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CHAPTER ONE

Standing with mathematical accuracy in the center of the boulevard, the android appeared to be giving a
generous twenty meters free passage on either hand; but there was no doubt that its multifaceted,
revolving eye, on the crown of its black dome, would check out anything down to termite size that tried

to pass.

Experience over thelast six yearstold Gunnar Holt that he hadn't athing to worry about. Ever since he
had outgrown the physica norm for Horizon Delta, the androids had |eft him aone. Now, nudging the
two-meter mark in height and with the flat, powerful physique of amountaineer, he could look down on
any android he met

A lessreflective type might have judged that the androids were backing down from a challenge they
could not mest, but he knew better.

Asayoungster, before he had spoiled the distribution curve, he had judged the power behind an
android'sarm. Single-handed, one had put down ariot in Barnston precinct when food deliveries had
been in asnarl. With men clambering oniit like flies, it had methodically carved up amilling crowd, leaving
aswathe of dead and injured.
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Thefirst hint that he was one gpart had come by accident. He had been pushing himsdlf to reach the
dormitory area, hurrying to beat the curfew, and had found that he was dready too late. The duty guard
at the check point had dready lined up half adozen delinquents and was recording identity seriasto levy
afine. Gunnar Holt had walked on, determined that he would not submit until he was physicaly stopped.

There was no doubt that the android saw him. It made an indecisive move, then packed it in and went
back to its recording chore.

When it happened athird time, he made a deliberate experiment to see how far he could go.
Unbelievably, it was true. For some reason, the androids were not programed to list him as one of the
flock. Hisfoster parents, aware for some time that they had taken a cuckoo into the nest, were glad to
sgn off and see him given an early admission to the male dormitory area.

So he had freedom, of akind, to make his own way about the city.

At first he had used hisrest daysfor travel. Day journeys on foot, giving himsdf timeto clock in at his
own pad and the refectory service he had to use. That meant only one medl on those days and agrowth
of sdf-disciplineto mark him out even more.

Northwest from Barnston precinct, he reckoned it was eight kilometersto the outer ring of hydroponic
farms and the ultimate perimeter of the city. Northeast it was four; Southwest, six. Southeast was more
interesting. Once he had taken two days and pushed to the end of the main axis. Twenty kilometers at the
least count

What had taken time was the park. Recreation areas in the precincts were adequate for exercise, but this
had aquality of szethat filled the mind. Thortonheath Park, the board said; hafway house on hislong

journey.

It was aquiet placeto rest the mind, Since every precinct, like his own, wasin afrenetic muddle of
planned obsolescence and rebuilding. The park and thelibraries divided hisfreetime.

A highration of primate curiosity had driven him into the jungle of higher education. Using the teaching
meachines, with programs from the archives, which the android librarians allowed him to pick for himsdif,
he beat a path through mathemati cs and engineering out and beyond the needs of hisjob asarecycling
operative which findly closed the circle of apartheid. He wasaminority of one.

So now, Gunnar Holt carried on down the fairway on a collison course with the stationary android.
Today he would force the issue to a confrontation of his own choosing. He would make one of them
actudly move out of hisway.

Its scanning eye stopped turning and fixed him in adirect beam. Even after dl the years of success, the
direct challenge dropped his skin resistance and a crawl of tension edged along his nerves. At five
meters, he could read the detail on the specification plate. It was atop hand, a section leader with a
decision-making capability and charge of ten standard units.

At four paces, he was beginning to think he had pushed hisluck. Curiosity, far from being the hel pmeet of
evolution, had led him to atermina Stuation. The android was showing uncertainty but, on balance, was

gtill opting for holding the pass.

Holt suddenly felt angry. Thetin man was an artifact, even conceding that a salf-energizing power pack
and arobot repair service made it independent of human intervention initslife cycle. He had studied the
history and technica background of robot development and could visudize the circuitry that was
currently sorting the angles. It had no conceivableright to interfere with him.,



Anger routed fear. Now he was near enough to see his own face reflected in the polished black casque.
Elongated further by the curve of the metd, it was along, Indo-European job, topped by thickly waved
red hair that added afew more centimeters of height, cleanshaven, composed, and unsmiling. Hewas
pleased to seethat it gave no sign of the uncertainty that had possessed him.

Hesaid, evenly, "Stand out of my way, Sergeant.”

It was unnecessary. The android was dready on the move. In aflash of intuition, Holt recognized that it
had to do with hismenta set. His own doubt had triggered off the debate in the mechanica cortex. Very
subtle engineering there; the android was sengitive to the microvoltage seething around in ahuman skull.

The way ahead was clear. On impulse, Holt stopped and spoke again. "Wait. | am not satisfied that your
adjustment is correct. Show me your program.”

Thistime, there was no hesitation. The android deftly unclipped its chest console, swung aside the flap,
and fished out aflat dispenser of microtapes, which it held out for ingpection.

Other than on the screen of ateaching machine, it was the first time Holt had seen one, but the layout was
sdlf-explanatory. There were many hundreds of ingtruction loops, schemes of action for any eventudlty,
except the one that had come up. Without a playback unit, he could not make any assessment. But it
gave him food for thought. Sometime, he might work on one of these zombies and adapt it for hisown
use. Alter its programs. Though to what end, he did not know.

Holt returned the capsule, "That seemsto bein order. Just remember me, next time we meet. Carry on."
"Very good, Excdlency.”

Thortonheath Park worked its usua therapy. There was turf underfoot, and a ceiling of palest cerulean
blue at fifty metersthat hinted at indefinite distance and in fact took up the full height of Horizon Delta

On the perimeter, the ten levels of the city he knew were stepped back like the processiona way of a
zZiggurat so that there was no abrupt cuff of masonry to stop the viewing eye. After the rabbit-warren
complication of Barnston precinct, it was aconsiderable holiday of the spirit to stand and look about.

It was avindication of asort for the efforts he had to make and the isolation hewasin.

Gunnar Holt had long accepted that his privileged position had won him no friends. Over thelast few
years, he had become as solitary asaman on an idand. He had taken it as part of the package ded, but
without any enthusiasm. Hewas not aloner by nature, reckoning, with truth, that there was alimit to the
timeaman could live out of himsdlf asout of avaise.

He began to walk dowly across open space toward asmall copse set on alow ridge, which was skillfully
landscaped to give theillusion of greet distance.

It was comfortably hot, knocking the 20-degree mark. He unclipped his belt and dipped off hisfluted,
meta-cloth tabard. Cumbersometo carry, heleft it standing like aheadless trunk on the grass. Asit was
awork day in the precincts near the park, it would be in nobody's way. Long before sixteen hundred,
when the release bell rang, he would have reclamed it

A smadl flock of white birds rose uneasily from the trees ahead, circled twice, and settled back out of
sght. There was also amovement at ground level. Somebody was trespassing on his private garden.

Holt quickened his pace to check out the phenomenon and reached the winding path up the flank of the
ridgein fiveminutesflat



Up close, the dwarf trees threw a pattern of shadow that was tangibly cool to the skin. There was no one
insight. He went directly for the top, cutting corners on the zigzag, until he made it to aclearing wherea
round white gazebo on a single fluted column looked over the treetops like adovecote on apole.

When the park was busy, there was dways a patient line waiting to ook out from this vantage point, the
only one of itskind on Horizon Delta. Today he had the ridge to himsdlf. He went up the spiral stair inthe
column, sure that whoever had been in the copse must be up above.

Confirmation came before he was halfway. Climbing up had taken itstoll. Heavy breathing amplified by
the hollow-drum structure was beating back down the well

When he came out onto acircular platform, he was afull minute finding the source. Then he recognized
that abundle of gray cloth, on abench seat under awindow in the curve of the wall, actually contained
the living presence of avery senior citizen.

Hesad, "Areyou dl right? Can | do anything for you?'

Breathing had been afull-time chore for the oldster and | eft little over for sorting sensory data. Thevoice
was hisfirst clue that he had company. Parchment-thin eydidsflicked back and a pair of washed-out
blue eyestransformed the rubble into an intelligent observer.

Holt was used to being given a second ook, but he now saw surprise on ascae that made him fed
beyond the human pale.

"Whet isit?"

"Who areyou?' The voice was hardly more than awhisper. At the sametime, the old man dewed stick
legs off the bench and heaved himsdf painfully to hisfeet.

It was not atour en Pair, but it used up whatever reserves were | eft in the physical locker. There was
prideinit; agesture that had to be made. Economical in itsway, because it cut any number of corners.
Before Holt caught him and lowered him back to the seat, they had |ooked at each other eye-to-eye. The
man's presence was explained. They were two of akind.

Therewas an interva of slence. On his closed circuit of pain, the old man could neither hear nor speak.
Holt filled the time with ableak ook into the future. So it would be with himself years ahead.

To date, he had found enough to do exploring the environment to its physical limits, with an undefined
notion in the back of hismind that there would aways be progression. Here was a skeletal signpost to
bring him up short. A lifetime, no less, had ended where it began. Who was to say that there was
anything about himsdlf to claim success, where this one had so patently failed?

Speculation cut off asthe oldster rgjoined the symposium with a question of hisown.
"Who areyou?'
"Holt. Gunnar Holt. From Barnston precinct. How isit we have not met before? | am often here.”

"No time for regret on that score.” Thewords came across like individua beads on a counting frame. "'l
am George Sutton. Was isthe better word."

"Arethere others?'

"Not that | know of. But for years now, | have not moved about very much. | think not. Statistics are



againg it. How much do you know about the city?*

"Roughly thesize. | would say it hasan dliptical form. Lies on aNorthwest-Southeast axis. Ten levels.
Could hold twenty million people.”

"Go to Burton precinct in the Southwest. Theré'salibrary. Don't be put off. They have booksthere."
"Books?'

"The ones you want are in the vaults. Make them bring them up for you. Or better ill, go down yourself
and look around. Then you'll understand. Horizon Ddltais only a part. Only apart.”

Sutton had exhausted himsdlf and leaned againgt the backrest with his eyes closed. Breathing was
shallow: short rasping breaths that made histhroat swell with effort as he fought to get air down to where
it would do some good.

"Dont try to talk. I'll get you home."

A rictuslikethelipless grin on a skull supplemented afeeble headshake. "Not a chance. | came hereto
die. A high board to take off from. Shift me around so that | can look out.”

When it was done, Sutton seemed to find asmdll reinforcement of libido, though Holt had to bend close
to hear what he was saying. There was alot he wanted to ask, but he reckoned there was acertain
protocol in the diamond moment of dying. Communication should be from the ship to the land.

Sutton looked at the engineered prospect as though it were an ocean he had found after an infinite trek
through dense bush. He was speaking to himsdf as much asto Halt, finding comfort in a proposition that
had been part of the furniture of hismind. "There are things known and there are things unknown and
there are doors between."

Evenif he, persondly, had never been ableto find away through, the belief that away existed had been
the maingtay of hisisolaion.

Hefollowed up with another, urgent thistime to get agreement. "Don't be brainwashed into accepting the
assumptions of society. What is, is not necessarily right. The mgority opinion isnearly alwayswrong.”

Hewent very ill, and it seemed likely that the oneway link was closed for good. Holt straightened up
and looked out over hishead.

Suddenly Sutton twisted around from the view and gripped Holt's arm with unexpected bony strength.
His voice was amost a shout.

"Have you been into Woodd ee precinct?’
"No, | never have."

"Go there. It may be important to you."
"Where doesit lie?'

But Sutton was not listening. The grip on Holt's arm had gone dack. Breathing notched up to afrenetic
tempo and then cut off in the mid-rasp, with arattle that shook the whole rickety fabric.

A bird flew out from the copse and went in wheeling flight across open ground. An excursion modulefor
the migrating Ka.



Gunnar Holt was used to being alone. Even in the packed living quarters of his home precinct, he was
one by himself. Sutton's death underlined it in anew way. It was not natural. Man wasasocid animd.
He needed hisown kind.

Optimism had aways worked to bring him around to suppose that in the long term he would make out.
But Sutton'slife cycle was againgt it. It could happen to him. There was no rational expectation that it
would not.

But athough he could not prevent the birds of depression from flying around his head, he reckoned it was
only prudent to stop them nesting in hishair. There wastimeto get to Barnston. The journey back would
take him past curfew, but that was no problem.

Eight boulevards ran from the park: four ong the mgjor axes, four taking intermediate compass points.
Precincts were listed on check boards at each outlet.

He picked up histabard, ill waiting for him on the grass like adumb, surredist landmark, and followed
the boundary to the Southwest exit.

An android standing four-square in the way turned ddliberately and watched him read the manifest.

It would not al belost ground. By cutting through connecting avenues, he could get to Barnston without
backtracking through the park. In any event, it was the first advice he had been givenin along timeand
he could not passit up.

Onimpulse, he cdlled over to the android, " Come here. Show me your program.”

When it wasin his hands, he tipped the spools out and shoved them back in random order. It was not
much, and he was hardly conscious of having crossed any Rubicon; but it was a declaration of intent.
From being a passive consumer of whatever the system chose to hand out, he had gone over to an
offensive, with real choicesand persona respongbility.

Seeing more of the game, the action made more impact on a hatchet-faced onlooker, lessthan haf a
kilometer distant, who was building a hard-edged reproduction of the set on awell-tuned actualizer.

He voiced his opinion with the querulous harmonic of one who time and again has been proved right by
events and who judgesthat if only people listened to him, there would be less angst suffered by one and
al.

"Y ou see, Carlos, the canker spreads. | said years ago that Sutton should have been dedlt with. Now he
has met another one and infected him with hisopinions. | say act a once. Thereis enough trouble on
Horizon Ddtawithout encouraging an anarchist.”

Carlos Foden, centraly placed on along console spread, answered indirectly by speaking to the
operator on the right wing, who completed his duty trio and gave more nourishing food for vison than
anything the hol ographic web of the actualizer could net in along search.

"What do you say to that, Joanna? He is by way of being your protege.”

The form of words was harmless enough, but the interrogee recognized the underlying sneer. Between
the lines, she was being credited with alapse from scientific detachment, which was only to be expected,
in the speaker's book, from an emotion-led woman.

Therewas a'so moretruth in it than he could guess at. She had spent more time watching Holt than strict
scientific interest demanded.



But Carlos Foden ought to have known better than to job, and the face behind it was unruffled by any
cat's paw of passion. Masklike and profoundly symmetrica, like nature's own sdif, its magnoliaskin
covered asatisfying oval distribution of subcutaneousfat. It was topped off by a generous ration of
honey-blonde hair taken severely back and tied by a bootlace bow of eectrum ribbon.

"Y ou are both very good at making difficulties where none exist. The project to leave Sutton under
observation was agreed by Council. Some useful records on reaction to isolation have come out of it.
Nothing new, but such anatura experimenta stuation could not be neglected. It was good sense. What
harm did he ever do? Certainly, | first reported Holt's existence. If proper monitoring had been done, he
would have been picked up before. Y ou know aswell as| do that it ison report. We shal hear soon
enough if any action hasto be taken.”

Foden made a pantomime of being battered by argument and appeal ed to the eft-winger. "There you
are, Prenton. Y ou have your answer. Our environmentalist colleague would record Nero'sfiddling while
Rome crumbled around her head.”

Prenton was not easily appeased. "It'sal very well. But Holt has gotten ahead of Sutton. Sutton was
aready old when he came across the Burton libraries. We should send a party down to destroy that
collection.”

"Y ou worry too much. Nobody esewill seeit. Before long, decay will have done the job. Now that our
Joannais so interested in Holt, she won't let him out of sight. More important is the development at
Wooddee. Fortunately it isnot our affair, or Joannawould have let it Spread as another God-given piece
of experimentd design.”

Once again, it would have been easier to let it go, but she had her end to keep up. She knew what was
behindit.

Joanna Taubman, asaward of the Senior Administrator in Wirral City's Management Board of three,
had met the attitude before. There was dways the suggestion that she had freewheded into high office on
the strength of the name bond with Dr. Gordon Taubman, who had now held onto the top civic dot
through two five-year terms and looked set to found adynasty.

Therewas enough truth in it to beirritating. She was an ambitious girl who had afair judgment of her own
worth and knew she would have made it, eventualy, whoever she had been. But asaredit, she had no
objection to starting halfway up the ladder. It meant that she could handle research projects that would
not have come her way in the first working decade of adult status. By the time she cameto her three-year
dint in the Horizon's creche unit, she would be established as an authority in her own right.

For that matter, Taubman might well fix it so that she skipped the childbearing bit. Almost certainly she
could get it cut to one child instead of the statutory two. A further cutback on population for the Horizon
was serioudy tabled, even though dow wastage had dropped the Alpha numbers to the 100,000 mark.

She said, There is no comparison between the two. Wooddeeis a security problem. What is happening
thereis not understood by anybody."

It shifted the argument off course but gave George Prenton opportunity to air another grouch.

"The Council waswrong about that ten years ago, and it's still wrong today. There's only one way to deal
with mutants, whether physical or mentd. | say exterminate. The planners had good sense when they built
lethal capability into the air exchange. There's a precedent, too. It's easy, painless, and humane. They
legidated for thiskind of Stuation, and now heirsto the system haven't enough nerveto operaeit.”



Againit had come around to thinly-veiled criticism of the city boss. Thistimeit o involved his other
legd ward.

Guy Taubman, equa in age with Joanna, had made asssted progress in the security service. He was now
the youngest member of the committee of six that directed law and order under the direct authority of the
managing triumvirate. He must have had some say in the policy on Wooddee,

Joanna Taubman had anumber of reservations about her legd brother and the validity of some Council
policies, but no hint of it showed. Thereisno question of loss of nerve. Y our solution isover-smple and
isno solution at dl. Who isto say that the Woodd ee situation could not erupt € sawhere? Until we know
its cause, it would be stupid to empty the area. They do no harm. Thereverseistrue. Statistics show they
work harder and spend fewer hours in the entertainment areas than any other precinct on Horizon Delta.
Granted there is more menta breakdown, but it leads to suicide, aggression againgt the sdf and not the
group.”

Foden said mildly, "That's dl right Joanna. George isn't blaming you for Wooddee. But just for the
record, I'll remind you that it isn't asinnocent as you seem to think. Politica action has started up. Direct
attacks on the guards. More than twenty knocked out already. It may not be possible to contain them
ingde precinct boundaries for much longer. Then Prenton could beright.”

Joannalleft it alone. She made deft tuning movements with aset of smooth tapering fingersthat would
have been more naturally adapted to picking through a pattern book of exotic brocades. She brought up
aclear picture of Gunnar Holt, moving with an athletic swing down the center of hisboulevard. Hewas
well on the way to Burton precinct, with the air of one who carries an oar on his shoulder.

Holt reached Burton precinct with an hour to spare before the officia closing time of the public utilities
sector, which housed schools, libraries, display gdleries, and admin machinery needed to keep its
haf-million inhabitants at amuted tick.

He had not been there before and judged at once that there was better-than-average provision for the
culture vulture. Not that there was any about Reconstruction ploys were over for the day. Passing
through the Coliseum district on the way to his objective, he had seen that every actudities stadium was
showing aHouse Full sign. Like everywhere else on Horizon Delta, the third estate was hooked on
continuous free entertainment Bread and circuses.

Maybe Burton had been built over aste with atradition for scholarship. The library complex filled seven
levels, with one subject area opening from another in an ascending spirdl.

Holt spent twenty minutes casing this monument to information. It was an incredible deposit at that Scree,
wegthered from the dopes of scholarship. Still, except that there was more bulk than he had yet seenin
one place, therewas no gain on aqualitative kick. A trial sample from amathematics book brought no
SUrprises.

Sutton's specid mention must be reserved for the hidden written materid. That would be something to
seeinitsown right, insofar as he had never handled such a primitive tool asa printed book.

At the height of the spira, Holt leaned out over an ornamental bal uster and |ooked down into awell like
an amphitheatre, with crescents of study carrels enough to seat athousand students at the least count.

Acoustic cowlswerein molded yelow wood, teaching machines were neatly shrouded in pale gpricot
hoods. Tall, Sat spars, staactite and stalagmite, ran in well-drawn curvesto mark out arees. It was all set
up as apowerhouse to belt the accumul ated wisdom of the millenniainto the captive ears of the eager

young.



Seemingly, they dl had other fish to fry. Except for android librarians Stting, with infinite mechanical
patience, at intervals around the s&t, the place was empty astheinsde of adrum.

Holt wasturning away to get back to the centra inquiry kiosk, when asmall movement of color caught
hiseye. A knot of lime green fabric was making progress down anarrow aley of storage racks. Its
owner wasinvisible, but there was a character lead in the motion. Even at adistance, therewasa
rhythmic bounce that communi cated zest.

As he watched, the green marker stopped dead, made a 360-degree turn, went on to a count of three,
and spun again. Whoever lay beneath was not so committed to research that there was no timefor the
smd| persond gesture.

Discounting androids, there would be no audiencefor it.

Even asthe thought crossed hismind, the librarian at the end of the gulley jacked itself ponderoudy off its
station and disappeared in pursuit.

Holt was dready on the way down when the scene played itself again in total recall. There was something
that did not gel. He was hafway down the spiral on an inside track and went to the ornamental rail to
look again.

From the shdlower angle, he could not see either of the protagonists, but he could remember well enough
that the android's dome had been haf ameter below the leved of the top shelves. That could only mean
that if the cloth was carried on a human head, the wearer was at least taller than an android.

On the ground, it was not as easy to see where he was going. Circuiting the well had clouded orientation.
| nterconnecting passageways were identical. Cometo think of it, there was some credit due to the green
topknot in finding enough libido to truck aong such arats maze.

Working from firgt principles, Holt made for theinner rail to look up and identify the point from which he
had seen the action. Two dog-legs and he was there, with abonus that made a further check
unnecessary. On an dcovetable, there was aflat, gray document case with alibrary admission counter
on it and aserrated identity disk, which had been used to check into the complex, lying on the polished
top besideit.

It wasaloca regigtration. Face up, it carried BURTON PRECINCT in Tempo Inline with an identity
number. On the reverse, there was a neat index-finger print and the name Shesha Haddon writtenina
round, flowing hand by the owner.

Holt quickened his pace like ahound dog given asock. All told, this Sheshawas bizarre not only in
name. Head coverings were never worn in the city. Shewould stand out as an oddity. If indeed it was a
femae quarry. But then it would surely have to be with that name.

The section curved away and ended as a cul-de-sac. She had branched off |€eft or right through one of
the narrow, connecting ginnds.

Confirmation came suddenly from close by and on theright. A warm, clear voice, with aharmonic of
loathing init, said, "Don't touch me. Go back to your desk."

Holt fell easly into a pattern of direct action as though claiming abirthright. He went up the side of the
bay, scattering tubes of tapein asmal cascade, until he was crouching on the flat top with his head
brushing the roof.

There was no remaining area of doubt. Shesha Haddon was female and as nubile asthey had ever come



inthelong history of the planet.

She was standing with her back to abulkhead that closed off the section and, even under stress, she had
fetched up in an evocative stance, like ahighly sophisticated bas-relief.

Pamswereflat against thewall and alittle way out from her sides. Her head wastilted to look up at him,
over the dome of the android, which had penned her in the corner.

It was ataut, hieratic pose, dl fluid line and satisfactory conjunction of plane and curve; round breasts,
amog fully defined by afine, metalic-mesh tunic top in Slver gray; long legs only just making the degant
end of the thin-sturdy continuum. A mathematician's ddight for any age.

Her face was calm, serious, structured on awide ova; high, clear forehead; Straight nose; eyes
enormous, gold-flecked, and luminous with intelligence; Mdanesian lipsfull, everted, and currently open
to mime astonishment.

Shewastdler than the android, but not by so much that she was comfortably outside its area of doulbt.
That, and her individua style, must have triggered off its checking zedl.

There was another factor, which only registered on the eidetic image that Holt carried on hisretinain the
drop to the deck. This high-level piece of biologica evolution had another claim to notice. Racia
integration had long ironed out extremes of skin pigmentation; but Sheshawas athrowback to another
age. Shewas an exotic, rega bronze.

Beatedly, the android sorted the data and decided that it was being involved in ariot.

Its revolving eye steadied on Holt, and one flexible arm was whipping around to its chest console to send
out an dl-gations cal when he straightened up and spoke very nadtily into its convoluted ear.

"Get back to your desk.”

Not built to knuckle its forehead to the squire, it nevertheless managed to look respectful and backed off.
"Of course, Excdlency.”

Holt was | eft facing the girl, who did not appear to have moved in any particular and Smply stared at him
as though he was freshly uncorked from some Eastern bottle.

To make progress, he said, " SheshaHaddon, | presume?’

It was an ingpired opening to communication on the highest plane; but not, on the other hand, loaded with
any specia menace.

It was, therefore, with complete surprise that he saw the brilliant eyesfill emotiondly with tears before
she covered her face with her hands.

At the sametime, akeening wail on arisng and faling cycle began to pump around the set. The android,
thinking it through in the privacy of itsacove, had cometo adecison to cal in the marines.

CHAPTER TWO

<Ny

Joanna Taubman had her hand on the hatch when Prenton's voice stopped her dead.
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It sounded as though vindication had come hisway on abig scae, and departmental jealousy drew her
back.

Prenton was sorry he had not waited for another minute. Once she had gone, he would have been freeto
initiste areport of hisown.

Carlos Foden had dready |eft his scanner and was watching Prenton’'s smal screen. Thinking that an dly
would do no harm, she waited in the anteroom long enough to cal through on the intercom to her
brother, who had unexpectedly stopped by to pick her up.

"Guy. Come through. That beady-brain Prenton is on to something that might just bring in security. You
might aswdll seeit first hand.”

By the time they went into the monitoring center, Foden had transferred the signd to the main actudizer
and one end of the oblong room was transformed into alifesize presentation of alibrary area.

The action seemed innocent enough, though the muted wail of the siren added a harmonic of tension.
Prenton, who had seen Holt jump from the shelf top, was tapping impatiently with astylus.

They saw Holt move forward and touch the girl'sarm. Hisimage said, " Steady now. They won't harm
you."

There was digestive pause and Prenton filled it with, "Y ou see. Hereis another one. A regular Hottentot
thistime. How isit nobody has noticed her?’

It was agood question. Even at second hand, Shesha Haddon would be hard to overlook in any size of
crowd.

Joanna Taubman let it pass as simplerhetoric. After dl, he knew the answer aswell asanybody. The
monitor could not be everywhere, and it worked afinely calculated, sampling pattern. It was achancein
amillion that she had not been picked out. But unless there was some force operating to upset the basic
laws of chance, there was no probability of its happening again in the next ten decades.

What was more to the point, on apersonal kick, was that the girl was altogether too attractive and that
shedid not want to see Holt get himself involved.

Holt had the girl by the arm and was leading her between the racks. Prenton scanned the floor areaand
they saw androids, summoned by the call, converging on the open end of theaidefrom al sides. It would
certainly be atest case.

The couple was three paces from the opening when it was closed by two androids gpproaching from
dther Sde.

Holt said sharply, "What isit?'

Switched by the aarm to a definite common program, the androids spoke together in atinny duet, "Y ou
are required to surrender your identity disks and await further instruction.”

Holt motioned the girl to wait and went ahead. There was no mistaking the edge of contempt ashe said, "
Required? Required by who, for godsake?"

"Whom," said the right-hand marker, who had been programed by a purist and wanted the record
draight.



The scholarly intervention singled it out for attention, and Holt bore down on the pedagogue in two
srides. Beforeits synapses could work around to an avoidance pattern, he had thrown a series of
switches on its chest console and wasfairly snarling down itsear. "Y ou are under externa direction. Do
you understand?’

"Certainly, Excdlency."
"Take thistin zombie here and throw him out."

Not programed to react to its own kind, the left-hand man was in astate of pathetic indecison. Work-nig
onitsorigina emergency briefing, it tried to go forward toward the girl. Itslegswere till moving, when it
was picked bodily from the floor, held at full-arm stretch to clear dl obstacles, and carried off.

But others were crowding in; asolid phaanx to block theway. It was going to need dlies.

The watchers saw Holt leave the girl, climb over two intervening racks, and comein at the back of the
gathering crowd. Once there, he picked Strategically placed agents to work for him. Now the noise level
was building up, asthe first android developed all the power in its pack to shove ahead and completeits
mission. Shelves buckled, and awhole length of casing leaned out, spilling aflood of tape capsules.

They could no longer hear what instruction Holt was giving, but there was no doubt about the end
product. The android population of Burton precinct's library complex was set fair for mayhem and civil
disturbance.

Guy Taubman said urgently, "Contact my office. Get them to draft in specid services units. They're under
direct control from our own security center. They won't take any notice of local interference.”

Foden, resenting good advice, said, "It will taketime. They'real committed at Wooddee making a
cordon."

"I know that the Situation there is stabilized. One section can be withdrawn for long enough to sort this

It was an optimigtic forecast. The library would have to be made over.

Prenton said, "Usethe gas, | say. Therell be no settled peace down there while we alow mal contents
like Holt their freedom. Now would be a good time. There's nobody elsein that areaexcept androids. |
can't see what the objectionis.”

The solution had occurred to Guy Taubman, but he reckoned it was none of amonitoring officia's
bus ness to make executive suggestions. He said coldly, "That will be decided by the Council on advice
from my office. Keep security informed.”

Outsde, he said to hissigter, "Prenton panicstoo soon. What isit after all? Two deviants out of millions.
A hbit of physical damagethat can be repaired in five minutes. They can't get out of Horizon Delta. If
thereé's any serious trouble, we can pick them off anytimewelike."

"It'sunusud to hear you say that."
IIWI,.M?I
"With the Woodd ee trouble, it might be thought that your Committee was not operating too well."

"That's another matter atogether, and very few people know about it."



"It won't be Prenton's fault if they don't.”
"That'sdl right. It suitsmeif he buildsit up.”
"Why do you say that?"

Thewakway had brought them to a garden suburb, where the large, individua houses of the ruling
notables of the city were landscaped among lawvns and trees. A low-angle February sun was standing like
acoin on the distant rim of this penthouse leve of the city. There was a red-and-green four-seater shuttle
parked beside a reduction bay to take them on.

Guy Taubman saved hisreply until he had keyed in the destination data on the auto pilot and the car was
risng dowly inaflurry of falen leaves.

"It suits me, because | want to take a party down there and sort it out mysdlf. A little hot war would be
good for my career.”

Socia studies had at least given Joannathe form of words. "But what about the people down there?!

"People? Are you serious? Rodents. Men must have something to occupy their time. We have refined
Z0o management.”

Shesha Haddon was glad to see Holt back. Although not directly attacked, the random noise had a
disturbing undertow of threat. But when he said, "Thisway. Over thetop,” without the option of choice,
she did not immediately move from the spot.

Like Halt, she had gotten used to guiding her own boat. 1solation could only be endured by building
pride. He was acting like an android-variant and she resented it.

Holt, aready halfway up the wall, dropped back to the deck and said, "L ook, this diversion won't |ast.
Any minute now, they'll sort out the angles and come searching for us. Here, I'll giveyou aleg up.”

Obligingly, he put his back to the shelving and made a stirrup with joined hands.

The gesture in itsalf was no additiona argument, but honor was satisfied by the explanation. She
recognized that he was only wanting to be helpful.

She put her hands on his shoulders, went up in asmooth flow of action, and dropped lightly on the other
Sde

Holt was left with adisturbing set of sensory datato sort through: a brief pneumatic pressure, some
sguare centimeters of velvet-bronze skin, close enough to hiseyesto identify itseven grain, and an
individua pollen cloud, which could have stood up, done, to represent the femaeidea.

Hefollowed over and they ran side by side down an empty corridor with the noises of battle mounting
behind them.

It was agood, if lucky, choice of route and brought them out into the entrance lobby, where the
reception desk stood empty, sinceits duty personne had answered the emergency call.

Shesha Haddon stopped dead and had to lift her voice to beat the racket. "My taly. | [eft my entry tally
back there."

