Second in sze only to Jupiter, bigger than a thousand Earths but light enough to float in water, home
of cushing gravity and delicate, ssemingly impossible rings, it dazzles and attracts us. Saturn

Eath groans under the rule of fundamentdig politicd regimes. Crigs dfter criss has given
authoritarians the upper hand. Freedom and opportunity exist in space, for those with the nerve and ill
to run the risks.

Now the governments of Earth are encouraging many of ther most incorrigible dissidents to join a
great ark on a one-way expedition, twice Jupiter's distance from the Sun, to Saturn, the ringed planet that
baffled Gdlileo and has fascinated astronomers ever since.

But humans will be human, on Eath or in the heavens—so amid the idedism permesating Space
Habitat Goddard are many individuas with long-term schemes, each awaiting the right moment. And
hidden from them is the greatest secret of dl, the red purpose of this expedition, known to only a few....
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Once more to dearest Barbara, and to Dr. Jerry Poumelle, a colleague and friend who
originated the term "shepherd satellites’ but never received the credit for it that he deserves.

There are some questions in Astronomy to which we are attracted ... on account of ther peculiarity ...
[rather] than from any direct advantage which their solution would afford to mankind.... | am not aware
that any practical use has been made of Saturn's Rings.... But when we contemplate the Rings from a
purdy scientific point of view, they become the most remarkable bodies in the heavens.... When we have
actudly seen that great arch swing over the equator of the planet without any visble connection, we
cannot bring our mindsto rest.

— James Clerk Maxwell.

Asthe new century begins ... we may be ready to settle down before we wreck the planet. It istime
to sort out Earth and caculate what it will take to provide a satifying and sustaingble life for everyone
into the indefinite future.... For every person in the world to reach present U.S. levels of consumption
would require [the resources of] four more planet Earths.

— Edward O. Wilson.



BOOK |

For the same reason | have resolved not to put anything around Saturn except whet | have dready
observed and revealed—that is, two smdl stars which touch it, one to the east and one to the west, in
which no dteration has ever yet been seen to take place and in which none is to be expected in the
future, barring some very strange event remote from every other motion known to or even imagined by
us But as to the suppostion ... that Saturn is sometimes oblong and sometimes accompanied by two
gars on its flanks, Your Excelency may rest assured that this results ether from the imperfection of the
telescope or the eye of the observer.... 1, who have observed it athousand times at different periods with
an excdlent instrument, can assure you that no change whatever is to be seen in it. And reason, based
upon our experiences of dl other stdlar motions, renders us certain that none will ever be seen, for if
these stars had any mations smilar to those of other stars, they would long since have been separated
from or conjoined with the body of Saturn, even if that movement were a thousand times dower than that
of any other star which goes wandering through the heavens.

Gdileo Gdlile.
Letters on Sunspots.
4 May 1612



SELENE: ASTRO CORPORATION HEADQUARTERS

Pancho Lane frowned at her sgter. "His name isn't even Macolm Eberly. He changed it."
Susan gmiled knowingly.
"Oh, what diff's that make?"

"He was born Max Erlenmeyer, in Omaha, Nebraska," Pancho sad gernly. "He was arrested in Linz,
Audtria, for fraud in 'eighty-four, tried to flee the country and—"

"l don't care about that! It's ancient! He's changed. He's not the same man he was then.”
"You're not going."

"Yes | am," Susan inggted, the beginnings of a frown of her own creasing her brow. "I'm going and
you can't stop mel”

“I'myour legd guardian, Suse.”
"Poosh! What's that got to do with pit? I'm dmogt fifty years old, f'red.”

Susan Lane did not ook much more than twenty. She had died when sheld been a teenager, killed by
alethd injection that Pancho hersdf had shot into her emaciated am. Once dinicaly dead she had been
frozen in liguid nitrogen to await the day when medica science could cure the carcinoma that was raging
through her young body. Pancho had brought her cryonic sarcophagus to the Moon when she began
working as an astronaut for Astro Manufacturing Corporation. Eventudly Pancho became a member of
Adgtro's board of directors, and findly its charman. Still Susan waited, entombed in her bath of liguid
nitrogen, waiting until Pancho was certain that she could be reborn to anew life

It took more than twenty years. And once Susan was revived and cured of the cancer that had been
killing her, her mind was dmog a tota blank. Pancho had expected that; cryonics reborns usudly lost
mog of the neurd connections in the cerebra cortex. Even Saito Yamegata, the powerful founder of
Y amagata Corporation, had come out of his cryonic deep with amind as blank as a newborn baby's.

So Pancho fed and bathed and toilet trained her sigter, an infant in a teenager's body. Taught her to
walk, to speak again. And brought the best neurophysologigts to Sdene to treat her Sster's brain with
injections of memory enzymes and RNA. She even considered nanotherapy but decided agand it;
nanotechnology was dlowed in Selene, but only under stringent controls, and the experts admitted that
they didn't think nanomachines could help Susan to recover her lost memories.

Those years were difficult, but gradualy a young adult emerged, a woman who looked like the Suse
that Pancho remembered, but whose persondity, whose attitudes, whose mind were digurbingly
different. Susan remembered nothing of her earlier life, but thanks to the neuroboosters she had received



her memory now was dmogt eldetic: if she saw or heard something once, she never forgot it. She could
recdl details with a precison that made Pancho's head svim.

Now the sigters sat glaing a each other: Pancho on the plush burgundy pseudoleather couch in the
corner of her sumptuous office, Susan Stting tensaly on the edge of the low dingchar on the other sde of
the curving lunar glass coffee table, her elbows on her knees.

They looked enough dike to be immediatdy recognized as ssters. Both were tdl and rangy, long leen
legs and arms, dim ahletic bodies. Pancho's skin was little darker than a well-tanned Caucasian's,
Susan's a shade richer. Pancho kept her har trimmed down to a skullcgp of tightly-curled fuzz that was
flecked with spots of fashionable gray. Susan had taken treatments to make her dark-brown har long
and luxurious, she wore it in the latest pageboy fashion, spilling down to her shoulders. Her dothing was
latest mod, too: a floor-length faux stk gown with weightsin its hem to keep the skirt hanging right in the
low lunar gravity. Pancho was in a no-nonsense business suit of powder gray: a taillored cardigan jacket
and flared dacks over her comfortable lunar softboots. She wore sensble accents of jewdry at her
earlobes and wrigts. Susan was unadorned, except for the decd across her forehead: a miniaure of
Saurn, the ringed planet.

