peace with honor

Peaceisavery complex thing—and it is by no meanstrue that al wars are fought on battlefields, and
al casudties ether buried or hospitdized.
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The man on thetri-v wasin full form. His speech had started quietly enough, as Harmon's speeches
awaysdid, full of resonant tones and appedl s to reason, the quiet voice asking for attention, speaking so
softly that you had to listen closdly to be sure of hearing him. But dowly, oh so dowly, the background
changed subtly until now Harmon stood before the stars and stripes covering the hemisphere, an
American Eagle splendid over the Capitol, and the spesker had worked himsdlf to one of hisfamous
frenzies, hisformer calm and detachment obvioudy overcome with emotion.

"Honor? It isaword that Lipscomb no longer knows. Whatever he might have been—and my
friendswedl know what he was, we al admire him for what he was—heisno longer one of usl His
cronies, the dark little men who whisper to him, they have corrupted even so great aman as President
Lipscomb! And what of our country? She bleeds! People of America, she bleeds from the running sores
of these men and their CoDominium!

"They say that withdrawal from the CoDominium would meanwar. | pray God it would not, but if it
did, why these are hard times. Many of uswould be killed, but we would die as men! And today our
friends, our dlies, the people of Hungary, the people of Rumania, the Czechs, the Sovaks, the Poles,
they groan under the oppression of their communist masters, and who keeps them there? Our
CoDominium! We do! We have become davemasters! Better to die as men.

"But it will not cometo that. The Russanswould never fight. They are soft, soft aswe, thelr
government riddled with corruption as ours. People of America, hear me! People of America, listen!™

The Honorable John Rogers Grant spoke softly and the tri-v turned itsdf off, awanut pand diding
over the darkening screen. Grant grimaced, spoke again, and the servitor brought him a small bottle of
milk. With dl the advancesin medica science, there was nothing Grant could afford to have donefor an
ulcer. Money was no problem, but when in God's Name would hefind time?

He glanced at papers on his desk, reports with bright red Security covers, closed hiseyesfor a
moment. Harmon's speech was an important one, would undoubtedly have an effect on the coming
elections. The man was getting to be amenace, Grant thought. Have to do something about him one day.
He put the thought aside; John Grant liked Harmon, at one time they had been best friends. Lord, what
have we come to? He opened the first report. There had been ariot at the International Federation of
Labor convention. Three killed, and the smooth plansfor the re-election of Matt Brady thrown into
confusion. Grant grimaced again and drank more milk. The Intelligence people had assured him thet this
onewould be easy. Digging through the reports he found that some of Harvey Bertram's child crusaders
were responsible. They'd bugged Brady's suite, got enough evidence of sdll-outs and deglsto inflame
sentiment on the floor. The report ended with the recommendation that the government drop Brady,
concentrate support on MacKnight who had a good reputation, but whosefilein the CIA building bulged
with information. MacKnight would be easy to control. Grant nodded to himsdlf, scrawled hisinitialson
the action form, dropped it in the TOP SECRET: OUT dot. No point in wasting time, but he wondered
what would happen to Brady. Matt Brady had been agood friend to the Unity Party, blast Bertram's
people anyway.

Hetook up the next file, but before he could open it his secretary camein. He looked up and smiled
gently, glad of hisdecision to ignore the stupid telecom. Some executives never saw their secretaries



except through € ectronics from the moment they camein until they were ready to leave.

"Y our gppointment, Sr," shesaid. "Almost time. And it'stimefor your nervetonic."

He grunted. "I'd rather die." But helet her pour the shotglass of evil-tasting Stuff, tossed it off and
chased it with milk before glancing a hiswatch. Not that the watch was needed, he thought. Miss
Ackridge knew the travel timesto every Washington office, dlowed just enough extrafor possble
emergencies. Thered be no time to start on another report, and that suited Grant just fine.

Helet her hep himinto hisblack coeat, brush off afew slver gray hairs. Hedidn't redly fed fifty-five,
but he looked it now. It happened dl at once. Five years ago, he could pass for forty. John saw thegirl in
the mirror behind him, standing close to him, and knew that sheloved him. The usua secretary-boss
dtuation, and it wouldn't work. Why the hell don't you get married again, John Grant? It isn't asif you're
pining away for Priscilla By the time she died you were praying it would happen. Y ou can even admit
that, now. Why the hell do you go on acting like the great love of your life has departed forever? All
you'd haveto doisturn around, say five words, shed . . . shed what? She wouldn't be the perfect
secretary any longer. Good secretaries are harder to find than mistresses. Let it done.

She stood there for amoment, then moved away. ™Y our daughter wants to see you this evening,” she
told him. " She's driving down this afternoon. Saysit'simportant.”

"Know why?" Grant asked. Ackridge knew more about Sharon than Grant did. A whole lot more,
probably.

"| can guess. | think her young man asked her."

John nodded. It was hardly unexpected, but it hurt. So soon, so soon. They grow so fast, and there€'s
o little time. John Jr. waswith the Calisto Squadron, Firgt Lieutenant of a CoDominium Navy frigate,
due for acommand of hisown any year now. Frederick was dead in the accident with his mother, and
now Sharon had found ancther life ... not that she hadn't before. Since he became the Honorable Deputy
Secretary he might aswell have died for as often asthey had time together.

"Run his name through CIA, Flora. Meant to do that months ago, can't think why | never got around
toit. They won't find anything, but well need it for the records."

"Yes, Sr. You'd better be on your way, now. Y our drivers are outside.”

He glanced around the office, scooped up his briefcase. "1 won't be back today, have my car sent
around to the White House, will you? I'll drive mysdlf home tonight.”

"Yes, gr. Y ou can send the briefcase back with your driver, then,” she said carefully, reminding him
of hisown regulations. Too many papersturning up missing from too many houseslately. If you want to
work nights, stay at the office.