"That'sdl right. Y ou won't be needing it."



"But my identity iswith it. Without that | don't have abed.”

A more suave escort would have said that she would have a sure welcomein anybody e sg's; but Holt
took it onitsface vaue.

"That's apoint. But we can't look for it until they cool off. Even then, it may be under aload of trash.
How far do you haveto go?'

"Not far. | live herein Burton. But therésthe curfew.”
"Do they chdlenge you, then?"
"Sometimes yes, sometimes no. But | can't bank on getting through. | guessI'm hard for them to classify.”

Holt, with some years backlog to make up, took a stride forward in grooming tak. It had to be delivered
at asemi-shout, which took some of the intimacy out of it. "Y ou arein aclass by yoursdlf. Don't worry.
Well work something out. | came here to look at some written records. We could do that and then
weigh the Stuation again.”

"Written records? |'ve been coming herefor yearsand | haven't seen anything like that."
"Would you be interested?'
"Until | get that disk back, | have nowhere dseto go.”

It was qualified enthusiasm; but the tone was working on the right side. Still remembering hisown
reaction to meeting Sutton and finding his group number increased by 100 per cent, he reckoned she was
managing to play it very cool. But then, in her case, there would be another consideration. Being too
eager would deva ue the feminine mystique. Even in ashouted diaogue.

Fortunately, there was work to do to get the partnership off the ground on aworking basis.
"Search around. The entrance to the vaults must be controlled from the kiosk."

Asshefound it, the noise from the body of the hal cut off asif aswitch had been thrown. Her voice
echoed around the set in a sudden silence. "Would it be stacks? There's akey here, |abeed Stacks.”

Android feet in unison were clumping toward the lobby, when he shoved it over. Inthefacing wall, an
elevator indicator board glowed with the same word and a section of grille folded away to show a
waiting cage.

They had adog's-eye view of metallic legs crossing the parquet toward them as they dropped.

It wasasdlent world. Inthe smal cage, meant for asingle librarian to go down to fill out arequest dip,
there was only anarrow dielectric between them. Used to avoiding contacts, they were acutely conscious
of the other's bresthing presence.

Thissmplebiological chore, amplified by stress, moved Sheshas metdlic net in avery eye-catching
rhythm. Holt had to work at it to find something non-loaded to say, and when he spoke, they spoke
together and stopped.

When the channdswere clear he said, "After you."

"l was only going to say that I'm not usualy given to emotiona displays. But suddenly meeting you like
that was ashock. After al thistime, it takes some getting used to."



"I know what you mean. Don't think | undervalue it mysalf. Actudly | had the edge. Some of my surprise
had aready rubbed off on an earlier meeting.”

"Someonedsg, like us?'
"An old man. He died. He told me about Burton libraries. That'swhy | came here."

There was no doubt about her intelligence. She was on to the sgnificance of the "old" bit in aflash. "So
helived hislife out here. Many, many yearslikethis"

"Don't worry. It won't happen to you."

The cage had stopped and the grille was opening. Holt put a hand on her arm, moved out of
self-consciousnessin an dtruistic bid to communicate comfort. Hyaine as jade, coal to the touch. She
stood till as stone for afraction of asecond and then walked out into anarrow corridor.

"How can you say that?"

"Just ahunch. Thereschangeintheair. After dl, | met Sutton and now you. Nothing can be quite the
samefor ather of us. It'san omen.”

"Omens can be bad or good. Dying isn't so obvioudly on the credit Side. And this placeisn't so
marvelous."

The passage they were in was not much above head height and dimly lit. For centuries, it had only been
used by androids, and the air was heavy with asickly smell of decay. It was afeatureless maze of long
storage racks, close-packed with books of every shape and size.

Holt sad, "Better leave atrail
He pulled the center book off the shelf on hisright and the binding tore spongily away in his hand.

At the end of the row, Sheshawas|ooking at a spreading mottled blight that had begun to grow from
floor level and had aready climbed four shelves on athree-meter spread. "How did your friend ever
manage to read these?"

"There must be others.”

It was areasonable proposition, but twenty minuteslater Holt was doubting it himsdlf. Leaving atrack of
marked shelves, they had covered akilometer of identical aleywaysin aranging circuit, skirting areas of
decay, where the fungoid growth had joined tentacles across the gapsin a floor-to-ceiling plug of sponge.
With the roof lights till working ingde the mass, it seemed to have aliving presence. The word made
flesh. In some areas, whole sections of shelving had collapsed into long barrows of trash like seed beds
for new growth.

Every fifty meters, intersectionsin the aildes had been used to make asmal room with around table and
haf-a-dozen chairs. In its heyday, researchers had been alowed to work in direct contact with the coal
face.

Shesha Haddon blew the dust off a chair and sat down, making a clear statement of disillusion. There
was no grouch, but he reckoned it was time he had a better idea.

"Well go back to the cage. There must be other levels. Thiswas the lowest on the indicator.”

"I wouldn't liketo see alower one. All these books. All mean something. Imagine al the thought that



went into producing them. Millions of man-hours. Now turning into mushrooms. It'sfrightening, Gunnar.
It'slike a huge tomb of dead minds."

She shivered. Thefine skin of her arms had gathered itsdlf into gooseflesh.

Hearing his own name was a pleasing novelty and held up hisreply. Too long, in the event, because it
was never given. Another invasion of privacy, at adeeper level, had him losing balance, so that he fell
acrossthe table, knocking over achair on the way and coming to rest, face down, like a sacrificid victim
onagreen adtar.

Shesha Haddon's "Eek"" made a period and was justified on al counts. It was no good thing to bein this
crypt with company; but to be there aone, or with a putative corpse, was one farther on aong the angst
continuum. She positioned achair and hauled him back until he was Sitting upright init, with hisarms
hanging straight down and his head dumped forward on his chest.

Asaconvenient way to keep him pinned to his seet, she stood astride, holding histhighswith theingde
of her kneesand hdf gitting on him, while she unclipped histabard and felt for aheartbest.

It wasthereall right. Very dow and steady, but alot of power init. A mirror would have been useful.
Breathing on amirror would have been agood check. She was beginning to fed dizzy herself and held on
to the back of the chair. Time seemed to wash through the complex like an underground river.

Lessdarmed, knowing he was ill among the quick, her mind ranged off on an imaginary didogue—one
of the gimmicks she had developed over the yearsto begt the pressures of isolation. A man and hisfriend

were speaking:

"And how areyou?'

"Not well. Infact, | breathe on amirror every morning to seeif I'm ill dive."
"And how doesit turn out?"

Gunnar Holt had felt amomentary blank when his mind was evenly divided on whether to pursue the
morbid bit about the vault or take action to warm her up or smply to say that it was avery long time
snce anyone had used hisnamein naturd friendship.

The vacuum wasfilled by arush of imagery that blotted out the loca scene and I eft nothing over for
persondl, physical management. In acurious way, he was out cold and yet conscious that what he was
seeing was asred asthe underground library. Uncountable events were happening s multaneoudy, but
given enough time he could sort them dl out. Dimly, he knew that it would indeed teke alifetimeto
untwist and eval uate every separate thread of what was there present.

Trying to make sense out of it, in afamiliar serid fashion, he focused on ahuge ship in ariver estuary with
theland on ether side, crowded to the water's edge with towering building blocks.

Then he was underground, in the same genera area, moving through along, bright tunnel in an excurson
module that moved on two whedlsin adotted track.

From there, he was Sitting against astone wall in an open field with warmth beeting on hisskinand a
brightness shining on his closed eyes. He knew it was a sunny day and he said as much, articulating
dowly likeadrunk making a point.

"It isvery sunny today."



In the context, it was way out. But it was evidence of life at the center of the hegp. Shesha put ahand flat
on either side of his head and lifted it. His eyes were open, but unfocused, pupils dilated and theiris
concentrated in agray-blue band. She was leaning close, asthough to look in through akeyhole and see
what was going on in the secret room of his head, when the absol ute silence of the vault was broken by a
soft, diding rumble as aset of shelves, corroded paper-thin, settled under their own weight.

Intellectualy, she knew what it was, but it seemed a prelude to being buried dive. A gust of fetid air
fanned past carrying gray spores of rot.

Sheshatook two handfuls of hair and shook his head. In the depths of his confusion, he heard avoice he
could not identify caling urgently, "Gunnar. Gunnar..”

The sun went out and was replaced by aface that filled vison. All eyes and open mouth. His hands
grabbed automatically for a defensive hold, and the chair passed a point of no return and fell back.

Thejar of it brought him back to the here-and-now, with Sheshabelatedly besating at his chest and trying
to bresk free. He shifted his grip and smothered the movement by anesat roll that alowed body weight to
work for him, so that she could only strain back her head and try to spit like a cat.

Intuition told him that long explanation would get him nowhere, so he brought down his mouth and
effectively sopped the action.

For acount of five, she struggled to turn her head.

Then he felt her lips go soft. Some inner mechanism had decided that in spite of appearances, there was
no threet to lifein the Stuation.

Warily keeping her immobilized, he said, "What was dl that about, then?”

"Y ou're hurting me."

"Isit safeto let you get up?'

"Safefor whom?'

"You tell me. | was minding my own business, leaning on awall, when you started in beating a my chest.”
"Let meget up."

Holt did more. He pulled her to her feet and brushed the dust off her back. Action completed the
therapy, and he said, soberly, "Now | remember faling toward that table. What happened?”

"I don't know. Y ou had some kind of blackout. | wastrying to bring you around. Then | heard avery
creepy noise and ydled at you, and you did this bear routine.”

"What creepy noise?"

"Shelvesfdling, | think. We must get out of here. It'sadreadful place.”
"Why not you?'

mWhat?

"Why only me? Why didn't you have the same experience?’



"I don't know. | did get a peculiar dizzy spell. Unless| wastoo occupied trying to waken you. It might
have got to me afraction late.”

"What might?"
"Whatever it wasthat got to you—and | daresay there's plenty of it about.”
She was impatient to get away and moved off at anear run.

Therewas, in any event, nothing to be gained from thislevel. Clearly, they had overshot the lode-bearing
area. Conversation wilted and died the death as Shesha pushed up the pace, anxious for out.

On the home stretch, she was three paces ahead, with nobody to break it gently, when she saw that the
cage was gone. On the afternoon’s showing, it looked as though new friends came at ahigh price. Her
tone had ahint of blamein it when she said, "It's gone. The cage has gone. They'regoing to leave us
here"

Holt could not look surprised. For the last hundred meters he had kept to himself agrowing knowledge
that it would be so. Whether it wasjust intelligent guessing or whether some externa agency had shoved
itsfinger among his synapses, he could not decide. But there had been aclear notion in hismind that the
shaft would be empty.

Then he saw the back of thewall, which had been concedled by the rear wall of the eevator itself. There
wasalong, conical gain like atermite hill on the gray stone. He could not have seen it when they arrived,
but he had seen it in his menta image of the empty shaft.

It was no time to add to her problems. He said, "Pressthe recal.”
Again, it was no surprise when response was negative.

Not on the ESP link, Shesha Haddon spokeiit out. "They've stopped it." He was aready moving away,
and fear of being left aone prompted another transmission on arising note of darm, "Where areyou

going?"
Holt had sized up the nearest rack and was clearing the top shelf of its pulpy load. Then he was back
with atwo-meter metal strip, which he shoved inthegrille.

Hisfrail plank was bending under strain, and he was thinking out an dternative when the holding catch
broke and he was suddenly off balance.

It was al good knockabout stuff, and, undermined by recent events, Shesha Haddon laughed until tears
cameto her eyes. In acurious way, it established him as a sympathetic type. Maybe some cagey € ement
in the subconscious heap had been fighting arearguard, fearing that there was a catch in it somewhere.
But anybody who could fal flat on hisface had to be genuine.

She went down to afull knee bend beside the trier, and when she could speak, she said, "Y ou fdl about
alot. What isit thistime?'

She came very near to getting the lever wrapped around her neck. But laughter was giving her personaa
further dimension. Holt redlized that there was not much of it about on Horizon Delta. Therewasthe
mechanica entertainment of the Coliseum belt, but it hardly carried over into the daily life of the people. It
wasn't surprising either, when you got right down to it. Laughter was aproduct of stuations wherethere
was the possibility of sudden change. Policed by androids and following rigid patterns of behavior, there
was no change for anybody.



Sheshaonly latched on to hisfirst reaction to strike her dead and became apologetic, "I'm sorry. You
looked so surprised. Areyou dl right?"

"Surdly. | wasjust looking at you. Y ou're abeautiful girl a any time, but when you laugh like that, you're
incredible. Onething'sfor sure, you shouldn't beliving inthiscdlar. Y oureanaturd for that sunlight |
wasin back there.

"unlight?'

"A naurd light. Going for free outsde the city.”

"I know about it, of course, asafact, but light isonly light. What does it matter what the source is?’
"I don't know that, either, except that the experience of it was different from anything we have."

Shesha put afinger on theflaw in the argument. "It was an illuson. Y ou were heredl thetime. You
imagined it."

"All right, well haveto leaveit at that. | can only say it had thering of truth about it."

Holt grabbed the lintels and leaned out into the shaft. Light was dim and confusing. Up or down, it was
difficult to see adefinite end. But to go farther down seemed pointless. Somewhere between where they
now were and the top was the level that Sutton had found important. There was aso the further point
about getting out anyway, but he put that aside for more study.

Hesad, "Using the only materid we have plenty of, afew more shelves should do it. Bustle around,
young Shesha, and clear arack.”

It was the thin edge of the wedge again, on the hey-you waveband; but she reckoned she owed
something as an entertainment tax.

When he had hdf adozen, he pulled back the left-hand gate, did onethrough the, lattice onitsedge, a
meter from floor level, and rammed it hard againgt the far wall. He put another one as high asit would go
and then pushed back the gate until they jammed.

Holt tested the first one with hisfull weight. It wasrock steady. The meta was wafer-thin, but he had it
onits strongest section. He hauled himsalf onto the second and found he was head and shoulders over
the threshold of the floor above. It looked cleaner and more used.

"Pass another one up.”

Thistimeit was alooser fit, but he reckoned it would serve. He was some time getting the most favorable
gte, and Shesha called up the shaft, "What are you doing?'

Shewasleaning out, rim-lit by the light behind her. White teeth and shining eyes suspended over adark
pit.

"Nearly through. Hand up another shelf."

"Y oure not going to do that funny falling trick?'

"I'll watchit."

With the lever in position, he had to concede that she had a point. He could only get purchase on it by
body weight, and leaning out to do it would make recovery impossible when the catch rel eased.



Asthough reading hismind, Sheshacalled, "It'snot possible. Let me come up.”

Without waiting for areply, she appeared on the outside of the ladder carrying another plank.
"What'sthet for?"

"Sotitin chest-high, asahold-fast.”

"Good thinking."

"I'll push the lever and you can catch me."

"Not so good.”

"It'slogica. | couldn't hold your weight, but you could hold mine.”

Put that way, there was sense in it. When the device was rigged, he anchored himsdlf to the top beam
and clamped hisleft arm around her waist.

Sheshatook her feet off the foothold and braced against the wall, so that she was dmost horizontd to the
lever, and began to push.

Holt shut hismind to every thought except holding on and keeping her safe. Close cooperation with
another human being was a new thing in their experience. Few activities could be closer, or with more
on-the-spot pendty for faillure. Hefelt every muscle in her abdomen harden againgt his arm as she took
the drain.

When the pay-off came and the plank whipped away, it was like grappling with alithe fish that wastrying
to struggle free for ahead dive into atank.

It was along second before they were stable, and he was blaming himsdlf for letting her doit. Then he
had swung her around between himsdf and the fixed hdf of the grille and was pinning her back to it with
anoverkill of force,

Shesha Haddon reckoned that the way of a helpmeet was fraught with hazard. She had not alowed
hersdlf to think about the black void under her head and had pushed with eyestight-closed. Asshe
opened them, there was amuted clatter from the pit asthe lever hit rock bottom, like any apple, and
reaction sent amuscular shudder through her whole body.

Hemmed in asshewas, it had to work &t it to get to first base and Holt felt it as though it was his own.
Hesaid gently, "That's al right. Y ou're okay. One step and you're out.”

She saw that his face was running with sweat and correctly guessed that his main concern had been for
herself. It was alot to digest. More seemed to have happened to her in the last few hours than a period
of years. Playing for time, sheforced alight tone. ™Y ou've gone into that bear routine again. | can't
move."

Twenty minutes later, Holt looked up from alittered table top and said soberly, "Well it'sal here. We
could spend amonth on the detail, but the layout's clear to see. If anything, it makes the setup more of an
insult than | thought. Why didn't Sutton try to get out?"

"Y ou said he was an old man. Maybe he opted for the devil he knew."

Shewaslooking at an artist's blow-up of the technica drawings. At thetop, it had Wirrd City, and it was
infour colored bands. Horizon Deltalay at the bottom of the hegp. Above it were two other enclosed



strata, and the top, labeled Horizon Alpha, was open to an azure blue sky with nicely balanced masses of
barogue cumulus. Clearly, it was an dlite sector, a garden city with well-spaced housing and huge, open
Spaces.

Wirra City itself was planned as an dlipse, dmost filling a peninsula between two deep estuaries. What
they had believed to be the whole city was only a part.

Holt said, "What | do not understand is how they got away with it at thetime. Therejust isn't any link
between the Horizons. From the beginning, they were planned for different populations. Horizon Delta
has twice the number of Horizon Gamma. Then Horizon Beta seemsto be anarrow, seding layer given
over to androids.”

"Alphais open to that sun you were taking about. Hardly any people.”
"That'swhere we're going."

"How?"

"There hasto beaway."

"Y ou said yourself there was no contact between Horizons."

"Perhaps the answer liesin Woodd ee precinct.”

"There'sjust one snag.”

"Whichis?'

"Firgt we haveto get out of here. What would you say was happening up top?"

The hiss of an elevator gave apart answer. Their research center was located within view of the
reception point. They saw acage materiaize in the empty shaft, and two android figures moved jerkily
onto thelanding.

Holt said, "I've never seen thistype before. Maybe somebody outside Horizon Delta pullsthe strings.”

Even at adistance it was clear that they were taller than the usua run. Instead of adome, each had an
ovoid head with rudimentary features.

Sighting had been mutud. Thefirst out of the trap raised itsleft arm straight from the shoulder asif to
point.

Holt dived across the table and carried the girl to the floor, as flame spat with adry staccato clatter and
shells snarled like hornets through the reference pointsin space they had lately filled.

CHAPTER THREE
«»

Flat on her back, in what was becoming repetitive as atraining loop, Shesha Haddon pondered whether
shewould survive thisonset of friendship into aviable future.

She was not given long to think it through. Holt rolled hisweight off her chest in record time for the
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sequence and said urgently, "Thisway, keep your head down.”

Three-seconds-fast scrabble on hands and knees, with nervous doubt whether she was not setting up a
target every bit as vulnerable as her head, and Holt was pulling her to her feet in the shelter of a
book-lined passageway.

They ran hand-in-hand for an intersection and zigzagged fifty meters before he caled ahalt. "Listen!”

Even-paced footsteps sounded from far |eft and far right. Shesha opened her mouth to speak and found
hersdlf gagged by hisfree hand.

The androids had separated to the two end aides, which ran the whole length of the sector. The oneon
the right had halted. His partner was moving in toward the center of arow. Midway, heturned again,
through a connecting aide, then followed the next row out to the perimeter. When he stopped, the other
one began to move.

The pattern of search was smple but effective. In this sector, shelving ranin long parald lineswith
staggered, connecting gaps. From either end awhole row was plain to see. With one covering, the other
could work aong and flush out the connecting alley. Then asit monitored the next, itsfellow could repest
the drill and move up one.

Sow, but strategicaly sound. Eventually they would be driven back to the rear wall. Checkmate by two
rooks.

Holt signded for afurther withdrawal, and they crossed three more rows before he stopped again. Here,
two intersections had been widened to make astudy acove with around table. Standing beside it was an
empty library cart.

Footfallsfrom the rear were faint, but till clear. Shesha, with her mouth closeto hisear, said, "What can
wedo?"'

"Stand at the end of the row. Don't show yoursalf. Count the steps on that side. | want to know how long
he's gone from the end. Also, how far away."

While she was busy, he loaded the cart, clearing two shelvesto pack the lower tray and pilethetopina
solid meter block. When he shoved it along to where she stood, she had it al worked out.

"Forty-three seconds on the long haul, thirty-five when the gap is nearer. Hesfour rows away on this
ode. Just sarted another short trip."

It was very neat. Next time, he would narrow it to two. But it wasthe longer journey. Holt raced through
the calculation. Everything depended on exact timing. He waited for the android to move, then he
maneuvered the heavy cart into the aide.

Fifteen metersto go. The android reached the gap, went through and turned into the home straight.
Vectorswere set out in Holt's head like linesin an animated diagram, with a precise collison point &t the
end of the row.

Very dowly, he got way on hisram, bending low, with his head level with the top of the pile. Then he put
every ounce of effortintoit.

Hands dropped on hiswaist. It wastoo late to tell her to stay out of it There was nothing he could do
except guide the cart.



For anonasecond, he thought that the extraforce had defeated histiming and that they would reach and
pass the row too soon, giving the android an open target with their backs. Pounding along, he could no
longer hear the footsteps. Then the tin man was dead ahead, with its arm whipping up as an earnest of
phenomend reactiontime,

One shot ripped into the top hamper as Holt dropped clear. Then the cart struck.

The android went down like arag doll. Sheshacalled, "Don't forget the other one," but Holt was
throwing rubble aside to get at its console. He was sure that men had programed it and it was against
logic that they would start something they could not stop.

It was struggling to orientate when he found the panel. Miniature switchgear, with amaster key for
non-op. When he threw it over, he was dedling with a collection of scrap.

Hehad it by thelegsand pulled it clear asthe other began to fire from the end of the row.
Shesha screamed, "Leaveit!" Then when she saw he would not, she was beside him taking aleg.
Three rows on, she used enough breeth to say bitterly, "Are you some kind of zany collector?!
"Holdit."

Holt had the chest cage open and was fishing out a forearm replacement unit. Instead of acarbine, it was
devel oped for maintenance capability with aselection of power spanners and screw bits. It wasthedlip
mechanism that interested him.

Sheshawas going frantic. "Be quick! Y ou have no time!™

Holt had seen what he wanted—s mple snap-on catches with multiple jacksto link up the cortex: local
controls centered in the cybernetic limb.

He whipped off the carbine arm, pointed it inside the chest cavity, and fired twice.

Shesha, with her back to abookcase, breathing heavily, said, "But they're made of metal . It won't work
againg one of them.”

"It depends where they're hit."

She put her finger on amgor flaw in the argument. "But it matters wherever you're hit. And if you can
see an android to shoot at—it can seeyou.”

"So we make sure it doesn't see us until we're good and ready. Come on.”

With only oneto dodge, it was easy enough to dip out of the net. Listening and moving, they worked
around until they were between the remaining android and the elevator.

Holt said, "It can go on for days without refueling. We can't. Eventualy, it hasto catch up. I've got to
finishit. Whilel 4ill can. Go to the end of the row."

Although it was unable to see them, the android's aurd direction sensors had beamed ddlicately onto the
conversation. It zigzagged through two intersections without stopping to check left and right. There was
onerow of shelves between them and it was hurrying for the connecting gap.

Holt picked a bulky volume at random and lobbed it down the aide. It dropped flat, with a percussive
smack asthe android's carbine arm appeared like a pointer.



For asecond it wavered. First impressions had been that the action was on the |eft. Noise from the right
was difficult to interpolate on the graph. But the logic of its construction had to be followed. It stepped
clear and turned to left.

Holt was standing four square, like a competition marksman. Heraked thetarget in along burst, from hip
to ovoid head, and was till firing into it, with ricochets screaming every which way, asit crumpled with
seams hammered open and its head circling on itsneck stall in alast frenetic surge of power.

Shesha Haddon's voi ce stopped him. Even from short acquaintance, the act seemed out of character.
The black eyesthat looked at her hardly held recognition. He had become a stranger.

"What isit?"
"Gunnar. Enough isenough. It'sfinished.”
"You didn't dowhat | said. Y ou might have been intheway."

Shefelt that it could have been put better. He could have said, ™Y ou might have been hurt”, but, rapidly
adjusting to the new era of violence, she recognized that it was not the time. Instead, she shifted the
collection of scrap until she could unclip the carbine arm and preferred it like agood hound dog.

Thistime she got acompliment from Attila. "Y ou learn fast."
"I'mavery clever girl."

Holt checked the armament. An exhausted clip had poked itself out from the arm he had used. He
ferreted around in the debris for more of the same and found four others neetly dotted in the chest cavity.

With areturn to civil usagesthat did not go unnoticed by the squaw, he said, "1 want to look at the
controls on this one. Could you go and dig out the spares from the other? Watch the switches or it might
St up and make agrab for you.”

"l wouldn't like that."

Watching her pleasantly undulating walk down the aide, Holt reckoned she was taking a chance, even
with the mechanism at non-op. A second thought was that, in spite of appearances and the emotiond hit,
early on, shewas avery cool operator. Too good to be amolein Horizon Delta. He began a systematic
check of the torso. One thing was for sure. There would be others of thistype. If they were to make any
progress, he had to know what made them tick.

Shesha Haddon collected three full clipsin record time. The blank head had amaevolent ook which was
gtill present in imagination when she had covered it with the V' of an open book.

On theway to join the ganger, she stopped off at the table where they had spread the works on Wirra
City. Holt had collected a sheaf of pull-outs of working drawings and schematic diagrams. She dso
picked out afolio, "Wirra City. The Dream Takes Shape,” which at aquick glance, earlier, had seemed
less band than might have been expected.

Rehearsang what she would say, adiaogue began in her head. "Here are the clips, Gunnar, and | brought
these. They could be very useful.”

"That'sfine. Y ou think of everything. | redly don't know what | did until I met you.”

Holt spoke first when she was till five paces off, sraightening from the floor, with both carbine armslike



grotesque extensions of his hands.
"What have you got there?'
"Literature onthecity."

"Oh. Wdll. If youwant to carry it, bring it dlong. There won't be much time for aquiet read. Firdt things
firgt. It'stimewe had amed."

That was areminder. Shesha stopped trying to put her finger on the spot where the conversation had
gone off course. "'l haveto get my regidtration disk.”

"Thetimefor registration disks haslong gone. By some quirk of chance, we're outside the reference grid
of Horizon Ddta"

"Does Horizon Ddtaknow that?"

"Never dlow yoursdlf to be brainwashed by the assumptions of society. They may bewrong.”
"Who said that?'

"Why couldnt | havejust said it?"

"It doesn't sound natural. 1t sounded as though you were saying it in inverted commeas."

Hoalt thought it was alittle hard that he should have drawn acritic. He said, "It strikes me that if you have
one nonfemininetrait, it isatendency to presstoo hard for the truth. Why couldn't you just accept it like
agonetablet? Actudly, Sutton said it, and | think therésalot of truthinit.”

"But surely it depends on the society? A good society would be based on good principles and its
assumptions would be worth accepting.”

"Who decides what isgood?"

"Well, you couldn't leaveit to any deranged nut who wanted to please himsdf.”
"To the average man in Horizon Deltawe would be deranged nuts.”

"But we know were not?'

"I do. I'm not too sure about you."

Sheshawas standing straight up against a bookcase as though cornered and prepared to séll life dear. It
was important to her to get this relationship founded on rock. She said, "Why shouldn't | apply the
proposition to what you say and refuse to be railroaded? Y ou're losing the argument, so you haveto be
persond. I'm surprised you didn't say, 'I'm right, because I'm bigger.™

"What are we arguing about?'
"l don't know. Y ou Started it."
Holt leaned his carbines carefully against arack and put his hands on her shoulders.

"Here, present.”



"I'mvery glad | met up with you. You'reavindication of al I've been thinking for years padt. | intend to
get out of thisplace. | would like you with me. Are you coming?"

"YS,"

"Y ou could till go back. We could find your disk. Therell be danger. We might not do it. In fact, we
can't be sure that thereé's anywhere elseto go.”

"I've dready said yes. Are you trying to make me change my mind?"
"l don't want you to have any false ideas about it."

"Any assumptions.”

"All right, it was pompous. Shdl we get on?"'

Still hanging on in the monitoring control, although it waslong past histour of duty, George Prenton had
found areasonable grouch. There was no hook-up with the lower levels of the Burton library complex,
and Holt and the girl were out of sight.

He watched the specia branch operators bring the reception areainto order; but for him it was Hamlet
without the prince. Or, more particularly, the princess, since Shesha Haddon was still a potent image on
hisvoyeur'seye.

Normally, the office closed at eighteen hundred hours and arobot recorder ran a sample check until the
morning shift, with provision for an dlarm cdl, if aprecinct security android felt the need. The skirmishin
Burton library had come under that head. Being aready on site, he had tripped arelay to hold fast on an
al-gations call and sourly kept avigil on the nedt, tidying-up exercise that the ten specia androids
organized.

Two had pedled off the stick to go below and flush out the deviants. It would have been interesting to
watch the brown one being cornered and destroyed.

Even with nothing better to see than a dog-eating-dog exercise of androids reprogramming other
androids and setting them to work in anew way as an unskilled |abor gang, he was held by the thought of
what was going on.

Wanting to see the two hunters come back, carrying the quarry, he set up the elevator areaon themain
actualizer, so that he could stand close and see blood.

Consequently, it was like adirect blow when Holt and Shesha Haddon stepped warily from the eevator,
not haf ameter distant from where he stood on the perimeter of the holographic screen.

Instead of being afigure laid over an android's shoulder, the girl was carrying an android'sarmin the
crook of her own.

They walked toward him, and before the image melted out of focus, she was so close that he could see
brown skin through the lattice of chain mail. Sound being less selective than vision, her voice appeared to
come from somewhere insde his own head in awarm contrato, after the picture had gone. "Therés one
by the kiosk, Gunnar.”

Prenton fairly legped from his console and was tuning for awide-angle shot when the sound track
erupted in aclatter of carbinefire. He had the whole reception areain view from apoint above the street
exit. A specid android was draped over the counter with itsright arm tiffly down and till firing a



continuous burst into the parquet.

The librarian was stock till, neatly bisected from the crown of its dome—dead, but unwilling to lie down,
with aspird of ticker tape pulsng out from adot over itsleft aura sensor.

Bonnie and Clyde were running for the door under the viewing eye. Prenton had a foreshortened view of
his Apsaras going ahead, while Holt stopped to check around the set. Then they were both gone.

Belatedly, two specia androids appeared from the corridors. One was the section leader, and he
recognized that affairs were moving too fast. He extruded an aeria antennafrom the crown of hisovoid
head and put in adirect call for advice.

Prenton picked it up, dthough it was not for him. He heard the Alpha security office answer and the duty
operator, whose voice he could identify, say coldly, "What is your problem?Y ou have ten armed men.
Theingtruction isto destroy the two deviants. Why have you not carried out the order?”

"Now we are seven,” said the android with unconscious pathos. " These deviants are exceptional. It will
be difficult to be selective. Others may bekilled if we attack them in a crowded place. My program is
definite on that point. Only a designated human may be restrained.”

"Unlessthereisaspecid indruction.”

"Of course, Excdlency.”

"Y ou haveit. Thetwo deviants must be destroyed, wherever found. Isthat clear?’
"Perfectly clear, your Excdlency.”

"Get onwith it, then.”

Prenton debated whether to inform Foden or the junior member of the team. He settled for Joanna
Taubman. Indirectly, it was alineto the top adminigtrator. It would et him know that the security office
was not doing too well with avery smdl assgnment.

He expected to get the generd-purpose desk android and a picture of the Taubman home on the video
screen; but to hissurpriseit wasthe girl hersalf. Head and shoulders, precisely tuned like astudio
portrait, with athin band of cerulean blue fabric lining the foreground to show that he was not talking to a
nude.

