt ai n Hanrahan?' Yeager asked, and the di sgui sed New
nodded. He | ed Goddard and Yeager off the highway into the woo
After a while, they had to dismount and tie their horses. A soldier
olive drab appeared as if fromnowhere to | ook after the beasts.
worri ed about | ooking after Goddard. Tronping through the woods
not cal cul ated to make hi m wear | onger.

After about fifteen minutes, they came to a clearing. Hanrahan wa
to sonmething - a canoufl aged shape - under the trees on the far s
"Dr Goddard's here,' he shouted. By the reverence in his voice, that m
have been, Cod's here.

A nmoment | ater, Sam heard a sound he'd | ong since stopped taking
granted: a big diesel engine starting up. Whoever was inside the ca
let it get warmfor a mnute or two, then drove it out into the mddle
the clearing. Things started happening very quickly after that. Sol
dashed out to strip off the branch-laden tarp that covered the back
the truck.

Capt ai n Hanrahan nodded to Goddard, then pointed to the roc
reveal ed when the tarp cane off. 'Dere's your baby, sir,' he said

CGoddard smiled and shook his head. 'Junior's been adopted by the

Armmy. 1 just come visit to make sure you boys know how to take

of him | won't have to do that nuch |onger, either.’

A snooth, silent hydraulic ramstarted raising the rocket from horizo
to vertical. It noved much nmore slowy than Sam woul d have lik

Every second they were out in the open neant one nore second

whi ch the Lizards could spot themfromthe air or fromone of t
instrument-laden artificial noons they'd placed in orbit around the
A fighter plane had shot up the woods a couple of |aunches ago
scared himinto the quivering fidgets: only fool luck the rockets ha
w ecked a |l ot of this scraped-together equipnent.

As soon as the rocket was standing straight up, two smaller

- tankers - rolled up to either side of it. 'Douse your butts!' a s
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in coveralls shouted, though nobody was snoking. A couple of soldiers
carried hoses up the | adder that was part of the launch frame. Punps
started whirring. Liquid oxygen went into one tank, 200-proof alcoho
into the other.

"W'd get slightly |longer range from wood al cohol, but good old ethano
is easier to cook up,' Goddard said.

"Yes, sir,' Hanrahan said, nodding again. 'This way, the whole crew
gets a drink when we're done, too. W'Il have earned it, by God.' G ned
was what he really said. 'And the Lizards over by Geenville, they get a
hel | of a surprise.’

Ni nety miles, Yeager thought, maybe a few nore. Once it went off - if it
didn't do anything stupid |like blowing up on the launcher - it would cross
the M ssissippi River and land in Mssissippi in the space of a couple of
m nutes. He shook his head. If that wasn't science fiction, what was it?

Tuel ed!' the driver of the |aunch truck sang out - he had the gauges
that let himsee how the rocket was doing. The sol diers di sconnected the
hoses, clinbed down the | adder, and got the hell out of there. The two
fuel tankers went back into the woods.

The launcher had a rotating table at the base. It turned slightly, lining
up the azimuth gyro with the planned course east to Greenville. The
driver stuck his fist out the wi ndow and gave a thunbs-up: the rocket
was ready to fly.

Goddard turned to Captain Hanrahan. 'There - you see? You didn't
need me here. | could have been back at Hot Springs, playing tiddl yw nks
wi th Sergeant Yeager.

' Yeah, when everything goes good, it goes great,' Hanrahan agreed.

"But when it's snafu, you |like having the guy who dreaned up the gadget
around, you know what | nean?’

' Sooner or later, you'll be doing it without ne,' Goddard said, absently
scratching at the side of his neck. Sam | ooked at him wondering how
he'd neant that. Probably both ways - he knew he was a sick man.

Hanr ahan took the statenent at face val ue. '\Watever you say, Doc.

Now waddaya say we get the hell out of here? Before Hanrahan coul d do
that, he had to nake a connection at the base of the rocket. Then, trailing
a wre after him he loped for the cover of the woods where the rest of
crew al ready waited. Goddard's trot was sl ow but dogged. Sam stayed

with him Wen they were out of the clearing, Hanrahan gave Goddard

the control box. 'Here you go, sir. You wanna do the honors?

"I've done it before, thanks.' Goddard passed the box to Sam ' Sergeant,
why don't you take a turn?

"MeF Samsaid in surprise. But why not? You didn't need to know
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atom ¢ physics to figure out how the control box worked. It had one
red button, right in the mddle. 'Thank you, Dr Goddard.' He pus
button, hard.

Fl ame spurted fromthe base of the rocket, blue for a nonent,
sun-yel l ow. The roar of the engine beat at Yeager's ears. The r
seenmed to hang unnovi ng above the |auncher for a monent. Sam won
nervously if they were far enough away - when one of those babies
it blew spectacularly. But it didn't blow Al at once, it wasn't hanging
more, it was flying like an arrow, like a bullet, like nothing on God's
earth. The roar sank down toward the nerely unbearable.

The bl ast shield at the base of the |launcher kept the grass from ca
fire. The driver sprinted out toward the cab of the truck. The
sank back toward the horizontal once nore.

"Now we get the hell outta here,' Hanrahan said. 'Cone on, |'l|
youse back to your horses.'

He set a brisk pace. Yeager needed no urging to keep up. Neithe
CGoddard, though he was breathing harshly by the time they reach
sol dier in charge of the animals. Yeager had just swung one foot
the stirrup when a flight of helicopters buzzed by overhead and sta
| ashing the clearing fromwhich the rocket had fl own and the surroun
woods with gunfire and little rockets of their own.

None of the ordnance cane close to him He grinned at CGod
and Captain Hanrahan as the helicopters headed east, back
M ssissippi. 'They don't like,us,' he said.

'Hey, don't blanme me,' Hanrahan said. 'You' re the guy shot
thing off.’

' Yeah,' Yeager said, alnobst dreamly. 'How about that?

"This is unacceptable,' Atvar declared. 'That the Deutsch Tosevites
mssiles at us is one thing. That sone other Big Uglies have now ac
the art presents us with severe difficulties.'

"Truth, Exalted Fleetlord,'Kirel said.'This one inpacted unconfort
close to the -1 7th Enperor Satla, and would surely have destroyed it
the targeting been better! He paused, then tried to | ook on the bright
"Li ke the Deutsch rockets, it is very inaccurate - an area weapon th
pi npoi nt one!

"If they fire enough of them that ceases to matter,' Atvar snapped.
Deut sche have killed a starship, though | don't believe their intell
realizes as nmuch: if they knew such a thing, they would boast of it.
those | osses we absol utely cannot afford!

"Nor can we hope to prevent them altogether,' Kirel said. 'W
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expended the last of our antimssile mssiles, and cl ose-in weapons
systens offer only a limted chance of a target kill.

"I amall too painfully aware of these facts.' Atvar felt unconfortable,
unsafe, on the surface of Tosev 3. His eye turrets nervously swiveled this
way and that. 'l know we are a long distance fromthe nearest seo~, but
what if it occurs to the Big Uglies to nount their missiles on those ships
they use to such annoying effect? W have not been able to sink all of
them For all we know, a missile-arnmed ship may be approachi ng Egypt
while we are holding this conversation.'

"Exalted Fleetlord, this is indeed possible, but strikes me as unlikely,"
Kirel said. 'W have enough genui ne concerns to contenplate without
inventing fresh ones.'

'The Tosevites use missiles. The Tosevites use ships. The Tosevites
are revoltingly ingenious. This does not strike ne as an invented concern,'
Atvar said, adding an enphatic cough. 'This whole North Ahican region
is as salubrious to us as any on the planet. If all of Tosev 3 were like it, it
woul d be a far nore pleasant world. | do not want our settlenments here
to cone into danger fromBig Ugly waterborne assaults.

"No mal e woul d, Exalted Fleetlord.' Kirel drew back fromthe inplied
criticismhe' d ained at Atvar. 'One way to inprove our control over the
area would be to annex the territory to the northeast of us, the region
known as Palestine. | regret that Zolraag did not succeed in gaining the
al | egi ance of the rebellious males there; they would reduce requirenents
for our own resources if they rose against the British.

"Truth,' Atvar said, 'but only part truth. Tosevite allies have a way of
becom ng Tosevite enenmies. Look at the Mexicanos. Look at the Italianos.
Look at the Jews and Poland - and are these Big Uglies not Jews, too?

'"They are, Exalted Fleetlord,' Kirel replied. 'How these Jews pop up in
such wi dely separated areas is beyond ny understandi ng, but they do.

"They certainly do, and they cause troubl e wherever they appear, too,’
Atvar said. 'Since the ones in Poland were so unreliable, | entertain no
great hope that we shall be able to count on the ones in Pal estine, either
They woul d not turn Mdishe Russie over to Zolraag, for instance, which
makes me doubt their good faith, however nuch they try to ascribe their
failure to group solidarity.'

"W may yet be able to use them though, even if we cannot trust
them'Kirel said, a sentinent the Race had enployed with regard to a
| arge variety of Big Uglies since comng to Tosev 3. The shiplord sighed.
"A pity the Jews discovered the tracking device Zolraag planted in their
conference chanber, or we could have swept down on the building that
housed it and plucked Russie away fromthem'
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"It is a pity, especially when the device was so small that their
technol ogy cannot come close to duplicating it,' Atvar agreed. 'They
be as suspicious of us as we are of them H s nouth dropped open
wy chuckl e. 'They al so have a nasty sense of hunor.'

"Truth, Exalted Fleetlord,'Kirel said.'Finding that the tracker led d
to the largest British base in Palestine was - a di sappoi nt ment!

Mal es of the Race had been saying that about a large variety of th
since they canme to Tosev 3, too.

When Mordechai Anielewicz |left Lodz, as had been true when he'd
Warsaw, he was rem nded that the Jews, however nunerous they

in Poland, remained a small minority of its population. Mst of them
guns now, and they could call on their mlitias, which could bring hea
weapons to bear, but they were thin on the ground.

That neant dealing with the Poles when he went out into the
and dealing with the Pol es nmade himnervous. A large majority of
had either done nothing or applauded when the Nazis shut the Jews a
in big-city ghettos or massacred themin the towns and villages. Al
-those Pol es hated the Lizards not for having driven out the Gernans
for armng the Jews who'd hel ped themdo it.

And so, when a nessage cane into Lodz that a Polish peasant urge
needed to speak to him Mordechai wondered if he was walking into a
Then he wondered who m ght be setting the trap, if it was such. The
m ght want his scalp. So mght the Lizards. So, for that natter, m ght
Germans, if they wanted to rid the Jews of a fighting | eader. And the J
who worried about the Nazis nore than the Lizards m ght want
on himfor shipping David Nussboym off to the Russians.

Bertha Fl ei shnman had spelled out all those possibilities in detail w
the request for a neeting cane in. 'Don't go,' she'd urged. 'Think
the things that can go wong, and how few can go right!

He' d | aughed. Back inside what had been the Jew sh ghetto of
anong his own people, l|aughter had cone easily. 'We didn't get
fromunder the Nazis' thunbs by being afraid to take chances,'
said. 'What's one nore, anpbng so many?' And so he'd prevail ed,
so here he was. sonmewhere north of Lodz. not far from where Li

And so here he was, regretting he'd come. Now, when the only

in the fields were Polish, everyone sent a stranger suspicious | ooks
hinself didn't look like a stereotypical Jew, but he'd seen on pre
travel s that he couldn't readily pass for a Pole anong Pol es, either.
"Fourth dirt road north of that mserable little town, go west, fifth
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on the left. Then ask for Tadeusz,' he nuttered to hinself He hoped he'd
counted the roads rightly. Was that little track supposed to be one, or
not? He'd find out. H's horse was anbling toward the fifth farnhouse

on the left.

A big burly blond man in overalls was forking beet tops into a nmanger
for his cows. He didn't bat an eyebrow as Mrdechai, German rifle slung
over his shoulder, rode up. A Mauser identical to Anielewicz's | eaned
agai nst the side of the bam The fellowin overalls could grab it in a
hurry if he had to. He stabbed the pitchfork into the ground and | eaned
on it. 'You want sonething? he asked, his deep voice wary but polite.