Susan broke the lengthening silence. "Panch, you can't stop me. I'm going.”

"But... dl the way out to Saturn? With aflock of political exiles?!

"They're not exiled"

"Cm on, Soose, hdf the governments back Earthsgde are deaning out their detention camps.”

Susan's back diffened. "Those fundamentdist regimes you're dways complaining about are
encouraging their nonbelievers and dissdents to Sgn on for the Saturn expedition. Encouraging, not
deporting.”

"They're getting rid of their troublemakers,”" Pancho said.

"Not troublemakers! Free thinkers. Idedists. Men and women who're ticked with the way things are
on Earth and willing to warp off, zip out, and start new lives”

"Midits and macontents” Pancho muttered. " Square pegs in round holes.”

"The habitat will be populated by the best and brightest people of Earth,” Susan retorted.
"Yegh, you wish."

"l know. And I'm going to be one of them."

"Cripes dmighty, Soose, Saturn's ten times farther from the Sun than we are.”

"What of it?" Susan said, with that irritating amile again. "You were the fird to go as far as the Belt,
weren't you?'

"Y egh, but-"

"You went out to the Jupiter ation, di'n't you?"

Pancho could do nathing but nod.

"So I'm going out to Saturn. | won't be done. Therell be ten thousand of us, f'red! That is, if Mdcolm



can weed out the red troublemakers and sgn up good workers. I'm heping him do the interviews™
"Make sure that's dl you're hdping him with," Pancho groused.
Susan's amile turned dightly wicked. "He's been a perfect gentleman, dammit.”

"Bliger my butt on a goddam’ Harley," Pancho grumbled. And she thought, Damned near thirty years
I've been working my way up the corporation but ten minutes with Suse and she's got me talkin' West
Texas again.

"It's a great thing, Panch,” said Susan, earnest now. "It's a misson, redly. Were going out on a
fiveyear misson to sudy the Saturn system. Scientists, enginears, famers, a whole sdf-sustaining
community!”

Pancho saw that her Sster was genuindy excited, like a kid on her way to a thrill park. Damn! she
sad to hersdf. Susie's got the body of an adult but the mind of a teenager. Ther€ll be nothing but grief for
her out there, without me to protect her.

"Say it clicks, Panch,” Susan asked softly, through lowered lashes. "Tdl me you're not ticked a me”
"I'm not sore," Pancho said truthfully. "I'm worried, though. Youll be dl aone out there.”

"With ten thousand otherd™

"Without your big Sgter.”

Susan sad nathing for a heartbesat, then she reached across the coffee table and grasped Pancho's
hand. "But Panch, don't you see? That'swhy I'm doing it! That'swhy I've got to do it! I've got to go out
onmy own. | can't live like some little kid with you doing everything for me! I've got to be freg!™

Sagging back into the softly yidding sofa, Pancho murmured, "Yeah, | suppose you do. | guess |
knew it dl dong. It'sjudt that... | worry about you, Suse"

"Il be fine, Panch. Youll seel"
"l sure hope 0."

Elated, Susan hopped to her feet and headed for the door. "Youll see” she repeated. "It's gonna be
great! Cosmic!"

Pancho sighed and got to her feet.

"Oh, by the way," Susan cdled over her shoulder as she opened the office door, "I'm changing my
name. I'm not gonna be caled Susan anymore. From now on, my nameis Hally."

And she ducked through the door before Pancho could say a word more.

"Hally," Pancho muttered to the closed door. Where in the ever-lovin' blue-eyed world did she get
that from? she wondered. Why's she want to change her name?

Shaking her head, Pancho told the phone to connect with her security chief. When his handsome,
sguare-jawed face took shapein the air above her desk, she sad:

"Wenddl, | need somebody to ride that goddamned habitat out to Saturn and keep tabs on my ster,
without her knowin' it."



"Right away," the security chief answered. He looked away for a moment, then said, "Um, about
tonight, I—"

"Never mind about tonight,” Pancho snapped. "You just get somebody onto that habitat. Somebody
good! Get on it right now."

"Yes mdam!" said Pancho's security chief.



LUNAR ORBIT: HABITAT GODDARD

Macolm Eberly tried to hide the panic that was Hill frothing like a storm-tossed sea ingde him. Along
with the fifteen other department leaders, he stood perfectly dill at the main entrance to the habitat.

The ride up from Earth had been an agony for him. From the ingant the Clippership had gone into
Earth orbit and the feding of gravity had dwindled to zero, Eberly had fought a death sruggle againg the
terror of weightlessness. Strapped into his well-cushioned seat, he had exerted every effort of his
willpower to fight back the horrible urge to vomit. | will not give in to this, he told himsdf through gritted
teeth. Pale and soaked with cold sweat, he resolved that he would not make a fool of himsdf in front of
the others.

Getting out of his seat once the Clippership had made rendezvous with the transfer rocket was sheer
torture. Eberly kept his head rigidly unmoving, hisfigts clenched, his eyes squeezed down to dits. To the
chearful commands of the flight attendants, he followed the bobbing gray coverdls of the woman ahead
of him and made his way adong the aide hand over hand from one seat back to the next until he glided
through the hatch into the trandfer vehicle, dill in zero gravity, gagging as his indgdes floated up into his
throdt.

No one ese seemed to be asill as he. The rest of them—fifteen other men and women, al department
leaders as he was—were chatting and laughing, even experimenting with alowing themselves to float up
off the Velcro carpeting of the passenger compartment. The sght of it made Eberly's ssomach turn ingde
out.

Sill he held back the bile that was burning his throat. 1 will not givein to this, he told himsdf over and
over. | will prevail. A man can accomplish anything he sets hismind to if he has the strength and the will.

Strapped down again in a seat indde the transfer rocket, he stared rigidly ahead as the ship lit off its
engines to dart its flight to lunar orbit. The thrust was gentle, but at leest it provided some feding of
weight. Only for afew seconds, though. The rocket engines cut off and he fdt again as if he were fdling,
endlesdy fdling. Everyone ese was chattering away, severd of them boasting about how many times they
hed been in space.

Of course! Ebely redized. They've dl done this before. They've experienced this wretchedness
before and now it doesn't bother them. They're dl from wedthy families rich, spoiled children who've
never had a careinther lives I'm the only one here who's never been off the Earth before, the only one
who's had to fight and claw for aliving, the only one who's known hunger and sickness and fear.