Shedid not look al delight when she recognized the cdller. Maybe she was waiting in the service lobby
expecting acall that she wanted to keep to herself. That might well be necessary, with asecurity creep
permanently on the premises.

"What isit?'

"I thought somebody ought to know that the trouble down in Burton is not cleared up. Infact, | reckon it
could be very serious. Security has given the specia s direct ingruction to neutralize the two deviants.
Wherever they arefound.”

"Will they resst?”

"They dready have. Three specias have been destroyed. They are armed. If they shoot it out ina
crowded place, therewill beariot.”

"Whet are you getting at, Controller?"



It was histitle, but Prenton recognized that it was used to put himin his place.

"Somebody ought to be ready with a decison. We can't afford to have more than one Wooddee."
"Like adecision to shut down a sector and use gas?'

"Likethat."

"I'll put it to my father. If hethinksit necessary, helll cal an emergency sesson. But it couldn't get off the
ground for an hour or two. Council members might be anywhere & thistime."

Prenton's sardonic eye made her add, "Wdll, you know what | mean, some of them have along way to
come."

It was not much improvement. She remembered, too late, Prenton'sirritating habit of giving an erotic
twigt to the smplest statement. Thiswas playing into his hands. Many leading Alphacitizens had set up
offbeat establishments outside the city in the wasteland.

She sgned off, caldly, with forma thanksfor his public spirit.

Prenton, left looking at ablank video, thought, "Upstart bitch. Petronizing. The whole tribe make me
puke. Keep your eyes wide open George, boy. Some little thing might come out of thisto bait ahook for
asbig afish as Dr. Gordon Taubman. Be a public benefactor and get them out of the body politic.”

Taubman, himsalf, received the latest bulletin in his second-floor belvedere at the back of the house.

It was a handsome semicircular room with the straight wall lined with shelving that camouflaged a pivoting
entrance section. The remaining 180 degrees of arc were entirely glassed. There was asense of being
sugpended in mid-air.

Sitting at his desk, Taubman looked out on an uninterrupted vista of parkland. Even the boundary wall,
set from the house in every direction, was concedled in aha-ha,

Theofficid resdence of the Senior Adminigtrator of Wirrd City was, externaly, a pastiche Georgian
manor. No plug-in architecture for the dlite. It had facilities for Council meetings and hospitaity on the
ground floor and family accommodation above. A force of military and generd androids, one thousand
strong with a grade-one executive computer, acted out the role of persona bodyguard for the chief
citizen and final enforcement agency for any policy the Council might get up to.

It was apogition of strength, very much to Taubman's liking, and he had no intention of giving it up.

Joanna Taubman announced hersdlf to agrille on the left of the revolving section and got acurt invitation
to go through. "What isit?"

He had hardly changed in dl the years she had been one of the household. Thick-set, heavily built with a
large, squarish face and underd ung piranhajaw, Taubman was not aman for casud, grooming talk.
When she was through the hatch, he waited for her to speak.

"Prenton thinks the two deviants on Delta are going to give trouble. He says security has given ordersfor
ahot war. He thinks there ought to be adecison on thefileto use gas."

"Hetakesalot on himsdf."

"Inthis case, he could beright. But it ismy belief that the deviants are harmlessin themselves. | would
like to see them brought up to Alpha.”



"Whet does Guy say?"

"I haven't seen him; but from what he said earlier, he might agree with Prenton.”

"And you think that would be bad?"

"The Council might think o, if they weren't asked.”

"I'll take alook for mysdf. Fix it for mein the operationsroom. Get Guy dong, if he'sin.”

It was not widely known, certainly not by Prenton, that the monitoring equipment was duplicated at
Government House. He was unconscious of the audience that joined him briefly and then bypassed his
officeto pick up the same transmission that he was getting.

With the resident expert at the console, the Taubman group picked up the action at the entrance to the
Burton precinct refectory.

Conversation in thelong, oblong dining hall fatered and died the desth. It wasthetail end of the dining
period, but there were till several hundred citizens at the trough-Most had seen Shesha about the
precinct, but in any public place she had ingtinctively been slf-effacing, dipping in early or late and
settling unobtrusively in acorner. Thistime, walking down the middle of the room with Holt, shewas
tracked in by every eye.

One of the android staff shuffled out from the pantry and stood in the way. Itsfile held no record of Holt,
and it wanted to be clear before hetried to get on the ration strength. "All citizens must take medlsin their
own precinct.”

Shesha Haddon, with more timeto look around, saw.

That there would be no support from the human faction. Conditioned from birth to the system, they took
it to beright. Also, they looked on Holt and herself asfregks. Given theword, they werelikely to join the
hunters.

Before she could take andlysis any further, Holt had pitched hisvoiceto carry to every part of the room
and was saying, "Give me your program.”

There was dectric silence, asthe crowd waited for the pay-off. When the android flipped out its black
box and preferred it with obsequious zed, there was as much disappointment as anything. They had
expected to see the stranger cut to size.

Holt felt the atmosphere and to some extent understood it. He was aiming to publicize android frailty and
hoped that interest in that angle would outweigh unpopul arity for one playing God.

Hetipped every spool down the nearest food-disposal chute and handed it back. Then he made apublic
demongtration of control procedure. "Now this robot has no set program. Notice on the chest console
thereisabank of micro switches. At present, it isworking on the pre-set instruction tapes. Thisswitch
on the extremeright, as you face the pand, putsit over to manua control. Throw the key down. Then it
respondsto verba direction. Watch."

Holt went through the drill and had the android do a quick-quick-dow shuffle around atable.

A gray-haired man in the blue coveral of the medica service cdled out, "It might work for you. But
you've got to stop the bastard first. Y ou can't do fancy settings of its switches when it's beaten your head
in"



Therewas ageneral mutter of agreement.

Holt said, "I know that. Maybe you'l think of away around it. I'm just showing you the layout in case
you find agtuation where you can useit.”

Continuing the brief, he set histin man on a course for the door. "Stay at the door. Do not respond to any
ingtruction except from me. Stop any other android of any kind entering thisroom."

"Very good, Excdlency.”

Holt picked out three more from the pantry and sent them on the same mission, stationing one at each of
the entrances.

The man who had spoken up was busy gathering support. They watched Holt override the dispenser and
collect two mealswithout a credit regigtration and findly surrounded histablein ajostling crowd.

Shesha Haddon, rising to the occasion, went on eating as though the celebrity spot was her natura locale
and, if asked, she would throw any peasant a biscuit.

Holt sad, "What isit?'

A younger man, who had gotten himself to the front of the press, put the case. "What are you trying to
do? Thisisapeaceful community. Y ou're causing trouble. Therell be areport on thisand well suffer.
Entertainment vouchers stopped. Food restrictions. Besides, there hasto be order. If everybody went
around like you, theré'd be anarchy. Didn't you ever hear the saying, 'If aman does no work, neither shall
heea'?'

Halt finished his pudding and shoved the disposa container into the chute. He said, "That'sright Y ou
have theright of it. There hasto be order. But it hasto be of our own making. We have to say what form
it has. No human being should take direction from ameta zombie."

The gray man was in again with, "Y ou haven't read your history. Until men gave the rule book to the
androids, there was nothing but confusion. Food shortage, insecurity, disorder. Y ou want to turn back
the clock. What's this guard business at the doors? Are you expecting trouble?"

Holt stood up and some of the truculence went out of the front rank. Violence, except in the Coliseum
theatres, was anovel experience, and they reacted by being poised for flight.

He spoke over their heads and brought in everybody in the hal "Listen, there's a change on theway and
you'l haveto get adjusted to it. | can't say | understand it al myself. But there'sinformation here that will
aurpriseyou." He held up Sheshas callection. "Horizon Ddtaisonly asmdl part of the city. Thereare
levels open to naturd light. I know we have been brought up to think that our enclosed world isanatura
sridein progress. But it wasn't seen that way by everyone. | believe we have been sold short. God
knows why. Maybe, at one time, people were ready to trade anything for security. There's something
going on in Woodd ee precinct, which might explain more. We are going there to find out. Think about
what | say. Don't accept that whatever is, isright. It isn't by along shot.”

Shesha Haddon gathered up her papers, tucked her surredlist carbine under her arm, and stood up
beside him. The ring around the table was ten deegp and showed no sign of moving aside to let them pass.
It looked as though they would have more to fear from their own kind than the genera-purpose androids.

The mob was throwing up spokesmen dl thetime, in asudden, late flowering of the ancient democretic
tree. A smal, dark woman climbed on atable at the edge of the crowd and shrilled like awitch, "Not so
fast. Don't let them skip out and leave you to face the piper. Look at that great, brazen creature there



with him. I've seen her. Who does she think sheis, dressing like that? Nude as a needle under that net.
All high and go-lightly. Thinks she's anine-day wonder when she's ablack freak of nature. Hold them, |
say, and cdll the precinct security. Otherwise well al beimprecated.”

Support for the proposition had to contend with adiversion from the rear. The sentry at the main door
was having no luck. Without a program to fall back on, it had stuck toitslatest brief of refusing entry to
androids. Getting no cooperation, the two specia agentsfired smultaneoudy and dropped it in a heap of

scrap.

The effect on the crowd wasimmediate. Although they were hearing carbine fire for thefirst time, its
menace was obvious. Therewas arush for the three exits away from the noise.

Timed to a nonasecond, two active types, who had reached the far doors together, flung them open asa
specia android began to shoot up the sentry at that end. The remnant of the burst screamed down the
length of the diner. The woman's voice, notched up to a shrill fasetto, gave the public mind afocus. "It's
that black witch. She hasthe evil eye. Give her to the androids.”

Asthe doors swung closed, Holt moved off and found he was done. Shesha Haddon was till trying to
sort out the persond attack. It was totally unexpected. She was used to being aone, but she had never
felt direct antagonism. The sheer injustice of it blanked out the other danger.

Holt was back in two strides and grabbed her arm. Fire from the other doors had the crowd milling
toward the center, and he had to use his weight to beat a path to the pantry.

Movement had shaken Shesha Haddon out of her state of shock, and she pulled free to take the counter
in an independent vault. Behind the bar was an oblong service areawith double doorsleading to a
preparation and storage room. Holt spared a second to check out the set as they went through. Special
androids were methodically clubbing away through the press. He reckoned, bitterly, that he had brought
her to the dead end of therat'saley of dl time.

Between them, they shifted a heavy, steel-topped table and upended it against the door. There were two
resident kitchen staffers, clearly full of doubt about how to react. He took their programs and set them to
hold the barrier.

After the burst of action, Sheshawas standing in the middle of the room as though she were fresh out of
libido. She sad, "Theresno way out. She'sright. I'm bad luck.”

There was not much time, but Holt saw that she was hurt and that therapy was needed before
introgpection turned the wound septic. "Don't ever think it. That wasjed ousy. Any woman aive would
envy you. Y ou're the most beautiful human being | ever saw. Now snap out of it and search around.
There hasto beaway."

It was apartia success. Shewasin fact thefirst to come up with an ideg, as the posse lined up outside
and began asystematic fire pattern to cut out the door.

She sad, doubtfully, "Theresafreight hoist. Brings up the staples from the service tunnd.”
Holt said, "Get in."
"Wheat about you?'
"Getin. I'l follow."

Crouched in the small cage and all set up for urn burid, she dropped out of sight.



Theindicator winked down to Loading, and he counted three before the motor hummed to life again and
it wason thereturn leg.

A carbine arm shoved itsdlf through the remnants of the door and began to traverse from far left. He
reckoned it was an even thing, whether he was shot or diced by being dow for the cage, which he had to
start before he could get in.

Then he was in darkness with a hammering overhead as the android fired blind into the open shaft.

Therewastime, in aracing succession of thought, to review the events of the day. It wasincredible. The
gtable, humdrum world of Horizon Delta had erupted around him. There would be no going back, no
sweating it out for alifetime like Sutton. For good or ill, he no longer had a choice.

But that was asit should be. A human anima was dynamic. Forward or backward. Standing till was
death. The big question was, which way was he s&t?

SheshaHaddon's brief spdll in the box had |eft afaint resdua pollen cloud that brought her into the
equation.

It was forward. It had to be. She was resurrected from a golden age as an earnest of how it should be.
As he crawled out, she said, "Where now?"

A hostage to fortune at that. Trusting him to have an answer.
"Wooddee, where else?'

"It'salong way."

"Wehavealot of time."

"l hope s0."

"Bdieveit. Weareindestructible.

"If yousay 0."

"Say that again with absolute conviction.”

"If you say 0."

"Giveme hdf aminute and I'll think of a suitable ballad to sing, when walking down adrab-gray service
road with an exotic Scheherazade type.”

"Asl recall, she had avery dodgy time."
"Then we must hope that history does not repest itself."

CHAPTER FOUR

«N»

Dr. Gordon Taubman had seen more than enough. A long public life, treading a delicate path of
nonaction between power groups who wanted their own nominee in Government House, made him wary
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of al sudden decisons. Having his hand forced to make one brought out al the latent irritability of his
nature.

Hefairly rasped out, "How long has this been going on? Did you know of it, Guy?'

"This has only blown up over the last twenty-four hours. The man Holt was known about, but the girl
showed up on the monitorstoday. They're not important.”

"How can you say that? In dl the years|'ve held office, | can't remember civil disturbance on thisscale. It
will have to come before aspecia sesson. Therell be awkward questions asked. Security isdirectly my
charge. They'll want to know why preventive action was not taken. There's no answer to that. It ought to
have been. What was law enforcement doing?"

"I'm not in charge of law enforcement.”
"Don't give methat. | put you there because | want to know what goeson.”

"Y ou know we've spent alot of time on the Woodd ee business. Compared with that, thisis nothing. He's
had abit of luck, but it can't go on. Next time the specia's caich up, they'll nail him good.”

"I wouldn't bank onit. Damn it, to al intents and purposes he's one of us. He knows what he's doing.
Properly organized, Horizon Delta could break out. It's only a question of using power. Then where
would we be? Overrun by human rabhbits. Life aswe know it would befinished. Thefirst principle of
high-density accommodation isthat you design it for somebody ese."”

Joanna Taubman said, "Surely that isn't likely. Y ou saw how the people reacted. It will be like that
wherever they go. By accident, they have the privilege of stature and education. It setsthem apart. They'll
be hounded. My belief is, we should take steps to get them out.”

The security wing thought otherwise. "Thisis another symptom of abig disurbance. Thewhole areais
ripefor trouble. At Wooddee, there's no rhyme or reason init. They have amplefood. Leisure
engineering isfirg class. They start to riot for no reason. Y ou can seeit build up on the monitors. A smdll
crowd collects and they al move together, asif they could read each other's minds. Sound recordings
have been checked and doublechecked. Nothing is said that gives any clueto the violence that follows.
It's random destruction for its own sake."

"That's not what we are talking about. The Council knows dl that. The containment policy isworking,
intit?'

"Uptoapoint.”
"Wdl then. These deviants are the new issue."

"There's a strong opinion gathering ground that the question of using gas should be debated. In fact, some
say security could useit without further reference. ThereisaCouncil ruling giving emergency powers.”

"Only if Horizon Alphaisunder threat. That isnot 0."

"Who isto say? It could be. We could look back at thistime and seeit as a starting point. Now we can
ded withit."

Taubman thought around the issues. He had no interest either way in life forms on Delta. But
ill-consdered action could set him up as an easy target for every kind of crank. Liberds, humanitarians,
religious groups. Leisure on Alphagave scope for every kind of excess. Splinter factions could unite over



some emotiona angle and swing enough votes to put him out.

Hesaid, "It'saCouncil matter and | judgeit urgent. Go and tell the ombudsman, Guy, that | want an
emergency mesting. Tonight. It's now nineteen hundred. Make it for twenty-one thirty. That'stime for
them to finish any businessthey have and get along. Meanwhile, Joanna, | want you to edit the record.
Prepare aten-minute digest of the main eventsto show to the Council. All right?!

"What isit, Guy?Y ou know what to do."

"While you have the city fathersin sesson, I'd liketo push anideal have."
"Whichis?'

"Nobody from Alpha has been down there within living memory.”

"Why should they? We get dl the information we need.”

"That's S0, up to a point. An investigating team might pick up something that doesn't show up inthe
record. Also, if Holt and the girl are till at large, they could be dedlt with."

ll&?l
"| could take agroup.”

It was enough out of character to make Taubman pause. He had lived with hisward long enough to
know that self-interest, firdt, last, and dl the way, was the key that wound him. Securein hisown dot, he
was not too bothered by it, but for clarification he asked, "What's behind that? Since when have you
been interested in welfare?!

"It'sapopular angle. The eections come aong in the autumn. Something down in the book would be a
hdp."

"I'll seeyou'rere-elected.”
"Y ou could be out yoursdf."

With areputation for plain spesking, Taubman wasill-equipped to be at the receiving end of truth. There
was something in it. He turned his head away so that the didikein his eyes was masked. He would have
to watch that one. In ancient China, in times of famine, ayoung man would whed his aged parent to an
exposed hillsde, with apleasing sense of duty done. Psychologicaly, thiswasthe sameploy. Indl ese
they had broken with the traditions of the naked ape. But the young were il full of push.

Hesad, "I'll see how the session goes. It'sauseful card to have. Strictly it ought to be the head of your
committee to suggest that and pick hisman. But welll see™

Joanna Taubman had listened to the exchange with growing interest. Partly prepared for it, she was not
surprised. She had no greater opinion of her brother's basic drives than her guardian had. Her own
research angle wasintdllect-led, and she did not want to find Horizon Delta an empty desert before she
had any worthwhile data. Also, she knew she did not want to see Holt dead.

Using moretact, she said, "Guy wantsto vindicate an extermination policy. Perhapsin thelong run it will
cometo that. But I'm sure you don't want your administration to be labeled on the record as the one that
had to do it. Why not get the Council to send a big group? Some security and some, uncommitted, with a



fact-finding brief. If it's possible, I'd like to comein under that bracket.”

Taubman had aready sailed too near decison. Hesaid, "I'll think about it. Lay on the attendants at
reception. Comeinto the pressbox if you like. I'll be in my room until twenty-one fifteen."

Indestructible she might be, but untiring she definitely was not. Shesha Haddon could not look pale, but
she could look weary. She leaned on the closed grille of the Stanacre precinct information silo and said,
"How far isit to Woodd eg?'

Holt pulled out of the stream of traffic and cameto rest beside her. It was abusy time. Fifteen minutesto
curfew and this main artery was congested from edge to edge with hurrying people who hardly spared
them a second glance.

"Not very far."

"You said thet at Ashfield.”

"We can't go direct.”

"How about that? How do they keep getting ahead?”’
"It can only be that they know where we're going.”
"How, though?"

"Work it out. Somebody brought in the specias. They stay within five minutes distance whatever we do.
There hasto be a monitor watching and relaying the score.”

"I'vefdt that recently. Since | met you, infact I'vefelt that | was being watched.”
"That'saco-latera of charm. | watch you dl thetime.”

Basically honest, shesaid, "I've noticed and | don't mind. In fact it's a pleasant change. But serioudly, |
can senseit. Both of us. There is somebody watching.”

"Not everywhere, though. Down on the stacks level, we were outside the range.”
"I can't tell. It wastoo busy."

"It figures. There were more specials upstairs, but we got away with murder. Whoever was watching did
not expect to see us come out of the elevator. Otherwise, he would have sent more specials down.”

"S0, down among thefungi is safe. Why?'
"Those levelswere dready off limits before the monitoring sysem wasingaled.”

Shetaked around it, thinking doud, " There's no progress from precinct to precinct &t that level. Only
locd storage slosfor books or what-not. Also, if they're so smart about following us by vison, I'd guess
they're okay for sound aswell. They'll know what we're planning beforewe do it.”

Sengitive now to changesin the crowd, they felt theripple of anxiety that spread in from the way they had
come. It had happened before. The speciaswere closing in again.

Holt said, "Timeto go," and put an arm around her waist to move off. For ten paces they went along with
the play of her hip companionably under hishand. Then she pulled away. "It'seasier if we walk gpart.”



It wastrue, but it was no gain on the menta front. Holt could not think beyond the next quarter hour. The
streets would empty. They would be set up like clay pigeonsfor anybody to fire at. This seminal day
would end with awhimper.

They had worked ahead of the spreading circle of larm and were coming into the first open square of
dormitory blocks. The center of the circulation arearan the full height of Horizon Delta. Residentia
capsules had been stacked in ahoneycomb, and escalator tubes stood like organ pipesto syphon the
human tide off the deck.

In the open, they felt more exposed to the viewing eye. Shesha Haddon said, "How do they do it?"

He was on frequency enough to know what she was talking about. " Selected points, built-in and well
conceded. Near enough together to follow amovement. Aswe go out of range of one, we come into
sght from another.”

"In thelighting ports, then?"

"Vay likdy."

"Could there be adead spot?’

With his mouth brushing her ear, Holt said, "It'sworth atry."

They cut across three pedestrian feeder lanes and joined alinefor thefirst elevator. With pressure on to
et to base before curfew, it was not a popular move.

High-dengty living had produced a habit of avoiding close socid contact. Although they were packed
together in the feedways, people rarely looked at each other. It was a defense mechanism against
overexposure to contact stimulus. Holt realized that it was working for them aslong asthey went with the
crowd. A kangaroo could join the homeward rush without comment, if it kept asteady pace. Going out
of line, however, was shoving themsalvesin front of their eyes.

The rhythm of movement began to break up. Neurosis, close to the surface, pushed up avolcanic cone.
A woman saw Holt loom up dead ahead, with the severed arm poking out from below his shoulder, and
opened her mouth in ashrill scream.

If the object of the exercise wasto avoid attention, he had picked aloser.

It wastoo late to back out. Startled eyes, which had been blankly unfocused, tracked around to find the
source of thetrouble.

Being thrugt into the role of mongter, Holt felt an unexpected rush of aggression. Using hisweight, he beat
apath to the devator, asits door diced aside for the next load. He pulled the girl in beside him and had
the door closing again asthe crowd surged toward them.

There was ahowl of anger that was cut off asthey rose clear.
"Did you haveto do that?'

"Anybody who isn't for usisagaing us."

"That makesalot of people.”

"WEell tak about that some other time."



At thethird level, he took them out and sent the cage on up. Then he ran aong the feeder corridor to the
next tube. When its cage stopped to unload, he pushed in and stubbed the key for down one.

It was abrief ride, but long enough for hogtility to flare up from the haf dozen till aboard, who wanted to
go on. Penned at close quarters with the maniac, they kept it to shrill complaint.

On the second floor, he missed two and took the tube to the highest level, then passed three outlets, went
down four levels, backtracked to thefirst, went up two, and followed the service road two-thirds around
the square.

They werein an areawhere rebuilding wasin process. All accommodeation capsules wererated for alife
expectancy of five years. That meant afifth of the complex was dways under demolition and
reconstruction. Since the replacement capsules were identica with those taken out for recycling, it wasa
meaningless chore, but it kept more than half the population of the Horizon in work, with theillusion of

purpose.

A movable crane was parked against the unfinished outsde wall, with its operating cab swung over to let
the engineer climb out onto the last plug-in roof section.

Holt checked around the set. They were doneonthisleve. He sad, "Theres athing. The monitor
couldn't have afixturein that moving crane. Up you go."

Onceingde, he hauled up the flexible sted ladder. Sitting on the floor, they wereinvisble from the
building and from the square. He said, "Well, what do you think? Are we still being watched?'

Shesaid, uncertainly, "I don't think so. But then | don't know that I'm in avery receptive state right now."
"WEell take the chance. No android can get near without giving us notice.”

It was, indeed, absolutely silent. Colder too, asthe city moved into the evening phase with heat
channdled to the residentia units, so that there was atemperature drop in the circulatory areasto make
them less of adraw and the warmth of the nest apositive attraction.

Action during the long day had kept persona angles to aminimum. Now, shut in atwo-meter-square
box, they were aware of atenson in the didlectric. Holt cleared the floor and spread out the charts.
Thirty minutes after curfew, the sky lighting would dim down and there would be no light for reading.

There was nothing specific on Stanacre, but there was a schematic diagram of the whole city, which
showed that the precincts were on the same generd plan.

Each was acomplete urban complex. There was abasic lattice of giant plumbing, which functioned as
load-bearing support for the internal levels of each Horizon and asthe arteries for arecycling system.
Some basement level s appeared to have been left from an earlier structure.

SheshaHaddon said, That explainsthe library areaa Burton, it must be very old."

Vocabulary had changed. The main boulevards, hatched in red, were given the legend Metropolitan
Throughways. The avenues were Zond Interconnections. Central in each precinct was a squat tower
core, which was aprincipa structural member for the whole city and ran up through the three enclosed
Horizonsto flower as an open-air termind in Horizon Alpha

These were labeled Executive Silo. At the junction with each Horizon, they were massively solid and
made a huge capital for afan of cantilevered roof supports.



Thinking aloud, Holt said, "That's obvious place to look for away through; but thereisn't any machinery |
know of that could cut through that lot.”

The girl asked, "Where does the power come from?' —and leaned over to follow the plan. Momentarily
the soft pressure of her breasts against his arm distracted him. Then he redlized that she was unconscious
of the fact, and he made an effort to concentrate on the plan.

Four ducts, on the same scale asthe Throughways, came dong the main axis of the city, at the same
depth as Burton's low-level bookstores, with, vertica shafts, like wells, connecting in the precincts. Delta
was served by the left-hand trunk, then Gamma; Beta had only two take-up points, Alpha six, spaced
out evenly aong the axis.

That was the distribution, but the question hung about unanswered.

Holt found asmaller diagram, showing the city on its peninsulalike an ova cake on aserving platter.
Two-thirds sat squarely on rock foundation; but the Northwest was built on striding tripod legs, and the
ground below it had been cut away in asuccesson of pardld channds.

Stylized rotors, flow arrows, and blue shading explained the action. If it had been awater mill, it would
have been neat and impressive; but Holt was looking at the scale and his mind gagged at the monumental
sze of the gructuresinvolved. It was daunting.

Hesad, "This| can hardly believe, but it must be so. God, they were builders, the people who st this
up. We have aheritageto clam.”

"What have you found?'

"Look. A good seven kilometers of the city ison gtilts at the end of the peninsula. There's a sevies of
deep canasjoining the two estuaries. It'satida system. Power for free and forever. Thetide reachesthe
Mersey before it reaches the Dee. It's been diverted to flow under the city. The simplest and cheapest
power source you could ever find."

"It doesn't help usto get out.”

"I don't know. Every Horizon takes ashare. Likelife blood. Engineerswould leave away through, in
case of emergency. A power failure would throw everything out. The smart alecks on Horizon Alpha
wouldn't leave athing like that outsde their control.”

"It'l be an android operation, with saf-correcting gear and a detailed breakdown of fault-finding. We
have that in the precinct executive blocks. Even the generd-purpose androids have an automatic repair
scheme”

Holt stuck to his guns. True enough; but power isthe key. It might never be used, but there will be away
of getting there”

SheshaHaddon was till doubtful, "The sameistrue for Horizon Delta If the power failed, we ought to
be able to get to the source, but I've never heard of it. Power istaken for granted, likeair.”

"That's because we're the poor relations of the system. They'd know up there, if it failed. They'd bethe
onesto do something about it. It's another insult. Paternalism on agrand scale. And you see how it turns
out. Millions of little people, who hardly know whether they're live or not. Eating, deeping, continually
tearing down and building up the hive. A termite Situation, Strictly for termites.”

Any answer of assent or disagreement was stillborn. The sky, twenty meters above the cab roof, dimmed



downintherapid twilight they had known al ther lives.

With it came an awareness of the cold. Holt stood up dowly and looked out. The unfinished level was
deserted. From the outside window of the cab, he could see the foreshortened dits of light from the face
of the block they were on and the checkerboard pattern of windows from the other sides of the square.

Sheshawas a dark shape againgt the pale spread of the documents on the floor. She was methodically
gathering them together. Aninvoluntary shiver sent up adry rustle of paper.

"Yourecold."
"Dontworry. I'll bedl right when | get used toiit.”

Holt, working by touch and amemory of the geography of the cab, opened alocker that ran under the
operating console. There was cable and some cans, atool kit in ahold-all, and atight roll of fabric.
When he had it out and held up againgt the dim light, he said, Thiswill help. Coverdls, I think."

He held them to ease the awkward chore of wriggling in, and it re-established physical contact without
grain. A pad of fine slk pushed againgt his chin. His hands could stay dmost naturally on her shoulders,
and could pick up the muscular tremor that was till going on.

Holt said gently, "Y ou can rdax, Shesha. Y ou don't have to worry about me."

Unexpectedly, she twisted around to face him, eyes and teeth suspended in awarm shadow that brushed
pneumeticaly againg him.

"Why not? Don't you like me? Do you think I'm afreak, like that woman said?’

Holt was working outside the range of experience. But asure ingtinct told him that it was not the time.
Maybe she was making affirmative sgnds, but it was partly a move to prove something to herself. She
didn't have to prove anything for him. With this human being, he wanted to get off on theright foot.

He put ahand on either Sde of her head, long fingers probing under her hair and fegling the smooth, firm
shape.

He kissed her forehead, her eyes and then, very lightly, because he had only so much dtruism, her mouth.
Hesaid, ™Y ou must know what | think about you. As of now, you haven't much choice. Only me. Were
going to Horizon Alpha. Don't doubt it. Then ther€ll be awhole raft of people falling over each other to
get your notice. Then I'll join the line and tell you. Okay?"

A subdued voice sad, "If you say s0."

Turning to apractical issue, he said, "I reckon if we lie dong the diagonal, we can stretch out. It would be
good thinking to get some deep.”

Hewas right within acentimeter. With hishead jammed in the angle, he could dmost liefull length.
Sheshafollowed suit, pushed against him by the logic of the container. Incredibly, she was adegp amost
as soon as she touched down, in avote of confidence that was double-edged.

For Holt, it was the longest night in memory. The odd centimeter made the difference between viable
discomfort and active torment. Moving every five minutes to straighten aching limbsin turn, hewas
infinitely careful not to disturb her. Her head, which had gotten itsalf supported by hisarm, gained weight
until it waslike holding alead pig. The metd, nonskid quilting of the deck impressed its pattern on his
flesh. Some deep he must have had, because he was surprised by the light. Suddenly the darknesswas



gone and Sheshawas knedling over him, looking at him as though she had been there, waiting, for some
time

It was aserious, conddering face. Still asacarving. Epstein eyes enormous. Black silk cowl of hair
swvung forward in two smooth wings.

Natura light, making alonger job of it, nevertheless surprised the assembled Council on Horizon Alpha
The delegate for Shotwick, alarge, balding type, who had traveled in from amock-Roman villahe
maintained outside the city limits, voiced agenerd grouch when he grabbed down his angle-poise
intercom and said, " Chairman, will you give one good reason why we haven't taken avote? Thisisthe
craziest meeting | ever was at. Ten hours by the clock. Thereisn't anything elseto say. | propose that the
motion be now put, without further debate and without any fresh summary from the chair.”

The Shotwick precinct emblem glowed red on the detailed division board that filled onewall of the
council chamber, and senators for Pensby, Plymyard, and Whitbyhegath vied with each other to
underwriteit.

Refined reaction time, cultivated over years of practice asaclay pigeon shot, gave the edge to
Whitbyheath, and the computer, which stood in aslega adviser, shoved a printed tape onto Taubman's
desk.

He did not need to read it off, to know what it said. No more stalling was possible. The vote had to be
taken. It would have come to the same thing in another half hour, strictly on atime count. Then the
computer would have taken over the question for itsalf and ddlivered aruling that made the congtitution
binding.

Still watching from the press box, where an actuaizer tesm was making arecord for the daily newscast,
Joanna Taubman reckoned that whichever way it went, justice was being mocked.