"I"'mlooking for Tadeusz,' Anielew cz answered. '|'m supposed to tel
hi m Lubonmir says hello.

"Fuck hello,'the Pole - presunably Tadeusz - said with a big, boom ng
| augh. 'Were's the five hundred zl otys he owes ne?

Ani el ewi cz swung down off his horse: that was the recognition signa
he was supposed to get back. He stretched. H s back creaked. He rubbed
at it, saying, 'I'malittle sore.’

"I"'mnot surprised. You ride like a clodhopper,' Tadeusz said wi thout
rancor. 'Listen, Jew, you must have all sorts of weird connections.
Leastways, | never heard of any other clipcocks a German officer was
trying to get hold of'

"A German officeff For a nonment, Mrdechai sinply stared. Then his
wits started working again. 'A panzer officer? A colonel? He still didn't
trust the big Pol e enough to nanme nanes.

Tadeusz' s head bobbed up and down, which made his bushy gol den
beard alternately cover and reveal the topnobst brass fastener on his
overalls. '"That's the one,' he said. 'Fromwhat | gather, he would have
conme | ooking for you hinself, except that would have given hi maway.'

i, , "Gven himaway to whon? The Lizards? Mrdechai asked, still trying
to figure out what was goi ng on

Now Tadeusz's head went fromside to side, and so did the tip of his
beard. 'l don't think so. Wy | got the story, it's sone other stinking
Nazi he's worried about.' The Pole spat on the ground. 'To hell with all
of 'em | say.

"To hell with all of "em is easy to say, but we have to deal with sone
of them though God knows | wish we didn't,' Anielewicz said. Of to the
north and east, artillery fire runbled. Mrdechai pointed in that direction
"You see? That's the Germans, likely aimng at the railroad or the hi ghway
into Lodz. The Lizards have trouble getting supplies in there now, and a
devil of atinme fighting out of the place - not that we haven't done our
bit as far as that goes.'
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Tadeusz nodded. Shaded by a shapel ess, al nost col orless cloth cap,
eyes - a startlingly bright blue - were very keen. Mrdechai wondere
he' d been a peasant before the war broke out, or perhaps sonething
an arny maj or. Under the German occupation, Polish officers had
pl enty of incentive to nmake thensel ves invi sible.

Hi s suspicion gained intensity when Tadeusz said, 'The Lizards wo
just be having trouble bringing in mlitary supplies, either. Your p
will be getting hungry by and by!

"That's so,' Mordechai admitted.' Runkowski's noticed it - he's hoard

everything he can for the bad tinmes ahead. The bastard will lick the
of anybody over him but he can smell trouble, | give the alter ka
t hat nuch!

Tadeusz had no troubl e understanding the couple of words of Yidd
in the mddle of the Polish conversation. 'Not the worst thing for a
to be able to do,"' he renarked.

"No,'-Anielewicz said reluctantly. He tried to wench matters back
those at hand: 'Do you have any idea who this other Nazi is? If | kn
that, I mght have a better notion of why the panzer officer was try
to warn ne. What do you know?' What will you teH nme? If Tad
was a Polish officer lying low, he was liable to have the fall nea
of aristocratic contenpt for Jews. If, on the other hand, he really wa
peasant, he was even nmore liable to have a sinple but even nore v
hatred runni ng through his veins.

And yet, if that were so, he wouldn't have relayed Jager's nessage
the first place. Mdrdechai couldn't let his own ingrained distrust of
Pol es get in the way of the facts. Now Tadeusz tugged at his beard
answering, 'You have to renmenber, | got this fourth-, maybe fifth-han
don't know how much of it to trust nyself!

"Yes, yes,' Anielewicz said inpatiently. 'Just tell me whatever you
and 1'll try and put the pieces together. This German could hardly rig
a field tel ephone and call right into Lodz, now could he?'

"Stranger things have happened,' Tadeusz said, and Mor
renmenberi ng some of his own tel ephone calls out of the city, ha
nod. The Pole went on, "All right, this is everything | got told: whatev
going to happen - and | don't know what that is - it's going to ha
in Lodz, and it's going to happen to you Jews in Lodz. Wrd is,, the
brought in some kind of an SS man with a whol e bunch of notches
his gun to do the job.'

"That's the craziest thing | ever heard of,' Mrdechai said.
not just that we're not doing anything to the Nazis: we're h
ing them for CGod's sake. The Lizards haven't been able to
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much of anything out of Lodz, and it isn't because they haven't
tried!

Tadeusz | ooked at himwi th what he first took for scorn and then
realized was pity. 'I can give you two good reasons why the Nazis are
doi ng what they're doing. For one thing, you're Jews, and then, for another
thing, you're Jews. You know about Treblinka, don't you? Wthout waiting
for Anielewicz to nod, he finished, 'They don't care about what you do;
they care about what you are!

"Wll, | won't say you're wong,' Anielewicz; replied. He had a
Polish Army canteen on his belt. He took it off, renoved the stopper,
and offered it to Tadeusz. 'Here. Wash the taste of that out of your
nmout h. '

The Pole's larynx worked as he took several long, blissful swallows.

Shi kker 1Z ein goy, ran through Mrdechai's head: the gentile is a drunk
But Tadeusz stopped before the canteen was enpty and handed it back to
him 'If that's not the worst applejack |'ve ever drunk, | don't know what
is." He thunped his belly; the sound was |ike sonmeone hitting a thick,
hard pl ank. 'Even the worst, though, is a dam sight better than none!

Mor dechai swi gged fromthe canteen. The raw spirit charred its way
down his gullet and expl oded |like a 105mm shell in his stomach. ' Yeah,
you could strip paint with just the funes fromthat, couldn't you? But
you're not wong - as long as it has the kick, that's what you need!

He could feel his skin flush and his heart start racing. 'So what am!|l
supposed to do when this SS man shows up in Lodz? Shooting himon
the spot doesn't sound |like the worst idea |'ve ever heard!

Tadeusz's eyes were slightly crossed. He'd taken a big dose on an
enpty stonach, and perhaps hadn't realized how strong the stuff was
till he'd got outside it. People who drank a |ot were |like that sonetines:
they were used to strong, so they didn't notice very strong till too |ate.
The Pol e's eyebrows drew together as he tried to gather his wits. 'Wat
el se did your Nazi chum say?' he wondered al oud.

"He's no chumof mne,' Anielewicz said indignantly. But maybe that
wasn't true. |If Jager hadn't thought sonething |ay between them he
woul dn't have sent a nessage, even a garbled one, into Lodz. Anielewcz;
had to respect that, whatever he thought of the uniform Jager wore. He
took another cautious sip of applejack and waited to see if Tadeusz's
brains would start working again.

After a while, they did. '"Now | rernernber,' the Pole said, his face
lighting up. 'l don't know how much to trust this, though - like I
said, it cane through a |lot of nouths before it got to nme! Wat
came through his nouth was a | oud and unm st akabl e hi ccup. ' God
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and the Virgin and the saints only knowif it cane through the
it was supposed to.'

"Nu?' Mordechai said, trying to get Tadeusz noving forward once m
i nstead of sideways.

"Al'l right, all right! The Pol e made pushing notions, as if to fend
his inpatience. '"If it came to ne straight, what he said was that,
time you saw him you shouldn't believe anything he told you, b
he'd be Iying through his teeth.'

'He sent a nmessage to tell me he'd be |ying? Anielew cz scratched
head. 'What's that supposed to nean?

"Not my problem God be praised,' Tadeusz answered. Mrdechai gl
at him then turned, remounted his horse, and rode back toward
wi t hout anot her word.
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e Groves couldn't remenber the last tinme he'd been so far away

the Metal lurgical Laboratory and its products. Now that he thought

back on it, he hadn't been away fromthe project since the day he'd taken
that load of plutoniumstolen first fromthe Lizards and then fromthe
Germans of f the 1I M5 Seanynph. Ever since then, he'd lived, breathed,
eaten, and slept atonic weapons.

And now here he was well east of Denver, nmiles and mles away
fromworrying about things |ike graphite purity and neutron absorption
cross sections (when he'd taken col | ege physics, nobody had ever heard
of neutrons) and naking sure you didn't vent radioactive steaminto the
at nosphere. |If you did, and if the Lizards noticed, you'd surely never
get a second chance - and the United States would al nost certainly | ose
the war.

But there were other ways to | ose the war besides having a Lizard
atom ¢ bonb cone down on his head. That was why he was out here:
to hel p keep one of those other ways from happeni ng. 'Some vacation,'
he muttered under his breath.

"I'f you wanted a vacation, Ceneral, | hate to tell you, but you signed
up with the wong outfit,' Lieutenant General Orar Bradl ey said. The
grin on his long, horsey face took any sting fromhis words; he knew
Goves did a platoon's worth of work all by his |onesone.

"Yes, sir,' Goves answered. 'What you've shown nme inpressed the

living daylights out of nme, I'lIl tell you that. | just hope it |ooks as tough
to the Lizards as it does to us.
Lesli
from
"You and nme and the whole United States,' Bradley answered. 'If the Liz-
ards punch through these works and take Denver, we're all in a lot of trouble.

If they get close enough to put your facility under artillery fire, we're in a lot
of trouble. Qur job is to make sure they don't, and to spend the fewest poss-
ible Iives making sure of that. The people of Denver have seen enough.
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"Yes, sir,' Groves said again. 'Back in 1941, 1 saw newsreels of wo
and kids and old nen marching out from Mdscow with shovels on t
shoulders to dig tank traps and trenches to hold off the Nazis. | never dra
then that the sane thing would happen here in the States one day.

"Neither did 1. Neither did anybody, ' Bradley said. He | ooked tough
worn, an inpression strengthened by his M ssouri twang and by the
he carried in place of the usual officer's sidearm He'd been a crack s
ever since the days when he went hunting with his father, and didn't
anyone forget it. Scuttlebutt had it that he'd used the M1 to good
too, in the first counterattack against the Lizards in |late 1942

"W have nore going for us than the Red Army did then,' Bra(
said. 'We aren't just shoving dirt around.' He waved to show what
meant, continuing, 'The Maginot Line isn't a patch on these works.
is defense in depth, the way the H ndenburg Line was in the last war.'
paused again, this time to cough. 'Not that | saw the H ndenburg L
dammit, but | did study the reports on it nost thoroughly.

"Yes, sir,' Goves said for the third time. He'd heard that Bradl ey
sensitive about not having gone Over There during World Var |
evidently the rumor machi ne had that one straight. He took a step
onto the parapet and | ooked around. 'The Lizards'Il stub their sn
th~y run up against this, no doubt about it.'

Bradl ey's voice went grim 'That's not an if, worse luck; it's a w
W won't stop 'emshort of our works, not by the way they' ve b
out of Kansas and into Col orado. Lamar had to be evacuated the o
day, you know.'

"Yes, |I'd heard that,' Goves said. It had sent cold chills down his sp
too. 'Looking at all this, though, | feel better than | did when the
cane down.'

VWhat man could do to turn gently rising prairie into real defen.
terrain, man had done. Trenches and deep, broad antitank ditches rin
Denver to the east for miles around. Geat belts of barbed wire
i npede Lizard infantry, if not arnor. Concrete pillboxes had been pla
wherever the ground was suitable. Some of them held machine g
ot hers provi ded aimng points for bazooka mnen.

Along with the antitank ditches, tall concrete teeth and stout s
posts were intended to channel Lizard arnmor toward the men with
rockets that could destroy it. If a tank tried to go over those obsta
instead of around them it would present its weaker belly arnor to
antitank guns waiting for just that eventuality. Stretches of the
| ooked utterly innocent but were in fact sown with mnes enough to
the Lizards pay a heavy price for crossing them
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"It all looks grand, that it does,' Bradley said. 'I worry about three
things, though. Do we have enough nen to put into the works to nake
them as effective as they ought to be? Do we have enough munitions to
make the Lizards say uncle if they strike us with everything they've got?
And do we have enough food to keep our troops in the works day after
day, week after week? The best answer | can conme up with for any of
those is | hope so.'