He acknowledged the salutes of hisdriver and armed "mechanic” with a cheery wave, led them to the
elevator at the end of the long corridor. Paintings and photographs of ancient battles hung aong both
gdesof the hal, but otherwiseit waslike acave. Blasted Pentagon, he thought for the millionth time.
Stupidest building ever constructed. Nobody can find anything, it can't be guarded for any price, and it's
too big for theimportant saff, too smdl for everything the military needed. Miserable stupid building.
Why couldn't somebody have bombed it?

They took a surface car to the White House. He could have made his own clearance for aflight, but
it would have been another detail, and why bother? Besides, thisway he got to see the cherry treesand
flower beds around the Jefferson. The Potomac was a brown dudgy mess despite the latest attempt to
cleanit up. You could swiminit if you had astrong somach, but the Army engineers had "improved” it a
few administrations back, giving it concrete banks. . . why the devil would anyone want to make a
concrete ditch out of ariver? he wondered. Now the workmen were tearing the lining out, which kept the
water perpetualy muddy. One day they'll be through withit.

They drove through rows of government buildings, some of them abandoned. Urban Renewal had
given Washington dl the office space the government needed, more, until there were empty buildings, big
relics of the time when Washington was the most crime-ridden city in theworld. Back around the turn of
the Century, maybe before, he couldn't remember, they'd torn everything down, hustled everyone out of
Washington who didn't belong there, the bulldozers quickly following to demolish the tenements. For
some politica reason it was thought desirable to put up offices as quickly asthe other buildings weretorn



down, to make the displaced people think it was al necessary, and now there were these empty tombs.

They passed the Population Control Bureau, two square blocks of humming activity, then around the
Elipse and past Old State to the gate. The guard checked hisidentity carefully, using the little scanning
plate on his pam-print, athough blast it, that guard knew John Grant as well as he knew his own mother.
Grant sighed and waited until the computer flashed back the"dl right," was driven into the White House
basement and escorted quickly up to the Ova Office. He got there one minute early for his appointment.

The President stood when Grant entered, and the others shot to their feet asif they had gection
charges under them. Grant shook hands around, but looked closely at Lipscomb. The President was
fedling the strain, no question about it. Well, they al were. Too bad about the Chief, but they had to have
him.

"Sorry the Secretary couldn't makeit, Mister President,” Grant announced ritualy.

Lipscomb made awry face but said nothing. The Secretary of Defense was a palitical hack who
controlled abloc of Aerospace Guild votes and an even larger bloc of aerospace industry stocks. As
long as government contracts kept his companies employing his men, he didn't give adamn about policy,
and since he couldn't keep his big mouth shut it was best not to tell him about meetings. He could St inon
formal Cabinet sessonswhere nothing was ever said and would never know the difference anyway.

Grant kept his attention on the President. Lipscomb didn't like to be reminded of the incompetence of
his cabinet, the political deceptionsthat divorced power from its gppearance. Theritua was getting old,
why not just St down and say nothing? Silently, Grant took his place at the center of the table across
from the President.

Except for Lipscomb, none of the men in the Ova Office were well-known to the public. Any one of
them could have waked down the streets of any city but Washington without fear of recognition. But the
power they controlled, as assistants, deputies, clerks even, wasimmense and they dl knew it. There was
no real need to pretend to each other.

The servitor brought drinks and Grant accepted a small scotch. Some of the others didn't trust aman
who wouldn't drink with them. His ulcer would give him hell, and his doctor more, but doctors and ulcers
didn't understand the redlities of power. Neither, Grant thought, do | or any of us. But understand it or
not, we've got it, and weve got to do something with it.

"Mr. Karins, would you begin?' the President asked. Heads swiveed to the west wall where Karins
had set up abriefing stland. A polar projection of Earth glowed behind him, lights blinking the status of
forceswhich the President ordered, but Grant controlled.

Karins stood confidently, his paunch spilling out over hisbelt, an obscenity in so young aman.
Herman Karins was the second youngest man in the room, Assistant Director of the Bureau of the
Budget, and said to be one of the most brilliant economists Y de had ever produced. He was certainly
one of the best political techniciansin the country, but that didn't show in hisrésumé, or degrees.

Hetook off the cover sheet to show a set of figures. "I have the latest poll results,” Karins said too
loudly. "Thisisthe red stuff, gentlemen, not what we hand out to the papers. It stinks."

It certainly did stink. The Unity Party was hovering around thirty-eight percent, just about evenly
divided between the Republican and the Democratic wings. Harmon's Patriot Party had about
twenty-five, Millington's violently left wing Liberation Party had itsusua ten, but the real shocker was
Bertram's Freedom Party. Bertram's popularity stood at an unbelievable twenty percent of the
population.

"These arefigures for those who have an opinion and might vote," Karinssaid. "The usud. 'Course
there're about half who don't give adamn about anything, but they vote by who got to 'em last anyway;
we know how they split off. Y ou see the bad news."

"You're sure of this?' the Assstant Postmaster Generd asked. He was the leader of the Republican
wing of the Unity Party, and it hadn't been six months since he told them they could forget Bertram and
his bleeding hearts.

"Yes, ar, I'msureof it," Karinssaid. "And it'sgrowing. Thoseriots a the labor convention probably
gave 'em another five points, but we don't show that yet. Give Bertram another sx months and hell be
ahead of us. With ections coming up in ayear. How you like them apples, boysand girls?'



"There's no need to beflippant, Mr. Karins," the President said automaticaly.

"Sorry, Migter Presdent.” Karinswasn't sorry at all, and he glared at the Assistant Postmaster
Generd with triumph. Then he flipped the pages of the chart to show new results.