Taubman'slong, crafty rearguard againgt decision had no element of socid concerninit. It wasapolitica
exercise, pure and smple. With eection for another term coming up, he did not want to be identified with
apolicy of repression. Though why he should bother was ablack mystery. The voters were not likely to
care overmuch about any action that had no direct bearing on their own comfort. Aslong asthelid was
kept on the lower levelsand their way of life was un-threatened, they would settle for atalking dogin
Government House.

Maybe he had a sense of history at that. He wanted aclean, if empty, record.

But the delegates were of adifferent mold. Their leisure exercise was palitics, and they had astakein
manipulating eventsto loosen up the pattern. After listening through the night, Joanna Taubman picked
out Holmes, the delegate for Shotwick, asthe leader of afaction that could well have anarrow mgority.

Againgt them, Taubman's persond group had only alaissez faire argument dressed up asliberdism.

Taubman said, "l have no dternative, but | bring this matter to adirect vote with greet regret. The
Substantive motion, as| haveit, isthat the law enforcement committee be given emergency
powers—which would include the use of large-scale depopulation to pacify disturbed areas on Horizon
Delta Thereisa precedent. But everyone must understand the nonreversible nature of such action. | give
notice that after the vote | have arelated proposal to table.”

There was amove of weary assent. Holmes grinned around at his supporters. The count flickered across
the computer spread, and a panel glowed green with AGREED in Gothic Condensed upper case. Below
it wasthe nomind roll in green of the supporters and theroll of dissentersin red. Nineteen to seventeen.



Two votes had put the destructive power of Attilaunder the thumb of Guy Taubman's committee. His
chief, gitting with the executive officers of the regime at along table below the Chairman'sdais, shrugged
his shoulders and looked around at Taubman.

The leading citizen was unruffled. He said, "Very well. If that'swhat you want. That'sdl right. Solong as
you are sure. Thisisaone-way ticket Associated European Communities will accept that acity'sinterna
affairsareitsown business. | am sure we can trust Controller Beasaly to use the power with discretion. |
indicated that | had another suggestion. It isthis. No on-the-spot survey of Horizon Delta has been made
for many years. | propose to send asmall party to take a close look and report back to the law
enforcement committee. Thiswill not take long. | suppose the senator for Shotwick will not object if use
of suppressive equipment isheld off until they return?*

Holmes said bluntly, "How long?"
"A few days. Fourteen asamaximum.”
"Makeit saven."

"Very wdl. A seven-day moratorium. | take it you will leave the compostion of the party to myself and
the executive officers? Such an investigation is made more necessary by areport | have, which isnot yet
public. Two deviants, who have been seen on recent newscasts, have now evaded the monitor service.
Specid androidsin the areaare unable to locate them.”

Joanna Taubman felt acertain reluctant admiration for thetiming of it. Taken an hour earlier, it would
have sparked off along discussion on personnd. At this stage, it was through on the nod, with Holmes
convinced that he had gamed every point in the debate. With afree hand to choose where he liked,
Taubman was content to let him think it. He said, with ashow of genidlity that was spread impartiadly on
ether faction, "Wdll, ladies and gentlemen, | hope you will do me the pleasure of taking breskfast before
you leave. | have noticethat it isready to serve.”

It was a nice touch, as though he had planned it dl to the minute and knew precisaly how it would be.
Not missed by Holmes, who looked thoughtful as he heaved himself out of hisreclining chair.

SheshaHaddon said, "I hated to disturb you. | guess I've been sdlfish. | dept through; but it must have
been rough on you."

Holt looked at hiswatch and heaved himsdlf upright on adead leg. "Haf an hour of morning light. Weve
|eft it late, the crane crew will be here any time now."

"What about the specias?'

"They'll be about. Just drop your spectacular head below window levd."
He lowered the ladder and joined her beside the hatch.

"What arewewaiting for?'

"The crew. When they turn up, they can move the crane across the square. We were last seen over on
thisside. I'd guess they've spent the night checking out every cozy-home-unit in the block.”

Female curiogity drove Shesha Haddon to adow knee stretch, until she could look over thelintel. Holt
had his hand on the dack of her pantsto haul her back, before she had the time to do more than register
aflash picture of the set. But it was enough.



"Three specidswith awhole tribe of precinct guards. Coming over here”

Holt went for the console on hands and knees. Building site hardware was not his province, but there
was abasic logic about switchgear, which made the controls plain enough. There was a power feed to
the track to move the whole crane around the square, an dtitude regulator to sink the turret onitsrams, a
whole panel for delicate maneuvering of the grab, and two handlesto swing thejib.

It was avery flexible outfit. A skillful man could pick out apop rivet and stand it on its head.

He pulled down ared lever through a quadrant marked OP-NONOP, and alow hum filled the cab.
Then he whipped into the raised bucket seat and looked out.

She had spoken no less than truth. In the short interval, the leading androids had moved to within twenty
meters of the ladder. Behind them, the field was strung out with ten guardsin line like a party of beaters.
Having checked everywhere else, there was only this plateau. They were dl looking at the crane. The
quarry had to be there.

Confirmation came when they saw him materidize in the raised seet. The leader stopped dead and the
column halted. The three speciaslifted carbinearms.

Holt heard the cab door open at his back and thought, "The fool. She's going to give hersdlf up. They
won't want to know." Then he was juggling with the gear to drop the turret and swing the boom.

Plexiglass exploded around his head in shards as he got the ponderous lattice of sted swinging onto the
plateau. Noise of carbine fire was so near a hand that it puzzled him. Then he spared a nonasecond to

spin around and look for Shesha. Flat on the deck, she had an arm poking over the threshold and was

turning to compensate for the swing.

With the rotator held down on full power, the boom began to pick up momentum. He had dropped it to
sweep ameter above surfacelevel. When it hit the extended line of androids, there was hardly acheck in
itsmotion.

Every last one grabbed by reflex for the beam that hit it, and the racing boom carried adead weight it
was never meant to bear, out over the open drop.

It was so fast that even Holt was unprepared. He had gone around 360 degrees and was off for another
circuit before he knew what to do.

He counted "One, two," out loud, as arough estimate of distance run, and used al his strength to dam
the leversinto reverse.

No machine ever built could take the strain. Every circuit on the board escalated into overload and the
turning gear jammed solid. Thetip of the boom, full of centripetal urge, did its best to complete the circuit
and broke away, in independent flight, like aboomerang, with its quota of androids il hitching aride.

The rest, shaken loose, went into freefal for the piazza.

Holt wasin time to see Shesha Haddon's legs disappearing through the open door and threw himsalf
across her ankles. When he hauled her in, she had two reasonable complaints, "Why didn't you tell me?

"Therewasno time. | didn't know it would work out like that."

"Do you have to keep grabbing me by my pants. It'svery undignified.”



"I can only get hold of whatever seems best adapted for the position you arein.”
Indl honesty, she had to concede it wasfair enough.

Circumstances looked like remaining unfavorable for some time ahead. With the door open to a sheer
drop, the only way out of the cab was over the twisted girders of the balancer boom.

Heat levelswererisng for the open areas. She peded off the coveralls and knotted them as auseful ding
to carry the carbine arm. Then she climbed out through the shattered rear window of the cab like aflying
Gandharvas.

CHAPTER FIVE

«N»

Stanacre precinct was opening its doors as they backtracked through the dormitory areato pick up the
boulevard that would take them on to Brimstage. From there, one of the avenues ran direct to the outer
ring of Woodd ee precinct.

Shesha Haddon said, "Living to thefull issurdly great; but how long can you do it without food?"
"A wdl-built girl likeyou can livefor aweek on her fat."

Reckoning that familiarity was working againgt the claims of courtesy, she waked an arm's length away
for agood two hundred meters. But since Holt did not seem to have noticed, curiosity drove her back.
"What are you thinking about?*

"I don't understand why it'sso quiet.”

"It'searly. Nobody travels any distance before nine hundred. They're dl busy having breakfast. What do
you think they est on Horizon Alpha? Peacocks tongues and that?"

"Why are there no androids about?'

"They could hardly be on theline for the soup kitchen. Unlessthey top up energy cells. Perhapsthey've
been caled off."

"You just could be right. They know where were going and they can wait until we get there."

They had come to an intersection, with avenues curving away left and right. Shesharead off the legend,
putting her bundle on the plinth of the indicator board like Dick Whittington. "Thornton left, Raby right.”

A clutter of construction gear was grouped around the entrance of the nearest building. The labor gang
would be about due. It wasasmal casino. One of the outlying units of the Raby precinct entertainment
belt. They were remodding theinterior as part of the five-year refurbishing cycle.

Among the machines was a smadll, fuel-cell-powered forklift. Holt wondered why it had not occurred to
him before. All this shanks pony businesswaslong out of date. Transport should be for people. He
backed it off the gpron and ran it over to astack of oblong cladding sheets.

He picked four from the top, backed clear, heaved them upright, and anchored them in place with a
flexible grab.
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From Shesha Haddon's viewpoint, a disembodied grinning head, over agray screen, was bearing down
on her as she waited patiently for the laboring man to finish his tint. It looked so pleased with itsdlf that
she hardly liked to ask, but evolutionary forces were strong.

"What'sthisthen?'
"An armored car. Put your trousseau in the rumble and hang on to your tiara."

It was asolid, unsprung job, drictly for sitework. On full thrust, it rumbled over the micro-grooved
roadway at the speed of ajog trot. The psychologica gain wasout of al proportion. After thelong years
of standing on the Sddlines, they fdt that they were making a positive use of the environment, taking a
hand in their own future,

Holt held a course down the center of the Brimstage boulevard with the power pack in an urgent howl
and the flexible sheets whipping like a tage thunder machine.

Eager-beaver workers, filtering out onto thismain artery, leaped for theinset porches of buildings
flanking the route.

With no such subtle sense of sdlf-preservation, aguard android, on aroutine patrol duty, stood four
square in the center and held out both armsin asigna to stop.

Judging distance to a centimeter, Holt ran it down, without dackening speed. Theleading edge of the
pick-up platform, knife-sharp to fed itsway under aload, diced through the metallic legs a mid-calf
height and left the feet standing, when the truck had passed over, as though the tin man had been plucked
out of hisboots.

The dome, hitting firgt, shattered against the cladding screen and spilled a shower of smal debris onto the
footplate. The trunk held up for a count of three and dewed sideways into the road.

Lessinvolved in the mechanics of it, Shesha Haddon saw both sides of the equation. Even in the short
time she had known him, violence was changing Holt. He was getting ataste for it. Hishair was not
actually standing on end, but there was a berserk ambience about him that made it likely any minute. The
face that turned to check out whether shewas still in the boat had no element of friendship init. She was
just part of the scene, apiece of equipment on his own faction. She knew he would have run the
gendarme down if it had been ahuman being.

On the sidelines, faces were registering shock, horror, and smple fear. Mouths were open in screams
that werelogt in the din thrown up by the laboring machine and in the generd hubbub. Asin Barnston's
refectory, they were far from being popular idols, bucking the system in the public interest. The crowd
saw only arogue e ephant loose on the highway.

A new note added astrident, overal theme, like a demented piccolo entry. Some trusty had found a
riot-call box, broken the seal, and pulled the plug. Over akilometer radius, repeaters were belting out a
wobbling Srendarm.

Holt, driving with one hand, was |oosening thumb catches to take the cowling off the motor. She had to
yell closeto hisear to get attention.

"Wheat are you doing?"
"There'sagovernor on this pack. | can get more speed.”

"Did you haveto hit that guard? It's stirred the whole place up.”



"What?'
"Never mind."
"Of course | don't mind. What's an android here or there?"

She gaveit up and edged gingerly to the half-hoop tubular frame that made areredos for the small,
hurrying platform. Wedged againgt it, she unwrapped her carbine and held it in the crook of her arm.
Altogether it looked like atermina Stuation, a headlong charge in the traditions of bone-headed chivalry.

But the sheer excitement of it swamped out criticism. When the car bucked forward, as though kicked up
the rudder, and accelerated away at double speed, she was beating on the bar with her free hand, hair
flying back inadark pennant, and yelling, "You didit! You didit!"

Holding course was afull-time chore. The unwieldy trolley was doing its best to dew away from the
direct air pressure that shoved back at its plate screen.

Holt had a confused impression of crowds melting away on either side. For five minutes he concentrated
on keeping it going flat out, through atunnd of noise and spreading panic.

Then for fifty meters, before the boulevard ran through Brimstage's main square, there was aclear run.

Word had finaly gotten ahead. A crew of androids were whedling out crowd-control barriersto close
theroad. In the center atripod-mounted riot gun had been set up and an android was knedling behind it,
looking woodenly up the track with the firing toggle in his hand.

Noise from the flapping shield reached a crescendo, and Holt felt the speed check, as they absorbed the
impact of acontinuous burst. Then the barrel was being rammed through the android's chest.

They swept across the piazza and made alocked-whedl skid stop under the canopy of the executive
tower block.

"What have you stopped for?"

She was il speaking up, to beat a certain numbnessin her own ears, and the question had awider
public than she intended.

A smal burly man who had made an inspired two-meter standing jump to beeat hisfate, yelled back,
"That'sright. What do you want here? We've heard about you on the newscast. Get the hell out of it. We
want no troublemakers here"

An android commissionaire patrolling the lobby pushed through the plate-glass doors to bring a decent
regard for law and order, and stopped dead when Holt reached hislevel.

No foal, it knew who was disturbing the peace; but a built-in safeguard stopped it from chalenging a
specid human type.

Holt spent ten seconds converting it to work on an externd brief and Ieft it in the porch with aclear
ingruction to prevent any moving object from crossing into the lobby.

Her unanswered question till hanging about in hisear, in spite of the agile politician'sreply, Holt said,
"We can't makeit by road. Next timethey'll have trestles we can't shift. Let's have the diagram again.”

He spread it out on the horse-shoe reception desk, and a clerica android said, " State your business and
fill out arequest blank. State your business and fill out arequest blank.”



Functionally tailored for its nichein the system, it was atruncated job on aplinth, and Holt spared a
minutetotip it off into the well. I1ts voice went on in a petulant mutter, until Shesha Haddon dropped a
amdl filing cabinet oniits head.

For her, it wasthefina snagpping of dl linkswith the past. A deed of blood to qualify for aplaceinthe
team.

Holt said approvingly, "Good thinking," and found what he wanted on the chart.

"Look. Thesetowers are dl the same. They're the key structurd membersin the city. Every last one, dap
adride the power grid. It comes up herein amain trunk and fans out al over the precinct. There hasto
be away down for maintenance. There's direct access from each Horizon. All we haveto dois cross
over and find the pipe for Alpha. But well do that from Wooddee. There's no problem crossing over
there”

"But if it was as easy asthat, wouldn't it have been done before?!

"We don't know that it hasn't. But you've heard the people. Either they're content or they don't want to
know. Usageisdl. They've accepted the system and they don't look for anything different.”

"Maybe we wouldn', if we hadn't been different. And that was an accident not of our own choosing. We
can't take any credit. Y ou can't blamethem.”

"I'm not blaming them. I'm Stating afact.”

Holt looked around the set. Outside, a crowd had formed up in asemicircle outside the range of the
android Horatius. Some of them would be workers in the headquarter building. The few who had beenin
the lobby were prudently grouped around the wallsto make it plain that they were not fellow travelers.

Holt said, "As| recdl, the Executive block hasits own canteen. Look it up on the indicator board. Go
and pick up our peasant's portion of black bread, while | sort out the way below."

When she had gone, he made arapid tour of the lobby. Public Health Department, Registrar,
Education—with an obsolescent android that had an impediment in its speaker: "Er No interviews Er with
the Superintendent Er can be given Er until eleven-thirty Er."

Every suite was self-contained, with no visble route to the cdllar. The devators, in agroup beside the
kiosk, al showed thisfloor as bottom level. He was beginning to think he had been al wrong. The
diagrams were drawing-board plans, which in fact had never been carried through; or early versions,
which had been superseded at the time of building.

Clamor from the porch was notching up. In the end it would be a matter of numbers. The single android
would be overrun.

Holt was back at the kiosk. On the face of it, this should be the nodd point, communications-wise, for
the tower structure. He vaulted over the counter and began a systematic check of the consoles.

Therewas aswitchboard for the internal intercom, video circuits, and outgoing linesto al precincts, a
computer link for profile dataon dl registered citizens of the borough; a schematic diagram with glowing
asterisks to show the position of every android on the strength, with adirect channd to each metdlic ear.
That wasinteregting initsdlf.

Currently the whole force was moving in towards the headquarters building. Every android carried a
numerd cal sgn. He identified the one crossing the porch, to try its luck with the apostate, as GD/B/37



and called it up on the link. "Attention, GD/B/37, Emergency. Proceed at once to the rear of the mae
dormitory areawhere there is a disturbance. Acknowledge.”

A rapid metdlic ssammer came from the desk and aticker tape writhed out under his hand. He read off
"Message received and understood” and saw the asterisk move briskly off.

When Shesha Haddon reappeared, with atray of mixed cereals and four beakers of coffee, he was
sending a detachment of his Keystone Copsat ajog trot to find afour-leaf clover in Thortonheath Park.

She sad hitterly, "It's very nicefor some. While you play little jokey games, | had aterrible timein that

"Put on adetermined front and the androidswill fall over their big feet to stisfy your every whim.”

"It wasn't the androids. It was quite busy, and people objected to my jumping the linefor service. | had
to threaten to shoot off this obscene gun.”

"Never mind. When we get up top, you can throw it away. You did well. Asareward, you can choose
whereto send thislast rude mechanica.”

"It cangoto hdl."

"Thereyou have adifficulty. A metaphysicd locdeisoutsdeits span. The best | can doishaveit
dismantleitsalf and throw the piecesto left and to right like afeather plucker.”

She said patiently, " Do whatever you think best. But shouldn't we be moving on? Y ou're very sure about
Alpha. How do you know well be accepted there?!

Holt responded to the seriousnessin her tone and | ft the board, with asterisks dowly migrating to itsrim.
"| don't. But we're on our way. We can't stay here for asure thing.”

He worked on around the horseshoe. There was alot of instrumentation that he could have spent time
with. But Shesha sounded the alarm.

She had gravitated over to the porch and was checking out the piazza. " Gunnar. They've caught up.
Specids coming into the square.”

Usage breeding confidence, there was aso a move from the flesh and blood heirs of the system. People
were moving out from the walls and edging forward. They would be found, full of zed, on the sde of law
and order.

Holt was at the end of the command idand, when the plate-glass doors of the reception hall shattered in
flying shards

The narrowing cordon of citizens broke up in disorder in afrantic scramble for cover, except for hdf a
dozen who stayed where they fell and agirl, still motivated to move, but confused direction-wise, who
began to crawl toward Shesha Haddon leaving asnail-trail of fresh blood.

Then hefound it. A small panel with a pictograph of the elevator cages and a specia key for number
four. It overrode the operating panel for that item and gave it an extension for six levels down.

Sheshawas Sitting crossegged on the deck with the girl's head pillowed on her 1ap and made no move
when he cdled. "Come on. We'rein business.”

He had the grille open and went back for her as a special android came through the shattered porch.



The face she turned to him was all reproach and shiny with tears. She sobbed, "L ook what we've done
now. Were murderers. There's no excuse. We should give ourselves up.”

It waslogic of the heart and not open to argument. Holt fired over her head and stopped the leading
android initstracks. Then he gently lifted the body clear and hauled Sheshato her feet.

She made no protest until she wasin the cage. Then it seemed to dawn on her that she was being
shanghaied. Shetried to get out asthe grille was closing, and Holt grabbed her and pinned her into a
corner.

It was afull-time chore, and the cage had dropped two level s before she had to concede that there was
no futureinit. Arms clamped to her sides, knees pinning her legs, superior weight shoving her againg the
bulkhead, she could only spit like acat, which she did.

Holt gingerly redeployed one hand and gripped her around the mouth and chin. Then he banged her head
back againgt thewall to emphasize what he was saying.

"Ligten, you emotional nut. That girl on the floor could have been you. The word has gone out to destroy
us. And they don't care who e se suffers. Not for anything we've done, but for what we are. I'mjust as
sorry for the innocent victims asyou are. Except that | can't in honesty say that I'd sooner it was you or
me. The system's rotten through. We can't begin to make it over, so we haveto leaveit right?'

Hefelt some of the muscular tension go out of her body, and he warily released his grip. She stayed ill,
with her hands straight down by her sides, and would not look at him.

llRigI,It?l
"l suppose s0."

"Can you imaginefifty or Sixty more years, wandering about, knowing you didn't fit in, ending up like
Sutton? That's supposing you had been left done.™

Sheshasounded infinitely tired.

"| suppose youreright. Most of thetime | agree with you. It comes down to the ends and means bit.
Thereisapoint where any end does not justify the means.”

"We haven't reached that yet."
"If you say 0."

"l do say s0. Don't lumber yoursdlf with aload of guilt. Keep saying to yourself, 'Every day thingswill get
better. Man'—or in your case—"Woman cannot live without the possibility of shaping her own future!’
That's the key item. Horizon Delta has atrophied. It'safossil.”

The cage had dready grounded and the grille rolled back. Opposite, across asmall square landing, was
an equipment rack. Holt picked out acadmium stedl lever and jammed it in the grille. That would prevent
the cage being taken up.

They were in asection of conduit, arched by precast concrete hoops and closed off two meters either
way by olive-drab bulkheads, with circular manholes for access. A coil filament in aceiling port was
glowing red-orange and gave amininium light to see by. On thewall, beside the punched-strip shelving,
was a schematic diagram of the system.



Shesha Haddon, recovered enough to be curious, found alocker beside the elevator shaft, and her
gartled "Eek" had Holt grabbing for his carbine.

She had dammed the door again on the ingtinctive precept of out of sight, out of mind and was across the
caveintwo leaps.

"What isit?'

"Androids, | think."

"Maintenance unitswaiting to be switched on.”

"They don't switch me on onebit."

"Take acarbine. Cover me. If theresamovement, shoot off aclip.”

"Suppose | shoot you."

"Then you'l have atough time with that delicate conscience.”

Holt edged sdeways aong the wall, got hisfingersto the locker door, and whipped it back.

Inthe margind light, the recess gppeared to be full of gray people. Snouted and with shining circular
eyes. Asthough they had been waiting for years for asignal to march out from the tomb.

But there was no movement. Holt gingerly touched the nearest and it swayed away like an empty shroud.
Therewastimeto shout "Hold it," and only asingle shot fanned past his ear.

To SheshaHaddon's excited eye, it looked as though she had exorcised awholeraft of poltergeists. The
plain back of the alcove was bare to see, with araw, shiny scar where the bullet had struck.

Holt was rummaging on the floor and straightened up with atreasure trove that came near to settling his
pilgrimage. Tardily, he recognized the danger and caled from behind. "Easy. Put that cannon down. It'sa
protective suit.”

There were eight in the closet. Complete outfits with e agticated wrists and ankles. Corrugated breething
tubes led back to lightweight recalculating gear carried like ahump on the back.

A rattle from the elevator cage underlined the fact that thiswas only awhistle stop. Shesha Haddon
asked two questions and could hardly evauate which concerned her most "Will it hold? What are they,
for Pete's sake?'

"Under one, | guess so. Long enough. Under two, protective clothing and breathing apparatus.”
"Y ou're not going to put one on! They give me the green cregps.”

"Thisisalfitting-out bay for maintenance crews. Bad air might collect in the tunnels. Look at these
shoulder panels—indicator gauges. Amber for caution, red for unfit to breathe. Pick oneto suit your
fancy and well get on."

"Y ou look like an android. Keep talking."
"Put one on. Then you'll bein the club. Like the old rhyme—I'd rather be than see one™

"I'm not so surethat'sright. It'sjust as nasty to be one of those."



While she was sedling up, he checked out the tool chest. There was acomprehensive range, from smple
sted-working gear, to repair fabric, to sophisticated e ectronic replacements for the power lineitself.

He picked out athermic lance kit and tried it on the cage. It diced through the metd like a cleaver
through dough.

"Wheat are you doing?'
"Cutting out the bottom of the cage. If they get it up, it won't be any useto them.”

"Why not just partly cut it out so that they'll try to useit and fal through?' Her voice was muffled by the
giff cowl.

Holt took time off to walk over to her and tap on the dome.

"Isthat you in there?'

She looked around. There was nobody el se about. "Yes, | think s0."
"What's dl this savagery, then? A good idea. But unexpected.”
"Androids have no fedlings."

There would have been materia there for a debate, but time pressed. He cut ahairline around the frame
of the cage, leaving a centimeter uncut in the center of each side. Four androids would be a dead weight
topping four hundred pounds. Enough to drop the bottom ouit.

Hefinished the cut from the door and had hardly switched off the lance when the cage began to move.
Somebody had done the sum and used an emergency circuit to trip the fail-safe mechanism of the
jammed grille

Shesha Haddon had done some rummaging on the stall and was holding out acircular headlamp to dot
into afitting on hisface piece. She had aready fixed one hersdf and had ashining Cyclopseye.

She sad, "Doesthis mean that there won't be any light in the trunk?"
"Not necessarily. But if they were working on apower failure, every circuit would be out.”
"That won't be so good.”

"With alamp on your head, it'll belight wherever you look. How do you know it isn't aways dark where
you're not looking?"

He had the clips off the right-hand hatch cover and swung it open like aporthole. A long, dimly lit tunnel
stretched away into indefinite distance. Slap down the center, resting on latera cradlesthat held it clear of
the deck, was ameter-thick, dead black cable—the nerve fibre of the complex.

Shesha had emptied out aheavy-duty tool grip. "Isthere anything € se we should take?"

A click from the elevator shaft made a period. The cage had reached ground level in Delta. Holt found a
spare charge for the lance, two fuel cells apiece for the head lamps, a Sat pack of emergency rations.
The spare clips and the carbinesfilled up the grip. He dumped it through the hatch and helped the girl
after it. Ground level was lower than the landing, and she found inset footholds to take her down. He
would have liked to refit the plate and give somebody a problem of choice, but there was no way of
doing it frominsde.



He was hafway through the hole, when the bottom of the elevator cage ended itsfreefdl witha
percussive smack that shook thefloor. A specid android, having gathered afull due of urgeinits
Spring-loaded legs, took off in angled flight and whipped out of the devator like azany jack-in-the-box.

It scored abull's eye on the celling light, and blue fire momentarily outlined itslimbs. Then the landing was
pitch black.

With remorsdess female logic, Shesha Haddon said, "What have you done? All the lights have gone out.”
Sheshasaid, "Wheat time do you have?’

"Fourteen hundred.”

"That'sright. | thought my disk had stopped.”

It wasthefirg hint of complaint, and amild one at that. Holt said, "It isn't far. Not more than half a
kilometer. But we could take aspdll.”

She was sitting with her back to the tunnel wall before the echo had stopped vibrating around the set.

They could have been anywhere that they had seen in the last hours. The tunnel had auniformity that
bludgeoned the mind. That and the lateral support cradles made every kilometer amgjor hazard to sanity.

Holt said, "Androidswill have atough time crossing thesethings.”
"Not only androids."

"It1l keep you lissome. Switch out your light.”

"Come herefirst. So that | know whereyou are.”

Hand on her arm, they switched out together. At first, darkness was absolute. Looking back was like
looking at ablack wall. Ahead, Holt could not be sure.

Sheshasaid uncertainly, “Isit imagination, or istherethe very faintest light up there?!

Holt switched on hislamp and it swamped out whatever etdiolated glow therewas. He said, " That
figures, were coming out of this section. The Woodd ee lightswill not have fused.”

"Couldn't wejust find the way into the Alpha system?’
"Where'syour scientific spirit?”

"About akilometer and ahaf back down that tunnd."
"Hand out the ration pack and see what we have."

The heavy plastic cover had azip toggle, and there was the hiss of a breached vacuum when he pulled it
open. Insde, there was a dozen flat packs, also sealed. They took one each and Shesha said it reminded
her of her name day—the only persona festival |eft for the trogsin Horizon Delta. She even delayed the
moment of truth by acivil inquiry. "What do you have?'

"A block labeled chocolate. A cereal-and-fruit bar. Two tablets to make up adrink. Vitamin-reinforced
sugar cubes and five sdf-lighting cigarettes.”

"Check. What are you going to et firg?"



"The cered bar."

"Y ouvethought it through?"
"Of course.”

"Y ou could beright."

Shesha Haddon had tipped back the visor of her protective suit and had the detachable lamp on the floor
between her knees, giving foatlight illumination that made her eyesbrilliant.

As her teeth sank into the soft-nougat texture of the bar, dl the lights went on as though she had thrown a
switch.

Reaction had her convulsively swallowing the plug, and Holt had to beat her back before she could draw
atortured breath.

Eyes streaming, she managed to say, "What'sin this, for Pete's sake?"
Holt held up the wrapper. "Bircher Muedi—the Wonder Bar."

There was no move from the way they had come; but there was no doubt that they had |eft an easy trail
in the dust. Now there was light, the posse could follow up.

Hesad, "The picnic will haveto wait until wefind apatch of grass.”

The supporting saddles were twenty meters gpart, and they crossed ten before Holt halted the column.
Shesha stood till, leaning on the wall, waiting for the next thing. He put his ear on the cable and listened.

"What are you doing?"
"jSal"
"l only asked."

Holt straightened up. "It'slike an ear trumpet, that cable. Probably a hollow core with avacuum. You
can hear their big feet pounding dong.”

"Spedid <7’

"It wouldn't take long to shove ajury floor in the cage. WEell take aquick look at Woodd ee and then get
out. In any case, the next crossover areaisthere. We have to work from that.”

At fifteen hundred, she stopped astride a cradle and flipped back her hood. "That's the longest
half-kilometer on record.”

"Nearer oneand ahalf."
"Now you tdl me."

"We passed the precinct boundary along way back. Didn't you notice the numbers on the cradles?
Decreasing, Numbered out from each tower."

"Where?'

"Youregtting onit."



"I:ifty_"
"Right Forty-nineto the jackpot.”
"At ten meters each, four-ninety. Back to that half-kilometer you talked about. Can't wetake arest?"

Holt tried his sounding tube again. The rhythmic knock was alot clearer. He looked down the tunnel to
the hazy point where perspective lines gathered into adot. There was movement. It wasincredible, but
the specidswere beating their time.

Then he knew why the noise was so positive. They were walking on the cable. Gyro stabilizerswould
keep them in balance. They could walk atightrope. At the same rate, they would catch up insde the
distance to Woodd ee's control point.

Hesaid, "Well take aleaf out of their book and balance wak aong the top. Up you get.”

There was no answer. He whipped around to see what she was doing and for a disordered second
believed that the whole sequence had been atrick of theimagination. The tunnel was empty.

Then hewas vaulting over the cradle and lifting her from the floor. Both shoulder pandswere glowing
red.

He dipped on the cowl and sealed it and saw that the valve was moving as she breathed. He picked her
up, draped her over his shoulder in afireman'slift, took their carpet bag in hisfree hand, and got himself
on the cable. Theroof was only centimeters over the dome of hishelmet.

For thefirst ten meters, he reckoned it was no go. He would have to go down and swest it out over the
saddles. Then he got the rhythm of it and redized he was making better time than they had made so far,
despite the extraload. He concentrated al his mind on the shiny black bar that stretched ahead. Hetold
himsdlf it was Sat and wide and as easy asawalkway. He taked himself dong and was still muttering
when agray bulkhead appeared dap in front of hisface and he could swing her down and lean her
againg the last saddle, while he set up the thermic lance to cut away through the hatch.

When it was done, he knocked it through, saw that they had arrived at ajunction point full of switchgear
and metering consoles, and went back to pick her up.

Gunnar Holt was working like an android, set to endure without thought, following a program that he had
set himself. The Woodd ee Center wasthe goal. He had reached it. Once inside, he could stop and plot
out the next move. He lifted Shesha and posted her through the hole feet first. Ashelet go, hefelt
muscular tension coming into the dack body. He gathered up the tools, thinking that it would be
interesting to hear what she had to say when she found hersdlf out of the tunnel and donein anew place.