I've got to make good here. I've got to! Otherwise they'll send me back. I'll diein afilthy prison cell.

Through sheer mentd exertion Eberly endured the hours of weightlessness. When the woman in the
Seat next to him tried to engage him in conversation he replied tersely to her inane remarks, desperately
fighting to keep her from seeing how sick he was. He forced a amile, hoping that she would not notice the



cold sweet beading his upper lip. He could fed it soaking the cheap, thin shirt he wore. After a while she
stopped her chattering and turned her attention to the display screen built into the seat backs.

Eberly concentrated on the images, too. The screen showed the habitat, an unganly cylinder hanging
inthe emptiness of space like alength of sewer pipe left behind by a vanished condruction crew. As they
approached it, though, the habitat grew bigger and bigger. Eberly could see that it was rotating dowly; he
knew that the spin created a feding of gravity ingde the cylinder. Numbers ran through his mind: The
habitat was twenty kilometersin length, four kilometers across. It rotated every forty-five seconds, which
produced a centrifugd force equivaent to normd Earth gravity.

In his growing excitement he dmog forgot the unease of his somach. Now he could see the long
windows running the length of the gigantic cylinder. And the Moon came into view, shining brightly. But
seen this close, the Moon was ugly, scarred and pitted with countless craters. One of the biggest of them,
Eberly knew, housed the city-state of Selene.

Swiftly the habitat grew to blot out everything else. For a moment Eberly feared they would crash into
it, even though his rationd mind told him that the ship's pilots had their flight under precise control. He
could see the solar mirrors hugging the cylinder's curving sides. And bulbs and knobs dotting the habitat's
kin, like bumps on a cucumber. Some of them were observation blisters, he knew. Others were docking
ports, thruster pods, airlocks.

"This is your captain spesking,” said a woman's voice from the speakers set above each display
screen. "We have gone into a rendezvous orbit around the habitat. In three minutes we will be docking.
Youll fed abump or two: nothing to be darmed about.”

The thump jarred dl the passengers. Eberly gripped his seat arms tightly and waited for more. But
nothing else happened. Except—

His innards had settled down! He no longer fet sick. Gravity had returned and he fet norma agan.
No, better than normd. He turned to the woman Stting beside him and studied her face briefly. It was a
round, dmost chubby face with large dark dmond eyes and curly black har. Her skin was smooth,
young, but swarthy. Eberly judged she was of Mediterranean descent, Greek or Spanish or perhaps
Italian. He amiled broadly at her.

"Here weve been stting next to each other for more than Sx hours and | havent even told you my
name. I'm Macolm Eberly."

She amiled back. "Yes | can see” Tapping the name badge pinned to her blouse, she sad, "I'm
Andrea Marondla. I'm with the agrotech team.”

A farmer, Eberly thought. A stupid, grubbing farmer. But he amiled 4ill wider and replied, "I'm in
charge of the human resources department.”

"How nice"

Before he could say more, the flight attendant asked them dl to get up and head for the hatch. Eberly
unstrapped and got to his feet, happy to fed solid weight again, eager to get his firg glimpse of the
habitat. The inner terror he had fought againgt dwindled dmost to nothing. | won! he exulted to himsdlf. |
faced the terror and | best it.

He politdy dlowed Maronella to dide out into the aide ahead of him and then followed her to the
hatch. The sxteen men and women filed through the hatch, into an austere metd-waled chamber. An
older men stood by the inner haich, tal and heavyset; his thick head of hair was iron gray and he had a



bushy gray moustache. His face looked rugged, weather-beaten, the corners of his eyes creased by long
years of suinting in the open sun. He wore a comfortable suede pullover and rumpled tan jeans. Two
younger men stood dightly behind him, clad in coverdls; obvioudy underlings of some sort.

"Welcome to habitat Goddard,” he sad, with a warm amile. "I'm Professor James Wilmaot. Most of
you have dready met me, and for those of you who havent, | look forward to meeting you and
discussing our future. But for now, let's take a look at the world well be inhabiting for at least the next
five years."

With that, one of the young men behind him tapped the keyboard on the wal beside the hatch, and
the massve sed door swung dowly inward. Eberly fdt a puff of warm ar touch his face, like the light
touch of his mother's faintly remembered caress.

The group of sSixteen department leaders started through the hatch. This is it, Eberly thought, feding a
new dread rigng ingde his guts. There's no turning back now. Thisisthe new world they want me to live
in. This huge cylinder, this machine. I'm being exiled. All the way out to Saturn, that's where they're
sending me. As far away asthey can. I'll never see Earth again.

He was dmod the lagt one in ling he heard the others oohing and ashing by the time he got to the
open hatch and stepped through. Then he saw why.

Stretching out in dl directions around him was a green landscape, shining in warm sunlight. Gently
ralling grassy hills, dumps of trees, little meandering streams spread out into the hazy distance. The group
was ganding on an devated knall, with a clear view of the habitat's broad interior. Bushes thick with
vivid red hibiscus and pae lavender oleanders lined both sides of a curving path that led down to a group
of low buildings, white and gleaming in the sunlight that streamed in through the long windows. A
Mediterranean village, Eberly thought, set on the gentle dope of a grassy hill, overlooking a shimmering
blue lake.

Thisis sometravel brochure vison of what a perfect Mediterranean countryside would look like. Far
in the distance he made out what looked like farmlands, square little fidds that appeared to be recently
plowed, and more clusters of whitewashed buildings. There was no horizon. Instead, the land smply
curved up and up, hills and grass and trees and more little villages with their paved roads and sparkling
streams, up and up on both sides until he was craning his neck looking sraight overhead at sill more of

the carefully, lovingly landscaped greenery.
"It's bregthtaking,” Maronella whispered.
"Awesome," said one of the others.

Eberly thought, A virgin world, untouched by war or famine or hatred. Untouched by human emations
of any kind. Waiting to be shaped, controlled. Maybe it won't be so bad here after dl.

"This mugt have cost a bloody fortune™ a young men said, in a strong, matter-of-fact voice. "How
could the consortium afford it?"

Professor Wilmot smiled and touched his moustache with a fingertip. "We got it in a bankruptcy sde,
actudly. The previous owners went broke trying to turn thisinto a retirement center.”

"Who retires nowadays?'
"That's why they went bankrupt,” Wilmot replied.

"Sill... the co..."



"The International Consortium of Universties is not without resources,” said Wilmot. "And we have
many dumni who can be very generous when properly approached.”