"Considering that any or all of themmight be no, that's a dam si ght
better than it mght be,' Goves saiclL

"So it is, but it's not good enough.' Bradley scratched his chin, then

turned to Groves. 'Your facilities have taken proper precautionsT

"Yes, sir,' Goves answered. He was pretty sure Bradl ey already knew
that, but even three-star generals sonetines needed reassuring. 'As soon
as the bonbing in and around Denver picked up, we inplenmented our
deception plan. W |it bonfires by our nost inportant buildings, and
under cover of the snpke we put up the painted canvas sheets that

make them |l ook like ruins fromthe air. W haven't had any strikes
cl ose by since, so for nowit |ooks |like the plan has paid off!

'CGood,' Bradley said. 'It had better pay off. Your facility is why we'll
fight to the last man to hold Denver, and you know it as well as | do. Oh,
we'd fight for it anyway - God knows we don't want the Lizards stretchin a

their hold all the way across the Geat Plains - but with the Met Lab here
it's not atowmn we want to have, it's a towmn we have to have.'

"Yes, sir, | understand that,' G oves said. 'The physicists tell me we'l
have another little toy ready inside of a couple of weeks. W'll want to
hol d the Lizards away from Denver without using it |I know but if it

comes down to using it or losing the town-'

I was hoping you would tell nme sonmething like that, General,' Bradley
answered. 'As you say, we'll do everything we can to hold Denver wi thout
resorting to nucl ear weapons, because the Lizards do retaliate against our
civilian population. But if it comes down to a choice between | osing Denver
and taking every step we can to keep it, | know what the choice will be.’

"l hope it doesn't conme to that,' Goves said. Bradley nodded

Li zard planes screamed by. Antiaircraft guns hanmered at them Every
once in a while, the guns brought down a fighter-bonber, too, but seldom
enough that it wasn't nuch nore than dunb |uck. Bonbs hit the American
wor ks; the bl asts boxed Groves' ears.

"Whatever that was they hit, it'll take a |lot of pick-and-shovel work
to set it right again.' Qmar Bradl ey | ooked unhappy. 'Hardly seens fair
to the poor devils who have to do all the hard work to see the fruits of
their labors go up in snoke that way.'
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"Destroying is easier than building, sir,' Goves answered. That's
it's easier to turn out a soldier than an engi neer, he thought. He didn't
that out loud. Gving the people who worked for you the rough sid
your tongue could sonetines spur themon to greater effort. If you
your superior angry at you, though, he was liable to | et you down
you needed hi m nost.
G oves pursed his |ips and nodded thoughtfully. In its own way,
was engi neering, too.

Ludmi | a Gorbunova |l et her hand rest on the butt of her Tokarev autom
pistol. 'You are not using nme in the proper fashion,' she told the |ea
the guerrilla band, a tough, skinny Pole who went by the nane of Casi
To make sure he couldn't misunderstand it, she said it first in Russ
then in Gernan, and then in what she thought was Polish

He leered at her. 'O course I'mnot,' he said. 'You still have y
clothes on.'

She yanked the pistol out of its holster. 'Pig!' she shouted. 'Id
Take your brain out of your pants and listen to ne!' She cl appe

hand to her forehead. 'Bozhenoi! |If the Lizards paraded a naked wh
around Hrubi esz6w, they'd lure you and every one of your skirt-chas
cockhounds out of the forest to be slaughtered.

I nstead of blowing up at her, he said,' You are very beautiful when you
angry,' a line he nust have stolen froma badly dubbed Anerican fi

She al nost shot himon the spot. This was what she'd got for do
that kulturny General von Brockdorff-Ahlefeldt a favor: a trip to a ban
parti sans who didn't have the wits to clear all the trees out of their |and
strip and who hadn't the first clue how to enploy the personnel who,
reasons often inscrutable to her, nonethel ess adhered to their cause.

' Conr ade, ' she said, keeping things as sinple as she could, J ama p

I have no working aircraft here.' She didn't bother pointing out - w
was the use? - that the partisans hadn't come up with a mechanic
to fix her poor Kukuruznik, which was to her the equivalent of fa

ki ndergarten. 'Using ne as a soldier gives ne less to do than I m
otherwi se. Do you know of any other aircraft |I mght fly?

Casimr reached up under his shirt and scratched his belly. He

hairy as a nonkey - and not nuch snarter than one, either,
t hought. She expected he wouldn't answer her, and regretted | osing
tenmper - regretted it a little, anyway, as she would have regretted

pi ece of tactics that could have been better. At last, though, he did
J know of a band that either has or knows about or can get its han
sone sort of a German plane. If we get you to it, can you fly it?
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"I don't know,'she said. 'If it flies, |I can probably fly it. You don't sound
i ke you know rmuch.' After a nonent, she added, 'About this airplane,

I nmean. What kind is it? Wiere is it? Is it in working order?

"l don't know what it is. | don't knowif it is. Wiere? That | know. It
is along way fromhere, north and west of Warsaw, not far from where
the Nazis are operating again these days. If you want to travel to it, this
can probably be arranged!

She wondered if there was any such plane, or if Casimr nerely wanted
to be rid of her. He was trying to send her farther away fromthe rodina,
too. Did he want her gone because she was a Russian? There were a few
Russians in his band, but they didn't strike her as ideal specinens of
Sovi et manhood. Still, if the plane was where he said it was, she m ght
acconpl i sh sonmething useful with it. She was |ong since convinced she
couldn't do that here

' Khorosho, ' she said briskly: 'Good. What sort of guides and passwords
will | need to get to this nysterious aircraft?

"I will need sone tine to make arrangenents,' Casinir said.' They m ght
go faster if you-'He stopped; Ludm|a had swing up the pistol to point
at his head. He did have nerve. H's voice didn't waver as he adm tted,
"On the other hand, they m ght not.

' Khorosho, ' Ludmi |l a said again, and |l owered the gun. She hadn't taken
off the safety, but Casimr didn't need to know that. She wasn't even very
angry at him He might not be kulturny, but he did understand no when he
stared down a gun barrel. Some nen - Georg Schultz imediately sprang
to mnd - needed much stronger hints than that.

Maybe having a pistol pointed at his face convinced Casimr that he
really did want to be rid of Ludmla. Two days |later, she and a pair of
gui des - a Jew naned Avram and a Pole called Wadeslaw - headed north
and west in a beat-up wagon pulled by a beat-up donkey. Ludm|a had
wondered if she ought to get rid of her Red Air Force gear, but seeing
what the Pole and the Jew wore put an end to that notion. Wadesl aw
m ght have been a Red Arny man hinself, though he carried a German
Gewehr 98 on his back. And Avraml s hooked nose and stringy, graying
beard | ooked particularly out of place under the brimof a coal-scuttle
hel met sone Wehnnacht nman woul d never need again.

As the wagon rattled on through the nodest highlands south of Lublin,
she saw how common such mi xtures of clothing were, not just anobng
partisans but for ordinary citizens - assum ng any such still existed in
Pol and. And every other man and about every third woman carried arifle
or submachine gun. Wth only the Tokarev on her hip, Ludnmila began to
feel underdressed.
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She al so got a closer |ook at the Lizards than she'd ever had
now a convoy of lorries rolling past and kicking up clouds of dust, n
tanks tearing up the roads even worse. Had those tanks been in the Sov
Uni on, their machi ne guns woul d have nmade short work of a wagon w
three arned people in it, but they runbled by, eerily quiet, wthout ev
pausi ng.

In pretty good Russian - he and W adesl aw bot h spoke the | angua.

- Avram said, 'They don't know whether we're with them or aga
them They've | earned not to take chances finding out, too. Every ti
they make a mi stake and shoot up people who had been their frien
they turn a |l ot of people who were for them against them'

"Why are there so many willing traitors to mankind in Pol and?' Luchn
asked. The phrase from Radi o Mbscow sprang automatically to her
only after she'd said it did she wish she'd been nore tactful

Fortunately, it didn't irk either Wadesl aw or Avram In fact, they b(
started to | augh. They both started to answer at the sane time, too. W
a flowery wave, Avram notioned for Wadeslaw to go on. The Pole sa
"After you've lived under the Nazis for a while and under the Reds
a while, anything that isn't the Nazis or the Reds | ooks good to a
of folks.'

Now t hey'd gone and insulted her, or at |east her government. She sa
"But | remenber Conrade Stalin's statement on the wireless. The o
reason the Soviet Union occupied the eastern half of Poland was that t
Polish state was internally bankrupt, the governnment had disintegrab
and the Ukrainians and Bel orussians in Pol and, cousins to their Sov
kindred, were left to the mercy of fate. The Soviet Union extricated t
Pol i sh people fromwar and enabled themto | ead a peaceful life ur
fasci st aggression took its toll on us all.’

"That's what the wireless said, is iff Avram said. Ludnmila stuck
her chin and nodded stubbornly. She was prinmed and ready for a fi
brui si ng ideol ogi cal debate, but Avram and Wadeslaw didn't feel |
argui ng. Instead, they how ed | aughter like a couple of wit-struck woh
bayi ng at the nmoon. They pounded their fists down on their thighs a
finally ended up enbraci ng each other. The donkey flicked its ears
annoyance at their untoward carrying-on

"What have | said that was so funny?' Ludmla inquired in tones

i ce.

Avram didn't answer directly. Instead, he returned a question of

own: 'Could I teach you Talmud in a few m nutes?" She didn't know

Tal mud was, but shook her head. He said, 'That's right. To learn Talm
you' d have to |l earn a whol e new way of |ooking at the world and t

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (214 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:29 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

Harry Turtl edove
187

only in that way - a new ideology, if you want to put it that way.'
Daused again. This tinme she nodded Me -nt - 'You already 1-

i deol ogy, but you're so used to it, you don't even notice it's there. That's
what's funny.'

"But ny ideology is scientific and correct,' Ludmila said. For sone
reason, that started the Jew and the Pol e on anot her spasm of | aughter
Ludmi | a gave up. Wth sonme people, you sinply could not have an
intelligent discussion

The | and dropped down toward the valley of the Vistula. Kaziemerz
Doly | ooked down on the river from high, sandy banks overgrown with
wi |l | ows whose branches trailed in the water and cut by a good many ravi nes.
'Lovers cone here in the springtine,' Wadeslaw remarked. Ludmila sent
hi ma suspicious |look, but he let it go at that, so it probably hadn't been
a suggesti on.

Sone of the buildings around the narketplace were | arge and had
probably been inpressive when they were whol e, but several rounds of
fighting had | eft nost of themcharred ruins. A synagogue didn't | ook
much better than any of the other weckage, but Jews were going in and

out. Other Jews - armed guards - stood watch outside

Ludm | a caught Avrarn gl ancing over at Wadeslaw to see if he would
say anything about that. He didn't. Ludnmila couldn't tell whether that
pl eased the Jewi sh partisan or irked him Wat passed for Polish politics

was too coninlex for her to follow ensilu

A ferry boat sent up a great cloud of soft-coal funes as it carried the
wagon across the Vistula. The country was so flat, it rem nded Ludnila of
the endl ess plain surrounding Kiev. Cottages with thatched roofs and with
sunfl owers and hol | yhocks grow ng around them coul d have bel onged to
her honel and, too.