God, that was stupid, she might think he had |eft her. He recognized that it wasthefirst timein hislife that
another human being's menta comfort had been afactor to reckon with. That must mean something. He
dropped the grip through and followed it, fetching up on his hands and knees on atiled floor, dust-free as
though the place wasin regular use.

Hewas getting multiple vision. A fatigue syndrome. Shesha gppeared as a semicircle of seven.
Then he saw shewas only dowly getting to her feet beside him and the seven were dtill there.

Guy Taubman, center of the group, said, "Y ou can stand up. Take off your visors. But do nothing
quickly. Just go flat against the wall and put your hands on your shoulders.”



CHAPTER SIX

Tired as he was, Gunnar Holt could till evaluate atone of voice. Now that he could see the set whole
and steady, he could a so see that, size and color apart, there was nothing familiar about the suitsworn
by the reception party. They were very sophisticated items.

Visorswere clear plexiglass, with the air-change function housed in adeep collar, like athick ruff. Legs
were corrugated and ended in high-laced ankle boots with thick foam rubber soles. At thewaist there
was a broad belt hung about with pouches. Men on either side of the spokesman had drawn bulbous
hand guns, of atype he had never seen eveninillustration.

Shesha Haddon asked huskily, "How do | get to be here?”’

Holt said, "Don't worry about that. Everybody has to be somewhere. We've arrived at Wooddee and it
looks as though a party from Alphaare paying it avisit. How do you fed now?"'

"Better every minute. Thirgty, actudly.”
"Thiswill save usalot of time, we can go up with them.”

Taubman'svoice cut coldly into the didogue. "Y ou will be the man Holt and the woman Haddon, who
have caused a disturbance on Horizon Delta. Do you serioudy think we could tolerate your activitiesin
Horizon Alpha? Y ou are dready outside the law. One of the objectives of thismissonisto finish thejob
that the specia force hasfailed to do.”

SheshaHaddon, sill fedling confused, said, "What's he talking about? What does he mean?’

"Nothing good." Holt took her hand, moving dowly and making the intention plain. He spoketo the
center man.

"Y ou know about us. Then you will know that we do not belong on Horizon Ddlta. Everything we have
done has been toward finding away out. The damage has come from the mechanical marvelsthat tried to
stop us. If you know so much, you will know that istrue. Now that we see you, it iseven more plain. We
belong on whichever horizon you have come from. What can be wrong with that as a proposition?”

"Y our opinionisof no importance. Y ou are deviants. Eugenicaly tainted. Y ou belong nowhere. Y ou
have canceled any rights you might have had, by your actions. As representative of the law enforcement
divison, my ruling haslegd force. Hicks, Grove. Kill them.”

Holt fdt the nudge of asixth sense before the payoff and had shifted his grip to the girl's shoulder. He
shoved hard and threw himself sideways. Two meters of clear space opened between them, and twin
searing jetsflared away through the holein the bulkhead. A girl'svoice from the end of theline cdled
sharply, "Stop! You can't doit, Guy."

A tin-can clatter from outside the hatch made afurther diverson. Taubman sad, "Wait!"

He stepped out of the semicircle himsdlf, carefully keeping from masking the line of fire, and looked
through the hatch.

Holt, on hands and knees and fedling like adog, saw him take adull-gray palm-sized ovoid from hisbelt
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and speak to it.
It was bitter confirmation that the specials were under direct control from Alpha

Taubman said, "All specid details. Stand till. Remain on dert.” Then he addressed his own party, paying
no attention to the two heradic beasts crouched left and right "L et me remind you, Joanna, you are here
as an observer. What difference will it maketo them, if they wait afew daysfor acomputer to make the
samedecison?'

There was no easy answer to it, and shewas gill searching for an unshakable argument when the only
other nontechnical member of the group spoke quickly in support.

Taubman's safari had finally been set up with ablend of political and professiona nominees. Grove and
Hicks were members of the security force, agentswith along record of discreet nations. Harold
Sark was second man in the hierarchy of the City Engineer's department, actively being groomed to be
the next pro-Taubman place holder in the top dot. Cooley wasin as adirect observer from the Council.
If anybody, he should have been the oneto cal for politic caution and the due process of justice having
been accomplished with witnesses.

In fact, support came from Dr. Jacob Dimeter, included on the taly as awell-known dianetician, whose
observations on the Woodd ee scene would make the trip respectable on Actualities Newscasts. He said,
"| agree with the Subcontroller. | know that we have monitor records of thelife cycle of deviants, but
there are other lines of inquiry that would give interesting data. Our experimenta psychology labs have
not had such subjects for many years. Even astraining exercises for our students, there would be enough
vaue to judtify taking them back. | concedethat it isinconvenient, but you would be making avauable
contribution to menta research.”

Joannasaid quickly, "That waswhat | had in mind. There have not been any close studies of people
moved, at this age, from an enclosed Horizon into the open. Thereis no security problem, they will be
kept under supervision. In any case, they are easy to identify.

They are both unusua. Red hair, for instance, is not recorded on any current profilein Wirral City, and
the girl isaunique flowering of recessve genes.”

Grove, aheavily built, balding man, who had Shesha Haddon lined up as atarget, had cometo hisown
conclusion about the unique bit. He was not too clear on the rest of the message, but he said, "That's
right, Boss, you can leave her to me. I'll watch the monkey."

Taubman said, "Very well. They can stay here. Well pick them up on the way back. Stay with them,
Grove. I'll leave you on guard.”

Holt had been sidetracked by the face behind Joanna Taubman's plexiglass dome. Shesha, who had
szed up Grove'sinterest, followed the direction of hisfixed gaze and said bitterly, "1 want no favors, I'll
go back to Delta.”

But Taubman was dready moving his party on. Now, they could see aline of androids parked along the
far wal beside two devator shafts. An unfamiliar type, intermediate in size between the precinct forces
and the specids. Sted gray and heavily armored, hung about with ancillary gear to face any crissfroma
blown fuseto aforest fire. Beyond them, the bulkhead was open in awide rectangle. Seemingly the
Alphagroup had comein that way.

Grove's handyman whipped out atubular grab and pinned Holt back to the bulkhead by histhroat,
before he could take any avoiding action.



Shesha Haddon edged cautioudy to hisside, brown eyesdl pupil. lllogicaly she sad, "Don't let him
touch me"

For Holt, it was the classc Situation of aman unable to protect his own. He was a one with peasants
down the millenniawho had been pushed around by the higher echelons. He had gotten her into this.
After trying to shift the grab with both hands, he knew for afact that whatever Grove had in mind, he
would be powerlessto stop him. Beyond al else, he was grappling with the knowledge that he was as
much an outcast on Alpha as anywhere e se. Even the nubile blonde's intervention seemed colored by
motivesthat had nothing to do with himsdlf asaperson.

Grove seemed ready to wait histime. The rest of the contingent took turnsto go up in the cages. Two
loads of androids sent up first with ingtructionsto fan out and hold a bridgehead. Thenthe six. Last
aboard, Taubman spared a parting word for thejailer, loud enough to make the point to the detainees.

"I'm not choosy about taking them back. If you have trouble, you know what to do. I'll take responsibility
if anything termina happensto them.”

"Thanks, Boss. I'll remember that. | like afree hand.”

When the cage had gone there was a digestive silence, and the small noises of the telemetering gear came
over the threshold of attention. There was alarge clock on the main console with a sweep second hand
that moved two centimeters a ago with asoft, diding click. It wasfifteen-forty on the nose. Lights
flicked up an indicator panel and held steedy asthe last cage reached its goal somewherein Wooddee
precinct. The mezzanine of the executive tower, morethan likely.

Grove heaved himself casudly off the wall, where he had been parked, sauntered over to Shesha
Haddon, and grabbed her roughly by the left arm. He said, "L et's have you out of that comic outfit and
seewhat the rest looks like. If the ginger deviant doesn't et go, I'll have my zombie friend squeeze the
pipsout of him."

Holt had hisleft arm clamped around her waist and felt the tremor that started up.

Ether way she had aproblem. But, right off, there was adanger of being pulled apart. She said, "L et go,
Gunnar. Please. It doesn't matter.”

Grove mimicked her voice, "Let go, Gunnar, likethe man said.”

Gunnar Holt transferred his grip to the grab and took hisweight on it, while he swung both feet up to kick
at the android's dome.

Except for coming near to didocating his neck, it made no change in the satus quo. It waslike kicking a
wadl.

Sheshasad, "Stop it, Gunnar. Hell kill you. It doesn't matter.” Repetition confirmed that her thinking had
matched his own. High hopes of Alphawerein eclipse. Shewasin alimbo where vaues were drowned
out. She was aready two-thirds through the sedl s and the suit collapsed around her on the deck.

"Nice, very nice." Grove put ahand flat on her chest and steered her around, until she could fed the edge
of adesk againg her tights. "Now therest. Start with that chain mail. Real dow, asif you was preparing a
big surprise”

To Gunnar Holt'sinflamed eye, the set was etched in acid. Every tick of the clock fdl like alead disk.
Shesha Haddon had her arms above her head with the metdlic filigree tube clear of her chin, ataut, erect
figure, sculptured in warm bronze, hemisphere breasts, lifted and tightened by the mechanics of the



action, in the highest tradition of Hindu temple art.

Grove had ahand out to touch, when the tableau held as though an actuaizer had struck arepesting
loop. Only the clock moved on. Fifteen forty-three. It seemed longer since the expedition had moved
out.

Gunnar Holt was aware of more activity on every dia on the computer spreads. And Grove, led by the
weight of his extended arm was crumpling forward onto the parquet.

Shesha had her head clear. She was swaying, holding on to the table behind her for support. Holt
shouted urgently, 'Fight it, don't give way! Search his pouches. There'sacontrol box for this ape.
Sheshal Do you hear me?”

She answered thickly. His voice was coming from an infinite distance. All she wanted to do waslie down
and givein to the surging rhythmsthat were beating ingde her head. But fear had il left itsadrenain
booster in the circuits. She was not ready for quiet or unquiet deep. She heard his voice again and
surrendered her will to it, asit talked her onto hands and kneesto crawl to Grove and begin asystematic
search, emptying pouches one by one and calling the contents over.

It took al her strength to roll his dead weight onto his back, and she was ready to give up, when she
found what she was |ooking for.

In ahazy way, she began to hate Holt for driving her on againgt the overwhel ming urge to sop and drift
into deep. He saw what was happening and lashed her with histongue. "Move, you fool. Thisway. Bring
it tome. All right, like adog. Crawl, dog. Crawl, you ninnyhammer. To me. Come on. Kegp moving.
Hold it out, higher."

When hishand closed on it, she collgpsed and let the warm red flow carry her mind away with it.

Holt knew that time would be running out for him. Down in the library, he had gone under and Shesha
had stayed awake; but there, the effect had not lasted aslong. Maybe the single-mindedness of his
purpose had kept him clear so far. But he could fed the pressures building up.

He concentrated on the box and thumbed amicro switch for voice control. Then he said, "Release your
prisoner and stand clear.”

When it was done, he redlized that he had been held erect againgt nature. He had to struggle to stay on
hisfeet, but there was one thing he had to do before he let go.

He drove himsdlf to reach Grove and unclipped the equipment belt from his suit The control room was
whedling in adow spin as he set his teeth and checked out the other pockets. In one, there was a Sat
pocket book with the city arms on the flap. He had a confused impression of blue and silver, afull-rigged
ship, and adolphin. He shoved it in his own breast pocket and found the blaster.

Taking infinite pains, he balanced himsdlf flat-footed, feet astride, and took both hands for a steedy aim.

Even at that, with the target only a meter away, he was erratic, and the beam carved up an area of
ceramictile beforeit broke the plexiglass dome, crossed Grove's fleshy throat, and neetly separated his
head from histrunk.

Holt thought woozily, "That'll surprise him when he sands up.”

Therewas gtill something bugging him that had to be done before he could rest.



The android, having been switched from persona program, where it would have been using itsown
initiative, to externa voice control, was standing till, with only an occasiond flicker from agreen cathode
tube set initsleft cheek to show that it wasfull of sap and brio and only waiting to be asked.

Holt said, "Go to the elevator shafts. As soon as a cage begins to move, shoot into the floor. Do
whatever is needed to stop the cages being used. Do you understand?”

"Certainly, Excdlency."
It jogged off and stood where it could command either shaft.

Holt was crawling now, using every last fading urge of the anger that had given him momentum. He took
their useful tool bag, the headlamps, and the pouch belt and put them through the opening the Alpha
group had used. Then, asalast move, he angled Shesha Haddon across hisarms, like adrunken priest
with acomely sacrifice, draped her chain mail over his shoulder, and went through himself.

He managed three paces into the farther reaches of the tunnel, saw that a portion of the vaulted ceiling
was hinged away, felt her skin, smooth and cool as stone, and crumpled dowly to hisknees.

Carefor her, flowing from adeep unconscious levd, guided his handsto lower her the last few feet
without knowledge of what he was doing. He folded up with his forehead berthed on her dowly-moving

digphragm.

Senator Fred Bairstow Holmes, in aloose toga, lacked only a chaplet to make the scene as a latter-day
Roman. Some of hisguestslooked less comfortable. Harry Grabe found it dl dightly ridiculous and had
sat throughout on his divan asthough it were a settle drawn up to an unsuitably high table.

Altogether, there were twenty present, and some had entered into the spirit of the banquet to the extent
of usng avomitarium. A heavy bouquet of food, fresh and regurgitated, sweset, wine, resin from the torch
flares, and incense from a couple of hanging dispensers battered the five wits.

Outside, it wasacold, clear night with the jut of an escarpment akilometer from the villa, slanding sharp
like acardboard cutout.

Holmes clapped hishands. Every eye tracked around to the high table. The domestic androids filed out.
Harry Grabe stopped trying to make aswathe of cloth stay in place around his paunch. He said, irritably,
"For godsake, Fred, cut the mummery and get down to business. All this
What's-Nigd-doing-with-his-strigdl hit, isregression to the crib. | don't see why it couldn't have been a
regular meeting in one of our precinct executive suites. Y ou could have cometo Pensby.”

Acrossthetable, the senator for Arrowe said, "And missed the belly dancer? Y ou must be joking, Harry.
Unlessyou've got something very specid in Pensby. Just relax and listen to Fred."

Senator Holmes had siwung himself off his couch and made atotally nonpolitical move by getting down to
casesin hisfirg sentence.

"Y ou can speak freely here. There's a screen around this place, to turn any listening beam right up its own
ass. You dl know the score and | won't insult you by going over the ground. But | guess everyone hereis
Sck to desth over the way Taubman has the Council sewed up. It's plain to seethat he'sfixing it to go for
another term. After that, you can kiss goodbye any chance of getting him out of Government House."

Mort Ogden, the gaunt senator for Landicon, who had been lying on his couch asif on a catafal que, sat
up and pointed abony arm. "Hold it there, Fred. What's your interest? None of uslike Taubman's
adminigtration, but it's congtitutiona. Ninety per cent of the voters don't care either way. He does nothing



extreme, and his two running mates never put afoot wrong. What could we expect better?"

It was anice lead. Holmes picked up the cueline. "I'll tell you what we can expect better. We can expect
red consultation and some piece of power |eft with the Council. Taubman's meetings are asham. He
knows what he wants and he getsit. We can expect Wirrd City to take more part in Federa affairs.
When did any rep from this Council get on the Western Directorate or on the Regiona Synod, for that
matter? We're adead |etter.”

Grabe had no particular friendship for Mort Ogden, but he camein on asupporting tack. "All that'strue,
Fred. But it's been true for three or four decades. Ther€'s nothing to gain from the big league. Were
sdlf-contained. Nobody starves. We dll have our interests. Y ou haven't brought us out hereto tell us
that.”

"No, | havent. | tell you Taubman's playing down something that could be serious. We might be glad of
help from the Association. There's big trouble brewing on Ddlta. He's pussyfooting around it, instead of
tackling it. Leaving himin chargeisgiving it time to escdate out of hand. Our wholeway of lifeis
threatened. We can't afford to let him gamble with security on his own judgment.”

Grant Slocumbe poured himsalf another beaker from a double-handled red jar and said, "Right. You
havetheright of it. But we dl know the congtitution. Once dected, the management committeeis st.
Nobody can do athing about it. Until Taubman hands over to the executive computer for the ten days
election period, he has dl the law enforcement machinery under histhumb. Military units only operate on
the Government House circuits. For the first time in history, the administration has an absolute power that
can't be bucked. And it works. When has there been alonger period of stability?"

Holmesfished in the folds of histogaand brought out a control manual like a conjurer producing agray
egg. It wastoo common an artifact to have them rolling around the peristyle, but he held it up for dl to
see. Heeven spoketoit "Comein triple-O-seven.”

After the exotic entertainment they had been treated to, it could have been anything. In fact, therewas
mild disgppointment when abulky stedl-gray android, distinguished by three interlocking zeroes and the
numera 7 on ablue-gray rectangle acrossits barrel chest, rolled in from the colonnade and stopped on
hisright, beside the high table. Itslocomoative principle was unusua but hardly revolutionary in the gtrict
sense. It had asingle ball foot in a skirted socket and was held upright by a gyroscope, which gave a
continuous high-pitched whine.

Holmesdid histrick again and brought out a second control unit. A black one. Thistime, the android he
summoned had a better press; it wasindistinguishable from the units of the Government House specid
force.

He parked it on hisleft, so that it waslooking over the length of the table at the first witness.

A certain excitement had gathered in the air. After al, Holmes had something more than rhetoric up his
toga. There was enough silence to hear the drip of spilled wine from the edge of atable. They heard
Holmes say quietly to the gray control unit, "Destroy the android that faces you.”

Action wastoo quick to isolate into detail. There was ablur of movement from theright. A stream of
bright lines crossed the table and hid the conjurer momentarily from his audience. When it stopped, there
was slence again. Holmeswas grinning in arictusthat had no contact point with humor. The android on
his right was stock till asthough it had never moved. The Government nominee had disappeared asfar
asthewa st except for along, shuddering coil of bright spring stedl, which had released itsdf after the
broadside and was still quivering with the shock of freedom.



If he had produced the Great Reaper, complete with scythe, out of a chocolate egg, he could not have
found a better show stopper.

All hands had gone stone sober. The senator for Margrove, Ed Sandall, afringe adherent, whipped
smartly off his couch and fairly ran for the colonnade, unwinding agreen toga, which heleft asa3-D
addition to the gaudy tesserae, content to leave in his candy-striped briefs.

Every eyefollowed him out, then turned back to Holmesfull of query. It was plain that they had expected
another show of force.

Holmessaid, "Let him go. It doesn't matter. Better to know who hasthe will for change and who hasntt.
He can't do anything about it. | have twenty of these monkeys and more being serviced. Therésa
complete workshop under the hill, dates from 2260 when they had atalent for mayhem. A variant of this
typeisthelife form on Horizon Beta Government House androids don't mean athing. Now we have the
power. If we don't like what Taubman does, we don't have to take it."

Grabe put hisfinger on one wesaknessin the chain. "That'sfine, Fred, asfar it goes. But who'sto say
where it siops? Androids carving each other up is one thing, but suppose human operators get hurt. |
don't fancy ending up as aburnt offering to the libera idea.”

Holmes said, "I'm surprised at you, Harry. Y ou should know how the system works. As soon as
Taubman feds threatened he hands over to the law enforcement computer. That directs operations. |
have aparald setup here. | can leave amechanica marve to get on with it. We disperse to our
precincts. Let them battleit out. Later, when Taubman'stin men are al scrap, we demand a Council
session and get our change of executive.”

Harry Grabe had another one and felt himsdlf that hiswelcome was wearing thin. "A town manager in
Taubman's dilemma could call in the Feds. On request, the A .E.C. would send a commission to take
over and restore order. Now, they have some fancy units. How would your boys do against them?”

"Holmes stayed patient” He said, Y ou and | know, both, that the Association of European Communities
is something and nothing. Who'sthe Wirral City rep on it? Does anybody remember? As| recall, it's
Digby Calder, and he's there because nobody else can be bothered to make the trip. When did they last
make aruling that was adopted? It'll take them amonth to debate it and another two to get adecision.
By that time, therell be a change of chairman in the Government House and the new man can reverse the
request and tell them to go back to deep.”

It was all very plausible. Certainly the name of Senator Digby Calder was no booster tothe A.E.C.
image. He hardly knew the day of the week. Some thumped agreement on the table, others copied
ancient procedures and shouted "Aye."

Grant Slocumbe moved the affair forward. He said, practically, "What are you going to do as of now?
Taubman will hear about this meeting from Sandal.”

It was Holmes's night for gestures. He cleared an area of the table top with a sweep of hisarm and
pressed arecessed key. A hinged flap turned up, facing the party, and the master of ceremonies moved
around to the front.

There was no mystery. Except perhaps the query of who in his right mind would want an el aborate video
system under his meat and veg. Holmes did some swift selecting and the screen glowed with the
Government House waiting signd, an e aborate crest compounded of many armoria bearings of the
ancient Wirral townsthat had combined to form the city.



They waited for acount of ten and the scene faded to be replaced by Taubman'sface, asfull of zest asa
lump of puity.

"Taubman. Oh, it'syou, Senator Holmes. What do you want at thistime? Can't it walit to go through the
proper channels?'

"What the proper channds areisabig question. I'm not satisfied with your adminisiration, and | haveten
names to support areferendum. That'swhat | want. Y ou can hand over to the executive computer and
et the eection machine moving tomorrow.”

Theface, getting full-color trestment from a discriminating scanner, had taken on a puce look. Taubman
said chokily, "Y ou're out of your mind, Holmes. Theré's no case for an eection and you know it."

"What's the ansver?'
"Y ou know the answer. No."
"Y ou may regret that."

"You certainly will. Il have you in for investigation. Conspiracy to undermine the constitution. Pack your
toothbrush and a spare toga. Goodnight.”

Holmeswas grinning. "Now helll send dong acouple of hiszombiesin apatrol car. It couldn't be better.
Five minutes. That givesusnicetimeto setit up.”

The manifest content of the dreams that chased one another through Shesha Haddon's head had one
common feature. From the coa -black eunuch with golden bracel ets to the mongter, animated shroud with
goggle eyes, dl the protagonists had an interest in getting her flat on her back so that they could balance
exotic artifacts on her abdomen.

Latest contender was some kind of cannon ball, and her exploring fingers signaled back to base that this
culminating horror was partly covered with pringy human hair.

She sat bolt upright with astrangled "Eek," hands crossing ingtinctively on her bare chest, and Holt's head
left its pneumatic pillow and hit the deck.

His freewhedling mind snapped into gear and, on afirst run through the sense data, reckoned that the
Holt empire was once more under heavy attack. He grabbed for Shesha, in atackle that flattened her
back to thetilefloor, and only identified the party of the second part when hisraised fist was on itsway
to the bridge of her nose.

She sad, "Gunnar!" and her brown eyes were filled more with asense of betraya than with fear.

When he stopped short, looking at his hand asif it belonged to an intruder, her face cleared of doubt; but
at the back of her mind she filed amemo that the next run of the sequence could see her off before
identity cards could be checked.

Back in business, Halt's memory banks were busy with recall, and none of it good. Histime disk told him
it was sixteen hundred on the nose. Seventeen minutes since Grove had been blacked out. If the
condition was generd, the Alpha party would have been frozen for the same period. A lot hinged on
what long-term plan they had, whether it was a brief cal or an extended stopover.

Sheshasaid, "Can | get up now?"



"Sorry. | wasthinking."
"About that patronizing blondegirl?*

Holt hesitated. Even the truth, given the position he wasin, was no compliment. She rushed inwith a
quick change of topic. "What happened to the man Grove? How did you get free? How did we get
down here?’

Holt pulled her to her feet. Dark hair swung silkily to her bare shoulders. He kept hold of her hands and
looked at her at armslength.

"What are you thinking now?"'

A disant Sren wail from somewhere overhead, channded viathe devator shaft and the control room,
made a period.

"Get your shirt on, or | can't think at dl. It'stime we were moving on."

Confirmation came with an outburst of confused noise from the control room. The guard was sticking to
hisbrief, but the Alpha party might well have overriding circuits on tap to bring arogue android to hedl.
Holt put his back to thewall and made astirrup.

Seeing her disappear overhead was getting to be afact of life. He passed up their growing hand baggage.

Then he had to run to make ajump for the lip of the opening and was glad of her help to haul the dead
weight of histiring body over thedll.

It was dark. She had switched on the lamps, and ashaft of light lost itsalf in gloom ether way. Therewas
the familiar feature of ablack meter-thick cable, but a curious smell of formaldehyde that had been
missing from thelower levels.

"Whichway?'

It was agood question and there was no easy answer. Holt said "left" as though he had a hotline to God,
and they crossed four saddles before a bulkhead showed up in the lights.

It was another control room and an entry hatch was open, but Holt had aniggling doubt that the Alpha
party had not used it. Light would be no problem to them, but therewas an air of disusethat did not
match up with expectation.

Sheshasad, "Do you think thisisright?"
"It goes up. That'sthe direction.”

When the elevator cage wheezed protestingly into movement, he felt even more that they could be
wrong. Doubt became certainty when the cage grated to a hdt, after alonger journey than they had made
to Ddlta, but hardly long enough for four Horizons. They werein alarge lobby with acentral kiosk, very
like the one a Brimstage. There were not many people about. All standing stock till. The hospitd smell
of formal dehyde was much stronger.

Shesha hung back, reluctant to leave the cage. Holt had Grove's belt on and took out the blaster. His
steps echoed as though he was disturbing the long silence of avaullt.

At the kiosk, two figureswith their backs to him stayed still like waxworksin atableau. Another, on the
far Sde of the desk, appeared to be in the act of filling out aform. But the features were wrong—old,



wizened, skin parchment-tight over the bone.

The small vibration he made carried to them and started alanddide, which had been held back by ahair
thread. All three gppeared to fold to the floor as though the clothes had been plumped out by a
collgpsiblewireframe.

Shesha Haddon, finding londliness at least as unpleasant as the way ahead, settled for joining him at arun.
Now she could see that for every figure standing up, there were two or three lying every which way on
thefloor. As she reached Holt, the rest began to fall.

He had time to put the blaster on the desk 'op and gather her in.

Head on his chest, she was racked by sobbing she could not control. It was not for herself, not
disappointment that they had fetched up inrats aley, but ageneraized pity for the human condition. The
mounds of cloth had been people, looking out from their own eyes. They had been overwhelmed by
something outside their knowledge, unexpectedly, without redress.

Insight took Holt to the core of it. He stroked her hair and made comforting noises asif to achild. When
the harsh crying stopped, he said, "They didn't fedl athing. Y ou can tell from the faces. They just stopped
dead, where they were. That's not so bad. When you think of al the dead, they're the mgjority party. It's
more common to be dead than dive. This is Horizon Gamma. All dead, or somebody would have been
alongto clear thislot away. No androids by the look of it— a different setup from ours.”

"I'm sorry. I'm not being much help to you.”

"Never say that. Y ou're the best help aman could have. Y ou've more than doubled the valise | wasliving
out of. Y ou make sense out of being dive. And if we want to stay that way, we'd better get on before the
Alphagroup closes off theroute to the top. All right?”

"We don't want to join the mgority party. The mgority hasto be wrong, as your friend Sutton said.”

"Rogar”

CHAPTER SEVEN
«>»

Shesha Haddon voiced the doubt that was niggling in Holt's heed. "If the Alpha people did thisand the
oneswe saw were so hostile, what do we gain by going on to Alpha?"

They had pushed open a swing door into an admin sector with many small desks and alabor force of
human clerks. Moving dowly to minimize the turbulence, they walked down the center aide. Claw hands
still rested on keyboards. A girl in abright yellow tabard was standing at a dispenser, neetly balanced
with apaper cup in her left hand and her right hand holding the faucet.

There was no immediate reply. Holt saved it until they werein the devator. For thefirst time, he looked
discouraged. "Y ou may beright. | don't know."

[llogicaly, she switched to the other side of the argument "But it can't be worse than Delta, and there isn't
achoice

"No, thereisn't achoice."


chapter_6
contents
chapter_8

"Dont belikethat. I'm relying on you to keep teling me that thingswill improve.”
"That'san exercisewell taketurnsat.”

Protesting every foot of the way, the cage ground to ahadt in the control room for the Gamma precinct
above. When the noise stopped, they could pick up another one from the open hatch. Many voices,
hurrying feet, and the flicker of moving lights reflected in an oblong patch on the calling.

Looking from the darkside, they wereinvisible; but Holt was il cautious and mimed for her to keep out
of adirect line.

Voicein an excited whisper, she said, "They're our own people. It'safolk migration.”

Asthey watched, a continuous stream poured up from below. A solid ladder had been fixed. There were
hand lamps and flaring torchesin ajostling line for a hundred meters down the tunnel, then astop asthe
lead end was absorbed into another opening.

Holt said, "The Woodd ee people have broken out. That's the way we should have taken. Question is,
how will they get on? Once the leaders reach the devators, the line will be backed up.”

"The Alpha party?'

"It dl depends how long they take on their tour.”

"Who wasthe guard firing at, then?"

"Of course. Thislot couldn't have got around it. They must have come another way."

Movement had already dowed. From a purposeful walk, progress had dropped to a shuffle. Saturation
point had been reached up ahead.

Now therewas anew noise. An etdiolated scream that cut off in mid-trill and thetail end camewith a
rush up the connecting ladder.

Thin tracers of flame shot up from below in pursuit and flared in brilliant asterisks on the vaulted roof.
Therewas agenerd scatter, and the last fifty yards of the column, judging with truth that there was no
chanceto get clear by going on, broke ranks and began awild rush toward the Gamma junction box.

In the hubbub, isolated voices could be picked out shouting the odds. The enemy was known. Names
were being named. They knew that behind the new, deadly guards, the finger on the button was from
Horizon Alpha, and there was as much anger as fear in the equation.

Holt said urgently, "Come away. They don't know us. They'll class uswith the Fascigt!.”
"Can't you stop the androids? Y ou can't let them do it, Gunnar.”

An advance unit of the force was head and shoulders through the trap, stabilized by one claw grab and
firing indiscriminately into the mass. A smal man, maddened by atermina wound that had taken off his
right arm and most of the shoulder, spun around and went at astumbling run for the android.

It had stopped firing to heave itself over the rim, and he got within ameter, before it redized that athreat
had developed.

At point blank range, the beam hit like a power hose and blasted the running corpse to ahat in aheap of
charred trash.



Others had turned to watch the heroic suicide, and half a dozen from each end started aweaving run to
try to get near.

Holt knew that the Situation had moved on beyond the area where choice was possible. Thiswasa
beachhead for humanity. If he withdrew to save hisown skin, or Sheshasfor that matter, there would be
no vauein any future. He had the hand control out of its pouch and was struggling to get through the
hatch againg the tide coming in.

A woman screamed, "Here's one. Murderer! Murderer!™

Handstore &t his clothes, and he had to use hisfiststo get clear. Then there was more space and he
could see the android was clear of the hole and was using aclaw grab like a scythe to carve up the men
who were hanging on it. On the shoulder, there was afigure identity reference and he thumbed around a
selector disk to maichiit.

He spokeinto the trangmitter. "Stand till. Put your arms over your head.”

Left and right, the tunnel had emptied except for those who could not move or could only crawl. Shesha
Haddon was nowhere in Sight. But above the noise from the control room he identified abrief scream,
abruptly stifled, which had afamiliar harmonic. She was experiencing at first hand that there was no rush
of gratitude from an anima sprung from atrap.

Holt ran back, trading the control unit for the blaster. She was still on her feet, hair in asnarl, blood
masking her face from along scratch across her forehead; the metallic shut was ripped to the nave. Two
women were holding each arm and there was frenzied competition from the rest to get close enough to
hit.

Sheer weight of numbers had so far prevented serious structural damage, but any minute some organizer
would get it sorted and make room for fair turns.

A civil request would get nowhere. Holt used the blasted and shot over their heads into the free-standing
hardware. Any loss of power on Gammawould hardly be noticed.