"You mean when you twig ther ams hard enough,” a woman joked. The others laughed; even
Wilmat smiled good-naturedly.

"Wadl," the professor said. "Thisisit. Thiswill be your home for the next five years, and even longer,
for many of you."

"When do the others tart coming up?'

"Asthe personnd board approves gpplicants and they pass ther find physcd and psychologicd tests

they will come aboard. We have about two-thirds of the avalable postions aready filled, and more
people are Sgning up at quite a brisk pace.”

The others asked more questions and Wilmat patiently answered them. Eberly filtered their nattering
out of his conscious attention. He peered intently at the vast expanse of the habitat, savoring this moment
of discovery, his arivd into a new world. Ten thousand people, that's dl they're going to permit to join
us But this habitat could hold a hundred thousand easily. A million, even!

He thought of the squaor of his childhood days eight, ten, twelve people to a room. And then the
merciless discipline of the monastery schools. And prison.

Ten thousand people, he mused. They will livein luxury here. They will live like kingd

He smiled. No, he told himsdf. There will be only one king here. One master. This will be my
kingdom, and everyoneinit will bend to my will.



VIENNA: SCHONBRUNN PRISON

More than a ful year before he had ever heard of habitat Goddard, Macolm Eberly was abruptly
released from prison after serving less than haf histerm for fraud and embezzlement.

The rambling old Schénbrunn Palace had been turned into a prison in the aftermath of the Refugee
Riots that had shattered much of Vienna and its surroundings. When Eberly firg learned that he would
serve his sentence in the Schénbrunn he had been hopeful: at least it wasn't one of the grim state prisons
where habitud criminds were held. He quickly learned that he was wrong: a prison isa prison isa prison,
filled with thugs and perverts. Pain and humiliation were constant dangers, fear his constant companion.

The moming had started like any other: Eberly was roused from deep by the blast of the dawn
whigle. He swung down from his top bunk and waited quietly while his three cdl mates used the snk and
toilet. He had become accustomed to the stench of the cdl and quite early in his incarceration had
learned that complaints led only to bestings, ether by the guards or by his cdl mates.

There was a hierarchy among the convicts. Those connected with organized crime were a the top of
the prestige chain. Murderers, even those poor wretches who killed in passion, were accorded more
respect than thieves or kidnappers. Mere swindlers, which was Eberly's rap, were far down the chain,
doomed to perform services for their superiors whether they wanted to or not.

Fortunately, Eberly maneuvered himsdf into a cell where the top con was a former garage mechanic
from the Itdian province of Calabriawho had been declared guilty of banditry, terrorism, bank robbings,
and murders. Although bardly literate, the Calabrian was a born organizer: he ran his section of the prison
like a medievd fiefdom, settling disputes and enforcing a rough kind of justice so thoroughly that the
guards adlowed him to keep the peace among the prisoners in his own rough manner. When Eberly
discovered that he needed a man who could operate a computer to keep him in touch with his family in
their mountaintop village and the remnants of his band, ill hiding in the hills, Eberly became his secretary.
After that, no one was dlowed to molest him.

It was the mind-numbing routine of each long, dull day that made Eberly sick to his soul. Once he
came under the Calabrian's protection, he got dong wel enough physicdly, but the drab sameness of the
cdl, the food, the stink, the stupid talk of the other convicts day after day, week after week, threatened
to drive im mad. He tried to keep hismind engaged by daily vists to the prison library, where he could
use the tightly-monitored computer to make at least a virtud connection to the world outside. Most of the
entertainment Stes were censored or cut off atogether, but the prison authorities alowed—even
encouraged—using the educationd sites. Desperately, Eberly enrolled in one course after another, usudly
finihing them far sooner than expected and rushing into the next.

At fird he took whatever courses came to hand: Renaissance painting, transactiona psychology,
munidpa water recyding systematics, the poetry of Goethe. It didn't matter what the subject matter was,
he needed to keep hismind occupied, needed to be out of this prison for afew hours each day, even if it
was merdly through the compurter.



Gradudly, though, he found himsdf drawn to studies of history and palitics. In time, he applied for a
degree program at the Virtud Universty of Edinburgh.

It was a great surprise when, one ordinary morning, the guard captain pulled him out of line as he and
his cdl mates shuffled to the cafeteria for their lukewarm breskfasts.

The captain, stubble-jawed and humorless, tapped Eberly on the shoulder with his wand and said,
"Follow me"

Eberly was so astonished that he blurted, "Why me? What's wrong?'

The captain hed his wand under Eberly's nose and fingered the voltage control. "No taking in line!
Now follow me"

The other convicts marched by in slence, ther heads facing draght ahead but their eyes shifting
toward Eberly and the captain before looking avay again. Eberly remembered what the wand fdt like at
ful charge and let his chin sink to his chest as he dutifully followed the captain away from the cafeteria

The captain led him to a smdl, suffy room up in the executive area where the warden and other
prison adminigrators had their offices. The room had one window, tightly closed and so grimy that the
morming sunlight hardly brightened it. An oblong table nearly filled the room, its veneer chipped and dull.
Two men in expengve-looking business slits were seated  it, their chairs dmogt scraping the bare gray
wdls.

"St," sad the captain, pointing with his wand to the chair a the foot of the table. Wondering what this
was dl about, and whether he would miss his breakfast, Eberly dowly sat down. The captain stepped out
into the hadlway and softly closed the door.

"You are Mdcolm Eberly?' said the man at the head of the table. He was rotund, fleshy-faced, his
cheeks pink and his eyes set deep in his face. Eberly thought of a pig.

"Yes | am,” Eberly replied. Then he added, "Sr."

"Born Max Erlenmeyer, if our information is correct,” said the men a the pig's right. He was
prosperous-looking in an eegant dark blue suit and smooth, siver-gray hair. He had the look of a
yachtsman to him: Eberly could picture himin a double-breasted blazer and a jaunty nautical cap.

" had my name legdly changed when—"

"That'salie" said the yachtaman, as lightly as he might ask for a glass of water. An Englishman, from
his accent, Eberly decided tentatively. That could be useful, perhaps.

"But, ar—"

"It doesn't matter," sad the pig. "If you wish to be cdled Eberly, that is what we will cal you. Far
enough?"

Eberly nodded, completely baffled by them.
"How would you like to be released from prison?' the pig asked.

Eberly could fed his eyes go wide. But he quickly controlled his reactions and asked, "What would |
have to do to be released?’