"Thisisthe soft and hard vote, gentlemen. Y ou'll notice that Bertram's vote is pretty soft, but
solidifying. Harmon'sis so hard you couldn't get ‘em away from him without using nukes. And oursis
getting alittle like butter. Mister President, | can't even guarantee we can be the largest party after the
election, much lessthat we can hold amgority."

"Incredible,”" the chairman of the Joint Chiefs muttered.

"Worsethan incredible,” Grand Senator Bronson agreed. "A disaster. Who will win?!

Karins chuckled. Bronson's appointment to the CoDominium Grand Senate expired just after the
election. Unless Unity won, he wouldn't be going back to Luna Base next year. "Toss-up, Senator. Some
of oursisdrifting to Harmon, someto Bertram. I'd say Bertramif | had to cdl it, though.”

Bronson sat back, relieved. Bertram's Freedom Party was not totally opposed to the CoDominium,
perhaps he could do businesswith it. Hed have to change his stand on opposition to increased Japanese
representation in the Grand Senate, though.

"Y ou've been quiet, John," the President said. ™Y ou have no observations?'

"No, sr," Grant answered. "It'sfairly obvious what the result will be if welose, no matter who wins.
If Harmon takes, over, he pulls out of the CoDominium and we have war. If Bertram takes over, he
rel axes security, Harmon drives him out with his storm troopers, and we have war anyway."

Karins nodded. "I don't figure Bertram could hold on to power more'n ayear, probably not that long.
Man'stoo honest."

The President sighed loudly. "I can recall atimewhen men said that about me, Mr. Karins."

"It'sdtill true, Migter President,” Karins said hurriedly. "But you're enough of aredist to let usdo
what we haveto do. Bertram won't."

"So what do we do about it?" the President asked gently.

"Rig thedection,” Karinsanswered quickly. "I give out the popularity figures here." He showed
another chart indicating that the Unity Party had well over amgority popularity. " Then we kegp pumping
out more faked stuff, while Mr. Grant's people work on the computers. Hell, it's been done before.”

"Won't work thistime." They turned to look at the youngest man in the room. Larry Moriarty,
Assgtant to the President and sometimes called the "resident heretic,” blushed at the attention. He was
naturaly shy, hated to be noticed until he got worked up. When he was fully corn-milted to an argument,
though, he could shout with the best of them. "The people know better. Bertram's people are already
getting jobs in the computer centers, aren't they Mr. Grant? They'll seeit inaminute.”

Grant nodded. He'd sent the report over the day before; interesting that Moriarty had digested it
aready.

"Y ou makethisagtraight old rigged eection, you'll have to use the CoDominium Marinesto keep
order," Moriarty continued.

"The day | need CoDominium Marinesto put down riotsin the United Statesisthe day | resign,” the
President said coldly. "I may bearedig, but there arelimitsto what | will do, gentlemen. You'll need a
new chief."

"That's easy to say, Mister President,” Grant said. He wanted his pipe, but the doctors had forbidden
it. The hdl withit, he thought, and took a cigarette from the pack in front of the Undersecretary for
Wedfare. "It's easy to say, but you can't do it. What happens after you resign?’

"l don't think | care," the President answered.

"But you do, gr," Grant continued. "We al do. The Unity Party supports the CoDominium, and the
CoDominium keepsthe peace. An ugly peace, but, by God, peace. | wish . .. Lord, how | wish ... that
support for the CoDominium treeties hadn't got tied so thoroughly to the Unity Party, but it did and that's
that. And you know damn well that evenin the Party it's only athin mgjority that supportsthe
CoDominium. Right, Harry?"

The Assistant Postmaster Genera nodded. "But don't forget, there's support for the CD in Bertram's
group.”



"Sure, but they hate our guts. Cal us corrupt,” Moriarty said. "They'reright, too."

"So flipping what if they're right?" Karins snapped. "Werein, they're out. Anybody who'sin very
long iscorrupt. If heain't, heantin.”

"| fail to seethe point of thisdiscussion,” the President interrupted. "1 for one do not enjoy being
reminded of dl thethings| have doneto keep this office, and | am sure most of you like it no better than
| do. The question is, what are we going to do? And | fed | must tell you that asfar as| am concerned,
nothing would make me happier than to have Mr. Bertram st in this chair. I'm tired, gentlemen. I've been
President for eight years, and | don't want it anymore.”

Everyone spoke at once, shouting to the President, murmuring to their neighbors, until Grant cleared
histhroat loudly. "Migter President," he said, using the tone of command he had been taught during his
brief tour in the Army Reserve. "Thank you, gentlemen. Mister President, that is, if you will pardon me,
gr, aludicrous suggestion. Thereisno one esein the Unity Party who has even aghost of achance of
winning. Y ou remain popular. The people trust you. Even Mr. Harmon spesks aswell of you as he does
of anyone not in hisgroup. Mr. Bertram thinks highly of you persondly. Y ou cannot resign without
dragging the Unity Party with you, and you cannot give that chair to Mr. Bertram. He couldn't hold it for
gx months."

"And would that redlly be so bad, John?" Lipscomb was using al the old charm now, thefireside
manner that the voters loved, the tones and warmth and expressions that won ambassadors and voters,
senators and taxpayers. "Arewe redly so sure that only we can save the human race, John? Or are we
merely interested in keeping our own power?"

"Some of both, | suppose,” Grant answered. "Not that | wouldn't mind retiring."

"Retirel" Karins snorted. "Y ou let Bertram's clean babies get in the filesfor two hours, none of uswill
retire to anything better'n a CD prison planet. Y ou got to be kidding, retire.”

"That may betrue,” the President said, "but there are other ways. Genera, what does happen if
Harmon takes power and sartsthe war?"