A long row of monitor dialsraced into afrenetic spin and abank of protective fuseswent off likefire
crackers at a Chinese New Y ear. It was a show stopper. Shesha broke free and was out through the
hatch before anybody moved.

From the door, Holt tried to reason, while attention lasted, "Listen. | don't know what you aim to do.
Keep out of the way of the Alpha contingent. There's nothing you can do against them.”

Behind him, Sheshasaid, "L eave them. Therés no time. There's another android coming up.”

By the time he was near enough to seeits number, it had pulled itself out of the hole and was looking for
atarget. Then he had it clear and spun the did asits receptors locked on the only moving object and an
arm came up tofire.

It was aclose thing, and he knew that luck had to run out. In any case, he could only control one at a
time. As soon asthe Alphaleader redlized what was going on he could pick up the strings and override
the veto.

They ran on, past the two stationary androids, to where the wall was breached. Unexpectedly, the way
was down. A long, steep ramp with batons every haf meter to give afoothold.

At the bottom, afamiliar power maininitsconduit madeaT junction. Fifty metersto theleft, light spilling



from the hatch of theloca control center showed thetail end of the refugee column, waiting nervoudy for
itsturn to go through.

Holt dropped on hands and knees and mimed for her to follow. When he turned right, keeping low
behind a support saddle, she crawled rapidly up level with his ear to ask urgently, "Where are you going?
It'sthat way."

"Not yet, it isn't. Any time now, the Alpha party will be dong. We can't hold them. Now that we know
whereitis, well wait until the activity diesdown abit."

He crossed three saddles, in gathering darkness, before he was satisfied. Eyes adjusting to the minimal
light level, he checked through the contents of the pouchesin the late Grove's belt. Therewasa
comprehensive repair kit, which included the human framein its span, and he broke out adressing for her
forehead.

When it was done, they sat back to the black cable and waited. She said, "It's your turn to tell me that
thingswill get better. | don't seeit.”

Holt was saved alying statement by sudden illumination flaring overhead, as a powerful spotlight probed
down the tunndl. He thought, "God, why should | think they wouldn't check thisway. At the least count,
hell send azombieto take alook."

Taubman's voice just reached them over the baffles, "What do you say now, Joanna? Isthere any usefor
your deviants, even as experimenta subjects? They're dangerous animals.”

The light dimmed. It had been concentrated the other way. The thump of android feet receding down the
tunne made its own statement. Holt looked out from the angle where the cable ran through its support
block.

The Alphaparty was strung out along the tunndl. The near end of the connecting ramp had been seded
off. No doubt they had closed the access route at each stage behind them. Two androids ahead, then the
girl and the big talker. More androids bringing up therear.

She had hinged away the plexiglass visor and her hair had gathered animbus from the directiond lighting.

Curiosity had moved Sheshato take alook for hersdf. By intuition, she knew what had taken hiseye.
She sad bitterly, "That one must be a sadist. What's she doing in awar party? Looks as though butter
wouldn't melt in her mouth. Not that | like her mouth. It's feline. She's a psychopath.”

"We don't know why they came.”
"We know what they did."
"Delta people are no better."

Shesha Haddon had not worried about her torn shirt, treating Holt asfamily. But his outgoing interest in
another woman put him in another category. She pulled the two edges together in adefinitive gesture of
withdrawa and moved to the other side of the cave to improvise atoggle.

A highly colored did ogue was beginning in her mind, where Holt was at desth's door in the blonde
woman's experimental lab. He had at last realized that he had been wrong al along the line and was using
his remaining bresth to gpologize.

"Y ou wereright, Shesha. Forgive me.”



"Why should I?'Y ou made your bed and now you havetolieinit.”

"I'msorry."

"You should be."

The last bit was spoken out loud, and Holt, genuinely puzzled, asked, "I should be what?*
"Never mind."

Noisestold that the unlucky remnants of the Delta column were being carved up. Two, aman and a
woman, jumped for the cable and made out in animble-footed, baancing run. Away from the light, they
were difficult to hit, and an android climbed out to shine abeam down the tunnd.

The man, who had |et the woman go first, recognized the danger and yelled for her to jump down asthe
android got adirectiona fix and begantofire.

Lines of tracer beam went overhead into the far darkness as though they had no end.

Hicks, the survivor of the strong-arm duo, appeared in the hatch to direct the search, and the android
climbed to the cable top where his headlamp could light up each bay as he reached it.

Voices were unexpectedly near a hand, immediately over the saddle. A girl'svoice, quick and
high-pitched, said, "It'sno use, Hd. It'sfollowing. Hold me."

"Well givethe bastard arunfor it. I'll crossto the other side. When | shout, get over the top, Stella, and
don't hang around.”

"What are you going to do?'
Therewas ascuff of movement. He had prudently cut the argument by moving off.

Holt anticipated how it would be. Theinvisible Hal would pop up to draw thefire, while the girl crossed
the saddle. But with the android al keyed up and ready for a snap target, he waslikely to get crisped.

If he used the hand control, even supposing he could get aquick reading of the shoulder flash for a
setting, it would tell the Alphaleader that they aso werein the tunnd and he would not stop until they
werefound.

Bent low, he joined Shesha. The same line of reasoning had gone through her computer and come out
with an emotiond loading. "Help them.”

Holt had the torch out and shoved it into her hand.

"Y ou have onething to do. Asit firesat Hd, light up the shoulder, read off the number, and don't hang
around.”

The man's voice shouting "Now" made a period. Therewas aquick scuffle. The girl rolled over and
dropped, and Shesha Haddon stood up with the torch searching for atarget. Holt waited with hisfinger
on the button in a state of absolute concentration that closed him off from any other detall.

When the light snapped off without any signal, he was some seconds returning to the here and now. The
girl Stella, judging that she had falen into a subtle trap, was opening her mouth to shout awarning.

Nothing was clear to Holt, but he reckoned silence dl around was the better part and gagged her by



grabbing her head and pulling it smartly againgt his chest.

Stellawas on the small side but lithe as anetted fish, and, finding that the hands were human, she did her
best to kick his crotch. Her friend, forgetting the decoy role, legped from the cradle and landed nicely on
Holt's back.

The three went down in a clawing tangle. Shesha Haddon said, unfairly, ™Y ou can take your hands off her
now. It'sal right. It'sturned back."

Dark hersdf, she melted into the darkness, and Stella had enough reserves of untapped fear to react as
though to the supernatural. Holt said urgently, "Cam down, you little nut. Were on the same sde. What's
happened Shesha?”

"The leader came out and said something to the man Hicks. Now they'redl going inside. I've got the
blaster. Do you need any help?'

Holt picked himsdf up. The other two were dusting each other off asthough it was dl in aday'smarch
and they could wait to hear the score. He said, " That figures. Why should they bother? With al the
outlets seded off, they could leave these two to roam about until they sarve.”

Ashesadit, thelight from the distant hatch went out and Stella stopped her grooming play to givea
dartled "Eek."

Hal spoke up, out of the darkness. "That doesit. Down here the flux will drive us out of our heads. Some
got through, though. There's just achance that Carter might organize something to get us out.”

Thegirl wasfighting to keep her voice steady. ™Y ou saw what they did. How can he do anything against
them? And he only just persuaded the othersto break out. They won't risk any more, even if they stay
free”

Shesha Haddon put the smdll torch on thefloor and it threw acircle of light on the vaulted ceiling. She
said smply, Thisis Gunnar Holt. I am Shesha Haddon. We were born and brought up on Delta, and
after we met, two days ago, we decided to try to get out. We made for Woodd ee, because we heard
there was something unusua going on there. But your peopletook usfor part of the Alphagroup. Can't
we work together?!

There was a silence broken by hammering as wedges were driven into the distant hatch from the inside.

Thegirl, adight number with straight, dark hair caught in an gpricot headband, and amoabile,
heart-shaped face, broke from Hal's circling arm and voted with her feet. She said "I'm StellaMorton,
and the spring-hedled type is Hal Davies. I've never seen anybody like you before, except in pictures.
You're beautiful. Hal, isn't she beautiful ?"

She might have been taking a course on how to make friends and influence people. Holt reckoned
enough was enough. He said, "Hold it. Let'sthink thisthing through. There's more than one precinct
control room on Alpha. They've closed this one, but we might get to the next before they think of sending
down to sedl it. Y ou can do any back-scratching that seems suitable aswe go.”

Indian file on the cable top with the single torch beam bouncing ahead damped conversation to a
minimum. After an hour by histime disk, Holt reckoned that they had covered three kilometers. Without
abreak, somebody would |ose concentration and drop off. He called ahdt and jumped down, holding
up hisarmsto catch Shesha, who wasnext in line.

The brief contact before she broke away was enough to show she was il harboring a grievance that he



could not fathom.
Holt said, "Ten-minute spell. Put usin the picture about Wooddee. What's dl the brouhaha?!

StdlaMorton said, "It sarted in asmall way about ten years ago, when we were dill children, but it's
gone gtronger dl thetime.”

"What has?'

"This brainstorm thing. But Hal knows more about it. HE's a power engineer.”
"Sowhat'sit al about, Hal?"

"You redly don't know?"

"Would | be asking?'

"That meansit'sonly loca. | don't understand that. For years now, Woodd e€'s been sedled off from the
rest of Delta. But we thought the condition would be widespread. Nobody knows what causesthe
mental effect, but the tuning linksit with the daily power surge. Twice daily, infact. Most often, onefalls
during the night period and isn't noticed very much. Except that some neurotics have nightmares.”

Shesha Haddon said, "It might be generd, at that, on the lower levels. We experienced it in Burton
precinct—in adeep library store. Then again near here. 1t was much stronger here. The Alphaguard
went down. So they don't understand it either.”

Holt said, "Buit this power system has been going Sncethe city was built. Why should it only start in
recent times?"

Therewas apause. StellaMorton, sengitive as atick to atmosphere, felt the growing sense of isolation
now that movement had stopped, and shivered violently. Hal put an arm around her shoulders. He said,
"That's the big question. Twice aday the power flows through this conductor. It'savery specid job. At
the core, there's a vacuum tube and the buzz-bar's kept at near absolute zero. Almost no resistance.
Power flowsin and fills the storage units. Like blood being pumped around. We don't even know how
it'sgenerated. But it'sthere, lways has been there, and asfar aswe know aways will be there. But now
thismental effect comeswithit. | reckon there's been adow breakdown in the dielectric over the years.
Nothing lastsforever. Thefidd isleaking out from the conduits. Twice aday when the generators go into
full boogt, it's strong enough to climb into your head and knock norma brain currentsall to hell.
Sometimes you're more susceptible, like when emotion getsinvolved. At firg, it was something to talk
about. Dream swapping took over from sessions at the Coliseum. Then violence. After the blank, you
had to check around and see how your friends had made out. There were suicides. Men ran amok and
killed their families. Then they'd cometo, knifein hand, and not know what they'd done. We got the
times on aschedule, so people could get home and lock themselvesin. Even then you weren't safe from
yourself. That'swhy Carter got abig following when he began to plan to break out.”

"Cater?'

"Nick Carter. He was one of thefirst to suffer. A neighbor in the next unit got into his gpartment and
killed hiswife and daughter. It was their own child, too. They'd kept tabs on her through the creche and
wangled the adoption. He was crazy about that kid. It was along time before he got over it, and then he
started an undercover group. He's apower engineer and reckoned if there was away out, it was through
the trunks. Must have been five hundred joined.”

"How did you get around the public meeting laws?*



"Never more than ten at a sesson. Took some dovetailing. But he hasageniusfor it. We met alot at the
Coliseum. Got ablock of seats and worked under the noise. But the specials were moving in. He
couldn't have held off much longer.”

Shesha Haddon asked, "Did he get out?”’

"He was up front. We have some thermic lances. He guessed there'd be opposition, and the first out
were to hold a beach head for the others to come up. Nobody reckoned they'd take us from behind. But
then, finding the way open was abonus.”

Holt said, "He sounds like agood man. There aren't many about. In the other precincts, nobody wantsto
know. On the other hand, they haven't had your particular kind of problem. What were you aiming to do
when you got out?"

Uncurling herself from Davies |ap, where she had settled like ahoming pigeon, StellaMorton said, "We
built up apicture of the city from reported dreams. There was too much in common to be a coincidence.
Horizon Alphaisopen to anatura sky. We aimed to leave the city atogether and make acolony in the
waste. Start subsistence farming. Make anew beginning. But some say it isn't possible, because of the
animals. A lot of nightmare sequences pointed to wild dog packs roaming around. If you believe the rest,
maybe you have to bdlieve that too."

SheshaHaddon said, "1 liketheidea of starting over. Thiscity has been going too long. It'srotting from
the ground up; but the message hasn't reached the top yet. Even the rebuilding's got stuck on aloop. It's
just shifting the same bricks backward and forward. Unless you can believe that you can change the
future you might aswell be dead.”

Stellaasked, "Who said that?"
"A dead friend of Gunnar's."
"It hasthering of truth.”

Holt said, "One persond angle. How isit you don't resent us? We were outsidersin our own precincts.
Y our people were hodtile.”

Therewas apause, and he was ready to believe he shouldn't have asked. But Hal Davieswas weighing it
on itsmerits. Findly helooked at Stella, then said dowly, "It'safair question. | guessthe otherswere
placing you with the Alpha party. We know you're not. If you mean on the Sizeissue, why should it
bother us? We've had along contact in dream sequences with the past of the city. It ssemsthat the whole
population started out on the same physicd scale, which was roughly where you are now. It'sthe rest of
uswho are exceptiond in biological terms. Dengity over along period worksthe trick. Stature adjuststo
available space. Menta habits, too. It becomes useful to conform. Without the specia circumstances,
thereld have been no revolutionary fervor in Wooddee."

Holt checked histimedisk. "Timeto get on."

Once they were moving, it seemed as though there had been no stop. Holt pondered on how they would
make out if there was another patch of bad air. He asked over his shoulder, "How do you fed, Shesha?'

"How should | fed? Sick to death of thisblack tube. How far ill? Why isn't there any light dong this
way?'

"Switched out to discourage travelers. It can't be far. Stand fast, dl. | want to ook ahead.”



It was a necessary warning. When he snapped out the torch, Shesha Haddon felt that she was balance
walking over a bottomless pit. She dropped to a crouch to get her hands on the gritty black surface of
the cable and closed her eyes.

When she opened them, Holt was a defined shape against the darkness ahead. Before she could testify,
Stellawas cdling excitedly from immediately behind. "I can see. | think. Shesha, you're knedling down.”

Holt said, "That'sit then. Better douse the light and go dong at floor level. 1t'll be the next power take-off
point. And if thereslight, it could be manned.”

From the ground it wasless evident. The cradleswere till hardly visible. For half akilometer it wasa
matter of going forward until one came up dead ahead and fedling for it with hands out like antennae.

Then there was enough light to make out the endless features of the tunnd system and, very faintly at first,
then with gathering definition, the regular pounding of machinery under load.

They made the last fifty metersto the saddle before the bulkhead of the control room bent double and on
tiptoe, which strained every muscle that had not yet taken itsfull due. Then they looked over the rim.
Androids were on the move for aplain fact. They were of a pattern that no one had seen before—not the
general purpose guards who policed the precincts on Delta, nor the specials who had appeared to sedl
off Wooddee, nor the type that the Alpha contingent had brought along as a protection screen.

They were squat, stedl gray, and each had ablue-gray plaque on thefid of its chest cavity carrying an
identity reference of three black rings followed by numeras. The trunk tapered to aball foot, and the
limitations of thiswere plain. A system of narrow, dotted ramps, clearly custom-built to suit the
locomotive system, had been set up to lead in from abranch tunnel that skirted the control room.

Though the noise would have masked a shout, Sheshas lips were brushing Holt's ear when she asked the
jackpot question. "Where are they going, then?"

The question was echoed farther dlong the line, al except Stellalooking a Holt for the answer.

He would have been glad to have an oracle on hisright to passthe question on to, but being last in line,
he had to do his best with deduction.

Inthe first place, incredibly, they were going up and not coming down, so they were not motivated to
search for intruders. In the second place, they seemed to be doing it on their own initiative without visble
human direction.

He had gotten to the point of saying that there was not enough evidence to justify aworking hypothess,
when Stellg, rigid asayogi in asamhadic trance, said positively, "It'sthem.”

"Them—who?' Davies, evenin extreme reis, was not going to have adoppy speaker for aconsort.

"From Beta. | saw it oncein adream. The whole Horizon is peopled by androids. They carry theselittle
planks everywhere. They use them to cross stairs or whatever."

Davies put hisfinger on another flaw. "If the Horizon was built for androids, they wouldn't have stairs
—they'd have put in rampsin thefirst place.”

"I'mtelling you how itis. | can't explain it. | know I'm right. Shesha, you believe me?"

"| believe you. Where are they going, then?"



Wherever it was, it took along time. Holt had counted fifty-three when the flow stopped. Thelast one
snaked out aflexible cable, with agrab tip, that picked up the catwalk sections behind it asit passed.

These nested in acompact block, which it carried under itsleft arm.

It was so deft and economicd in its movements, like aneat domestic tidying the agpartment, thet it wasa
tail-end comedy sequence. Stellasaid, "He's sweet. There should be onein every home.”

She was hopping about from one foot to the other, anxiousto get on.
Daviessaid, "If you want to go, go. Otherwise, stand till, you fidgety little nut, | can't think."
"That'sno secret.”

Holt sad patiently, "Give them five minutesto clear from thelanding. Then well follow. Meantime, Il
take alook farther on. See where they came from.”

Stellawas already over the barrier like a child anxious not to missthe trest, and they disappeared beyond
the pooal of light that spilled from the open hatch.

There was silence. Shesha Haddon took acloser look at her tunnel mate. He was all set up for the
exercise, hands on the barrier, obvioudy anxious about Stella.

Sherecognized that she was out of the habit of looking closely at people. At home, in Burton precinct,
she had gone about her own business, content when she was | eft done. Now she was getting involved,
being accepted in agroup, and in spite of the current hazards, she felt happier than at any time she could
remember.

Hal was aperson, one pair of eyeslooking out, as she was herself. A good match for the volatile Stella.
Swarthy-skinned, with around, Celtic head and wiry black hair. Neat and hard.

He was sensitive enough to know he was under scrutiny.

"What isit?'

"Y ou're anxious about her."

"She'simpulsive. Just aslikely to run up to one of those zombies and knock on its chest.”

"Gunnar will watch her." It wasthefirst time she had been able to speak with that kind of knowledgeable
claim about somebody else'sline of action.

Davieswas doing alittle judging of hisown. He said, "Y ou redlly are something, Shesha On thetall side
for the average man, but a natura for the open spaces. What's this'Shesha? | never heard the name.”

"It'svery ancient. Hasto do with asnake. An emblem for infinite possibility.”

"The snake bit isout, but the rest isreasonable.”

"Thank you."

"Think nothing of it. Here they are. It couldn't have been far."

StellaMorton wasfirst in Sght, throwing elongated narrow shadows, still full of sap asajumping bean.

Shesaid, "l wasright. It goesto Beta. We found the entry. Still open. Gunnar thinks another detachment



might come up, so we'd better get on.”

The control room was empty. When they climbed through the hatch, they could seethat it was uniform
with al the others—interchangeable nodal points on the power lattice that made the city tick.

They knew it wasthefinal link to aworld outside experience, and suddenly they were reluctant to go.
Shesha Haddon said, "Thereis the known and the unknown and an € evator between."

Holt put hisarm around her shoulders. "We have no choice. We can't go back. We can't stay here. We
haveto goon."

To Davies, hesad, "Weéll gofirst. | havethis blaster. Give ustwo minutes. I'll send the cage back if it's
okay. If not, you'll haveto work it out for yoursdlf.”

Impulsively, StellaMorton broke away from Davies and went on tiptoe to kiss Shesha on the side of her
neck. "Good luck."

When the elevator began to move, the two were standing hand-in-hand, sober-faced, to watch it out of
Sgnt.

It was along ride, and Holt reckoned he had been optimistic with histwo minutes. Then the cage
stopped, and unlike the other landings, they were faced by asolid door with asingle restricted port.

Light from it had apeculiar intensity. Color in Sheshastorn dress was suddenly flamboyant. There was
no moving thingin sight.

Hesaid, "Flat againgt thewadll," and shoved over the lever for out.
Holt jumped through the door asit opened and spun around to check out the [obby.

It was acircular area, a hundred meters across, with the elevator housing in a center column that was
part of the continuing structure. Every wall was tranducent in ashifting pattern of pale tones.

Light was beating in every which way. Such light as he had not imagined. If there had been areception
party, he would have been easy as a stunned rabbit.

Behind him, Shesha Haddon switched the cage for itsreturn trip. Then shejoined him, shielding her eyes
with her hands. "Gunnar. If it'slikethis ingde, what will it belikein the open?’

CHAPTER EIGHT

In the main admin complex of Horizon Alpha, George Prenton looked increduloudy at his monitor and
zoomed in for aclose-up, before he thumbed down the intercom for asecond call on the hot lineto law
enforcement.

Hisreport that Sixty androids had filtered into the light of day, formed up four abreast, and rolled off ina
column, was il rippling around the channels. Like many another message of doom, it had not made him
any new friends, and Carghill, the duty man, wasirritable.

"So now you've picked up the two deviants. What do you want me to do? Turn out atown band? Keep
afix onthem and well pick them up later. As of now, follow the android column and report any change
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of direction. Not that it matters. Strategic control has gone out of our hands. Y ou're wasting your time.”

Prenton switched himself off the link and spoke to Foden. “"What do they think we are? The whole place
isgoing crazy. Youll haveto cdl in reserve operators, and that'safact.”

"Briefing would take too long. You'll just haveto sweet it out. | have five groups here, not counting the
Holmesvilla™

Every screen on thelong console carried apicture. It was the busiest day in living memory. From being a
pleasant Snecure with apositive gpped for an eavesdropper, the monitoring office had become an
information center for afluid Stuation.

Therewasthe Holmes villaringed by atall dectrified fence, with its dramatic escarpment backdrop, and
the wreckage of agovernment car on the gpron. Four armed security androids, who had tried to passthe
lodge and serve awrit on the senator for Spital, were till sending up wreaths of black smoke.

Parties of Delta citizenswho had gotten clear of the pithead before it could be sealed off were dispersed
in the parkland area of Poulton Hey like so many packs of wild dogs.

A scatter sampling of Delta precincts showed that unrest was spreading in widening rings from
Wooddee. Some of the activists who had been turned back had broken through the cordon of specias
and were exporting the revolution to neighbor states.

Shesha Haddon and Gunnar Holt were standing on the porch of the Spita terminal.

Government House was turning into afortress, asthe military mastermind of the defense computer
deployed itslegion of tin men to aplan that had been lodged in its memory banksfor millennia

Theair termina was crowded with departures. Many private cars had aready taken off from private
pads, as prudent citizens opted for a spell in country estates.

Others were taking the long-distance servicesto Preston City in the north of Amlwch, the nearest of the
A.E.C. communities, where they could avoid commitment until the dust settled.

Unseen by the monitors, at the center of the web, Taubman was venting some of hisirritation on hislegal
heir.

"I knew how it would be. Once you step out of line, you never know where it will end. Why for godsake
did you want to go down there? It could have been handled from the surface. All you've doneisadd a
complication. Y ou have no patience. That's what wins out in the long term. Follow procedures. Use
diplomacy. Now thewhole placeisin aturmail.”

Guy Taubman was conscious that the assgnment had gone sour and reckoned he had listened to enough.
"If you want plain speaking, you can haveit. Diplomacy got you nowhere with Holmes. Y ou've had to
come off the fence. On the other score, now we know. There's something badly wrong in the power
ducts. One way or another it'll have to be sorted out.”

"Firg thingsfirst. The political stabilizer will dedl with Holmes. Then welll look at it. Inany case, | cando
nothing now. Once the robot control ison, it can't be overridden until the computer is satisfied that the
gtuaionisnorma.”

They werein the private monitor room of Government House, and Joanna had set up aduplicate, on
miniature screens, of dl the current sampling inthe main office.



Now there were two couples on the porch of the Spital power node. Thetal deviants had been joined
by apair of regular Ddltacitizens. They were obvioudy finding it hard to adjust.

Guy Taubman said natily, "There's something we can sort out, at the least. Those four are outside any
law, martid or whatever. The man killed alaw officer. I'll have them brought in."

His hand was on the intercom for his own section, when Joannasaid, "If you send a security detail, they'll
try to fight. Theman Holt isarmed.”

"So what? They haven't achance.”
"He didn't have a chance before, but he got away."
"That was the menta blackout—it took usdl.”

"Still, it would be smpler to makeit an invitation. They know | wasin favor of bringing themup dive. I'll
take my car and bring them back."

"What'syour interest?' Guy Taubman looked suspicioudy at hissgter. "Y ou're trying to get the ginger
deviant off the hook?"

Joanna's face gave nothing away, though even talking about Holt was triggering off awhole battery of
unusua sensgtions.

"Like Dimeter, | have ascientific mind."

Dr. Gordon Taubman had listened without gaining any red understanding of theissues. He said, "Therell
be no lega cases heard until the end of the emergency. Bring them in here and lodge them in the cells. But
take an officid car, Joanna. If, as you say, the man is armed, keep out of range and use the loudspeaker
until you have an agreement.”

Guy Taubman watched her go out and dialed a monitor to her reference number, which incorporated a
coded breakdown of her specia eectricd field. It would put an effectivetall on her that nothing could
shake off in aradius of twenty kilometers.

Her number came up, on yet another screen, and he followed her down to the basement parking lot,
where adozen officia armored tenders waited for use. There was a brief hold-up, and he boosted sound
to hear what it was al about.

The defense computer was making objections. It asked for aroute card, and when itsloca extension
scanned " Spitd," it wanted dl the detail. Finally it was satisfied and gave a conditiond clearance. There
was a haf-hour time limit on the trip and a centurion guard with decision-making capability had to go

aong.

The chief citizen left him to it and took himself to his belvedere. Some of the far-reaching measures that
had been fed into the memory banks of the controlling computer by tacticians of another age were
physicdly vishble from the panoramic windows.

At first, he had been inclined to resent the takeover. It was as though they could not be trusted to manage
their own affairs. But now he was seeing the wisdom of it.

Direction was unified and single-minded. He was gaining confidence dl the time. When it was set up,
every eventudity had been foreseen, even this unusua breakthrough of android forcesfrom Horizon
Beta. Now that the type had been identified, there was a rapid modification program under way and the



Government guards were being equi pped with shields to withstand an energy beam and specia clips of
armor-piercing shellsfor the standard carbine attachment.

Out beyond the invisible ha-ha, wegpon pits had opened up on every degree of arc; three hundred and
gxty, in an unbreachable circuit around the Wirrd City nerve center.

All the key functions were housed below surface. Taubman could be in abomb-proof suitein ten
secondsflat. But reflecting on it, he was not too sure that the arrangements were as safe as dl that. In any
magor upheava, he would want hisfeet on solid ground. The low-level elements of Alphawere Smply
embedded like foreign bodiesin other Horizons. If the whole city was ever at risk, it would be set up as
an eaborate tomb.

Every palitician wantsamemorid in hisown lifetime. He decided to stay where he was until Holmess
cohorts had shown their hand.

There was not long to wait. The belvedere was well Sited to give asemicircular panoramato the horizon,
and the Beta androids appeared like minute dots on a clockface. They had spread out to run in from
every compass point.

First they were moving dots, then they bulked out into balls, then e ongated into mobile cromlechs. It was
fascinating as an animated mathematica diagram.

Therewas an air of unstoppable purpose about it. For thefirst time, Taubman was serioudy worried.

He had treated it so far as an unusua political gambit, ready to concede that he had underestimated
Holmes, but believing that the man had overreached himsaf and would be cut down to size by the
defense computer in twenty-four hours.

Now hewas not so sure. The fool might have started something that nobody could stop.

Now the Betaandroids were fifty meters from the weapon pits and still there was no move from the
government side. He had amoment's doubt whether androids would in fact fire on androids. Maybe he
would see them throw down their arms, shake metallic hands, and join forces to sweep their biologica
betters out of the city.

At twenty-five meters, he knew he ought to move and get himsalf down to the prepared bolt hole, but he
was held by the pageant. He was at the plate glass, hammering with balled fists. "Now. Shoot, you crazy
bastards. Stop them.”

Shidlds extruded from every pit. Bulbousriot gunslifted their barrels and tracked around to come on
target. Orange flame streaked out and the floor where he stood began to vibrate.

Every lance of flame splashed in a glowing asterisk on an android. They wereirradiated, turned from dull
gray into cherry red. The impact stopped them in their tracks. One, caught on uneven ground, was
knocked back like an Aunt Sdly.

Rdief had Taubman shouting, "That'sit! That'stheway to doiit,” like araucous Punch.

But it was premature. As though the heat had warmed their blood, they came on at increased pace. The
gunswere il firing, but the orange beam was laced with amore intense cobalt streak that was coming
the other way. Shields had gone plastic, barrels drooped, al passion spent.

By the time the androids reached the pits, every gun wasa surredist ruin. So far, the long-dead
technicians had been outflanked. Betaandroids, left on their own over the millennia, had devel oped



something that had not been catered for.

He could see the ball foot in detail and remembered the sunken fence. It was partly decorative, but
mainly adefense barrier. That would hold them. They couldn't roll up avertica face.

They didn't try. Grouping in fives, they began clipping together sections of narrow, dotted strip. A
bridging ploy.

White-faced, Taubman forced hislegsto carry him out of the belvedere. He was at one with every head
of state who had seen his palace stormed by the mob. He reckoned it wastime he cut hislossesand
withdrew to his summer home.

Guy, if he chose, could stay and talk to the new administration. Joanna could come with him. That wasa
point. She should never have gone out. He would call the car and tell her to keep clear and go direct.

The control room was dready over-full. It was circular, and the whole perimeter of Government House
was set up on ascreen that ran al around thewals. All the human staff of the complex had gathered
there.

Taubman found his own secretary, alarge girl, dl legs and teeth, who was watching the continuing display
with her mouth open. He had to prod her twice to get attention. "Meriel. Contact the car that Joanna
took out. Tell her not to come back. Leave the deviants to take their chances. She can go on to the farm.
Then have my shuttle come to the private port. Quick, now. Get amove on, girl."

StelaMorton, athough she could hardly see, was running in random, ecstatic swoops on the lawn
outside the Spital power terminal. An orange-red sun was stuck, like a pasted disk, low on the horizon.

Brown eyesfull of tearsthat were only partly dueto glare, Shesha Haddon said, "There's nothing over
our heads. Nothing at all. | don't think I'll ever get used to it. However high you go. There's nothing. And
that sun. It looks as though you could walk out there and get to it. Touch it, even. Pictures are nothing
likeit. You can fed it, likeavibration. Think what we've missed dl these years. What al the millions of
people on Delta have missed for al their lives. Who did it to us, Gunnar? Nothing's too bad for whoever
didit."

Holt had his hands on either side of her head and could feel her skin, ice cold under the damp. He bent
his elbows and she had to move her feet to close the gap. His back was to the sun, wavering at the
edges, but arecognizable, familiar prop from aknown world.

Her lipswere relaxed, tremulous, and dightly salt. Her hands stayed at her sides and then dowly went
around hiswaist and locked behind his back.

Then, by common consent, they pivoted around until they were Side by side looking west over the subtle
landscaping of the park to the flowing ball of fire that more than anything el se gave the scale to the new
dimension they werein.

Holt said, "At thetime, it must have been acceptable. God knows what people had done to their world
to settle for security in acave. At that time, it must have seemed afair option. It couldn't have been set up
by force. We've been lucky.”

"What do we do now?"

Answer came as though by an oracle and Holt broke away, condemning himsdlf for going soft in the head
and tugging to clear the blaster from his belt.



It was afamiliar voice, even with echo and metalic amplification, and it seemed to be coming from more
than one direction.