"Nothing much,” said the yachtsman. "Merdy fly out to the planet Saturn.”



Gradudly they revedled themsdves. The fa one was from the Atlanta headquarters of the New
Mordlity, the multinationd fundament digt organization that had raised Eberly to manhood back in
America

"We were very disappointed when you ran away from our monastery in Nebraska and took up alife
of crime" he said, genuine sadness on his puffy face.

"Not a life of crime" Eberly protested. "I made one misake only, and now I'm suffering the
consequences.”

The yachtsman smiled knowingly. "Y our mistake was getting caught. We are here to offer you another
chance."

He was a Catholic, he damed, working with the European Holy Disciples on various socid
programs. "Of which, you are one"

"Me?' Eberly asked, dill puzzled. "I don't understand.”

"It's redly very smple” sad the pig, dasping his faa hands prayefully on the tabletop. "The
International Consortium of Universties is organizing an expedition to the planet Saturn.”

"Ten thousand people in a saf-contained habitat,” added the yachtsman.

"Ten thousand so-called intdlectuds,”" the pig said, clear distaste in his expression. "Saving a cadre of
scientists who wigh to study the planet Saturn.”

The yachtsman glanced sharply a his associate, then went on, "Many governments are dlowing
certain individuds to leave Earth. Glad to be rid of them, actudly.”

"The scientigts are fairly prestigious men and women. They actudly want to go to Saturn.”
"And they are dl secularists, of course,” the yachtsman added.
"Of course" said Eberly.

"We know that many people want to escape from the lives they are leading,” the pig resumed. "They
are unwilling to submit to the very necessary discipline that we of the New Mordity impose.”

"The same thing gpplies in Britain and Europe,” said the yachtsman. "The Holy Disciples cleaned up
the cities, brought mordity and order to the people, helped feed the sarving and find jobs for the people
who were wiped out by the greenhouse floods.”

The pig was nodding.

"But ill, there are plenty of people who dam we're difling thar individud freedoms. Ther individud
freedomd It was dl that liberty and license thet led to the near-collapse of avilization.”

"But the floods," Eberly interjected. "The greenhouse warming and the droughts and dl the other the
environmental disasters.”

"Vigtations by an angry God," sad the pig firmly. "Warnings that we must return to His ways."

"Which we have done, by and large," the yachtsman took up. "Even in the bloody Middle East the
Sword of Idam has worked miracles”



"But now, with this misson to Saturn—"

"Run by godless secularigts.”

"There will be ten thousand people trying to escape from the righteous path.”

"We cannot dlow that to happen.”

"For their own good.”

"Of course.”

"Of course," Eberly agreed meekly. Then he added, "But | don't see what this has to do with me."
"We want you to join them.”

"And go dl the way out to the planet Saturn?* Eberly squeaked.

"Exactly," the yachtaman replied.

"You will be our representative aboard their habitat. We can place you in charge of ther humen
resources department.”

"So that youll have some hand in selecting who's dlowed to go.”
The pig added, "Under our supervison, of course.”
"In charge of human resources? Y ou can do that?"
"We have our ways" said the yachtsman, grinning.

"Your red task will be to set up a God-fearing government aboard that habitat,” the pig said. "We
musint dlow the secularists to control the lives of those ten thousand souldl”

"We mudint let that habitat turn into a cesspool of gn," the yachtsman ingsted.

"A limited, closed environment like that will need a firm, well-controlled government. Otherwise they
will destroy themselves, just as the people of so many cities did here on Earth.”

"Y ou're too young to remember the food riots."

"I remember thefightingin St. Louis" Eberly said, shuddering inwardly. "I remember the hunger. My
gder dying from the wadting disease during the biowar.”

"We don't want that happening to those poor souls heading out for Seturn,” said the pig, his hands 4ill
folded.

"Whether they redizeit or not," the yachtsman said, "they are going to need the kind of discipline and
order that only we can provide them.”

"And we are counting on you to lead them in the direction of righteousness.”
"But I'm only one man,” said Eberly.
"Youll have hdp. We will plant asmdl but dedicated cadre of like-minded people on the habitat.”



"And you want me to be their leader?’

"Yes You have the ills, welve seen that in your dosser. With God's help, you will shape the
government of those ten thousand souls properly.”

"WIll you do it?" the yachtsman asked, earnestly. "Will you accept this responghility?”

It took dl of Eberly's sdf control to keep from laughing in their faces. Go to Saturn or remain in jall,
he thought. Be the leader and form a government or live another nine years in that stinking cdl.

"Yes" he said, with quiet determination. "With God's hdlp, | accept the respongibility.”

Thetwo men amiled a one another, while Eberly thought that by the time the habitat reached Saturn
he and everyonein it would be far away from the strictures of these rdligious fanatics.

Then the pig said, "Of course, if you fal to accomplish our gods, well see to it that you return here
and serve out the remainder of your sentence.”

"We might even add a few more charges,”" said the yachtsman, dmogt genidly. "There's a lat in your
dosser to choose from, you know."



DEPARTURE MINUS 45 DAYS

James Colerane Wilmot was a peer of the redm, a baronet who had left his naive Ulgter in the wake
of the Irish Reunification despite his family's five hundred—odd years of residence there.

To his credit, he fdt no bitterness about leaving his ancestrd home. The family had never been
wesdlthy; for more than a dozen generations they had struggled to mantain a shabbily dignified lifestyle by
rasng sheep. Wilmot had no interest whatsoever in anima husbandry. His passon was the sudy of the
humen animd. James Colerane Wilmot was an anthropologi<t.

He was dso a very able adminidrator, and as adroit as they come in the quidtly fierce internecine
warfare of academia. He fdt that being named to head this strange collection of people in their misson
out to distant Saturn would be the acme of his career, ared, carefully controlled research program, an
actud experiment in afidd that had never been able to conduct experiments before.

A closed, carefully limited community in a self-sufficient ecology and a self-contained economy. Every
feature of their physica existence under control. Individuas from Europe, the Americas, Asa, and Africa
Free-thinkers, mastly, people who chafed under the retrictions of their own societies. And the scientidts,
of course. The avowed purpose of this misson was the scientific sudy of the planet Saturn and its giant
moon, Titan.

Wilmoat knew better. He knew the true purpose of thisflight to Saturn, and the reason its red backers
wanted thar finenda support kept secret.

The Chinese had refused to join the experiment, as usud; they kept to themsdves, isolationigts to thelr
core. But otherwise mogt racid and rdigious groups were represented. What kind of a society will these
people create for themsaves? An actud experiment in anthropology!