"Mr. Grant knows better than | do," Genera Carpenter said. When the otherslooked a him with
amazement, Carpenter continued. "Nobody's ever fought a nuclear war. Why should the uniform make
me more of an expert than you? But I'd say we could win. Heavy casudties, but our defenses are good.”
He gestured at the moving lights on the enormous wall projection. "Better technology than the Russki's.
Thelaser guns ought to get most of their missiles. CD Fleet won't |et either one of us use space weapons.
Wemight win."

"Wemight." Lipscomb wasgrim. "John?"

"We might not win. And we might succeed in killing about haf the human race. We might do better
than that. How in God's Name do | know what will happen if we start throwing nuclear weapons
around?'

"But the Russans aren't prepared,” aCommerce officia said. "If we hit them without
warning—people never change governmentsin the middle of awar.”

President Lipscomb sighed. "1 am not going to start anuclear war to retain power. Whatever | have
done, | have doneto keep peace. That'smy last excuse, | could never live with mysdlf if | sacrifice peace
to keep power. I'd rather sacrifice my power to keep peace.”

Grant cleared histhroat gently. "We couldn't do it anyway. If we started converting defensive missiles
to offensve, CoDominium Intelligence would hear about it in ten days. The Treaty preventsthat, you
know." Helit another cigarette. "Of course we could denounce the CoDominium. That would just about
assure us of losing the eection. And probably put Kadov's peoplein power in the Soviet Union.”

Kadov was apure Stainist, who wanted to liberate Earth for communism. Some called him the last
communist, but of course he wasn't the last. He had plenty of followers. Grant could remember a secret
conference with Ambassador Chemikov only weeks ago. The Soviet was a polished diplomat, but it was
obvious that he wanted something desperately. He wanted the United States to keep the pressure on, not
relax her defenses out at the borders of the U.S. sphere of influence, becauseif she ever let the
communist probes take anything out of the U.S. sphere without a hard fight, Kadov would gain more
influence & home,



Tdling Grant about it was as close to playing politics as a professond like Chemikov would ever
come; and it meant that Kadov was gaining influence, not loangit.

"Thisisdl nonsense," the Assistant Postmaster announced. "We aren't going to quit, we won't start
thewar, and we aren't going to lose. Now what does it take to get the support away from Mr. Clean
Bertram and funnel it back to us? A good scanda, right? Find Bertram's dirtier than we ever thought of
being, right? Catch some of hisboys plotting something really bad, right? Working with the Japs, maybe.
Giving the Japs nukes. I'm sure Mr. Grant can arrange something like that.”

Karins nodded vigoroudy. "That would do it. Disllluson hisorganizers, drive hisfollowersout. The
pro-CoDominium peoplein hisgroup will cometo uslike ashot." He paused, chuckled evilly. "'Course
some of 'emwill head for Millington's bunch." Karinslaughed again. No one worried about Millington's
Liberation Party very much. When they did worry, it was whether it would survive. Without his madmen
to causeriots and keep the taxpayers afraid, other measures the Unity Party had to take would never be
accepted. Millington's people gave the police some heads to crack, aniceriot for tri-v to keep the
Citizens amused and the taxpayers happy.

"| think we can safely leave the detailsto Mr. Grant,” Karins grinned.

"What will you do, John?" the President asked.

"Do you redly want to know, Mister President?’ Moriarty interrupted. "I don't.”

"Nor dol, but if | can condoneit, | can at least find out what it is. What will you do, John?"

"Frame-up, | suppose. Get aplot going, then uncover it."

"That?' Moriarty said. "Man, it'sgot to be better than that. The people are beginning to wonder
about plots.”

Grant nodded. "There will be evidence. Hard core, cast-iron evidence. Such as a secret arsena of
nuclear wegpons.”

Therewas agasp. Then Karins grinned widdly, laughed. "Oh, man, that'storeit. Hidden nukes. Redl
ones, | suppose?’

"Of course." Grant looked at the fast youth with distaste. What would be the point of fake nuclear
weapons? But Karinslived in aworld of deception, so much so that fake weapons would be appropriate
for this nightmare scene.

Karin chuckled again. "Better have lots of copswhen you break the story. People hear that, they'll
tear Bertram gpart.”

True enough, Grant thought. It was a point hed have to remember. Protection of those kids wouldn't
be easy. Not since one militant group A-bombed a Mississippi town, and acrimina syndicatetried to
hold San Francisco for a hundred million dollars ransom. People no longer thought of private stocks of
atomic wegpons as something to laugh at. They'd kill anyone they believed had some.

"Wewont involve Mr. Bertram persondly,” the President said grimly. "Not at any price and under
no circumstances. Isthat understood?"

"Yes, dr," John answered quickly. He hadn't liked the idea either, was eager to agree. " Just some of
histop aides." Grant stubbed out the cigarette. It, or something, had left afoul tastein his mouth. He
turned to Grand Senator Bronson. " Senator, the CoDominium will end up with fina custody, I'll seethat
they are sentenced to trangportation for life. I'd prefer it if they didn't have too hard a sentence to serve."

Bronson nodded, his hands clasped over hisvest, asatisfied smile breaking through the doubts he'd
had before. He could probably not have made aded with Bertram, thiswas better. "Oh, certainly,
whatever you like. Let them be planters on Tanith if they'll cooperate. We can seethey don't suffer.”

Like hell we can, Grant thought. Even as an independent planter, life on Tanith was no joy. He shook
his head wearily and lit another cigarette.

Grant left the meeting afew minuteslater. The others could continue the endless discussion, but for
Grant there was no point to it. The action they had to take was clear, and the longer they waited the
more time Bertram would have to assemble his supporters and harden his support. If something was
going to be done, it might aswell be now while Bertram's vote was soft. Give them areason to leave his
camp while they were dill unsure, don't play around with it. Grant had found al hislife that the wrong
action taken decisively and in time was often better than the right action taken later.