That evening, they stopped at a farnmhouse by a pond. Ludnila didn't
wonder how they'd found that particular house. Not only was it on the
wat er, the Germans nust have used it for target practice, for it was ringed
by ol d, overgrown bonb craters, some of them the deeper ones, on the way
to becom ng ponds thensel ves as ground water seeped up into them

No one asked or gave nanes there. Ludnila understood that; what
you didn't know, you couldn't tell. The m ddl e-aged coupl e who worked
the farmwith their swarm of children put her in mnd of kulaks, the
prosperous peasants who in the Soviet Union had resisted giving up
their property to join the glorious egalitarian collective farm nmovenent,
and so had di sappeared off the face of the earth when she was still a

LYE. Pol and had not seen the sane |evelino,

The wife of the couple, a plunp, pleasant woman who wore on er
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head a bright kerchief |ike a Russian babushka, cooked up a great po
what she call ed barszcz: beet soup with sour cream which, except for
caraway seeds stirred into it for flavor, mght have come froma Russ
kitchen. Along with it she served boil ed cabbage, potatoes, and a sp
honermade sausage Ludmila found delicious but Avram woul dn't

"Jew, ' the woman nmuttered to her husband when Avrarn was out of ears
They hel ped the partisans; that didn't mean they | oved all of them

After supper, Avram and W adesl aw went out to sleep in the b
Ludm | a got the sofa in the parlor, an honor she woul dn't have been so
to decline, as it was short and narrow and | unpy- She tossed and
and alnost fell off a couple of times in the course of an unconforta
eveni ng.

Toward sunset the next day, they crossed the Pilica River, a tributa
the Vistula, over a rebuilt wooden bridge and canme into Warka. W adesl
waxed enthusiastic:' They make the best beer in Poland here.' Sure eno
the air held the nutty tang of malt and hops. The Pol e added, ' Pul ask
bomin Warka.'

"And who is Pul aski F Ludnil a asked.

W adeslaw | et out a long, resigned sigh. 'They don't teach you m
in those Bol shevi k schools, do they?" As she bristled, he went on, 'He
a Polish nobleman who tried to keep the Prussians and the Austrians a
you Russians from carving up our country. He failed.' He sighed a
"W have a way of failing at such things. Then he went to Anerica
hel ped the United States fight England. He got killed there, poor fe
He was still a young man.

Ludm | a had been on the point of calling - or at least thinking o
Pul aski as a reactionary hol dover of the corrupt Polish feudal regine.
hel ping the revol uti onary novenent in the United States had surely b
a progressive act. The curious conbination |eft her w thout an intel
slot in which to pigeonhole Pulaski, an unsettling feeling. This was
second tine she'd left the confines of the USSR On each trip, her v
of the world had shown itself to be inperfectlyadequate.

No doubt a Tal mudi c perspective would be even worse, she thought.

She consciously noticed what she'd been hearing for a while: a
di stant runble off to the north and west. 'That can't be thunder!’
excl ai med. The day was fine and bright and sunny, with only a
puffy white clouds drifting slowy across the sky fromwest to east.

" Thunder of a sort,' Avrarn answered, 'but only of a sort. Th
Li zard artillery going after the Nazis, or maybe Gernman artillery go
after the Lizards. It's not going to be easy any nore, getting w
we' re going.'
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"One thing I've learned,' Ludmila said, 'is that it's never easy, getting
where you' re goi ng!

Avram plucked at his beard. 'If you know that nuch, maybe those

Bol shevi k schools aren't so bad after all.'

'Ckay, |isten up, people, because this is what we're going to do,' Rance
Auer bach said in the cool darkness of Colorado night. 'Right now we're
sonmewher e between Karval and Punkin Center.' A couple of the cavalry
troopers gat hered round hi mchuckl ed softly. He did, too. 'Yeah, they've
got sone great nanes for places 'round these parts. Before the sunset,
scouts spotted Lizard outposts north and west of Karval. Wat we want
to do is nmake "emthink there's a whole hell of a lot nmore than us between
them and Punkin Center. W do that, we slow down this part of their
drive on Denver, and that's the idea.'

'Yeah, but Captain Auerbach, there ain't nothin' but us between them
and Punkin Center,' Rachel Hines said. She | ooked around in the darkness
at the shapes of their conpanions. 'There ain't that nmuch | eft of us,

nei ther.'

"You know that, and | know that,' Auerbach said. 'As long as the

Li zards don't know it, everything's swell.’

Hi s conpany - or the survivors thereof, plus the ragtag and bobtail of
ot her broken units who'd hooked up with them - |aughed sonme nore. So
did he, to keep up norale. It wasn't really funny. Wen the Lizards wanted
to put on a blitzkrieg, they put one on that nade the Nazis | ook |ike pikers.
Since they started by pasting Lamar fromthe air, they'd ripped dam
near hal fway across Col orado, knocking out of their path everything that
m ght have given themtrouble. Auerbach was dammed if he knew how
anything could stop them before they hit the works outside of Denver.

He'd got orders to try, though, and so he woul d.

Very likely, he'd die trying. Well, that was part of the job.

Li eutenant Bill Magruder said, 'Renenber, boys and girls, the Lizards
have gadgets that |let "emsee in the dark Iike cats wi sh they could. You
want to keep under cover, use the fire fromone group so they'll revea

their position and another group can attack '"emfroma different direction
They don't play fair. They don't cone close to playing fair. If we're going
to beat 'em we have to play dirty, too.'

The cavalry wasn't going to beat 'em any which way. Auerbach knew
that. Any of his troopers who didn't knowit were fools. As hit-and-run

rai ders, though, they still mght acconplish something useful

"Let's nount up,' he said, and headed for his own horse.

The rest of the conpany was di m shadows, jangling harness, the
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occasi onal cough froma man or snort froman animal. He didn't kn
this territory well, and worried about blundering into the Lizard pick
bef ore he knew they were there. |If that happened, he was liable to

hi s whol e command chewed up without doing the cause a lick of
or the Lizards any harm

But a couple of the men who rode along were farners fromthese
They weren't in uniform Had they been going up agai nst a human
that could have got themshot if they were captured. The Lizards di
draw t hose distinctions, though. And the farmers, in bib overalls, kn
the country as intimately as they knew their w ves' bodies.

One of them a fellow named Andy Gsborne, said, 'W split
Auer bach took it on faith that he knew where here was. Sone of t
company rode of f under Magruder's command. Auerbach - and Gs
- took the rest closer to Karval. After a while, Osborne said, 'If we d
di smount now, they're liable to spot us.

' Hor sehol ders,' Auerbach said. He chose them by | ot before every ra
Nobody admitted to wanting the job, which held you out of the fighti
whil e your conrades were mixing it up with the Lizards. But it kept

safe, too - well, safer, anyhow - so you mght crave it w thout havi
the nerve to say so out |oud. Picking holders at random seemed the or
fair way.

"W got a couple o' little ravines here,' Osborne said, '"and if we

I ucky, we can sneak right on past the Lizards w thout them ever know
we're around till we open up. We manage that, we can hit Karval pre
damm hard."'

' Yeah,' sonebody said, an eager whisper in the night. They had
mortar, a .50 caliber machine gun, and a coupl e of bazooka | aunch
with plenty of the little rockets they shot. Trying to kill Lizard tanks
the darkness was a bad-odds game, but one of the things they'd f6tu
out was that bazookas did a hell of a job of smashing up buildin~
which weren't arnored and didn't travel over the |andscape on th
own. Get cl ose enough to a Lizard bivouac and who coul d say what Vi
m ght do?

The nortar crew slipped off on their own, a couple of troopers w
tomy guns along to give themfire support. They didn't have to get
close to Karval as the machine gunners and the bazooka boys dict.

Auer bach sl apped Gsborne on the shoulder to signal himto guide the
down the ravine that came closest to the little town. Along with the
who served their fancy weapons, he and the rest of the nmen crouched lo
as they hustled al ong.

Of to the north somewhere, small-arns fire wentpop-pop-pop. It sounde
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like firecrackers on the Fourth ofJuly, and the flares that lit up the night sky
coul d have been fireworks, too. But fireworks conmonly brought cheers,
not the nmuffled curses that cane fromthe troopers. 'Spotted emtoo soon,'

sonmebodv sai d.
"And they'Il be lookin' extra hard for us, too,' Rachel Hi nes added with

As if to underscore her words, a flare nounted skyward fromthe | ow
hilltop where the Lizard pickets were posted. 'That's a good sign, not a
bad one,' Auerbach said. 'They can't spy us with their funny gadgets,
so they're trying out the old Mark One eyeball.' He hoped he was right.

The troopers scuttled al ong down Gsborne's wash. The flare fell, faded,
died. In the north, a nortar opened up. That half of the conmpany wasn't
as close to Karval as it should have been, but it was doing what it could.
Crunmp! Crunp! |If the bonbs weren't landing in the little flyspeck of a

Then Auerbach heard nmotor vehicl es noving around inside Karva
H s mouth went dry. Expecting to find the Lizards asleep at the switch

"This here's the end of the wash,' Andy Osborne announced in a tone

Now Auer bach wi shed he'd laid Penny Summers when he had the

chance. Al his scruples had done was to give himfewer happy nenories
to hold fear at bay. He didn't even know what had happened to Penny.
She' d been hel ping the wounded | ast he'd seen her, a day or so before
a Lizard arnored colum snashed Lamar to bits. They'd evacuated the
injured, as best they could with horse-drawn anbul ances - his States
War ancestors woul d have synpathized with that ordeal. Penny was
supposed to have gone out with them He hoped she had, but he didn't

' Ckay, boys,' he said out loud. 'Mortar crew went off to the |eft
Machi ne gun to the right and forward. Bazookas strai ght ahead. Good

He went forward with the two bazooka crews. They'd need all the fire
support they could get, and the M1 on his back had nore range than a

The Lizard pickets behind themstarted firing. Troopers who'd stayed
back with the nortar crew engaged the Lizards. Then another Lizard
machi ne gun chattered, this one alnost in Auerbach's face. He hadn't
noticed the arnored personnel carrier till it was nearly on top of him
Li zard engines were a |l ot quieter than the ones people built He stretched
hinself flat in the dirt as bullets spattered dust and nebbles all around

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (219 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:29 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

192 WORLDWAR: STRHUNG THE BALANCE

But that machi ne gun gave away the position of the vehicle on wh
it was nounted. One of the bazooka crew let fly at it. The rocket |eft
launcher with a roar like alion. It trailed yellowfire as it shot tow
the personnel carrier.

"CGet the hell out of there!' Auerbach yelled at the two-nman crew
they m ssed, the eneny would just have to trace the bazooka's line
flight to know where they were

They didn't nmiss. A Lizard tank's frontal armor | aughed at
shaped- charge head of a bazooka round, but not an arnored pe
carrier. Flame spurted fromthe stricken vehicle, lighting it up. Troop
with small arns opened up on it, potting the Lizard crew as they pop
out of the escape hatches. A noment |ater, the deep stutter of the
cal i ber machi ne gun added itself to the nighttime cacophony.

' Keep nmovi ng! Come on, forward!' Auerbach screamed. 'W gotta
eminside Karval!' Behind him his nortar crew started | obbing bo
at the hamlet. He was rooting for one of themto start a fire to illumn
the area. Lots of the Lizards were shooting back now, and they ha
much better idea where his men were than the other way around. A n
cheery bl aze would help | evel the playing field.

As if it were Christmas, he got his wish. A clapboard false front
Karval went up in yellow flanmes. By the way it burned, it had b
standing and curing for a long time. Flanes |eaped to other false fro
al ong what had probably been the pint-sized main drag. Their
buttery light reveal ed skittering Lizards |ike denpons in hell

Fromnore than a mle outside of town, the heavy nmachi ne gun sta
bl azing away at the targets the |light showed. You couldn't count on
one bullet hitting any one target at a range |like that, but when you t
a lot of bullets at a lot of targets, you had to score sonme hits. And w
a .50 caliber arnmor-piercing bullet hit a target of mere flesh and bl
that target (a nice bloodl ess word for a creature that thought and h

Auer bach whooped |like a red Indian when another Lizard arm

personnel carrier brewed up. Then both bazooka crews started fir
rockets al nbst at randominto Karval. Mre fires sprouted. 'M ss
acconpl i shef f he shouted, though nobody could hear him not

hi nsel f. The Lizards had to figure they were getting hit by soneth
Iike an arnored brigade, not a raggedy caval ry conpany.

The hammrering of the guns hid the noise of the approaching helicop
till it was too late. The first warning of them Auerbach had was w
t hey sal voed rockets at the bazooka crews. It seened the Fourth of J
all over again, but this tine the firewdrks were going the wong wa
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fromair to ground. That tortured ground seermed to erupt in mniature
vol canoes.