Wilmat glowed inwardly at the thought of it, even though the purpose behind this experiment, the
underlying reason for this venture to Saturn, troubled him deeply. Yet he put aside such worries, content
to reve in the prospects lying before him.

His office was a reflection of the man. It was as close to a duplicate of his office a2 Cambridge as he
could make it. He had brought up his big dean-lined Danish styled desk and its graceful chair that
molded itsdf to his spine, together with the bookcases and the little round conference table with its four
minimdig chairs. All in white beech, dean and efficient, yet warm and comfortable. Even the carpet that
amog covered the entire floor had been taken from his Earthside office. After dl, Wilmot reasoned, I'm
going to be living and working here for five years or more. | might as wdl have my creature comforts
around me,

The only new thing in the office was the guest chair, another Danish piece, but of shining chrome
tubular supports and pliant butterscotch-brown leather cushions.



Manud Gaeta sat init, looking much more relaxed than Wilmat himsdf felt. The third man in the room
was Edouard Urbain, chief scientist of the habitat, a amdl, dim, dark-bearded man, his thinning hair
dicked graight back from his receding harline he was seated in one of those spare, springy-looking
chairs from the conference table in the corner. Wilmot did not particularly like Urbain; he thought the mean
an excitable Frenchman, despite the fact that Urbain had been born and raised in Quebec.

"l can see that you're physcdly and mentaly fit," Wilmot was saying to Gaeta, gesturing toward the
wallscreen that displayed the man's test scores. "More than fit; you are an unusud specimen, actudly.”

Gaeta grinned lazily. "It goes with the job."

His voice was soft, dmost musicd. He was on the smdl side, but solidly built, burly. Lots of hard
muscle beneeth his softly pleated open-necked white shirt. His face was hardly handsome: his nose had
obvioudy been broken, perhaps more than once; his heavy jav made him look somewhat like a bulldog.
But his deep-set dark eyes seemed friendly enough, and his grin was disarming.

"I mudt tdl you, Mr. Gaeta, that—"
"Manud," the younger men interrupted. "Please fed free to cdl me Manud."

Wilmat fdt dightly perplexed at that. He preferred to keep at least a dight distance from this man.
And he noted that dthough Gaeta seemed quite able to speak American English, he pronounced his own
name with a decided Spanish inflection. Wilmot glanced a Urbain, who did nothing except raise one
eyebrow.

"Yes sorry,” Wilmot said. Then, "But | must tdl you, Mr. ... um, Man-well, that no matter what your
backers believe, it will be impossible for you to go to the surface of Titan."

Gaetas amile did not fade one millimeter. "Adro Corporation has put up five hundred million
internationa dollars for me to do the stunt. Y our universty consortium signed off on the dedl.”

Urbain broke his slence dmaost explosvely. "No! It isimpossble! No oneis dlowed to the surface of
Titan. It would be aviolation of every principle we are guided by."

"There mugt have been a misundersanding,” Wilmot said more smoothly. "No one has been to Titan's
surface, and—"

"Pardon me" said Gaeta, "but that's just the point. If somebody else had dready been to Titan thered
be no reason for me to do the stunt.”

"Sunt,” Wilmot echoed disgpprovingly.

" have the equipment,” Gaeta went on. "It'sdl been tested. My crew comes aboard tomorrow. All |
need from you is some workshop space where they can set up my gear and check out the equipment.
Weredl sat with everything dse”

Urbain shook his head vehemently. "Teleoperated probes only will be sent to the surface of Titan. No
humangd”

"With al respect, gr," Gaeta said, hisvoice dill soft and friendly, "you're thinking like a scientigt.”
"Yes, of course. How ds=?"

"See, I'min show biz, not science. | get paid to do risky stunts, like surfing the clouds of Jupiter and



skiing down Mt. Olympus on Mars.”
"Sunts," Wilmot muttered again.
"Yegh, stunts. People pay alotta money to participate in my stunts. That's whet the VR gear isfor.”
"Virtud redity thrills Vicarious experiences.”

"Chegp thrills, right. It bringsin the big bucks. My investorsil make their hdf-hill back the fird ten
seconds I'm on the VR nets”

"You risk your life so that other people can get ther adventure plugged into a virtud redity set,”
Urbain said, dmost accusingly.

If anything, Gaeta's amile widened. "The trick isto handle the risks. Do the research, buy or build the
equipment you need. They cdl me a daredevil, but I'm not a foal.”

"And you want to be the firs man to reach the surface of Titan," Wilmot said.

"Shouldnt be that tough. Y ou're going out there anyway, so we hitch a ride with you. Titan's got an
amosphere and a decent gravity. Radiation levels are nowhere near as bad as Jupiter.”

"And contamination?' demanded Urbain.
Gaetas brows hiked up. "Contamination?"

"Thereislife on Titan. It is only microscopic, | grant you: Sngle-celled bacteria types. But it is living
and we mug protect it from contamination. That is our firs duty.”

The suntman relaxed again. "Oh, sure. I'll be in an armored space-suit. You can scrub it down and
bathe mein ultraviolet light when | get back. Kill any bugs that might be on the suit's exterior.”

Urbain shook his head even more violently. "No, no, no. You don't understand. We are not worried
about the microbes contaminating you. Our worry is that you might contaminate them.”

"Huh?'

"It is a unique ecology, there on Titan," Urbain said, his blue eyes burning with intendty, his beard
bridling. "We cannot take any chances on your contaminating them.”

"But they're just bugd™”

Urbain's jaw sagged open. He looked like a Bdiever who had just heard blagphemy uttered.
"Unique organisms" corrected Wilmot sternly. "They mugt not be disturbed.”

"But they've landed probes on Titan," Gaeta protested, "lots of ‘em!”

"Each one was as thoroughly disnfected as science can achieve” Urbain said. "They were subjected
to levels of gamma radiation that dmost destroyed their dectronic circuits. Some of them were actudly
disabled during the decontamination procedures.”

Gaeta shrugged. "Okay, you can decontaminate my suit the same way."
"With you indde it?' Wilmot asked quietly.



“Inside? Why?"

Urbain replied, "Because when you get into your suit you will be leaving a veritable jungle of microbid
flora and fauna on every part of its exterior that you touch: human sweat, body oils, who knows what
else? One fingerprint, one breath could leave enough terrestrial microbes to utterly devastate Titan's
entire ecology.”