He thought about the Situation on hisway back to his office, and after he reached the Pentagon
summoned his deputies and issued orders. The whole thing took no more than an hour. The machinery
was dready in maotion.

Grant's colleagues dways said he was, rash, too quick to take actions without looking at al their
conseguences. They also conceded that he was lucky, that what he did usually worked out well, but they
complained that he didn't think it over enough. John Grant saw no point in enlightening them: he did think
things over, but by anticipating them rather than reacting to crisis. He had known that Bertram's support
was growing alarmingly for weeks, had made up contingency plansfor the event in case Karins polls
turned out badly. He hadn't expected them to come out that bad, but it only indicated that the drastic
actions Grant had dready planned were needed immediately. Within days there would be aleak from
the, conference; there alwayswas. Not aleak about the actions to be taken, but about the darm and
concern. Some secretary would notice that Grant had come back to the Pentagon after dismissing his
driver. Another would see that Karins chuckled more than usua when heleft the Ova Office, that
Senator Bronson and the Assistant Postmaster Generad went off to have adrink together, al thelittle
nuances, and someone else would put the facts together—the President's saff was worried. Another
clerk would add that Karins was reporting on political trends, and another would overhear aremark
about Bertram. . .

No. If they had to take action, take it now while it might work. Grant dismissed hisaides with asense
of satisfaction. He had been ready, and the crisswould be over before it began. It was only after they
|eft that he crossed the paneled room to the teak cabinet, opened it, and poured a doubl e scotch.

Helaughed a himsdf ashe drank it. That'sthe boy, Grant. Tear hell out of your ulcer. Punish
yoursdlf, you can atone for what you're doing. What you need is agood wife. Somebody who doesn't
know a damn thing about politics, who'll listen and tell you you had to do it, that you're till agood man.
Everybody ought to have a source of comfort like that. He envied the statesmen of the old days when
there would be a Father Confessor trained in statecraft that you could go to for reassurance.
Reassurance and maybe alittle warning, do this or that or you won't be forgiven.

The Maryland countryside dipped past far below asthe Cadillac cruised dong on autopilot. A ribbon
antennaran dmost to Grant's house, and he watched the twilight scene, house lights blinking, afew
surface cars on the roads. Behind him was the sprawling mass of ColumbiaWelfare Idand where most of
the people displaced from Washington had ended up, lumps of poured concrete buildings and roof
parks, the seething resentment of usdlesslife kept placid by government furnished supplies of Tanith
hashpot and borloi and chesp booze. A man born in one of those complexes could stay there dl hislifeif
he wanted to, and some did. Grant tried to imagine what it would be like there, but he couldn't. Reports
from his agents gave him an intellectua picture, but there was no way to identify with those people, the
hopel essness and dulled senses, burning hatreds and terrors. Karins knew, though. Karins had begun his
life on awdfareidand somewhere in the midwest, clawing hisway through the schoolsto ascholarship,
refusng stimulants and dope and never watching tri-v . . . wasit worth it?

The speaker on the dash suddenly cameto life, Beethoven cut off in mid bar. "WARNING. YOU
ARE APPROACHING A GUARDED AREA. UNAUTHORIZED CRAFT WILL BE DESTROYED
WITHOUT FURTHER WARNING. IF YOU HAVE A LEGITIMATE ERRAND IN THIS
RESTRICTED AREA, FOLLOW THE GUIDE BEAM TO THE POLICE CHECK STATION. THIS
ISA FINAL WARNING."

The Cadillac automatically turned off course, riding the beam down toward State Police
headquarters, and Grant cursed. He fumbled with switches on the dash, spoke softly. "Thisis John Grant,
resident in Peachem's Bay. Something seemsto be wrong with my transponder.”

There was a short wait, then the mechanical voice on the speaker was replaced by a soft feminine
tone. "We're very sorry, Mr. Grant. Y our signal is correct. Our identification unit seemsto be out of
order. Y ou may proceed, of course.”

"Y eah. Better get that thing fixed before it shoots up ataxpayer,” Grant said irritably. Anne Arundel
County was a Unity Party stronghold, how long would it last if there was an accident like that? The
taxpayers would begin to listen to Bertram and his Freedom Party cant.



"Wewill seetoitimmediately, sr," the girl answered. "Good evening.”

"Yeah. All right, I'm going home." He took the manua controls and cut across country, ignoring
regulations. If they wanted to give him aticket—all they could do now that they knew who he was—| et
them. His banking computer would pay the fine without Grant ever being aware of it. It brought awry
smileto hisface—traffic regulations were broken, computers noted it in their memories, other computers
paid the fines, and no human ever became aware of them. Until finally there were enough ticketsthat a
warning of license sugpension would beissued. Since that could never happen to Grant, there was no
way held ever find out about violations.

There was his home ahead, a big rambling early Twentieth Century place on the cove, hisyacht a
anchor offshore, wooded grounds. Be nice to stay there afew weeks. He wondered if he wanted to
retire. The President certainly did, and most of his colleagues said much the same. The thought of along
rest, repair to hisulcer, salling out to Bermuda, that was intriguing, but years of inactivity? He couldn't
imagine life without responsibilities, and the thought of retirement was vagudy frightening. Hed seen too
many old friends come apart just when it looked like they ought to be happiest.

Carver, the chauffer, rushed out to help Grant down from the Cadillac and take it to the garage;
Hapwood was waiting with aglass of sherry inthe big library. Prince Bismark, shivering in the presence
of hisgod, put his Doberman head on Grant's [ap and stared into his eyes, ready to legp into thefire at
command. Therewasirony in the Stuation. At home, Grant enjoyed the power of afeudd lord, but it
was a power that many wealthy men could command, and it was limited by how strongly the staff felt it
worthwhile to stay out of Welfare. But he had only to lift the Security phonein the corner, and hisred
power, completdy invisble and limited only by what the President wanted to find out, would operate. An
interesting thing, power. Wedlth gave him the visible power, heredity the power over thedog . . . what
gave him thereal power of the Security phone?