Bl ast grabbed Auerbach, picked hi mup, and sl ammed hi m down agai n.
Sonething wet ran into his mouth - blood fromhis nose, he discovered
fromthe taste of iron and salt. He wondered if his ears were bl eeding,
too. If he'd been a little closer to one of those rockets - maybe if he'd
been inhaling instead of exhaling - he m ght have had his lungs torn to
bits inside him

He staggered to his feet and shook his head |ike a stunned prizefighter,
trying to make his wits work. The bazookas weren't in operation any nore.
The .50 caliber machine gun turned its attention to the helicopters; its
like flewin Arny Air Force planes. He'd heard of nmachi ne guns baggi ng
hel i copters. But the helicopters could shoot back, too. He watched their
tracers wal k forward and over the nmachi ne-gun position. It fell silent.

"Retreat!' Auerbach yelled, for anyone who could hear. He | ooked around
for his radioman. There was the fellow, not far away - dead, with the radio
on his back blown to smthereens. Wll, anybody who didn't have the
sense to retreat when he was getting hit and couldn't hit back probably
didn't deserve to live, anyhow.

He wondered where Andy Gsborne was. The | ocal could probably
gui de himback to the ravine - although, if helicopters started hitting
you from above while you were in there, it would be a death trap, not
a road to safety. A couple of the Lizard outposts were still firing, too.
There weren't any roads to safety, not any nore.

A shape in the night- He swung his Garand toward it before he
realized it was a human being. He waved toward the northwest, show ng
it was tine to head for home. The trooper nodded and said, 'Yes, sir -
we' ve got to get out of here.' As if froma great distance, he heard Rache
H nes's voice

Steering by the stars, they trotted in the right direction, nore or |ess,
t hough he wondered how they were going to find the horses sone of
the troopers were holding. Then he wondered if it would matter: those
hel i copters would chew the animals to dog food if they got there first.

They were headi ng that way, too, when the heavy nachi ne gun started
up behind them Wth the crew surely dead, a couple of other nmen nust
have found it and started serving it. They had to have scored sonme hits
on the helicopters, too, for the Lizard nmachi nes abandoned their course
and swung back toward the .50 caliber gun.

The nakeshift crew played it snmart: as soon as the helicopters got

close, they stopped firing at them No sense runni . ng up a SHOOT MeE

Rl GHT HFRE sign, Auerbach thought as he stunbled on through the

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (221 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:29 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

194 WORLDWAR:  STFJK] NG THE BALANCE

darkness. The Lizard helicopters raked the area where the machi ne

hid, then started to | eave. As soon as they did, the troopers opened
on t hem agai n.

They returned for another pass. Again, when they paused, the
on the ground showed they weren't done yet. One of the helicopters soun
ragged. He dared hope the an-nor-piercing ammnition had done it so
harm But it stayed in the air. Wen the helicopters finished chew ng
the | andscape this tine, the machine gun didn't start up

"Son of a bitch!'Rachel Hi nes said disgustedly. She swore like a troof
hal f the time, she didn't notice she was doing it. Then she said, 'Son
bitch,” in an altogether different tone of voice. The two hunting helicop
were swi nging toward her and Auerbach.

He wanted to hide, but where could you hide fromflying death that

in the night? Nowhere, he thought, and threw his M1 to his shoul der.
didn't have much chance of damagi ng the nachi nes, but what he co
do, he would. If you' re going to go down, go down sw ngi ng

The machi ne guns in the noses of both helicopters opened up

a second or so, he thought they were beautiful. Then somnethi ng

hi m a sl edgehammer blow. Al at once, his legs didn't want to h

himup. He started to crunple, but he didn't know whether he hit

ground or not.

A guard threw open the door to Ussnmak's tiny cell. 'You - out,' he
in the Russki |anguage, whichUssnmak was perforce | earning.
"It shall be done,' Ussnak said, and cane out. He was al ways gl ad

get out of the cell, which struck himas poorly designed: had he be
Tosevite, he didn't think he would have been able to stand up or lie do
at full length init. And, for that matter, since Tosevites produced |iq

as well as solid waste, the straw~ in the cell would soon have becone
stinking, sodden ness for a Big Ugly. Ussnmak did all his business over
one coner, and wasn't too badly inconveni enced by the | ack of plunbi
fixtures.

The guard carried a submachine gun in one hand and a lantern in
other. The lantern gave little light and snelled bad. Its odor remn
Ussmak of cooking; he wondered if it used sone animal or plant pro
for fuel rather than the petrol eumon which the Tosevites rau
| andcrui sers and aircraft.

He'd | earned better than to ask such questions. It just got him
deeper trouble, and he was in quite enough already. As the guard
himtoward the interrogation chanber; he called down nental curses
Straha's enpty head. May his spirit live an Enperorless afterlife, Us
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thought. On the radio, he'd sounded so sure the Big Uglies showed civilized
behavi or toward mal es they captured. Well, the m ghty one-tinme shiplord
Straha didn't know everything there was to know. That nuch Ussnak

had found out, to his sorrow.

Waiting in the interrogati on chanber, as usual, were Col onel Lidov
and Gazzim Ussmak sent the paintless interpreter a stare full of m xed
synmpathy and loathing. If it hadn't been for Gazzim the Big Uglies
woul dn't have got so nuch fromhimso fast. He'd yielded the base in
Siberia intending to tell the males of the SSSR everything he could to
hel p them having committed treason, he was going to wallowin it.

But Lidov and the other nales of the NKVD had assunmed fromthe
outset that he was an eneny bent on hiding things rather than an ally
eager to reveal them The nore the d treated himthat way, the nore

thev'd done to turn their mstake into truth.

Maybe Lidov was beginning to realize the error in his technique.
Speaki ng without the translation of Gazzi m (sonething he sel dom did),
he said, 'l greet you, Ussmak. Here on the table is sonething that may
per haps make your day pass nore pleasantly.'He gestured toward the
bow full of brownish powder.

"I's that ginger, superior sir? Ussmak asked. He knew what it was; his
chenoreceptors could snell it across the room The Russkis hadn't |et
himtaste in - he didn't know how long. It seened |ike forever. Wat he
meant, of course, was, May | have sone? The nore he associated with
the mal es of the NKVD, the | ess saying what he neant seened like a
good i dea

But Lidov was in an expansive nood today. 'Yes, of course it is ginger,
he answered. 'Taste all you like!

Ussmak wondered if the Big Ugly was trying to drug himwi th somnething
other than the powdered herb. He decided Lidov couldn't be. If Lidov
wanted to give him another drug, he would go ahead and do it, and that
woul d be that. Ussmak went over to the table, poured sonme ginger into

the pal mof his hand, raised the hand to his nouth, and tasted.
Not only was it ginger, it was |linme cured, the way the Race liked it
9

best. Ussmak s tongue flicked out again and again, till every speck of
the preci ous powder on his hands was gone. The spicy taste filled not
just his nmouth, but his brain. After so long without, the herb hit him
hard. H s heart pounded; his breath gusted in and out of his lung. He
felt bright and alert and strong and triunphant, worth a thousand of the
i kes of Boris Lidov.

Part of his mind warned himthat feeling was a fraud, an illusion.

He' d wat ched mal es who couldn't renmenber that die, confident their
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| andcrui sers could do anything and their Big Ugly opponents V

not be able to hinder themin the slightest. If you didn't kill yot
t hrough such stupidity, you learned to enjoy ginger without letti
ensl ave you.

But remenbering that cane hard, hard in the mddle of the exhilar,
the drug brought. Boris Lidov's little mouth wi dened into the gestun
Tosevites used to show amiability. 'Go ahead,' he said. 'Taste nore

Ussmak did not have to be invited twice. The worst thing about gi
was the bl ack slough of despond into which you fell when a taste worf
The first thing you wanted then was another taste. Usually, you d
have one. But that bowl held enough ginger to keep a mal e happy f
a long tine. Ussmak cheerful ly indul ged again.

Gazzim had one eye turret fixed on the bow of powdered ginger,
other on Boris Lidov. Every line of his scrawny body showed Ussr,
his terrible longing for the herb, but he did not nmake the slightest m
toward it. Ussmak knew the depths of a male's craving. Gazzim|l
plainly sunk to those depths. That he was too afraid to try to tak
taste said frightening things about what the Soviets had done to hirr

Ussmak was used to suppressing the effects ginger had on him |
he hadn't tasted for a long time, and he'd just ingested a double dose
potent stuff. The drug was stronger than his inhibitions. 'Now, let us n,
give this poor addled nal e something to nake hi m happy for a chan~
he said, and held the bow of ginger right under Gazzim s snout.

Wet! Boris Lidov shouted angrily.

"I dare not,' Gazzi m whi spered, but his tongue was nore powerful th
he was. It |eaped into the bow, again and again and again, as if trying
make up for lost time by cranm ng a dozen tastes into one.

"No, | tell you,' Lidov said again, this time in the | anguage of the Ra(
He added an enphatic cough for good neasure. Wen neither Ussmak n
Gazzimtook the slightest notice of him he strode forward and knock(
the bowl out of Ussmek's hands. It shattered on the floor; a browni,,
cloud of ginger fogged the air.

Gazzimhurled hinself at the male fromthe NKVD, rending himwt
teeth and claws. Lidov |let out a bubbling shriek and reel ed away, bl oo
spurting fromseveral wounds. He threw up one armto protect his fac(

Wth the other hand, he grabbed for the pistol he wore on his belt.

Ussmak | eaped at him grabbing his right armw th both hands. The Bil

Ugly was hideously strong, but his soft, scaleless skin left himvul nerable
Ussmak felt his claws sink deep into Tosevite flesh. Gazzi m m ght haw
been a wild thing. His jaws had a grip on Lidov's throat, as if he were
goinL7 to feed on the male fromthe NKVD. Alona with the snell of tho
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spill ed ginger, Ussnmak's chenoreceptors filled with the acrid tang of
Tosevite bl ood. The conbi nati on brought himclose to beasthood, too.

Li dov's shrieks grew fainter; his hand relaxed on the grip of the pistol
Ussmak was the one who drew it out of its holster. It felt heavy and
awkward in his grip.

The door to the interrogation chanber opened. He'd expected that
for sonme tine, but the Big Uglies were too prinitive to have tel evision
cameras nonitoring such places. Gazzim screaned and charged at the
guard who stood in the doorway. Bl ood dripped fromhis claws and his
snout. Even arned, Ussnmak woul d not have wanted to stand agai nst

him not drug-crazed and insane as he was at that nonent.

Tozhenoi! the Tosevite shouted. But he had extraordinary presence
of mnd. He brought up his submachine gun and fired a quick burst just
before Gazzim got to him The male of the Race crashed to the ground,
twitching. He was surely dead, but his body hadn't quite realized it yet.
Ussmak tried to shoot at the guard. Though his chance of escape from
this prison was essentially nil, he was a soldier with a weapon in his
hand. The only probl emwas, he couldn't make the weapon fire. It had

sone kind of safety, and he couldn't figure out what it was.

As he funbl ed, the nuzz%®€L-the Big Ugly's submachi ne gun swung
to cover him The pistol didthe guard In disgust Ussmak
threw down the Tosevite w
dully if the guard would

Rather to his surpris(
prison had drawn othe
of the | anguage of t |
' Move back!' the Tosy'
Bori s Lidov, who lai-
Gazzims, Ussmak

A coupl e of gua
back and forth in
Ussnmak. Like aT
him 'Dead,' he

"What good'

Ussmak ans f
was probabl -
Ussnmak wo

That di (
mal es of t'

did the F
no one |

fl oor. He wondered
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19

a'l

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (225 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:29 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

Z_

<3jc~ & their

1* QJ

,Q t., casual as he
A

ush

| aughed out | oud.
of vours is a lovelv virl

too.'
ff

He poked Col dfarb
.1 ssed still. He fed the remai ni nL7 vi deo

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (226 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:29 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

ow
NNW

M
117
198 WORLDWAR: STRUONG THE BALANCE

Finally, the nmale who had led himto the interrogati on chanber ges
with the muzzl e of his weapon. Ussmak understood that gesture; it
come along. He cane. The guard led himback to his cell, as if afte
normal interrogation. The door slamred behind him The | ock click

H's mouth fell open in anmusenment. If Id known that was aU that wo
happen i (I kil Zed Lidov, Id have done it a long tinme ago. But he didn't th
it was going to be all ... oh, no. And, as the ginger euphoria |eaked
of himand after-tasting depression set in, he wondered what the Russ
would do with him- to him- now He could think of all sorts of unp
possibilities, and he was unpl easantly certain they could come up
even nore.