"I'd have to stay in the suit while you fry it with gamma rays?*
Wilmat nodded.

Urbain sad flaly, "Thet is the only way we will dlow you to go to Titan's surface.”



DEPARTURE MINUS 38 DAY S

He's redly handsome when he amiles, Hally noted slently. But he's dways so serioud

Macolm Eberly was peering intently at the three-dimensiond display floating in midair above his
desktop. To Susan he looked like a clean-cut Cdifornia surfer type, but only from the neck up. His blond
hair was chopped short, in the latest style. He had good cheekbones and a strong, firm jaw. Chisded
nose and gartling blue eyes, the color of an Alpine sky. A killer amile, too, but he amiled dl too rarely.

She had bent over backwards to please him: dressed in the plain tunics and dacks that he preferred,
let her hair go natural and cut those stubborn curls short, took off the decal she had worn on her forehead
and wore no adornments at dl except for thetiny asteroidal diamond studsin her ears. He hadn't noticed

any of it.

"Weve got to be more selective in our screening processes,” he said, without looking up from the
disdlay. His voice was low, richly vibrant; he spoke American English, but with an overlay of a
glass-smooth cultured British accent.

"Look." Eberly thumbed his remote controller and the display rotated above the desktop so tha
Susan could see the three-dimengiona chart. The office was smdl and augtere: nothing in it but Eberly's
gray meta desk and the giff little plastic chair Susan was Stting in. No decorations on the walls. Eberly's
desktop was antisepticdly bare.

She leaned forward in the uncomfortable squesking chair to ingpect the series of jagged colored lines
dimbing steedily across the chart floating before her eyes. Just as she had remembered it from lagt night,
before sheld gone home for the evening.

“In the two weeks dnce youve started working in the human resources office” Eberly sad,
"successful recruitments have dimbed dmogt thirty percent. Y ou've accomplished more work than the
rest of the gaff combined, it seems.”

That's because | want to please you, she said to hersdf. She didn't have the nerve to say it doud;
didn't have the nerve to do anything more but amile a him.

Unamilingly, he continued, "But too many of the new recruits are convicted politica dissdents,
troublemakers. If they caused unrest on Earth, they'll probably cause unrest here”

Her amile crumpled. She asked, "But isn't that the purpose of this misson? The reason we're going to
Saturn? To give people anew chance? A new life?'

"Within reason, Holly. Within reason. We don't want chronic protesters here, out-and-out rebels. The
next thing you know, well be inviting terrorigts to the habitat.”

"Have | done tha bad ajob?"



She waited for him to reassure her, to tdl her she was doing her job properly. Instead, Eberly got to
hisfeet and came around the desk.

"Come on, let's go outsde for abit of agroll.”

She shot to her feet. She was just a tad tdler than he. From the shoulders down Eberly was dight,
sinny redly. Thin arms, narrow chest, even the beginnings of a pot bdly, she thought. He needs
exercise, shetold hersdf. He works too hard in the office. I've got to get im outside more, get im to the
fitness center, build him up.

Y et she followed him in slence down the hdlway that led past the habitat's other adminidretive offices
and out the door &t its end.

Bright sunshine was sreaming through the long windows. Colorful butterflies flitted among the
hyacinths, multihued tulips, and bloodred poppies that bloomed dong the path. They waked in slence
dong the path tha ran past the cluster of low white buildings and down the shoulder of the hillsde on
which the village was built. The tan-bricked path wound around the lake at the bottom of the ridge and
out into a pleasant meadow. A bicydlis passed them, coagting down the gentle dope. Lesfy young trees
spread dappled shade dong the path. Susan heard insects humming in the bushes and birds chirping. A
complete ecology, pangakingly established and maintained. Looking at the grassy fidd and the dumps of
tdler trees sanding farther dong the gently curving path, she found it hard to believe that they were ingde
ahuge, man-made cylinder that was hanging in empty space a few hundred kilometers above the surface
of the Moon. Until she glanced up and saw that the land curved completely around, overhead.

"Holly?"

She snapped her attention back to Eberly. "I-I'm sorry,” she stuttered, embarrassed. "l guess | wasn't
ligening."

He nodded, as if accepting her gpology. "Yes, | forget how beautiful thisis. You're aosolutdy right,
none of us should take dl this for granted.”

"What were you saying?' she asked.

"It wasn't important.”" He raised hisarm and swept it around dramatically. " This is the important thing,
Hally. This world that you will create for yoursdves.

My name is Hally now, she reminded hersdlf. You can remember everything that happens to you,
remember your new name, for jeep's sake.

Sill, she asked, "Why'd you want me to change my name?'

Eberly tilted his head to one side, thinking before he answered. "I've suggested to every new recruit
that they change ther names. You are entering a new world, dating new lives A new name is
appropriate, don't you agree?”'

"Oh, right! Fsure.”
"Yet," he Sghed, "very few actudly follow my suggestion. They ding to the past.”
"It's like baptism, isnt it?' Hally said.

He looked at her and she saw something like respect in his piercing blue eyes. "Baptiam, yes. Born
agan. Beginning a new life”



"Thisll be my third life"" she told him.

Eberly nodded.

" don't remember my fird life”" Hally said. "Ear's | can remember, my life started seven years ago.”
"No," Eberly sad firmly. ™Y our life began two weeks ago, when you arrived here."

"Faure. Right."

"That'swhy you changed your name, it it?'

"Right," she repeated, thinking, He's so bugging serious about everything! | wish | could make him
amile

Eberly stopped waking and dowly turned aful circle, taking in the world that stretched dl around
them and climbed up over thair heads to completdy encircle them.

"l was born in deep poverty,” he said, hisvoice low, dmost a whisper. "I was born prematurely, very
sck; they didn't think | would live. My father ran away when | was 4ill a baby and my mother took up
with amigrant |aborer, a Mexican. He wanted meto die. If it weren't for the New Mordity | would have
died before | was sx months old. They took me into their hospitd, they put me through their schools.
They saved me, body and soul.”

“I'm glad,” Hally said.

"The New Mordity saved America" Eberly explained. "When the greenhouse warming flooded dl the
coadta areas and the food riots started, it was the New Mordity that brought order and decency back
into our lives"

" don't remember the States at dl," she said. "Just Selene. Nothing before that.”

He chuckled. "You catainly seem to have no trouble remembering anything that's happened to you
gnce. I've never seen anyone with such agted trap of amind.”

With a careless shrug, Hally replied, "That's just the RNA treatments they gave me.”