"What time would you like dinner, sir?' Hapwood asked. "And Miss Sharon is here with aguest.”

"A guest?' Grant asked.

"Yes, gr. A young man, Mr. Allan Torrey, ar.”

"Havethey eaten?"

"Yes, dr. Miss Ackridge called to say that you would be home, but late for dinner.”

"All right, Hapwood. I'll eat now and see Miss Grant and her guest afterwards.”

"Very good, gr. | will inform the cook.” Hapwood |eft theroom invisbly.

Grant smiled again. Hapwood was another fugitive from Welfare, aman who grew up spesking a
didect that Grant would never recognize. What had possessed him to study the mannerisms of English
butlers of ahundred years before, perfecting his style until he was known al over the county asthe
perfect household manager? Why would aman do that?

Certainly therewas money init. Hapwood didn't know it, but Grant had arecord of every cent his
butler took in, kickbacks from grocers and caterers, "contributions' from gardeners, and the surprisingly
well managed investment portfolio. Hapwood could have retired to his own house years ago, moved to
another part of the country and assumed the life of ataxpayer investor, but instead here he was, till the
perfect butler. It had intrigued Grant enough to have his agents look into Hapwood very carefully, but the
man had no politics other than staunch support for Unity, and the only suspicious thing about his contacts
were the refinement with which he extracted money from every transaction involving Grant'shouse. The
man had no children and whatever sexual needs he experienced were satisfied by infrequent tripsto the
fringe areas around Wedlfare.

Grant ate mechanically, hurrying to be through and see his daughter, yet afraid to meet the boy she
had brought home. For amoment he thought of using the Security phone to find out more about him, but
he shook his head angrily. Too much of thiskind of Security thinking wasn't good; for once he was going
to be a parent meeting his daughter'sintended. He left half his steak uneaten and went to the
high-ceilinged library, sat behind the massve Orientd fruitwood desk with its huge bronzefittings. Behind
him and to both sides the walls were lined with bookshe ves, immacul ate dust-free accounts of the people
of dead Empires. It had been years since he took one down. Now, al his reading was confined to
typescript reports, some copied by human secretaries but most generated by computers. They told alive



story about living people, but sometimes, late at night, as Grant sat in the huge library he wondered if his
country were not as dead as the empiresin his books. He loved his country but hated her people, al of
them: Karins and the new breed, the tranquilized Citizensin their welfare idands, the smug taxpayerswho
grimly held their privileges . . . So what wasit that he loved? Only history, the story of the greatness that
had once been the United States, something found only in books and not in the neat reports with their
bright red Security covers.

But then Sharon camein, alovely girl, far prettier than her mother but without her mother's poise.
She ushered inatall boy in hisearly twenties. Asthey crossed the room Grant studied him closdly. Nice
looking. Long hair, neetly trimmed, conservative moustache for these times dthough it would have been
pretty wild in Grant'sday. Blue and violet tunic, red scarf . . . alittle flashy, but even John Jr. went in for
clothes like that whenever he got out of CoDominium uniform.

The boy waked hestantly, dmost timidly. Grant wondered if it were fear of him and hispositionin
the government, or just the natural nervousness of ayoung man about to talk to hisfiancéesfather. The
tiny diamond on Sharon's hand sparkled in the yellow light from the fireplace, and she held the hand
unnaturaly, not sure of hersalf with the unfamiliar ring.

"Daddy, | . . . I'vetdked so much about him, thisis Allan. He's just asked me to marry him! I'm so
happy!" Trustingly, sure of his approva, never thinking for a second—Grant wondered if Sharon wasn't
the only person in the country who didn't fear him. Except for John Jr., who thank God was beyond the
reach of the power of Grant's Security phone. The CD Fleet took care of its own.

"Hello, Allan." Grant stood, extended his hand. Torrey's grip was firm, but his eyes avoided Grant's.
"So you want to marry my daughter.” He glanced pointedly at her left hand. "Looks like she gpprovesthe
idea, anyway."

"Yes, dr. Uh, she wanted to wait and ask you before she let me put thering on, but well ... it'smy
fault, Sr." Torrey looked at him thistime, dmost defiant.

"Yes. Wdll .. . Sharon, aslong as you're home for the evening, | wish you'd speak to Hapwood
about Prince Bismark. | don't think the animal is being fed properly.”

"Y ou mean right now?" she asked. She tightened her small mouth into apout. "Redlly, Daddy, thisis
Victorian! Sending me out of the room while you talk to my fiancél"

"Yes itis igntit?" Grant sad nothing else, and finaly she turned away.

Then, impishly: "Don't let him scare you, Allan. He's about as dangerous asthat . . . that moosehead
in the trophy room!" She fled before there could be any reply.

They sat awkwardly, Grant coming out from behind his desk to Sit near the fire with young Torrey.
Drinks, offer of asmoke, dl the usud amenities, anything to avoid saying something important, but finaly
Hapwood had brought their refreshments and the door was closed.

"All right, Allan,” John began. "Let's betrite and get it over with. How do you intend to support
her?'

Torrey looked straight at him, his eyes dancing with what Grant was sure he recognized as concealed
amusement. "l expect to be appointed to the Department of the Interior. I'm atrained engineer.”

"Interior?" Grant thought for a second. The answer surprised him, he hadn't thought the boy was just
another office seeker. Well, why not?"| supposeit could be arranged.”

Torrey grinned. It was an infectious grin, and Grant liked it. "Well, Sir, it'saready arranged . . . |
wasn't asking for ajob.”

"Oh?" Grant shrugged. "I hadn't heard anything—youl'l be Civil Service, then?"