Li u Han wal ked west past the Fa Hua Ssu, the Tenple of Buddha's QG
and, just west of it, the weckage of the Peking tramway station
si ghed, wishing the tramnay station were not in ruins. Peking sprav
over a large area; the tenple and the station were in the eastern
the city, a good many h from her room ng house.

Not far fromthe station was Porcelain Muth Street, Tzu Chi K
whose clay was fanmpbus. She wal ked north up the street, then
of f onto one of the hutungs, Peking's innunerable |anes and alleys
branched fromit. She was | earning her way through the nmaze; she
to doubl e back and retrace her steps only once before she found the H
Shih, the Small Market.

Anot her nanme for that market, |ess often heard but always in the
of everyone's mnd, was the Thieves' Mrket. Fromwhat Liu Han
been told, not everything in the narket was stol en goods; sone of
trash so | oudly hawked had been |l egally acquired but was being

here to create the illusion that the custoner was getting a bargain.
"Brass plates!' 'Cabbage!' 'Chopsticks!' 'Mah-jong tiles!' 'Nood
"Medicine to cure you of the clap!' '"Piglets and fresh pork!' 'Peas

bean sprouts!' The noi se was deafening. Only by Peking standards
this be reckoned a snmall nmarket. In nost cities, it would have been
central enporium all by itself, it seened to Liu Han as big as the
in which the little scaly devils had placed her after bringing her
fromthe airplane that never | anded.

In the surging crowds, she was just one anbng many. Anonynity su
her. The kind of attention she got these days was not what she wa
A man selling fine porcelain cups that certainly |looked as if they m
have been stol en saw her, pointed, and rocked his hips back and
She wal ked over to himwith a large snmle on her face. He | ooked
eager, hal f apprehensive.
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She made her voice high and sweet, like a singsong girl's. Still smling,
she said, 'l hope it rots off. | hope it shrinks back into your body so you
can't find it even if you've tied a string around its tiny little end. If you
do find it, | hope you never, ever get it up.'

He stared at her, his nouth falling open. Then he reached under the
table that held his wares. By the tinme he'd pulled out a knife, Liu Han
had a Japanese pistol pointed at his mdsection. 'You don't want to try
that,' she said. 'You don't even want to think about trying that.'

The man gaped foolishly, eyes and nouth wi de and round as those of
the goldfish in their ornanental ponds not far away. Liu Han turned her
back and wal ked away. As soon as a few people got between her and
him, he started screarning abuse at her

She was tenpted to go back and put a bullet in his belly, but
shooting every man in Peking who nocked her would have wasted a
| ot of ammunition, and her peasant upbringi ng made her hate the idea
of waste.

A mnute |ater, another nerchant recognized her. He foll owed her
with his eyes but didn't say anything. By the standards she'd grown
used to, that was a restrai ned response. She paid himthe conplinent
of ignoring him

Before, | had only Hsia Shou- Tao to wony about, she thought bitterly.
Thanks to the fittle scaly devils and their tile cinenmas, | have hundreds.
A great many nen had watched her yield to the desires of Bobby Fiore
and the other nen aboard the airplane that never cane down. Having
seen that, too many of them supposed she woul d be eager to yield to
their desires. The little devils had succeeded in nmaking her notorious in
Peki ng.

Soneone patted her backside from behind. She | ashed out with a shoe
and caught himin the shin. He how ed curses. She didn't care. Notorious
or not, she refused to vanish into a hole. The scaly devils had done their
best ~o0 destroy her as an instrument of the People's Liberation Arny. If
t hey succeeded, she woul d never see her daughter again.

She had no intention of letting them succeed.

They had nade her an object of derision, as they'd planned. But they
had al so nade her an object of synpathy. Wonen could tell that she'd

been coerced in sone of the filns the little devils had taken of her. And

the People's Liberation Arny had nounted an aggressive propaganda

canpai gn to educate the people of Peking, nmen and wonen alike, as to

the circunstances in which she'd found hersel f. Even sonme nmen were

synpat hetic to her now.

Once or twice, she'd heard foreign devil Christian mssionaries talking
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in their bad Chinese about martyrs. At the time, she hadn't understood
concept - what point to suffering when you didn't have to? These days,

was a martyr herself, and exploiting the role for all it was worth.
She canme to the little stall of a woman who was selling carp that | oo
i ke ugly gol dfish. She picked one up by the tail. 'Are these fish fres

she asked dubi ously.
"Just caught this nmorning,' the woman answered.

"Why do you expect nme to believe that?' Liu Han sniffed at the carp
grudgi ng tones, she said, 'Wll, maybe. Wat do you want for then
They haggl ed, but had trouble com ng to an agreenent. People wa
themfor a while, then went back to their own concerns when they di
prove very interesting. Lowering her voice, the carp seller said, '

the word you were | ooking for, Conrade.'
"I hoped you would,' Liu Han answered eagerly. 'Tell nme.
The woman | ooked around, her face nervous. 'How you hear this m
never be known,' she warned. 'The little scaly devils have no idea
nephew understands their ugly | anguage as well as he does - oth
they would not talk so freely around him'
"Yes, yes,' Liu Han said with an inpatient gesture. 'W have put
like that in among them W do not betray our sources. Sonetimes we ha
even held of f from making a nove because the little scaly devils
have been able to figure out where we got the information. So you m
tell me and not worry - and if you think | will pay your stinking price
your stinking fish, you are a fool!' She added the last in a |oud voice wh
a man wal ked by cl ose enough to eavesdrop on their conversation
"Why don't you go away, then?' the carp seller shrilled. A nonment |at
she | owered her voice once nore: 'He says they will soon let the Peop
Li beration Arny know they are willing to resunme tal ks on all subjec
He is only a clerk, remenber; he cannot tell you what "all subj
means. You will know that for yourself, though, won't you?
"Eh? Yes, | think so,' Liu Han answered. If the scaly devils neant
they said, they would return to tal king about giving her back her daught
The girl would be approaching two years old now, by Chinese reckon
one for the tine she'd spent in Liu Han's wonb and the second for
time since her birth. Liu Han wondered what she | ooked |ike and h
Tt omal ss had been treating her. One day before too | ong, maybe, sh

"All right, I'lIl buy it, even if you are a thief." As if in anger, Liu
sl apped down coins and stal ked away. Behind her angry fagade, she v
smling. The carp seller was al nbst her own personal source of news;

didn't think the woman knew many others fromthe People's Liberat
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Army. She would get credit for bringing news of inpending negotiations
to the central conmmttee

Wth luck, that would probably be enough to ensure that she got her
own seat on the committee. Nieh Ho-T'ing would back her now. she was
sure of that. And, once she had her seat, she would support N eh's agenda -
for a while. One of these days, though, she would have occasion to disagree
with him Wen she did, she'd have backing of her own.

She wondered how Nieh would take that. Wuld they be able to go on
being lovers after they had political or ideological quarrels? She didn't
know. O one thing she was sure: she needed a | over |ess than she had
before. She was her own person now, well able to face the world on her
own two feet without requiring a man's support. Before the little scaly
devils cane, she hadn't inmagi ned such a thing possible.

She shook her head. Strange that all the suffering the little devils had
put her through had | ed her not only to be independent but to think she
ought to be independent. Wthout them she would have been one of
the uncounted peasant widows in war-torn China, trying to keep herself
fromstarving and probably having to becone a prostitute or a rich man's
concubine to manage it.

She passed by a man selling the conical straw hats both nen and
worren wore to keep the sun off their faces. She had one back at the
room ng house. When the little scaly devils first began showi ng their
vile filns of her, she'd worn the hat a lot. Wth its front edge pulled | ow
over her features, she was hardly recognizabl e.

Now, though, she wal ked through the streets and hutungs of Peking
bar eheaded and unashanmed. A man | eered at her as she left the Small
Mar ket. 'Beware of revolutionary justice,' she hissed. The fellow fell back
in confusion. Liu Han wal ked on

The little scaly devils had one of their novie machines playing on a
street coner There, bigger than life, Liu Han rode astride Bobby Fiore,
her skin and his slick with sweat. The nmain thing that struck her, | ooking
at her sonewhat younger self, was how well fed and well rested she
seened. She shrugged. She hadn't been conmitted to the revol utionary
cause yet.

A man | ooked fromthe three-di mensional inmage to her. He pointed.

Liu Han pointed back at him as if her finger were the barrel of a gun
He found something else to do - and found it in a hurry.

Liu Han kept wal king. The little devils were still doing their best to
discredit her, but they were also coming back to the negotiating table,
and com ng back to tal k about all subjects. As far as she was concerned,
that represented victory.
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The year before, the little scaly devils hadn't been so willing to ta
The year before that, they hadn't talked at all, just swept all before the

Life was harder now for themthan it had been, and they were start
to see that it mght grow harder yet. She smiled. She hoped it woul d.

New fish came into canp utterly confused, utterly dismayed. That a
Davi d Nussboym who, having survived his first few weeks, was no |lon
a new fish but a zek anbng zeks. He was still reckoned a political ra
than a thief, but the guards and the NKVD nen had stopped using
hi m t he bl andi shments they aimed at so nany Communi sts caught in

web of the gul ag-

"You're still eager to help the Party and the Soviet state, aren't
Then of course you'll lie, you'll spy, you'll do whatever we say.
words were subtler, sweeter, but that was what they neant.

To a Polish Jew, the Party and the Soviet state were nore attractive th
Hitler's Reich, but not much. Nussboym had taken to using broken Russ
and Yiddi sh anong his fellow prisoners and answering the guards only
Polish too fast and slangy for themto understand.

"That's good,' Anton M khail ov said admringly after yet another gu
went off scratching his head at Nussboym s replies. 'Keep it up and aft
a while they'Il quit bothering you because they'|ll figure they won't
abl e to get any sense out of you anyway.'

' Sense?' Nussboymrolled his eyes. 'If you crazy Russians wanted sen
you never woul d have started these canps in the first place.

"You think so, do you?' the other zek answered. 'Try building socialis
wi thout the coal they get fromthe canps, and the tinmber, without
railroads zeks build and without the canals we dig. Wiy, wthout ca
the whole damm country would fall apart.' He sounded as if he took
perverse pride in being part of such a vital and socially significa
enterprise.

"Maybe it should fall apart, then,' Nussboym said.' These NKVD bast ar
wor k everybody the way the Nazis work Jews. |'ve seen both now, a
there isn't nmuch to choose between them' He thought a nonment. ' No
take that back. These are just |abor canps. You don't have the kind
assenbly-line nmurder the Nazis had started up just before the

got there.'
"Way nmurder a man when you can work himto death? M khail ov aske
"It's - what's the word | want? - it's inefficient, that's what it is.'

"This - what we do here - you call this efficient? Nusshboym exclaine
"You could train chinpanzees to do this.'
The Russi an thief shook his head. 'Chi npanzees would fall over dea
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Nussboym They couldn't nmake 'ern stand it. Their hearts woul d break
and they'd die. They call 'emdunb animals, but they' re smart enough
to know when things are hopeless - and that's nore than you can say
about people.’

"That's not what | neant,' Nussboym said. 'Look what they've got us
doi ng now, these barracks we're naking.'

"Don't you bitch about this work,' M khailov said. 'Radzutak was dam
lucky to get it for our gang; it's a hell of a lot easier than going out to
the forest and.chopping down trees in the snow. This way you go back
to your bunk half dead, not all the way.'