Joanna Taubman did arepesat cal to clarify the message. "Do not be afraid. No harm will cometo you."

Thecar, flying at ten meters, had come from behind the shining tower. It dropped to its skids and flexed
twice on hydraulic jacks within astone's throw. Only the girl was visble through the plexiglass dome, but
Sheshasaid urgently, "It'satrick, Gunnar. Don't believe her."

"Weve got to know what they intend to do." Obvioudy, what was said had been picked up. They saw
the blonde head dip toward the pilot console, and there was another transmission.

"We areinterested in your reactionsto anew place. | can guarantee you will not be sent back. | am
Subcontroller Joanna Taubman and my father is elected head of the Alpha political scheme. Come aong
with me. Thereis nothing to lose. Y ou have nowhereto go."

Davies, who had gathered in hiswandering partner and was holding her ill, caled out, "Are you done?’
Therewasasmall hestation.

"l have one android. But it has no program to attack you."

Holt said, "What reference does it have?"

Another pause, then, "G5/290."

"I'll cdll it out. Do nothing to interfere.”

"How do | know | can trust you!"

"You don't."

Another voice got in on the act. Merid's plummy contralto was being picked up and relayed direct to the
loudspesaker. "Urgent! Comein, car Sixty-nine.”

Asan earnest of good faith, Joanna Taubman left her own circuit on the open net.
"Car axty-nine. What isit?'

"There's agenerd evacuation from Government House. Y ou are not to return here, Joanna. Don't pick
up the deviants. Go straight to the farm. Dr. Taubman will join you there.”

Even to the overspill audience, the voice carried harmonics of panic. On the miniature video, the face was
that of afrantic Cassandra

"Why isthis? What happened?'

"Therésno time. | haveto go. They've amost reached the building.”
"They who?'

"Betaandroids. Nothing can stop them. Our transport isready. I'm..."

Whatever she was, was|ost. The screen blanked, glowed briefly with the dolphin emblem of the
Government House waiting signd, and then changed to ablue-gray field with amotif of threeinterlocking
black ringsin its center.



Under cover of the exchange, Davies had moved in beside the car and did aquick balancing trick on the
rear fender to look in through the dome.

Hewasyelling, "Eleven-stroke-one-hundred,” as the hatch on that side whipped open and a black
metallic grab snaked out.

Holt had the setting as the flexible hose clamped around Davies shoulders, and StellaMorton, suddenly
aware of what was going on, began afrenzied run to where the action was. He fairly spat into the control
box. " Stop that. Release the human. Get out of the car.”

The hatch was open and the android had one leg out, when Joanna Taubman redlized she was being
outflanked. Using the built-in robot control on the car's console, she said sharply, "Hold fast. Wait."

A high-grade job, the centurion reckoned that it would be afine thing if people could make up their
minds. It wastrickily balanced and likely to fall flat on itsface. Independent judgment camein to resolve
contradictory orders, and it settled for the open spaces, where the threat to good order was.

It came down in aclumsy jump and spun its dome to take in a 360-degree scan of the set.

It was chiefly interested in Stella Morton, whose jumping-bean ambience seemed to add up to ahazard,
and was tracking around to her with afiring arm when athird force brought it up short.

Holt felt the control box heating up in his hand and pitched it to the grass, where it Szzled like arissole.
At the same ingtant, aminor explosion from inside the car was followed by a puff of black smoke from
the open hatch and agtartled cry from its remaining passenger.

Holt, thinking on hisfeet, was sprinting for the hatch, and Shesha Haddon's first thought was, "It's Started.
Hewantsto help her. That's natural. They'retwo of akind. But she's not to be trusted. She gavethe
wrong number for the android.”

Infact, he had seen it as an opportunity to get insde before the android had sorted itsalf out. He wanted
to use the car as a battering ram to run it down.

Inside, he brushed the girl out of hisway and threw himself into the pilot chair. A third of the console was
acharred wreck, but clear pictographs gave the operating sequence, and he dammed down leversfor a
crashrise.

The car went up like afree-standing eevator, and he shot back in adragonfly gambit to give himself
room for therunin.

When he was s¢t, the scene bel ow had aready stabilized. The android had responded to an overriding
cal by the most direct routeit could find. It had orientated toward the distant Government House like a
Modem seeking Mecca, and was off at ajog trot in adirect line through a neat, ornamenta hedge.

Guessing what he had in mind, Joannasaid, "Don't do it. Y ou'll only wreck the car. It's going anyway."
"Why did it do that?"'

"I believe theré's been atake-over. A new call sign replaced the Wirrd City emblem just before the gear
blew."

"What wasit?"'

"Three black rings.”



"That figures. It's on the reference flash of al the Betaandroids.”

Holt swept around in aneat turn. He enjoyed the fed of the controls. Allied to the new sensation of
infinite open space, here was amachine that could help him make sense of it. He thought that Shesha
would appreciate it. Now they had the meansto get away, leave the city to regp whatever whirlwind was
overdue. As she had said, it deserved no more.

She was standing with her head back, looking up at the car. Even over the last ten minutes, there had
been adramatic change in the sky. Long bars of cadmium yellow, streaked with vermilion, flared across
the western horizon.

Ultra-sengitive where he was concerned, Joanna Taubman knew what he was feding. " Of course, you
haven't seen it before. Thisisagood coast for sunsets.” As he put the car down only afew metersfrom
Shesha, who could see in through the dome, Joannawent on. "Thisisatime of day when anything seems
possible. It isaso very sad and very beautiful, and you understand what it has always been to be human.”
Holt, out of his seat and making for the door, was stopped in histracksto look at her asthough for the
fird time.

For this semi-officid trip, she had dressed in trim white coverdlswith amandarin collar and military-style
epaulettes. A blue dolphin was appropriately presented on the ogee arch of her |eft breast pocket, as
though on the crest of a pneumatic wave. Blonde hair was taken back into apony tail, tied up with a
digphanous bow of pae blue chiffon. To cast her asany kind of avillain made no sense. But he
remembered that before the outburst of genera action, she had tried to midead him on the android's
number ref. Shewas avery complicated piece of engineering.

Hewas gill weighing it up and trying to assess whether her eyes were candid or enigmatic, when Shesha
Haddon said from the open door, "Or inhuman. I'd judge what's done, before what's said. As of now,
Gunnar, we should get away from thisterminal before another batch of Beta androids comes out.”

It was asentiment echoed by Hal Davies as he and Stella scrambled through the hatch. He added, "We
can usethe car to look around for Carter. Tell him the score. With thiscivil war going on, they havea
chance."

The owner of the trangport said, "1 know you have no reason to trust me. But your best plan isto come
with meto the farm. Find out what goes on. Have somefood.”

Every eyewas on Holt for adecison. Hewas very tired, and the idea of getting out from under was
attractive. Hetried to evaluate al the possihilities. They could spend hours searching for Carter. 1t would
soon be dark. Also, on previous experience, the group, if found, might try to seize the car and leave them
stranded. It was one needless risk on top of many, and luck would run out. Then he remembered what it
felt liketo come up into the light of day. Any angle that was mainly self-seeking had to be wrong.

To Joanna, he said, "Y ou pilot the car. Take usto the terminal that you used and circle out from there.
Well work at it until therésno morelight.”

It was along time since she had been given adirect order, and to have one from Holt seemed to hit at the
one-sided relationship, as though he had guessed at her interest. Heightened color ran along her
cheekbones, and sudden emotion added a harmonic to her voice.

"Suppose | refuse.”

"Y ou can get out and walk."



Face was marginally saved by StellaMorton's animated treble from the rear squab. "There's another Iot
coming out. And they're moving thisway."

Pique was one thing, stupidity another. She took them up in aburst of acceleration that helped to smooth
her own tenson.

From fifty meters, they saw the leader stop the column and mime an order. In unison every arm swept up
to aim, and Joanna Taubman, watching through the transparent floor panel, checked forward speed and
used every ounce of effort for crash lift to the car's calling.

A carpet of cobalt flame spread below, where they had lately been, and before they could redlign, she
had dived at full thrust for maximum revs with the car's speed counter trembling in the red quadrant for
overload.

Davies said, "Those monkeys are al set to take over Alpha. We've picked abad time to come out of our
worm hole."

Joining him at the port, Holt said, "It would be aworse time to stay where we were. Human
adminigtrators had alousy record. With androids at the apex of the system, there's no telling what they
might get up to."

The pilot had timeto put in aword for the establishment, "Y ou're critica because you didn't fit into the
system. It'slasted for millennia. Why do you think that happened? If it had been intolerable, it would have
broken down long ago. The mgority had no complaint. Food, shelter, warmth, entertainment, and
occupation. That's been enough. | know. I've watched Deltafor many hours on the monitors. Except for
Woodd ee, where there was a specid disturbance, there were no problems. Freedom to be
insecure—either because of violence or shortages—is not what people want. If you hadn't been outside
the norms, you would never have questioned it."

Nearest to the oracle, Shesha Haddon said indignantly, "Freedom of any kind ran out for Horizon
Gamma. What had they done, | wonder, to be exterminated like so many rats? Y ou can't even manage
your own affairs, so it'sabig laugh to suppose you could play God for whole communities.”

"The Gamma situation was so long ago that it's erased from the record. On the other, we are heirsto a
system like anybody else. Operating procedures were laid down by the planners when the city was built.
At that time the organization was accepted by al parties.”

"They had no right to mortgage the future.”

"We don't know the situation they werein. It must have seemed right a thetime. Asfar asthey could tell,
they were opting for an improvement. Y ou're saying that human motives are likely to be bad. I'd say
they're likely to be good, but you can't be sure that what isdoneisdl right for dl time. Y ou can only
judgeit in the context of one Stuation at one time and by one group of peoplewith aparticular history."

"All you've doneisrestate what | said, asthough you'd proved something different. They had no right to
set up asystem that could not be changed, on grounds that only seemed good to them.”

"I'm sure Holt can seewhat I'm driving a."
"Yes it'sobvious."

Bdatedly aware that civil war was breaking out in hisvery own midst, Gunnar Holt found work for al
hands. He said, "There'sthe terminal dead ahead. Joanna, work out in aspira search pattern. Aslow as
you can get. Shesha, look ahead. Hal, take port, I'll take starboard. Stella, check from the rear floor



Use of the subcontroller's name appeared natural enough in the context, but escaped neither the owner
nor Shesha Haddon as an outgoing piece of integration.

Holt himself, unaware that he had made any controversa move, clinched it by a second run. "Hold that
height, Joanna. Very good. Pass awandering lead back to Hal, so that he can call Carter if we spot him.
All ddight though your voiceis, it comes as a surprise from overhead.”

SheshaHaddon said, "Y uk," and concentrated on her window. It was some consolation to be first with a
report, but she made it pointedly to Hal Davies.

"Ha, down there, walking in file beside that gray sonewall. Two men and three women. But they're
heading back toward thetermind.”

Holt was around in aflash checking it out He said, "Good girl. Take us down, Joanna. Careful, in case
they're armed and they think it'sathreat. Tak to them, Ha."

From the freight bay floor, Stellas excited yap added its gloss. "That's Freda. I'm sure that's Freda
Sandal. Shed gtick with Carter. Yes, there heis, last onein linelooking up. There's Rosemary Norris
and Norah Greer, and | think the other man's Frank Hadfield."

Ha Davieswasaready caling, "Carter! 1t's Davies here. We're coming down to pick you up.”

With ten on board, the car had arestricted ceiling. Joanna Taubman set a course away from population
centers and worked Southwest by South. Light levelswere faling fast, and color was dowly draining out
of thesky.

Carter sat hunched on the bench seat next to the pilot. A dark vigorous man with avivid white tuft of hair
sretching back from the left temple to the crown of his head. Eyes amost black and bright as polished
disks were watching every move that the pilot made.

His voice was clipped and direct but carried sincerity that took out the offense.
"How far to your farm?"

"From Government House about twenty kilometers. Now about eight. Four when we cross the city
limits"

"The name of the place?’

"Connah's Quay. Acrossthe estuary to the Welsh ride. It's been in the family for many years."
"Family? So therés a continuing family structure on Alpha? Children stay with their parents?”
"No. A ward system. Usually two. Allocated by computer rating on suitability.”

" S0, to be drafted to the firgt citizen's household, you must have rated high.”

Shesha Haddon, near enough to hear, wondered what he was getting at. Then recognized it asa
preamble for more searching materid.

"Youlivea thefarm and travel in each day?"

"No, it'san extraplace. We use it at weekends. The land goes down to the estuary, and there's anarrow



channd for the boat."

"Theboat?'

"Sometimeswe go on fishing trips.”

Ve

"Dr. Taubman's other ward and guests. Sometimes as many astwenty."
"Soitisquiteabig boat?’

" Seventeen meters. Provisons and fue for amost afortnight.”

"Y ou care about it?'

"I likesaling."

Stella Morton's voice made an unnecessary bid for attention. "L ook, it'sthe very edge of the city, we
ghall seewhat it looks like from outsde.

There was silence. The same thought had occurred to al hands. In some ways, this was more dramatic
than reaching the upper level within the city. This put the city itself in perspective, against abackdrop,
which they might expect as an abstract notion, but which had aredity that was outside imagination.

There was still enough color in the sky to make a setting and enough light to give areflected glow to the
endless dliff of white stone. It was more vast than the mind could accept. By comparison, they felt
diminished to the scale of microscopic termites.

Only Joanna Taubman, aregular commuter, was unaffected. She said, "I would think that's an impressive
Sght to seefirgt time off. Y ou get to teke it asanaturd feature—like amountain range. It's surprising that
it could be man-made."

Carter, fird to organize himsdlf to meet the threat of mere mass, said, "It's more surprising that anybody
should want to do it. It'samonument to human stupidity. Werewell out of it. The big questionishow do
we use the confusion that goes on, to open up the way for the rest to get out?'

Freda Sandall, aplump, round-faced woman in her early thirties, with fair hair in athick plait and pinned
inaring on top of her head, put in aword for caution. " Should you betelling her that, Nick?"

"l don't think it matters. She's by way of being ahostage. If they set any vaue at dl on her at thisfarm,
they won't stand in our way."

They were over theflat desolation of the estuary. Lights were showing up from invisible towerson
Horizon Alpha; the city stretched away like ablind, regular tumulus. Ahead, there werelights at ground
level on hillsdes and from the coast. Beyond and above the ragged skyline was anew marvel.

Sheshamade her way &ft to where Holt was, to look at it with him. Coldly distant and bringingin a
dimension that cut the city to size, stars were appearing in the gathering darkness.

No words could meet it and he used none. They stood arms enlaced, half-leaning on a bulkhead, while
the dol phin pennant on the roof wheeled across the star map and Joanna Taubman dropped in along turn
to comein on theroof of Fairfield Farm.



CHAPTER NINE

<N »

Fred Holmes reckoned enough was enough. The three-ring emblem on histricky dining-table video was
beginning to annoy him. All mummery aside, in afunctiond tabard and nicdy pressed dacks, hewas
waiting for Taubman to concede and call himin for a private session with some offer of adedl. It would
be a pleasure to acquaint the old fox with the facts of life. The only deal would be abrand new
adminigration.

Then, with the Beta organization behind him, there would be a devel opment plan for Wirra City, which
would put it at the top of the A.E.C. league; another empire, to compete with the piping days of ancient
Europe. Anything was possible, when the pattern was broken. They had the right of it, those long gone
revolutionaries. Break down and then build.

Other than his own staff, the only member of the faction to share his thoughts was Harry Grabe, who had
visited his own precinct, found most voters gone, and decided to take himsdlf out of it. Having no
personal ties and no summer home, he had stopped off at the villato bone up on afew vita facts. Time
linesbeing one.

Firgt, however, he asked something, which he now saw should have been cleared up at the outset. "How
did you get on to this Beta outfit?"

"I've known about the way through to that level for years. Don't forget, | was chief engineer beforel
retired. Came acrossit by accident and said nothing. Thought it might comein useful. | built alistening
box to pick up their frequency. It'savery complex affair. They're dmaost human. More human than some,
by adamnsght.”

"How did you make contact?'

"After atime, | put in atwo-way circuit. Taked to the organizer. They have aregular hierarchy, leaders
of districts, management cadres. They cal thetop unit The Director. Therésalega code and punishment
by deprivation of power ration. Puts the ddinquent in cold storage for aspell. Recently, they've been
getting interference on their band, which was throwing them out of kilter. They're amuch more delicately
balanced job than the androids we use. They wanted it sorted out.”

Grabe asked the question that was bothering him, " So now they're up here. When do they hand over to
you agan?'

"Anytime now. Don't worry. They don't want to roll in the clover. They're comfortable down there.
They'd only rust inthe fresh air .
"I'd be alot happier if | could hear one of them say that.”

"Why not? Government Houseis clear now. I'll go over there and talk to the top hand. Y ou can come
and ligen."

Harry Grabe fingered hislong chin and weighed hiswords. "That'sdl right, Fred. I'm prepared to believe
you. I'll stay here and answer any calls. Y ou go right ahead. Have it put on atape. It will rate asahistoric
document. As soon as you can, you should put out acal to the regiona council. Some of the refugees
might be giving out al kinds of fancy Sories.”

He watched from the forecourt while Holmes's private car rose from the apron and wheeled out of the
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bowl of light toward the whale-back bulk of the city. The senator had taken a party of four—his
secretary and three men in trim gray coveralls with armbands bearing ablack dolphin. A small color party
to accept the surrender of acity. It was a good thestrical touch.

Grabe went back ingde and agirl filled his glass. He began to feed more optimistic. Maybe Holmes had
redly started something new.

Outside, there was the long-drawn howl of a hunting pack, which went well with the mosaic of achase
on thefloor of the dining hall but underlined the sense of being at an outpost. He was essentidly acity
man, and he redlized that the sooner all was settled and he was back in his own pad, the better he would
be pleased. At night and in the country, it was still possible to fed insecure.

Not only in the country either. Confidence had carried Holmes to the threshold of the operations center
at Government House, but forward progress to the Council itself was barred by an officious adjutant who
did not seem to be aware that it was holding up a head of state.

Holmesfdl back on aquestion that fairly asked to be knocked.
"Do you know who | am?"'

"Very wdl. You are an Alphahuman. The Director is expecting you. But at this moment, thereisan
important briefing. Y ou must wait."

"Isthe Director herethen?"
"Only an advance module. But that is no concern of yours."

They werein asmal circular room that opened from awide landing at the head of the main staircase.
Ramps had been laid to make movement possible for the ball-footed androids. A couple had followed up
and rolled to ahdt in the doorway. Flanking the adjutant, two more barred the double-leaf entranceto
the council chamber itsdlf.

Holmes suddenly saw thered light. "All right. The Director won't be pleased with you for this. However,
| undergtand thereisalot to do. Well wait below in the lounge.”

He turned about and marched for the exit. There was no move from the attendants until he was dmost
level and lined up to walk between them. Then they raised their arms to make an instant fence.
Momentum carried him to meet it with his chest. The physica fact of it and thered pain brought himto a
full understanding of the Situation hewasin.

Hesaid thickly, "Tell these zombiesto get out of my way."

"That isnot possible. As| said, The Director isnot unwilling to see you. | have the sgna now. Y ou may
comethrough thisway."

"That's better."

The familiar council chamber had been cleared of console desks. They were stacked in a confused heap
under the press bacony. On the chief-citizen's raised table, therewas aplain gray box, a haf-meter
cube, with two dender antennae on its upper surface. Ranked in the auditorium were a couple of dozen
Beta androids, distinguished by acolored letter code after the treble-O-reference numerals.

Not a head turned. The antennae narrowed to an acute angle, and aflat, deliberate voice spoke from the
areaof the dais asthough its owner were demateridized, halfway between floor and ceiling.



"Comeforward, senator. You arein timeto see the first decision of the Beta council carried out."

Although there was no visible movement, adisplay panel showing astylized diagram of the city appeared
on thewall abovethe platform. In al histime on the council, Holmes had not seen it used. The Horizons
were plainly marked. Beta had pictographs of androids with akey to read off apopulation level Gamma
was canceled throughout its length by aline of red asterisks. Delta showed amixture of human figures
and androids.

The box had an authoritative presence and Holmes spoke to it without any sense of being ridiculous.

"Director, we are partnersin thisenterprise. | can promise you that the new administration will givefirst
priority to solving your interference problem. | have done my part. Now you must alow meto reconvene
the Alpha Council and draw up an agreement for our future cooperation.”

It was difficult for an unrelieved cubeto laugh, but asense of ironic laughter was definitely inthe air.
More than anything esg, it findly told Holmesthat the Beta androids had developed outside all
knowledge. Evolving over the years, they had made out with aform of consciousness, primitive, maybe,
intherank and file, but highly senstive in the mastermind.

A further revel ation came when the voice answered his ungpoken thought. "That is 0. In your
preoccupation with pleasure for its own sake and acceptance of a gtatic society, without the dialectic of
struggle, you have been standing still. Asaspecies, you arein a cul-de-sac. The mainstream of living
force has turned away from you. We are the vehicles of progressive thought. Y our intervention was
opportune, but we were almost ready to move. First herein thiscity, then spreading through the other
centers of the European Communities, finaly over the whole planet, we are the new carriers of the
thinking brain. Y our cooperation isof no vaue."

"You can't doit. A report to the Regiona Council will bring in the defense force. Y ou need my
adminidration to give you cover."

"Y ou il have not understood. Communicationswill go on as though the system had not changed. By the
time our presence isknown, it will betoo late for that obsolescent corpsto take any action. Already
messages have gone out to counteract the reports carried by refugees we were not able to stop. They
will return and not leave again.”

The voice stopped. There was asilence in which Holmes could suddenly hear his own breething. He
knew that communication was going on, thistime a asubsonic leve that could not be picked up by the
unaided human ear. It involved him in some way.

All fdtit. They spun around in unison to see what the androids were making of it.

Nicely staggered, so that no line of fire was interrupted, the whole company had extended armsto
pinpoint the five envoys.

Holmes shouted, "No!" and would have added, " Stop."; but the concentration of flame caught himin
mid-cry.

The Director, whether out of courtesy for the dead or smply for practice, went on in overt speech. "We
can use the power that iswasted on Delta. Also, thereis an unstable situation there. The periodic flux is
beginning to activate the accumulations of trash under the city. Until we can dedl with that, it will be
prudent to terminate the life form on that Horizon. The means are ready.”

On the diagram an asterisk at the north end of Horizon Deltawinked into life, pulsated, and settled for a



steady red glow. Then another, then another at five-second intervas. In ten minutes the diagram had afull
due. Ddtahad joined Gamma as an aseptic vaullt. Itstermite cycle had cometo adefinitive halt.

There werefew observersto mark its passing. George Prenton had hung on in his monitor room, snared
by hisvoyeur's eye, to watch the developing action. He had seen Joanna pick up her fugitives and finally
head out for the Taubman farm. He had watched Holmes enter the Government House complex, and he
reckoned that the next move would be an announcement of anew administration.

Incoming signaswere il strength nine, but no outgoing channel was operating. On the actudizer, he had
apicture of the forecourt of hisown building. With acar on the roof, he felt safe enough. As soon asone
of the ball-footed goons turned up below, he would be out and away before it had rolled through the
door.

It was, anyway, timeto go. There was nothing more to see. Still pictures, aong the whole spread, of
Ddotacitizens caught like waxworks in every human situation were curioudy unred. The scale wastoo
big. With nobody to fedl, there was no drama

A prudent housekeeper, he began to shut down, leaving the actudizer last. It was good thinking, an
android had appeared on the set.

Heflicked off the power and made for the door. Then he redized that as the picture faded, one € ement
in the composition had stayed solid. The android was still there.

It was to some extent the vindication of a private fear that he had long felt. Sometime the actuaizer would
materidize itsimages and give them independent life to turn on their creator. He threw himsdlf back into
his chair and juggled with the switchgear. No dice. Sowly it dawned on him that he had been outflanked.

The android pointed. Pain briefly filled his chest. He had joined the mgority group of the dead.

Concentrated in asingle group, the only other observers were deployed, in depth, before asmall
extenson monitor inthe antique hal of Fairfiedd Farm.

It was an old building, much adapted, over the years, from the origina fabric of asmal manor. The hall
retained some of its ancient style. There was an open hearth, with alog fire as a picturesque gimmick to
supplement under-floor heating ducts; low, black beams; and asplit-leve floor. Almost twenty meters
square, it held the watchers with room behind them for another two dozen; a speaking testament to the
fact that Homo sapiens was thin on the ground.

Taubman himsdf wasin the stalls, on asettle, twisted around to face the rear wall where the console
was. Beside him, Guy Taubman and Meriel Dean were perched on an arm each. A mixed bag of male
and femae headquarters staff were ranged behind, with their backsto the fire. The seven smdll Ddlta
people had gathered in agroup on the left wing, Gunnar Holt, Shesha Haddon, and Joanna Taubman sat
on the club fender, in aphysical detachment from either party that mirrored ared difference of viewpoint.

A palitician'singtinct had moved Taubman to aminimum show of hospitdity. Allieswere a apremium.
Any find solution of the deviants problem could wait until the dust settled. Even Guy had seen the sense
of it and had settled for an armed neutrdity. Time, after al, was on their sde. As soon asthe Regiond
Council was derted, the Beta androids would be sorted out.

Taubman watched Holmess remova from the body politic without pleasure. He had never liked the man,
and government would be easier in his aasence, but the manner of going was againgt al congtitutiona
procedures. It made it dtogether too plain that human ingtitutions balanced on aknife edge. Barbarism
was aways knocking at the gate.



When Ddta began to wink out, only StellaMorton moved. She waslooking for aliving agent to accept
blame and ran around to Taubman likeasmall fury. ™Y ou knew that could be done. How could you
leaveit in working order? Y ou'redl guilty. Those are people down there. Just like you."

The obviouslack of any agreement on the Alphafaces prompted anearer guess at the truth. ™Y ou don't
mind. It doesn't matter to you. Y ou'd have doneit anyway, if it suited you."

Taubman's heavy-faced dtillnessinfuriated her further. Painisonly red if you fed it, and she was moving
in to make the point when Guy Taubman camein from behind and lifted her off the ground with his
forearm across her throat.

Therewas an ingtant rush from the Ddltafaction, and it seemed likely that even with reduced numbers,
there was no guarantee of stable government.

Holt'svoice cut coldly through the melee. "Hold it there.”
It was enough to get him aquick look from al interested parties, and the action frosted over.

Standing on the fender, he was obvioudy looking for any target on either Sde, and the bleak look on his
face carried complete conviction. With examples fresh in mind, nobody was anxiousto beavictim.

"Let her go, Taubman. Or you'rethefirg."

When it was done, he went on, "What's past is over. At thistime, we have to plan for the here and now.
Don't think they'll be content, while there's any threat from the districts around the city. Ther€ll be patrols
out to clear placeslikethis. Y ou heard what was said about communications. As| seeit, we should send
acar out right away with envoyswho will be believed. That means Dr. Taubman himsdlf. | reckon he
should be away within the hour. The rest of us should move farther into the hills, out of range of anything
they cando.”

The sense of it was obvious. Some of the heat went from the faces turned up to listen, asthey thought it
through. It was reinforced by amove from the distant city itsalf, asthough The Director had been
beamed in and had been prompted to bring forward his plan. Every light went out. Holt was suddenly rim
lit by the flickering fire behind him, a huge, apocryphd figure casting agrotesque shadow over the st.

Outsde, the small park within the ring fence was pitch black. Above the crackling fire cameasingle,
low-drawn coyote howl.

Merie Dean, Sdetracked from the big issues, stirred race memories of little peasants being thrown from
the dedge. "The fence. The fencewill be off. The dogswill bregk in."

Therewas agenera shuffleto regroup in asemicircle around thefire, eyes and teeth brilliant with
reflected light, bodies amorphous in shadow.

Taubman himsdf pushed to the front. Y ou can put away that gun, young man. It's madness for usto
quarrd among ourselves. Animals or not, this place will not hold out long. With the power cut, the
converter is stopped. That means no food. Now that we know what has happened, | should go myself to
the Regiona Council. My car hasthe range. It will carry six. Guy, Merid, two senior staff, Joanna. Well
move out a once."

Carter saw it as one more defection. "What about the rest of us? Take our pick of dogs or androids?!

"There are two shuttles. Limited range, but they will take you over the foothills where the androids cannot
travel. It may not be necessary to move tonight. | will send acarrier to pick you up. The sooner we leave



the better. Go ahead, Guy, and prepare the car. Joanna, go up with him."

Unexpectedly, there was opposition. Joanna Taubman had become sengtive for the battered Alpha
image. Also, she now admitted, as a conscious thing, that she did not want to leave Gunnar Holt. Stirring
under the composed mask was a passionate el ement that she had not suspected in hersdlf and that the
forma pattern of Alpha society had never touched. She now recognized that dl the time she had spent
watching him in the monitors had not been for intellectud curiosity. The biologica trap had been sprung.
She was committed.

Shesad, "No, | say. I'll come on in the carrier with the rest.”
Holt said, "That'sthe firgt dtruistic move that's been madein along time. Y ou're welcome.”

It had agood press. There was ageneral lowering of tension. Even those of the Alpha contingent not
included in the getaway craft looked pleased. It was some guarantee that once out of sight, they would
not be entirely out of Taubman's mind.

Joanna, unused to demongtrations of public goodwill, felt the color risein her cheeks and was glad of the
shadow. She moved away from Holt, however, in case he should misunderstand it. Or indeed,
understand too well.

Something of the motive had not escaped Shesha Haddon, who had adialogue ad-libbing in her head.
She was saying to Holt, "Don't forget that she had you al lined up as an experimenta subject. Don't be
deceived by this surface change. It'sjust anillustration of the old gag about adversity making strange
bedfelows™

"When adversty turns up bedfdlowslike that one, I'm hisman."
"You meanyoulike her."

"She's beautiful. My type from way back.”

"Then | wish you luck. | only hope you're not sorry."

At this point the subconscious dramatist put in amargin note for action. "Turns her back, hair swinging
likeadark, eastic belt. Walks away without a backward look."

She had gotten seven metersinto the crowd when Holt looked down from his platform and missed her.
Hecalled, "Shesha," and started to follow as Carter and Davies together came out of the crowd to meet
him. Over their heads, he could see she was making for the saircase that the Alpha party had used to
reach the roof.

For amoment, he thought she was going to ask for the sixth place, then Carter was talking and he had to
ligen.

"This move to Preston, Gunnar. I1t'sno good. Not for either of us. Now we know the setup, we can't
expect any better treatment from there than we could have had here, if the Alpha crowd had stayed in
power. | reckon we should strike out on our own. Take one car, run it to its limit, and see what we can
find. Lose ourselves and start an independent community.”

"What do we use for food?"

"How did communities start? Ther€ll be equipment here we could use. Hunting to start with. Then
subsistence farming. Every kind of crop will be growing wild out there from the time that it was under



cultivation. Better for usthan dl the artificia muck turned out by the converters.”

Davies sad, "'I've seen tapes about fishing. The sealsfull of fish. Y ou drop aline with ahook on it into the
water and they give themselvesup.”

"Theresathing now," Holt'smemory stirred. "The girl here, Taubman's daughter, wastelling me they
have a power boat in the estuary. No androids could get to that. We could useit to go down the coast
and pick our place. They useit for trips, there could be some food aready on board. That means waiting
until morning. We couldn't sort it out in the dark.”

"If they give usthat long."
Davies remark cued in asurge of engine noise from the roof. Taubman was ready to leave.
Holt said, "Find the girl and talk to her. Ask her how to get to the boat and what fud it uses. I'll be back."

He went up the stairstwo at atime into pitch darkness and had to stop on the landing to let hiseyes
adjust and sort out the way they had come down. Then he could pick out a corridor dead ahead with a
fant palor of light.

It was aright-angle turn, and when he had made it there were more stairs and stronger light. At the top,
he went out through a glass door into open air. Taubman's car was ten meters off the pad and picking up
urgedl thetime.