"No, sir, Deputy Assistant Secretary. Natural Resources Control. Environments. | took aMaster'sin
ecology with my engineering degree.”

"That'sinteresting, but | can't recall seeing anything about the gppointment ..."

"It won't be officia yet, Sir. Not until Mr. Bertram is President. For the moment I'm on hisstaff.” The
grinwas gl there, and it was friendly, not hostile, not mocking. The boy thought politicswas agame,
wanted towin ...

He's seen the polls, Grant thought. God knows—Allan Torrey? Just who was he on Bertram's staff?
"Givemy regardsto Mr. Bertram when you see him. What isit you do for him?”'



Allan shrugged. "Write speeches, carry the mail, run the Xerox—you've been in campaign
headquarters, dr. I'm the guy who gets all the jobs nobody el se wants."

Grant laughed. "Y eah. Started that way myself. Only staffer they could afford to use as agopher,
they didn't have to pay me. | soon put a stop to that, though. Hired my own gopher out of what | used to
contribute. | guessthat's not open to you, isit?’

"No, sr. My father'sataxpayer, but . . . well, paying taxesis pretty tough right now."

"Yes" Well a least he wasn't from a Citizen family. Torrey, now just who the hell ... he could find out
when Flora had the Security report. Important thing now wasto get to know this boy.

It was hard to do. Allan was frank, open, more relaxed after Hapwood brought histhird drink. Grant
was pleased to see that the boy refused afourth. But there was nothing of substance to talk about. No
consciousness of the redlities of palitics. One of Bertram's child crusaders, out to save the United States
from people like John Grant although he was too polite to say so. John could remember when he was
that young, wanted to save the world, but then it was so different. Nobody wanted to end the
CoDominium then, they were too happy to have the Cold War under control at last. What happened to
the great sense of relief when everybody could stop worrying about atomic wars? It was al anybody
could think of when Grant was young, how this might be the Last Generation . . . now they took it for
granted that there would aways be peace. Was peace, then, such alittle thing? He realized that Torrey
was speaking.

"Takethe BgjaProject for example. All those nuclear power plants. And the artificia harbors.
Therma pollution of the Seaof Cortez! They'll kill off awhole ecology just for their cities. And it isn't
necessary, Sir. | know we have to have living space for cities, God knows | don't want the Citizens
cooped up intheir welfare idands, but that isn't what the government is planning. What they're going to
build will be more estates for taxpayers, not a decent place for the Citizens." He was speaking intently,
trying to burn past Grant's gentility, to get to the man undernegth.

"I know it isn't part of your Department, Sir. Y ou probably don't even know what they're doing. But
itssowrong. .. I'msorry, g, but | redly believeit. The Lipscomb government has beenintoo long. It's
got away from the people, and ... and I'm sure you're not aware of it, but the corruption! Sir, | wish you
could see some of the reports we have, some of the dirty things the government's done just to stay in
power. It'stime for achange, and Mr. Bertram isthe man, | know heis."

Grant's smilewas thin, but he managed to bring it off. "Maybe you'reright. | wouldnt mind livingin
this house ingtead of the Pentagon. Might aswdll live in Washington for al thetime | manageto get out
here." What was the point of it? He wouldn't convince this boy, and Sharon wanted him . . . held drop
Bertram after the scandals broke. And how could Grant explain that the Bgja Project was developed to
ad asyndicate of taxpayers, that without their support the government wouldn't last amonth? The damn
fools, of course they were wrecking the Gulf of California—oh hell, Seaof Cortez. Call it that, it made
the six states which were formerly the Republic of Mexico happier. Of course they were wrecking it,
through sheer shortsighted idiocy, but what could the government do? Y ou might get the Citizensto
huddle around tri-v in their welfare idands, smoke borloi, but without taxpayers . . . Therewas no point
in explanations. At that boy's age, Grant wouldn't have believed it either.

Finaly, painfully, theinterview was over. And there was Sharon, grinning sheepishly because shewas
engaged to one of Bertram's people, understanding what that really meant no better than Allan Torrey. It
wasjust agame, Bertram would bein government and Lipscomb, the Unity Party, would bethe
opposition, just the game that the Republicans and Democrats used to play.

How could you tell them that if Unity ever went out, the ruleswould change, there wouldn't be an
ateration anymore. Y ou'd get Bertram against Harmon, or Bertram against the Liberation Party, or
worse, Harmon and the Liberation people working together against Bertram, and somebody would try to
mobilize the Citizens, get them involved, and the whole structure would come crashing down.. . . and
then? Then the Leader, the Man with a Cause, the Friend of The People. It was dl there, told time and



time again in those asepticaly clean booksall around him.

BERTRAM AIDESARRESTED BY INTERCONTINENTAL BUREAU OF
INVESTIGATION!! IBI RAIDS SECRET WEAPONS CACHE. NUCLEAR WEAPONS
HINTED!!!

Chicago, May 15, (UPI)—IBI agents here have arrested five top aides to Senator Harvey Bertram
inwhat government officials call one of the most despicable plots ever discovered. . .

Grant sat at his desk and read the transcript of the extra tri-v newscast without satisfaction. It had all
gone according to plan, and now there was nothing | eft to do. The evidence wasthere. He could let
Bertram's people wiggle dl they wanted to, chalenge jurors, challenge judges. The Attorney Generd, ina
spirit of fairness, would even waive the government's rights under the Thirty-first Amendment, let the case
be tried under the old adversary rules. It wouldn't matter.

Then, in small type, there it was, and he gasped. "Arrested were Grigory Kalamintor, 19, press
Secretary to Bertram: Timothy Girodano, 22, secretary: Allan Torrey, 22, executive assistant . . " the rest
of the page blurred. "Oh my God, what have we done?' Grant asked. He sat with his head in his hands.