"I"mnot arguing about that,' Nussboymsaid inpatiently. Sonetines
he wondered if he was a one-eyed man in the country of the blind. 'Have
you paid any attention to what we're building, though?

M khai | ov | ooked around and shrugged. 'It's a barracks. It's going up
according to plan. The guards haven't said boo. As long as they're happy,

| don't care. If they wanted nme to nake herring boats, | wouldn't conplain
about that, either. 1'd make herring boats.'

Nussboym t hrew down his hanmer in exasperation. 'Wuld you make
herring boats that didn't hold herring?

"Careful with that,' his partner warned.' You break a tool and the guards
will give you a stonping whether they can talk to you or not. They figure
everybody understands a boot in the ribs, and they're nostly right. Wuld
I make herring boats that didn't hold herring? Sure, if that's what they
told me to do. You think I"'mthe one to tell "emthey're wong? Do |
| ook crazy?'

That sort of keep-your-head-down-and-do-what-you're-told attitude had
existed in the Lodz ghetto. It didn't just exist in the gulags; it dom nated.
Nussboyrn felt like yelling, 'But the Enperor has no clothes!' Instead, he
pi cked up the hammer and drove a couple of nails into the frame of the
bunk bed on which he and M khailov were working. He hit the nails as
hard as he could, trying to relieve sone of his frustration that way.

It didn't work. As he reached down into the bucket for another nail
he asked, 'How would you like to sleep in these bunks we're naking?

"I don't like sleeping in the bunks we've got now,' M khail ov answered

"Gve nme a broad who'll say yes, though, and | don't care where you put
me. |'lIl manage fine, thank you very nuch.' He drove a nail hinself.
"A broad?" Nussboym hesitated. 'I hadn't thought of that.

H's fellow 2ek stared at himin pity. 'Then you're a fool, aren't
you? They go and run up these new barracks. They put enough
barbed wire between them and the ones we sleep in to keep the
Nazis fromcrossing the border, and | hear we're supposed to get a
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trainl oad of "special prisoners" before long. Do | have to draw you
pi cture, chun?

"I hadn't heard about the special prisoners comng in,' Nussboyrn sak
He knew a | ot of the gossip on the canp grapevine went right by hin
because his Russian really wasn't very good.

"Wll, they are,' Mkhailov said. 'We'll be lucky even to catch a glinps

of 'em The guards, though, they' Il get fucked and sucked till they can
stand up straight, the stinking sons of bitches. The cooks, too, and th(
clerks - anybody with pull. You're just a regular zek, though, forget it.

Nussboym hadn't thought about women since he ended up in Sovi el
hands. No, that wasn't true: he hadn't thought about themin any concretf
way, sinply because he figured he wouldn't see any for a long, |ong
time. Now

Now he said, 'Even for wonen, these bunks are awfully small and
awful ly cl ose together.'

"So the guards clinb in and do it sideways instead of on top,' M khail ov
said. 'So what? It doesn't matter to them they don't care what the broads
think, and you're a stubborn kike, you know t haff

"I know that,' Nussboyrn said; by the other's tone, it was al nost a
complinment. "All right, we'll get it done the way they tell us to. And
if there are wonen here, we don't have to admt we made this stuff
for them'

"Now you're talking,' the other zek said.

The work gang net its norns for the day, which nmeant it got fed - not
extravagantly, but al nost enough to keep body and soul together. After
his bread and soup, Nussboym stopped worrying about his belly for a
little while. It had enough in it that it was no | onger sounding an interna
air-raid siren. He knew that klaxon would start up again all too soon, but
had | earned in Lodz to cherish these brief noments of satiety.

A lot of the other zeks had that same feeling. They sat around on their
bunks, waiting for the order to blow out the |Ianps. Wen that came, they
woul d fall at once into a deep, exhausted sl eep. Meanwhile, they gossiped
or read the propaganda sheets the canp rmuckyrnucks sonetinmes passed
out (those generated plenty of new gossip, nost of it sardonic or ribald)
or repaired trousers and jackets, their heads bent close to the work so
they could see what they were doing in the dimlight.

Sonmewhere off in the distance, a train whistle how ed, |ow and nour nful
Nussboyrn barely noticed it. A few nminutes later, it canme again, this tinme
unnmi st akabl y cl oser.

Anton M khail ov sprang to his feet. Everybody stared at this unwonted
di splay of energy. 'The special prisoners!' the zek excl ai ned.
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Instantly, the barracks were in an uproar. Many of the prisoners hadn't
seen a wonan in years, |let alone been close to one. The odds that they
woul d be close to one now were slim The barest possibility, though, was
plenty to rem nd themthey were nen.

Goi ng outsi de between supper and |ights-out wasn't forbidden, though
the weather was still chilly enough that it had been an uncomon practi ce.
Now dozens of zeks trooped out of the barracks, Nussboym anpbng them
The ot her buildings were enptying, too. Guards yelled, trying to keep
the prisoners in sone kind of order

They had little luck. Like iron filings drawn to a nagnet, the nen
made a beeline for the wire that separated their encanpnent fromthe
new one. The barracks there were only half done, as no one knew better
than Nussboym but that, fromeverything he'd heard, was a typical piece
O Soviet inefficiency.

"Look!' sonmeone said with a reverent sigh. 'They've put up a canopy
to keep the poor darlings fromgetting the sun on their faces.

"And then they have themcone in at night,' sonebody el se added. 'If
that isn't the gulag, | don't know what is.

The train pulled to a stop a few mnutes later, iron wheels scream ng as
they slid along the track. NKVD nen with submachi ne guns and | anterns
hurried up to the Stolypin cars that had carried the prisoners. Wen the
doors opened, the first people off the cars were nore guards.

"The hell with them' Mkhailov said. 'W'don't want to see their ugly
mugs. W know all about what those bastards | ook |ike. Wiere are the
br oads?'

The way the guards were shouting and screamng at the prisoners to
conme out and hurry up about it set the zeks laughing fit to burst anpng
thensel ves. 'Better be careful, dears, or they' |l send you to the front, and
then you'll really be sorry,' soneone called in shrill falsetto.

A head appeared at the doorway to one of the Stolypin cars. The
prisoners' breath went out in one long, anticipatory sigh. Then what was
left of it went out again, this tinme in dozens of gasps of astonishnent.
A Lizard junped out of the car and skittered toward the barracks, then
anot her and anot her and anot her.

Davi d Nussboym stared at themas avidly as if they were wonen.

He spoke their |anguage. He wondered if anyone else in the whole
canp did.
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Mutt Daniels eyed the boat with sonething | ess than enthusiasm ' Dam

he said feelingly.' Wien they said they weren't shippin' us back to Chica
fromElgin, | reckoned they couldn't do no worse to us than what we see
there. Shows how bl ame nmuch | know, don't iff

"You got that right, Lieutenant,' Sergeant Henry Muil doon said. 'Th
whol e nission, the way they talk about it, it's a "deeply regret" telegra
just waitin'to happen. O it would be, | nean, if they still bothered sendin
those tel egrans any nor e!

"That will be enough of that, gentlenen,' Captain Stan Szymans
sai d. 'They tapped us on the shoulder for this job, and we are goin
todoit.'

"Yes, sir,"'Miutt said. The unspoken corollary to Szymanski's com
was, or die tning, which struck Mutt as likely. If it struck Szymanski a
likely, too, he didn't et on. Maybe he was a good actor; that was part
bei ng a good officer, same as it was for being a good nanager. O nmayb
Szymanski didn't really believe, not down deep, that his own person
private self could ever stop existing. If Szymanski was thirty yet,
figured he was the King of Engl and.

Mutt was getting close to sixty. The possibility of his own immn
extinction felt only too real. Even before the Lizards came, too many
the friends he'd had since the turn of the century and before had up an
dropped dead on him from heart disease or cancer or TB. Throw bull et

and shell fragnents into the nmix and a fellow got the idea he was |ivi

on borrowed tine. I

‘W' || have the advantage of surprise,' Szymanski said.

O course we will, Miutt thought. The Lizards' Hbe su?prised- hell, they' fib
amazed - we could be so stupid. He couldn't say that out |oud, worse |u

Captain Szymanski pulled a rmuch-fol ded pi ece of paper out of hi

pocket. 'Let's have a |l ook at the map,' he said.
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Dani el s and Mul doon crowded cl ose. The nap wasn't anything f,
fromthe Arny Corps of Engineers. Mitt recognized it at once: it
come froma Rand McNally road atlas, the sane kind of nmap bus dri
had used to get his minor-league teans fromone little town to the
He'd used them hinmsel f when the drivers got lost, which they did
depressing regularity.

Szymanski pointed. 'The Lizards are holding the territory on the eas
side of the Illinois River, here. Havana, right on the eastern bank when
Spoon flows into the Illinois, is the key to their position along this stret
the river, and they've got one of their prison canps right outside of t
Qur objective is breaking in there and getting some of those people
If we can do it here, maybe we'll be able to do it down at Cairo and
in St. Louis. If we're going to win this war, we have to break their
on the M ssi ssippi."'

"Sir, let's us worry about doin'this here little one right,' Mutt said.
manage that, then the brass can start thinkin' big.

Her man Mul doon nodded vi gorously. After a nonent, so did Szynmax.

' That makes sense,' he said. '|I've been prom sed that we'll have one he
a diversion laid on when we go tonight. | don't nean just the stuff on
Spoon River, either. W already know about that; it's part of the b
plan. But this'll be sonethin,| know that nuch, even if

haven't told me what it'll be,

"Air support? Ml doon w
they don't want to tal k abe

his guts.'
"l don't know, and w
answered. 'If you want

Don't go telling the tr(
out not to be, their m
"Yes, sir,' Ml door
or sone kind of pret
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Ducks quacked on the far side of the river. The nmarshes over the
were a national wildlife refuge. Mutt w shed he could row across w
a shotgun instead of the tomry gun he was toting. There had been 2
observation post over there, on top of a steel tower a hundred feet hig
That had gi ven the gane wardens a dandy vi ew of poachers. The
days, it would have given the Lizards a dandy view of the surround
countryside, but it had been blown up in one round or another of tl
fighting over central Illinois.

Troops were scattered up and down the river, to escape detection
possible and to seemlike routine patrols if they were spotted. Mitt ar
Mul doon nade the rounds, telling the men what Szymanski had to
them 1t wasn't fresh news; they'd been getting ready for this mssio
quite a while now. Telling themone nore tine what they were su
to do wasn't going to hurt, though. Mre tinmes than he could count,
had seen a ball pl ayer swi ng when he'd got the bunt sign or take wh
the hit and run was on. Sonebody was still likely to foul up sone way
other, even after a last go-round. Mitt had | ong since given up
perfection in nmen or their plans.

Twilight fell, then darkness. In the water, a fish |eaped and fell bac
with a splash. Back when Mutt had gone through this country in h
m nor - | eague pl ayi ng days, they'd taken nore fish out of the Illinois tha
fromany other river save the Colunbia. It wasn't |ike that now, not w
so many factories pouring filth into the water, but you could still do a
right with a rod and reel, or even with a pole and a string and a hook

Mutt | ooked down at his watch. The softly gl owi ng nunbers and han
told himit was a quarter to ten. 'Into the boats,'he whispered. 'And quie
God dam it, or we're dead neat before we even get goin'.'

At exactly ten o'clock by his watch, he and the rest of the conpan
started rowing down the Illinois toward Havana. The oars seened
make a dreadful racket as they dipped into the water and spl ashed o
agai n, but no Lizard machi ne guns opened up on the far side of the ri
Mutt sighed with relief. He'd been afraid they were heading into a tra
right fromthe start.

At 10:02, artillery and nortars and machi ne guns opened up on Havan
fromthe west and south. "Right on tine," Mitt said; in the sudden chao
noi se fromthe boats mattered a | ot |ess.

The Lizards reacted pronptly, with artillery of their own and
small-arnms fire. Daniels tried to gauge whether they were shifting troof
fromthe canp, which was north of Havana, to neet the noisy, obvious

the Anericans were showing them For his sake, he hoped they were.