A new feature was athin diver of moon, which brought up the dark mass of the hills, the glint of water
from the open seg, akilometer distant, and the long dliff of the city acrosstheflat salt marshes of the
esuary.

So she had gone with them, then. The sense of |oss was suddenly acute. He remembered the texture of
her skin, the timbre of her voice. It was as though part of hisown mind had defected and taken
independent action againgt therest.

So nothing was secure. When you got down to cases, everyman was |eft to work it out dlone. Upto a
few days ago, that had been asdf-evident proposition, but he had been undermined, infiltrated by afifth
column.

Holt went to the parapet on the city side and stood with both hands on it watching the car. The pilot was
heading up river to skirt the eastern boundary of the city. That was smple prudence. Crossing it on the
direct course would invite trouble. Bring them in range of massed carbinefire.

Since they knew so much, the androids would surely know that Taubman had been at hisfarm. For that
matter, they could make an intelligent guess that he would be the one to go to the Regiona Council. They
must see that they couldn't win in the long term.

Unlessthey also knew that he couldn't reach first base.
That came with theforce of truth. The only question was, how?

The car wasturning. It was showing no navigation lights, but its dark dug shape was easy enough to see
asit crossed the star map. It was near its ceiling of five hundred meters and appeared to be two or three
kilometers outsde the city limits.

There was a sudden commotion at ground leved that came from theinvisible park fence. Ingtinct had told
aforaging pack that it was no longer dangerous, and they were urging each other to have ago at



breaking in. When he looked at the sky, he could not find the car.

Holt told himsdlf he had been distracted for only a second. It could not have moved out of sight in that
time. He made aframe with his hands and searched systematicdly, asquare a atime, from the point
whereit had been.

An orange asterisk blossomed from the ground amost under the city wall and then, faintly, the noise of
impact like an afterthought.

Hisfirg thought was, " Sheisdead. After dl the incredible luck of getting out of that prison. After dl the
years of solitude, growing up aone, building apoint of view from one pair of eyes, some mechanica
marve pullsthe plug.”

Anger for the waste and pity of it choked his mind. Persond grief was swamped out by a cold rage.
God, oneway or another they had been pushed around enough. So far and no farther. What was
sensible and calculated and politically expedient had had its day.

At that level, maybe the androids could claim, with truth, that they were the heirs of progress. It wastime
that irrationa and emotional man had asay. If it wasthelast thing he did, he, persondly, would wreck the
Beta organization asafunera pyre for Shesha Haddon.

The germ of an ideawas dready there, and he twisted away from therail to seek out Carter. That one,
aso, had ascore to settle with the mechanica incubus.

Concentration had cut him off from local noise and he had to grab and hold the girl he cannoned into to
keep her on her feet.

For anonasecond, he thought it was Shesha and tightened his grip.

His"Where have you been? | thought you'd gonein that car” was ambiguous enough for Joanna
Taubman to say, "Did you think | would do that? After saying that | would stay? What sort of opinion do
you have of me?'

Shewas very close, breasts nudging pneumatically againgt hisrib cage, head tilted to look up a him. Hair
fdling back, shining like pdemetd. Her persona pollen cloud was very ddicate and feminine. An
ambience of spring flowers. Eyeswere very bright, asthough she was near to tears, but recognizably
affirmative even to hislimited experience of the genre.

Thetearswere not for him. She had seen the car. Even if there was no deep natural affection for
Taubman, there was lifetime of usage. He had probably been kind enough as aguardian.

He put ahand on the nape of her neck. The hair was even finer than Sheshas.
She stopped straining back and let her head find afirm resting place on his shoulder.

Holt stroked her hair, marveling at itstexture. He said gently, "They would not suffer at dl. It wasvery
quick. You can't avoid grief for them. It's natural and necessary. Don't try. Cry if you want to. Don't mind
me. It's high time somebody cried for what's been done in this place.”

Shewas trembling, and a succession of degp sobs shook the whole Taubman fabric. Between them she
managed to jerk out, "He was good to me. After his own fashion. He wasn't abad man.”

Holt increased pressure and damped down oscillation to an occasiond tremor. Then he said, "Where's
your room? I'll take you aong there. Get some degp. We can't do anything until first light.”



It seemed naturd to pick her up and she went limp, content to go along with it, in asudden surrender of
will that was as good as therapy.

Down below, somebody, probably Carter, had improvised adun lighting system, and there was enough
spilling up the stairsto make it easy. She was heavier than Holt had expected, and he was glad to push
open the door into her room.

A panoramic window spreed filled one wall. There were two shelves of books, which he had never
expected to see as a private possesson. There was an € aborate kidney-shaped dressing console and, in
pride of place, free standing, afour-poster bed, with looped-back hangings, dl drained of color in the
margind light.

Holt had to duck under atassallated canopy to put her down. Her hands were locked behind his neck,
and to keep baance he had to support himsalf with hands on the pillow on either side of her head.

Foreshortened from the angle, her face wasincredibly regular and perfect in form, amathematical
exercisefor the golden section. Serious, unamiling, eyes enormous.

Somewhere aong the route, she had been springing hidden release zips, and her tunic-top coverdlswere
open at the mandarin collar in an ongoing narrow V.

Joannasad, "Stay with me."

Holt remembered having heard on some tape that Eros was an unseen guest a most funerals. Maybe it
was theingtinctive reaction for the tree to put out new shoots after being pruned. They both had
something to mourn at that.

He saw Shesha's face beside the blonde one on the pillow. Mild silver and furious gold. If what he had in
mind could be done, there was not much time left to mourn or to love.

Before he could speak, her hands had moved to undermine one of his supports and guided hisfingersto
thetoggle at her chest.

After acentimeter run, he stopped to listen as footsteps sounded on the landing. Somebody going to or
from the roof. When they went past the door without stopping, he went on methodicaly with the
unpacking chore.

Shesha Haddon had supposed that Holt would follow her to the roof and had hoped that it would be
soon.

When Taubman's party was assembling at the car, she kept away, behind one of the shuttles. She heard
one of the men say, "Didn't that hot, dark number come up? She could take the spare seat asexhibit A."

She thought there might be amove to look for her. Torches were being flashed about. She shoved back
the shuttles diding door and climbed in, keeping below sl leve.

Lying on the floor, between the squabs, she saw abeam of light run overhead as a searcher shone
through the plexiglass dome.

Then Taubman himsdf arrived and the lights stopped flicking abouit.

When the engine whined into life, she sat up and watched the car lift vertically from its pad. Dark against
the dark interior, she was hard to see, and she watched Holt cross the roof and ook around.



It was warm and comfortable in the shuttle, and she judged that the longer surprise was deferred, the
more effective it would be. Unlike Holt, she was not distracted by noise from below, and she saw the
fant bluelinethat ran out briefly from the city and surrounded the car with animbus of Saint ElImo'sfire.

He might even think she had been on it. Appearing behind him out of the darkness like so much
ectoplasm would serve him right.

She was opening the door when Joanna beat her with an unscripted entrance stage | eft.
She spent along time ditting in achair by the fire waiting for him to come down.

Hewho has nothing, may deep. Findly, she did that thing. StellaMorton, who had been on amagpie
tour of the complex, covered her with atartan rug.

CHAPTER TEN

«N

A suffused pink glow on his closed lids brought Gunnar Holt into alimbo between deep and wake.
Warm, valvet skin under his hand hooked him into the here and now; sill, however, confused
identity-wise, he said, "Shesha," and opened his eyes.

Wide, blue-gray ones under level brows looked disappointed. Joanna had every reason to expect he
would know her again.

Holt said, "It'smorning,” heaved himsalf out of the nest, and padded over to the window.

Now it was clear that the farm was Sited on rising ground, and there was along view of the city. Even at
the distance, it wasincredible that it could have been built by human [abor.

Seeing it in morning sunlight, Holt could understand that the legend " The dream takes shape”' had not
been so band to the men who had planned and carried it out in well-cut stone. They had engineered a
mountain, no less.

Now it was ahollow mountain filled with dead, and its gigantic mills were besting to support arace of
metal parasites. Even men themsalves had not measured up to the grand design. Architecture too big for

people.

Shesha ought to have been with him. What had happened with Joannawas an irrdlevance. It meant
nothing. It was self-contained, with no ongoing commitment; aterminal, not apoint of departure.

Therewas till afaint spiral of smoke from the scrub at the foot of the city. Sheshas funerd pyre. They
owed him for that, asapersond thing. He, Gunnar Holt, without gpplication in triplicate and an apped
through regular channels, had something to do with his own handsto see that retribution went home.

Also, in some sense, he was arepresentative of the builders of the city. They would not have believed
that it could cometo this. The mood of the night before, when he had seen the car burst into name,
recregted itslf.

Joanna, aglowing Boucher nude, came up behind him close enough to touch and breathed ddlicately on
the back of his neck. She might aswell have tried tickling an android.


chapter_9
contents

Holt said, "Whereisyour boat?"

It waslike an undeserved dap, and a hot flush of color ran from her throat. The effect wasall gain, but
theiron man had other fish to fry. He left her standing, grabbed up his clothes, and was at the door
before she had organized areply.

Hetried again, "Whereisyour boat?'
"Wait for me. I'll take you."
"Il be downgairs."

The hall was empty and he went out through a short vestibule, with areeded glass door, into a courtyard
flanked by outbuildings. Carter himself was coming out of astable through a curious door, split so that
the top and bottom ha ves could move independently.

It s;emed a completely bizarre arrangement, unlessit was designed for people of different heights. But it
was adetall that could wait for andysis.

Carter called across, "We can defend this place. There's an armory here.”

He led the way back inside like abreeder showing off his prize stock, and Holt was sidetracked from his
misson.

The outer wall was reinforced, and horizontal embrasures showed athickness of at least ameter. It was

ablockhouse designed to cover the estuary side of the farm.

People had been busy. Davies and Hadfield—the other Delta survivor—were doing arapid assembly
job on tripod-mounted machine guns of aheavier caiber than anything they had seen before.

On araised platform, there was a console with along, oblong scanner screen. Carter said, "We can
power this board for abrief spell with ahand generator. If the pictographs spesk true, there'saminefield
around the site. Choice of detonation on pressure or selective control. No joy as of now."

Certainly the switchgear was dead. There was an improvised air about the setup that triggered off aline
of thought Holt was thinking aoud when he said, "Definitely not part of the origind plan. I'd say thiswas
ingtalled within the last twenty years. Taubman making his castle safe against minor civil disorders.

Probably came acrossthis obsolete gear in alocal dump. It would stop any of the regular android units."

Aloud, hewent on, "Any ideawhere this suff might have come from?'

"Under your feet. Theré'sanatura cave. Stacked to the roof. And a hand-cranked freight loader to bring
itup.”

"It's not going to do any good againgt Betaandroids. The mines might bury the first wave. After that
they'd use their ramps, and these peashooters wouldn't hold them. We have to go another way to work. |
want al themineswe can find. Evenif it meansdigging up that lot.”

"To dowhat?'

"There'sasea-going boat. I'll take her acrossriver and work up the outflow channel for thetidal power
duices. | thought at first that I'd Snk her where it could block the flow. But thisis better. Fill her with
explosive and detonate when she's right up that defunct mausoleum's glut.”

There was agenerd slence. Davies and Hadfield had stopped working, convinced that it was wasted



labor. Carter waslooking at Holt with his mouth set in an unsmiling line. When he spoke, it was dow and
deliberate. "A Samson syndrome. Pull the bastards down on your head. Don't you want to go on living?”

"Asof now, | cantakeit or leaveit. I've backed off asfar as| go for androids or anybody ese. I'll need
help, but | reckon | can take her in the last stretch.”

"It owesme. I'll join you. As| recdl, theré's more than one craft moored in theriver. Using two, thered
be a chanceto get clear.”

"The sooner the better, then. I'm surprised they haven't made a move yet. They must be sure they have us
taped.”

Daviessaid, "Therésashdf of manuals down below. Bone up on the mechanics of it. Meanwhile, well
use the shuttles to ferry the gear you want down to the quay.”

"We?'

"Stella can organize the women to help. | reckon we should dl go. Like Nick says, use two boats. Then
sal down the coast.”

"Okay. Find Joanna Taubman and shell go with the first load. She knows the boat and can pick out
another one. Wheré's the rest of the Alpha set?'

"Assoon asit waslight, they went on foot. | reckon they weren't trusting acar. One of them hasaplace
up in the hillswith apower supply run from astream. They aim to Swest it out there until the Regiond
Council tekesaction.”

"A nicefriendly lat."

Nick Carter said, "They've had it too soft for too long. We're better off without them. What about the
gr?'

She spoke for herself from the doorway, answering Carter but looking a Holt. "We deserve your
suspicion. But surdly at this stage, thereés only oneenemy. I'll do dl | can to put the balanceright.”
Gunnar Holt said, "That'sfair enough. Let's get on with it then.”

Giving credit where credit was due, Shesha Haddon had to concede that the Alphagirl could handlea
boat. Volunteering for the draft, she had gone out to Dolphin in asmal bouncy tender launched from the
dipway and held steady for her by Joanna, standing calf-deep in surging tidal water.

Single-oar rowing from the stem with Joanna standing feet astride and looking out ahead was another
new dant. Personal melancholy took adownward spird. Instead of Holt being sorry in thelong term, it
was likely that he had found aworthy partner on al counts.

Dolphin, up close, looked bigger than she had expected. She waslong and slver gray, flush decked,
with a streamlined charthouse and square transom. Seek and powerful.

In spite of the urgency, Joanna Taubman'sfirst care was to break out a blue dolphin pennant from the
stern-post as amorale booster. They were in business as a sea power.

Then she took the crew into the compact engine room and went into a concentrated session of
explanation.

Working together, they established anew bond of respect. Shesha's grasp of information was quick and



sure. In five minutes by the chronometer, she had it taped, and Joannawas saying from the companion,
"I'm sorry to give you thisjob. Y ou could do the navigating; but it would take practice and we haven't
time. It hasto bethisway."

"l understand. | like this. Good luck."

From the charthouse, Joannasignaled for power, and the twin screws began to turn. First, she nosed out
to ahigh-built cabin cruiser with Raven in condensed Gothic on its counter. She was ten minutes taking
up the tow, then they were heading in for the quay, where there was a meter of water under the kedl and
the deck was level with aworn, sandstone parapet.

Raven was hauled in and made fast. Shesha heard Holt's voi ce directing stowage of the long mound of
ova canigersthat had grown on the quayside. There was not much to do, with no further callsfrom the
bridge, but she was diffident about meeting him again. Maybe she ought to be helping, though looking out
from asmdl port, it seemed likely that any more handswould bein theway. Therewasalimit to traffic
on Raven's narrow deck. She settled for afolder of pull-out diagrams about the engines under her
charge.

It was along session. Holt drove hisworking party flat out for two hours, until Raven wasinert asalog,
with under half ameter of freeboard. Then he made alast trip to the farm with Carter.

From the roof, they scanned thelong shimmering wall of the city. Nothing stirred. The Director was
consolidating progress. Bringing up the bulk of the modules, no doubt, and organizing defense.

Carter said, "The bastards are sure of themselves. They don't see us as amenace, and that's afact.”

Ready to go, Halt turned to the ground, where the car had hit. There was no smoke, and the wreckage
was hidden. Then he saw movement: a column of round, shiny beads, strung out, and moving toward the
overgrown sand bars of the estuary. The Beta overlord had spared at least one detachment to carry the
find solution to any fugitivesinthe area.

He handed the glassesto Carter. "They're on their way. Leave the minefield set to detonate on pressure.
I've got ahunch it's not going to be as easy aswe think to go through the back door."

Confirmation came in mid-afternoon when the fleet | eft shelter and met an authentic swell of aseathat
tilted like a plate of wine-dark glass. Holt had taken Hadfield and gone aboard Raven. Her bluff bows
lifted tardily and sank deeply into the following trough. Any heavier weather and she would founder.

Joanna came around in atight turn with Dolphin’s pennant streaming alongside. " Ditch some cargo.
You'retoo low in the water."

"I'll manage. Hadfield can join you. Go ahead and size up the channd. Save time to know what we have
to do.”

Hadfield jumped the gap and Dolphin dipped away, building a spectacular bow wave, asthe engineer
answered acall for Full Ahead.

With even that smdl weight off her deck, Raven was easier to handle. Holt was glad to be alone. He
looked east at the coadt, asthough it was anew land, that he was seeing for the first time. A flat,
dilapidated shorefor alandfall. What traveler would believe that it could contain people, and in particular
an excotic like Shesha Haddon?

West, there was open sea, and the redlity of distance, which had only been an intellectua notion until
now. That, and the huge, heroic bulk of the city, were mortar and pestle to grind an individual down to



Sze

After incredible luck and some exertion, he was divein the sun, when millions were dead. But the
outside, except for its physica splendor, was no greater catch than the microcosm of Horizon Delta. High
endeavor was long gone. It was rubbing aong on the unconsidered trifles of apast age. Urgent asalog.

Only someone who had lived through hiskind of persona history could gppreciate how hefelt Shesha
would have been the one. Maybe, even, she would have made it worthwhileto try for anew sart.

Dolphin was coming back out of a sun that hung like an orange-red disk over apoint of the promontory.
Carter, using aspeaker, caled, "Weve seen the place. Outfal like afjord. But there's aboom and afilter
system to keep debris out of the channd. It'll take timeto get through.”

"We haveit. Go back and pick out a soft spot. Good chanceto try out amine.”

Dolphin whedled away, and a succession of percussive thuds came out across the sea from the harbor
they had left. A low pall of dust was shrouding Fairfield Farm. Whatever happened, there would be
nothing to go back for.

There was aflash of dlver acrossthe high parapet of the city and acar planed out in adirect linefor the
farm. The Director was sending a spotter to make asurvey.

It flew low over the target, then turned out to seato check on the convoy. Holt saw it veer and shift until
it was plumb on Raven's course. Then it was running down theline asif he were standing till.

When it was half akilometer off, he had an intuition of how it would be. They would take no chances. It
would be the easiest thing in the world for one of them to lean through the freight hatch and carve the
boat into fagots. In fact, any therma beam that cut two centimeters through any part of the skin would
settle the business. Raven would go up like awater spout.

Hewaited for the last second, judging speeds, and dammed thetiller over for afal due. Raven toiled
around like a half-tide rock, and a boiling white line marked out the reference she had lately filled.

The car climbed and banked. Dolphin left her station in acrash burst and came around to meet Raven
head on.

By the time the car was set for another run, Dolphin was five hundred meters distant and stresking in on
acollison coursefor thefire ship. It put the car dead on target for Carter, who was Stting with his back
to the charthouse, in adriving screen of spray, with atripod-mounted projectile gun aimed like afixed
cannon over the stemhead.

He began to fire as Holt started a turn, and Joanna held on for a count of ten.

In a confused sequence, Holt believed that they were finished anyway. Dolphin was bearing down on
him and would strike him precisaly amidships. Pieces of the car appeared to be falling off. Noise reached
adimax.

Joanna spun Dolphin away on her hedl with a centimeter of searoom, and the wash laid Raven on her
beam ends. Seaduiced into the cockpit as Holt fought to turn her head. When the Situation stabilized,
Raven was il floating with an android arm stuck like a quarrel-bolt in the cabin roof. The car had
disappeared. Dolphin was sidling up at zero thrust to see how he had made ouit.

Joanna had a charthouse window wound down and called across, "Gunnar. Do you need help? Therésa
pump linel canrig.”



He could seethat even in her role as brisk executive, she was anxious about him.
"Not now. Get to the barrier. Pump out while we ded with that."

Dolphin surged away, and Holt, calf-deep in seawater, wondered whether he had judged right. If
Raven foundered under him, the project was out like a damp squib.

A breeze was coming off the seafrom the point. Water was lipping the deck as Raven wallowed dong
like atiff tub. Whatever had been heroic in the mission had long gone when hefindly tied up to
Dolphin's stern and heaved himsalf aboard to get the Sitrep.

Thedesign of the city was as plain asadiagram, with clean-cut lines, seemingly unsmudged by time. The
wall was set back akilometer from the coast, and abroad inlet, at least akilometer wide, tunneled in to
half that width, wherethe city was carried over it on massve, Sreamlined piers.

At the seaend, there was a semicircular boom that ran from bank to bank in a complete sedl. Davies,
black hair flattened in awet skullcap, leaned over therail to report hisfindings. He reckoned the depth to
the sea bed was not more than six meters. There had been shoaling over the years, and the arch supports
were siited up. But therewas still afree flow of water in and out of the creek. Distance of the keystones
bel ow water was under a meter at this state of thetide.

Other faces made aline, leaning over, watching the reaction. It was plain enough that the size of the
operation was beginning to strike home. Enthusiasm for the project was wearing thin.

Holt said, "Good work, Hal. Well blow two arches to be sure. Joanna, get that pump rigged and clear
Raven. Nick, you and Hadfield get two mineswired up, I'll go down and look for asite. Get somebody
aboard herein case she drifts off."

The astringent buoyancy of the seawas anovelty initself. On Delta, swvimming had been aroutine
training, but the heated pools had been desdinated. Salt stung his eyes, dready oversensitized by natural
light, and the massive reservoir of cold drained heat from adeep level. It was an exercise that would have
to be brief and sure. He found what he wanted by touch, a shallow recess between two structura ribs
that would hold the charge in the head of the arches.

They stood off, Raven farthest away, paying out athin cable, and Holt detonated the fuses from Dolphin
. For acount of five, he believed that the gear was spoiled and that they were wasting their time. Then the
sea erupted in twin columnsthat svept the decks with spray and lifted asealike amoving wall.

Through the gap, the lagoon was sheltered and the water clear to asandy bottom. With half the distance
gone, Norah Greer suddenly called out from the lee of the charthouse. "Cars. Two, | think. Coming from
thefam.”

Holt used the loudhailer to Raven. "Head in. All the power she'sgot. Don't follow us.”

Nick Carter was dready in place with afresh clip in the machine carbine. Holt took a second gun and
went aft. Dol phin began a protective circling movement to screen Raven from adirect run.

Now the banks of the channd were noticeably narrowing, and with every meter the city took on greater
bulk. Closein, the walls were not so perfect. The years of standing four square to Atlantic gales had
taken atoll. Huge patches of discoloration like a blight disfigured the stone.

One advantage of the ground was that the cars could only come one way if they aimed to make alow



run.

Holt and Carter fired together asthe leader tried it, and they saw the plexiglassfloor panel drop away in
shards. The car climbed to turn out of the narrowing valley and planed down to land on atriangular apron
that projected from the wall of the city beside the inlet. The second one appeared to receive new orders.
It checked its dive and turned to follow.

Then Holt saw why. Where the tongue of sea probed into the city, there was abroad ledge, like a
catwalk, spanning the full width of the gap. From above, the androids could hardly miss.

But the computers had it wrong. In going for acertainty, they had missed out human judgment. Raven's
observed speed had seemed to be fixed. Holt boosted it by taking up the two and shoving Dolphin dong
until every did in the engine room ran into the red.

Shefairly surged under the parapet as the first monoped began to trundle along the ledge.

From outside, they had dl been struck silent by the impeding mass of the wall-risng sheet overhead.
Now there was anew factor. The underbelly of the city had a quality that numbed the mind.

Joanna switched in aheadlight, and the beam probed out avista of glittering black dime. Through the
archesthere was a confusing regression of amaze of waterways. The air was dank, cold, and heavy with
the stench of marine decay. The chill of it struck to the bone. Even StellaMorton was ill, eyeswide
copybook patternsfor a mime of nervous dread.

The screwsllifted an oily swell that hardly broke againgt the stalactite columns. Vibration loosened a
heavy swath of encrusted dudge from the roof, and it fell with a dead smack between the two craft.

Some of the atmosphere had aready filtered down to the engine room, the noise shoved over alast relay
in the engineer's head, and she decided it was time she joined the navigators on deck. Now a
sophigticated operator, she set the gear for auto response and went smartly up the companion to the
charthouse.

It was dready overfull. All hands had crowded in on abid for human solidarity, and StellaMorton had
found her tongue to ask aquestion that was no help. "What happensif the tide beginsto flow through?"

She was across the hatch from Holt, and Shesha rose between them. Joanna turning from the whee! for
his answer waswell placed to see hisface.

For acount of five, he believed that the flux was at it again and the phenomenon was gtrictly in theingde
of hisown head. Then helifted her out of the trap as atouchstone that she was solid through. " Sheshal |
thought you werein that car.”

There was no mistaking the look or the tone. Joanna Taubman turned soberly to her navigating chore.

"Why should you think that?* Banal question and answer, but undernesth there was an interchange of
knowledge about each other. It did not greetly matter whether the time left waslong or short. They were
on the same sde of the equation.

It was abad time for sorting out angles. Stella, not asinvolved, brought him back to the main line. "Will
somebody tell me what happensif the tide comes through??”

Holt reluctantly relaxed his grip and faced the speaker. Onetiling was suddenly clear to him. Finding
Shesha dive made no difference. In the few seconds they had shut out the scene, it was clear enough that
he had avote of confidence at adeep level, however surface ripples might cloud the issue.



He said, "Let's hope we don't have to find out. Another ten minutes and we're degp enough in. Keep
your fingers crossed or anything else you might think useful.”

In the event, he was three minutesin hand. Firg there was a sense that the tideway was congtricting.
More echo from the motors was beating back. Then Dolphin's probing beam found anew feature. A
barrier wall of duice gates crossed the way ahead.

Water was beginning to flow duggishly through the narrow openings between the leaves.

Carter sad, "Thetidésturning. Anytime now the gateswill close. Then thereservair fillsup. At some
stage they open and the catchment areadrains out.”

Raven came up alongside, Hadfield and Rosemary Norris—aginger-haired girl with buck teeth—| ooked
up from the cockpit. Holt needed no pollster to tell him they were anxious for out. The group had gone as
far asit would go.

Holt said, "It couldn't be better. We ram Raven into a gap. When she blows, shell make ahole that
nothing could plug." He jumped down to join the crew.

She was two-thirds in anarrowing funnel when she held fast, screws churning in afrenetic burst of
overload. Dolphin came up dowly, sem firg, to take them off.

Hadfield and the girl wasted no time, and the others, lining the deck, waited for Holt.

Hetook histime, making fast thefirst red of line. Then he handed it to Carter and climbed in. For the
first hundred meters he took it a dead dow, then he alowed afractiona increase, dowing again asthe
red emptied.

At thefifth and last redl, light ahead had opened to anarrow bar, and Dolphin was stopped again.
Holt said, "That's asfar aswe can go. Launch the outboard. I'll detonate it from here.”

Nobody moved. Carter said dowly, "We've worked together so far. Theré'd be more chanceto stick to
the power boat and go like hdll."

"Not so. We don't know what effect it will have. We can't risk the whole group. Y ou know that."
"Draw for it, then."

"Not so. It'smy business.”

"Wewont let you doit."

Joanna Taubman |eft the charthouse with Holt's blaster making its own addition to the argument. "Do as
he says. Launch theraft or there won't be anybody to detonate anything." She was speaking out of
character in atight voice that showed emotiona stress and was clearly programed to carry out what she
sad.

Even then there was no rush, but Holt hel ped himsdlf and had the inflated life raft over the Side before
there was amove. He hauled it on its rope and was ready to pick up the hand generator when the girl
spoke again. "Leaveit or I'll drop you first. Thisismy business. If there's blame to be handed out, |
should take most. Nothing can turn back the clock, but when you think about it, you'll remember that
somebody from Alphatried to square the account. Stand away."

Holt was moving dowly to make agrab for the gun and had his back to Carter. The blow that took him



in the nape of his neck dropped him where he stood, and Joanna stepped over him without adownward
look.

From theraft, she said, "Thanks, Nick. | know you understand me. I'll give you five minutesto get clear.
If I can get out, | will. Thisoutboard has afair speed. Good luck.”

Indll, it had taken less than five minutes, and Shesha Haddon, in the engine room, took the call for full
ahead as aroutine phase of the stop/go sequence that she had been following. Dolphin fairly picked up
her foot and dammed off for the distant light.

Left done on her smal swaying platform, Joannafocused her mind on thedid of her time disk. She cut
off dl thought of what the end product of her action would be. In spite of surface control, her
subconscious worked on it and she found she was trembling. Shetook asmall square of silk from her
breast pocket, rolled it in aball, and bit on it. The indicator crawled around.

At sixteen twenty-nine on the nose, she began to crank the generator.

Gunnar Holt got to his knees and was weaving his head from side to side like abemused dog as Dolphin
sormed from the inlet into the lagoon.

Recdl flooded in and he heaved himsdlf to hisfeet, intent on getting to the charthouse and turning the
boat. Then he saw thelong arc of the boom.

In the interim, Beta androids had gone out from either shore and spaced themselves every ten meters
aongitslength. Sections of their useful clip-together beams seded off the gap they had made to get
insde. Suicide was unnecessary. The Director had arranged it. Dol phin was negtly centered in aring of
fire

Carter, at thewhed, had sized it up. There was no chance; but the temporary plug in the dyke was
clearly itsweakest point. He took Dolphin inatight turn, with her pennant streaming likeasignd for
genera attack, and lined up for awrecking run at the android standing in the center.

The androids were programed to wait for the good time. Every arm tracked around and picked up the
target.

Only Holt looking back, saw the eruption of water and smoke ribbed with flame that sorang from below
the city, and the racing bore that fanned out like an instant wall.

Dolphin was picked up like astraw and hurled over the barrier with a clear meter under her thrashing
screws. When Carter regained control, they were two kilometers offshore with awide-spreading oil dick
gushing from under the city like dark blood and damping down the sea.

The boom was a crazy tangle with dabs poking every which way, and the only surviving Betaandroid
was baanced precarioudy on ajutting spar and firing conscientioudy at the point where Dolphin was
expected to be.

Persistence brought some reward. The bright line of the beam blossomed into ared flower whereit hit
the seq, and fire mushroomed under a black smoke cloud.

Dolphin drifted, with the whole company lining the rail. Shesha stood with Holt, eyesfull of tears. "'l am
ashamed. | wasjedlous of her. Shewasatruly beautiful person.”

"She did what she had to do. Human solidarity is till aforce to be reckoned with."



A smdll patch of white floated under the counter, and StellaMorton fished it in.

It was ahandkerchief, and she held it out for al to see. There wasthe outline of adolphinand JT.ina
neat monogram. She passed it to Shesha—next in line—who hesitated, then handed it on to Holt asthe
likely guardian of asentimentd relic.

Gunnar Holt weighed it damply in his hand. He needed no aid to memory, and if her liberated kawas
knocking about, he reckoned it would understand. Herolled it in atight ball and threw it overarm into the
gpreading flames. He said harshly, "Back to your engine room, Shesha. Timeto get clear.”

In the charthouse, he ran aline to the nearest point on the Irish coast. "First well go there. Take alittle
timeto think thisthrough. But well be back. While therés acity like thisleft anywhere, because this can't
be the only one, well be back.”

Beforeit waslost below the horizon, they saw that the whole western sector of the city had folded in on
itself. When it was no longer in sight, abroad column of fire, like a beacon, marked the spot. Without
power, the Beta androids were dead as any resident on Gammaor Delta. There was no organized force
to stop the fire spreading through the whole city. Joanna Taubman had asufficient funera pyre.

Holt handed over to Nick Carter and went below to join the engineer. Coming behind her, he pinned her
againg the bulkhead with one hand either sde. Shifting aswathe of dark silk hair to speak into her left
ear, hesaid, "l said I'd wait until you were spoiled for choice. That isn't possible. So it might aswell be
now. What answer do | get?’

It was difficult to turn around, but she managed it, and her eyes saved aforma answer.
"Y ou'retrifling with the safety of the ship. Let mego.”

When she was free, she set the auto system to Full Ahead and held out both hands, palms upward in the
universal mime of acceptance for whatever ongoing course might be set.