He hadn't moved when Miss Ackridge buzzed. ™Y our daughter on Four, sir. She seems upst.”

"Yes" Grant punched the button. Sharon's face swam into view, her makeup ruined by long stresks
of tears. She looked ten years older, she looked like her mother during oneof . . .

"Daddy! They've arrested Allan! And | know it isn't true, | wasin that housein Chicago two days
ago, they didn't have any secret arsend . . . there wasn't any reason for them to have nuclear weapons! A
lot of Mr. Bertram's people said you'd never let the country have an honest eection. They said John
Grant would seeto it, and | told them they werewrong . . . Daddy, what happened? It'strue, isn't it?

Y ou've donethisto stop the éection.”

Hetried to say something, but there was nothing to say. She wasright. But where was she calling
from, who might belistening in?"l don't know what you're talking abouit. | saw the newscast about
Allan'sarrest, but | know nothing more. Come home, kitten, welll talk about it there.”

"Oh no! Y ou're not getting mein that big house! Have Dr. Pollard come over, give anicefriendly
little shot, and | forget al about Allan ... NO! I'm staying right here until . . . | guess| just won't be
coming home, Daddy. And when | go to the newspapers, | think they'll listen to me. | don't know what to
tell them, but I'm sure Mr. Bertram's people can write something for me. How do you like that, Mister
God?'

"Anything you tell the press about the government will be alie, Sharon. Y ou don't know anything.”
He fought to stay cam, but he couldn't think what to do. He noticed his assistant get up and leave the
office.

"Lies?Wheredid | learnto lie? I'm only following your example, Daddy dear." The screen went
blank. She had hung up on him.

Wasit that thin, he thought? The trust sheld had in him, the love, whatever it was ... wasit that thin?

"Sir?' It was Hartman, his assstant.

"y es”

"Shewas cdling from ahousein Champaign, Illinois. A Bertram headquarters they think we don't
know about. The phone had a guaranteed no-trace deviceoniit.”

"Trugting lot, aren't they?" Grant said. "Have some good men watch the house, but leave her alone.”
He stood, felt awave of something, dizziness and something el se, so that he had to hold the edge of the
desk "MAKE DAMN SURE THEY LEAVE HER ALONE, DO YOU UNDERSTAND?' he
shouted.

Hartman went as pae as Grant. The chief hadn't raised his voice to one of hisown peopleinfive
years. "Yes, dr, | understand.”

"And get out of here." John spoke carefully, in low tones, and the cold mechanica voice was more
terrifying than the shout.

Alone he sat staring at the blank telephone, sitting at the seat of power. Now what, he thought? It
wasn't generdly known that Sharon was engaged to the boy, in fact hardly anyone knew it. Hed talked
them out of making it forma until the banns could be announced in the Nationa Cathedrd, dl the



requirements of the Church satisfied. At thetime it wasjust something they should do, buit ...

But what? He couldn't have the boy released. Not that boy. He wouldn't keep silence as the price of
his own freedom. He'd be at a newscaster's booth within five minutes. And then the headlines:
BERTRAM AIDE ACCUSES GOVERNMENT. DAUGHTER OF DEPUTY SECRETARY OF
DEFENSE SAY S SECRET NUKE CACHE A PLANT ARRANGED BY HER FATHER.

Or something more clever. Of course Bertram's people would say it was aplant, but that didn't
matter. Anyone accused of what was nearly the ultimate crime would say that. But if the daughter of the
top secret policeman in the country said it . . . He punched the communicator.

Grand Senator Bronson appeared on the screen, looked up in surprise. "Oh, hello, John. Need
something?' Bronson asked it nervoudy. Whenever John Grant called on the specid scrambled circuit,
interrupting al other business, cutting off al other conversations, it waslikely to be unpleasant.

"Areyou done?"

"Yes"

"When's the next CD warship going outsystem? Not a colony ship, and most especially not a prison
ship. A warship.”

"Why ... | don't know. | suppose anything could be arranged if you'd . . . what's on your mind,
John?"

"I want—" Grant hesitated. But there was no timeto be lost. None. "I want space for two very
important prisoners. A ... amarried couple. The crew isnot to know their identities, and any crewman
who comesin contact with them stays outsystem for at least five years. Got that? | want these people put
down on agood colony world, something decent. Like Sparta, where they can't get back again. Nobody
ever comes here from Sparta, do they?’

"But. . .yes, | supposeit can be arranged.” Grant's expression discouraged debate.

"It will be arranged. And for tonight. I'll have the prisoners brought to you tonight. Y ou have that CD
ship ready. And .. . and it better not be the Saratoga. My son'son that one, hell .. . helll know one of
the prisoners.” Grant reached for the phone, then drew his hand back. "Make sure thereésachaplain
aboard, the kidswill be getting married.”

Bronson frowned into the telephone lens. " John, are you sure you're dl right?”

"Y es. One other thing. They're to have agood estate on Sparta, but they're not to know who
arranged it. Just teke care of it for meand I'll pay. You haveit al?’

It was dl so very smple. Direct his agents to arrest Sharon, conduct her to CD Intdligence. No, he
wouldn't want to see her first. Have the Attorney General's office send young Torrey to the same place,
let it out that he'd escaped, try him in absentia. It wasn't as neat ashaving al of them convicted in open
court, but there'd be enough convictions.

Inside, something screamed at him, screamed again and again, thiswas his daughter, his pretty little
girl, the only person in the world who wasn't afraid of him ... cdmly, dmost gently, Grant leaned back in
his leather chair. What world would it be for her if the government fell?

Hedictated ingtructionsfor his agents, took the flimsy order sheet from the writer. Hishand didn't
tremble at dl ashe sgned it. Then, dowly, carefully, he leaned back again, tasting the blood and bile that
he knew would bein histhroat therest of hislife: tasting the price of peace.