A hot yellow gl ow sprang up in the southwest and swiftly sprea
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toward Havana. Mutt wanted to whoop with glee, but had the good sense
to keep his voice down: 'They really went and did it, boys. They lit off
the Spoon River.

"How many gal |l ons of gas and oil did they pour into it before they lit
a mat ch?' sonebody in the boat said. 'How long could that stuff keep a
ta~k running, or a plane?

dunno,' Miutt answered. 'I figure they're usin' it against the eneny
this way, too, an'if it rattles the Lizards so nuch that they forget to shoot at
me, | ain't gonna conplain. Now cone on, boys, we gotta pull |ike bastards,
get across the Illinois before the Spoon runs into it. W don't nanage that'
- he let out a wheezy chuckle - 'our goose is cooked.
Little tongues of flame, drifting on the water, were already at the
junction of the rivers and starting to flow down the Illinois. Mre

k floating fire followed. The Lizards didn't run gunboats along the river
or anything like that, so the fire wasn't likely to do themany real harm
but it did draw their attention toward the Spoon and the territory west
of it - and away fromthe boats sliding down the Illinois toward Havana
fromthe north.

'Cone on, pull hard, cone on, come-' Mitt tunbled off his seat in the
m ddl e of a word when the boat ran hard aground. He cane up | aughing.
If you made a fool of yourself 1--cQ of your nen, you had to admit it.
He junped out onto the river'
go break our boys outta sti-

He | ooked away fromO

to the darkness. That bl a,

it had been cut down. H

trotted toward the Lizx

Not too far away, S
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The prison canp

them out. Not hi ng

mai n gate, which |

to think they coul

UP on themfroir

Grenades an(

' Cone on, hurr

had a radi o,

% Sol diers v

Frominsie

fire (Mutf
St opped
----,P-tc.h
ed under his boots. 'Let's
es adapt
1~
eb
S11
0

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (239 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:29 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt
019
Sea

gTow on their
casual as he
45 b

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (240 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:29 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

f 4.
gai dbush | aughed out | oud.
0-"~-.Som of yours is a lovely girl,
-es on
--*I'h 18F -you, too.' He poked CGoldfarb
-R~- Ay different, what?'
-i'fibarrassed still. He fed the renai ning video

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...ar%2004%20-%20Striking%20the%20Balance.txt (241 of 555) [12/29/2004 12:49:29 AM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edoved620-%20Worl dwar%2004%20-%20Stri king%20the%20Bal ance.txt

210 WORLDWAR: STRUMG THE BALANCE
was a pathway out of the canp for them they started pouri
forth.

Captai n Szymanski shout ed, ' Anybody who wants to go back to fighti
the Lizards full tine, come with us. Lord knows you'll be wel cor

O herwi se, folks, scatter as best you can. W can use guerrillas, b
and a | ot of people round about here will give you shelter and sh~

what they've got. Good luck to you.

'CGod bless you, sir,' a man called. Mdre echoed that. Sone people stu
close to their rescuers; others nelted away into the night.

Firing picked up off to the south, and rapidly started getting clos
"Skirmsh line forward!" Mitt called. 'W gotta hold '"emoff as long as i
can, give people a chance to get away.'

No sooner were the words out of his nouth than what sounded I|ike
hell of a big bonb | anded right next to the advancing Lizards. He | ook
around wi l dly; he hadn't heard any airplanes in the nei ghborhood. He st
didn't, as a matter of fact. But a long runble of cloven air cane fromtl
sky, then slowy faded: it was as if the explosive or whatever it was h~
arrived before word of its com ng

"That's got to be an Anmerican | ong-range rocket bonb,' Capta
Szymanski said. Whatever it was, the Lizards weren't steaning forwai
now t he way they had been

A few minutes |ater, another one of those rocket bonbs went off, th.
one, by the sound of it, a couple of mles away fromany of the fightin
around Havana. The missiles didn't seemto be what you' d call accurab
they could have come down here as easily as on the Lizards. But h
stopping them Daniels thought. Go ahead and try.

In the darkness, he found Szymanski. 'Sir, | think it's about tinme t
get the hell out of here. W stay around tryin' to do nore than we car
alot of us'll end up dead.'

"You're probably right Lieutenant,' the company commander said. ' N(
you're certainly right.' He raised his voice: 'Back to the river, nen!
Piling into one of the boats - now crowded al mbst to sinking wt)
rescued prisoners - felt very good to Miutt. Getting back across the Illinois
t hough, nade hi msweat big drops. If a Lizard helicopter came chatterin~
by overhead just now, there wouldn't only be fire on the water: there(
be blood in it, too. Everybody understood that; the nen at the oars pull e(
i ke mani acs as they got over to the west bank of the river.
Stunbling out of the boat and away, Mutt wondered if Sam Yeage
had made the acquai ntance of these fancy rockets (he al so wondered, a,,
he had ever since they' d separated outside Chicago, whether Samwa,,z
still alive to have nmet then). What with all the funny pul p magazi nes
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he'd al ways read, he'd be in better shape to make sense of this crazy new
worl d than damm near anybody el se.

"Not that anything makes sense any nore,' Daniels nuttered, and set

about getting his men under cover.

A coal -fired generator chugged, down in the basenent of Dover College
David Goldfarb felt the throbbing in his bones. He could hear it, too, but
didn't unless he nade a conscious effort to do so. As long as it went

on, |ightbul bs shone, wireless sets played, radar worked, and he could
pretend the world was as it had been back before the Lizards cane.

When he remarked on that, Basil Roundbush said, 'In ny hunble

opi nion' - he was about as hunble as the Pope was Jew sh, but at

| east he knew it - 'playing those games doesn't nuch help. As soon

as we | eave the laboratory, the real world rudely steps up and ki cks us
inthe teeth.'

"Too right it does,' Goldfarb said. 'Even with every spare square inch
of the island growi ng wheat and potatoes and nmangel -wirzel s, heaven

only knows how we're going to feed everyone.'

"Oh, indeed.' Roundbush's nustache fluffed as he blew air out throu

it. 'Rations were dreary enough when we were just fighting the Jerri

It's worse now - and the Yanks these days haven't the wherewithal to st
their surpluses over to us. For that nal *er, they haven't got surpluses a
nmore, either, fromall 1've heard.

CGol df arb grunted and nodded. V

that seened to have stuck for the

stored sounds and pictures - ar

pl ayed it.
"What have you got there?
"I won't know till I hit the s-
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"Bl oody inefficient
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wor ki ng. The screen showed the inage of a Lizard tank. Having faced
such beasts on the ground, Goldfarb had a whol esome respect for them
Nonet hel ess, they weren't what he was after.

He watched for a couple of minutes to confirmthat the video platter
was i ndeed a tank mai ntenance manual, then shut it off and nmade the
pl ayer spit out the platter. After he'd done that, he wapped it in a sheet
of paper, on which he scribbled its subject. He picked up another one and
fed it into the nmachine. It showed scenes of a city on the Lizards' hone
pl anet - whether it was a travel ogue or a drama he couldn't tell

"l hear sonme of these have been found with blue novies on them
Roundbush remarked as CGol df arb renmoved the video platter and | abel ed
the paper he used to wap it with its possible categories.

' Good heavens, who cares?' Coldfarb said. 'Watching Lizards rut

woul dn't get ny juices flowing, | tell you that!

" You m sunderstand, old chap,' Roundbush answered. '| nean bl ue
movi es of our own kind of people. There's this one Chinese worman, |'m
told, who shows up in a lot of them and also in one where she's having
a baby.'

"Why do the Lizards care about that?" Goldfarb said. 'W nust be as
ugly to themas they are to us. |1'd bet it's a runor the brass started to
give us a reason to keep sifting through these bl oody things.

Roundbush | aughed. 'I hadn't th6éught of that, and | shouldn't be the
surprised if you were right. How many nore platters do you
%

,0 through this session?
"taps another six or eight,' CGoldfarb said after a nmonent's

nl'll have wasted enough tine on themfor a while, and
~J making little futile lunges at the innards of the radar set
get1lkelj,, o the array of el ectronic conponents spread out over

a thirdat he hoped was a | ogical, sensible arrangenent.
| _iza show' latter [ield nothing of any earthly use to him -
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Engi nes were Roundbush's speciality, not his own, but he watched
with the RAF officer for a while. Even without understanding the Lizards
| anguage, he learned a lot fromthe platter. Roundbush was frantically
scribbling notes as he watched. 'If only Goup Captain Hipple could see
this,' he muttered several tines.

"W've been saying that for a long tinme now,' Goldfarb answered
unhappily. 'I don't think it's going to happen.' He kept watching the
video platter. Sone of the animation and trick photography the Lizard
instructor used to get his point across far outdi stanced anything the
Di sney peopl e had done in Snow nite or Fantasia. He wondered how
they' d managed several of the effects. However they did it, they took it
as nmuch for granted as he did - or rather, as he had - when he flicked
a wall switch to nake |ight cone out of a ceiling fixture.

Wien the instructional filmwas over, Roundbush shook hinself, as
if he were a dog enmerging froma chilly stream 'W definitely need to
keep that one,' he said. 'Wuld be nice if we had the services of a Lizard
prisoner, too, so we could find out what the blighter was actually sayi ng.
That business with the turbine blades, for instance - was he telling the
technicians to fiddle with themor not to mess about with them under
any circunstances?'

"I don't know,' Goldfarb said. 'W ought to find out, though, and not
by experinenting if we can help it.' He made the player spit out the video
platter, wapped it and labeled it, and set it on a pile separate fromthe
others. That done, he glanced at his wistwatch. ' Good heavens, has it
got round to seven o' clock already?

"That it has,' Roundbush answered. 'Seeing as we've been here for
sonet hing on the close order of thirteen hours, I'd say we've earned the
chance to knock off, too. How say you?

I"d like to see what the rest of these platters are first,' Goldfarb said.

"After that, I'Il worry about things |ike food.
' Such devotion to duty,'Roundbush said, chuckling. 'Anmong the things
like food you'll be worrying about, unless |I'mnuch m staken, would be a

pint or two at the Wiite Horse Inn

CGol df arb wondered whether his ears were hot enough to glow on their
own if he turned out the lights. He tried to keep his voice casual as he
answered, 'Now that you nention it, yes.'

"Don't be enbarrassed, old man.' Now Roundbush | aughed out | oud
"Believe ne, |'mjealous of you. That Naom of yours is a lovely girl,
and she thinks the sun rises and sets on you, too.' He poked Gol dfarb
inthe ribs. "W shan't tell her any different, what?'

"Er - no,' CGoldfarb said, enbarrassed still. He fed the renmining video
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platters he'd picked into the player, one at a tine. He hoped none of ther
woul d prove to be about the care and feeding of radars. He even hope
none of them would be bl ue novies featuring Roundbush's probab
| egendary Chinese wonan. He didn't tell his colleague that; Roundbus
woul d have cl ai med soneone was sprinkling saltpeter on his food.

He was in luck; a couple of mnutes' watching was plenty to show hii
none of the platters was either relevant to his work or pornographic. P
the player ejected the last of them Basil Roundbush gently booted hi

in the backside. 'Go on, old man. 1'll keep the fires burning here, and b
not to bum down the building while |I'm about it.'
Wth Engl and on Double Summer Tine, the sun was still in the sl

when Col dfarb got outside. He swung aboard his bicycle and pedal t
north toward the Wiite Horse Inn. Like a lot of establishnments thel!
days, the pub had a bicycle guard outside to nake sure the two-wheele
didn't pedal off of their own accord while their owners were wthin.

I nside, torches blazed in wall sconces. A hearty fire roared in the heari
Since the place was packed with people, that left it hot and snoky. As
didn't have a generator chuggi ng away, though, the bl azes were necessa
to give it light. A couple of chickens roasted above the hearth fire. Th
savory snell made spit rush into Goldfarb's nouth,

He made his way toward the bar. "What'll it be, dearie? Sylvia aski
Naom was c