"Oh, yes, of course." He started waking again, dowly. "Wdl, Hally, here we are. Both of us. And ten
thousand others"

"Nine thousand, nine hundred and ninety-eight,” she corrected, with an impish grin.

He dipped his chin dightly in acknowledgment of her arithmetic, totaly serious, oblivious to her
attempt at humor.

"You have the opportunity to create a new world here," Eberly said. "Clean and whole and new. You
are the mog fortunate people of the ages.”

"You too," she sad.

He made a little gesture with one hand. "I'm only one man. There are ten thousand of you—minus
one, | admit. You are the ones who will create this new world. It's yours to fashion as you see fit. I'm
completdy stisfied merdly to be here, anong you, and to help you in any way that | can.”

Hally stared at him, feding enormous admiration wdling up within her.



"But Macolm, you've got to hep usto build this new world. We're going to need your vison, your..."
she fumbled for aword, then ... "your dedication.”

"Of course, I'll do what | can," he said. And for the fird time, he amiled.
Hally felt thrilled.

"But you must do your best, too," he added. "I expect the same dedication and hard work from you
that | mysdf am exerting. Nothing less, Hally."

She nodded slently.
"You mugt devote yoursdf totdly to the work we are doing," Eberly said. "Totdly."
"l will," Hally answered. "'l dready have, f'red."

"Bvay aspect of your life must be dedicated to our work," he ingsted. "There will be no time for
frivalities Nor for romantic entanglements.”

"l don't have any romantic entanglements, Madcalm," she said, in a amdl voice. Slently she added,
Wish | did. With you.

"Nether do I," he said. "The task before usis too important to alow persond considerations to get in
the way."

Haly said, "I understand, Macolm. | truly do.”
"Good. I'm glad.”
And Eberly thought, Carrot and gtick, that's the way to control her. Carrot and gtick.



DEPARTURE MINUS TWO HOURS

Eberly chose to stand with his back to the oblong window of the observation blister. Beyond its thick
quartz the stars were swinging by dowly as the mammoth habitat revolved lazly dong its axis. The Moon
would dide into view, so close that one could see the smoothed launching pads of Armstrong Spaceport,
blackened by decades of rocket blasts, and the twin humps of Selene's two buried public plazas, as well
as the vagt pit where workers were condructing a third. Some damed they could even see individud
tractors and the cable cars speeding dong thar overhead lines to outlying settlements such as Hell Crater
and the Farside Observatory.

Eberly never looked out if he could help it. The Sght of the Moon, the stars, the universe congtantly
swinging past his eyes made him sick to his somach. He kept his back to it. Besides, hiswork, his future,
his destiny was inside the habitat, not out there.

Standing before him, facing the window with gpparently no ill effect, stood a short heavysst woman
wearing a gaudy finger-length tunic of many shades of red and orange over shapeless beige dacks.
Sparkling rings adorned most of her fingers and more jewedry decorated her wridts, earlobes, and
double-chinned throat. Ruth Morgenthau was one of the smdl cadre of people the Holy Disciples had
planted in the habitat. She had not been coerced into this one-way misson to Saturn, Eberly knew; she
hed volunteered.

Beside her was alean, short, sour-faced man wearing a shabby pseudolesther jacket of jet black.

"Mdcadm,” said Morgenthau, gesturing with a chubby hand, "may | introduce Dr. Sammi Vyborg."
She turned dightly. "Dr. Vyborg, Macolm Eberly."

"l am very pleased to meet you, gr," said Vyborg, in a reedy, nasd voice. His face was little more
then a skull with skin stretched over it. Prominent teeth. Narrow dits of eyes.

Eberly accepted his extended hand briefly. "Doctor of what?' he asked.
"Education. From the Universty of Wittenberg.”
The ghost of aamile touched Eberly's lips. "Hamlet's university.”

Vyborg grinned toothily. "Yes, if you can beieve Shakespeare. There is no mention of the Dane in the
universty's records. | looked."

Morgenthau asked, "The records go back thet far?"

"They are very sketchy, of course.”

“I'm not interested in the past,” Eberly said. "It's the future that | am working for."
Vyborg nodded. "So | understand.”



Eberly glanced sharply a Morgenthau, who said hadtily, "I have explained to Dr. Vyborg thet our task
isto take charge of the habitat's management, once we get underway."

"Which will beintwo hours" Vyborg added.

Eberly focused his gaze on the little man, asking, "l have seen to it that you are highly placed in the
Communications Department. Can you run the entire department, if and when | ask you to?"

"There are two very prominent persons above me in the department,” Vyborg replied. "Neither of
whom are Bdievers”

"l know the organization chart!" Eberly snapped. "I drafted it mysdlf. | had no choice but to accept
those two secularists above you, but you are the one | have chosen to run the department. Can you do
it?"

"Of course," Vyborg answered without hestation. "But what will become of my superiors?’

"You cant ship them home, once we get darted,” Morgenthau pointed out, a smile dimpling her
cheeks.

" will take care of them,” Eberly said firmly, "when the proper moment comes. For now, | want to
know that | can rdy on you."

"You can," sad Vyborg.
"Completely and utterly. | want total loydty.”

"Youwill haveit,” Vyborg said firmly. Then he smiled again and added, "If you can make me head of
communications”

"l will."

Morgenthau smiled, satisfied that these two men could work together and further the cause that she
hed given her lifeto serve.

Hally was getting frantic. She had searched everywhere for Mdcolm, from his austere little office to
the other cubbyholesin the human resources section, then down the corridors in the other sections of the
adminigration building. No sgn of him anywhere.

Hell miss the breakout! she kept tdling hersdf. She had it dl planned out, she would take Mdcalm to
the lakeside Ste down at the edge of the village. Professor Wilmot and his managers had arranged more
then a dozen spots around the habitat where people could gather and watch the breakout ceremonies on
big vid screens that had been set up out in the open. The lakeside was the best spot, Hally thought, the
prettiest and closest to their offices

But Macolm was nowhere to be found. Where could he be? What's he doing? Hell miss everything!
People were sreaming dong the paths toward the assembly areas where the big screens had been set
up, couples and larger groups, chatting, smiling, nodding hdllo to her. Hally ignored them dl, searching for
Eberly.

And then she saw him, driding dong the path from the woods with that overweight Morgenthau



woman beside him. Holly frowned. He's spending a lot of time with her, she thought. But a amile broke
across her face as she watched them: Morgenthau was puffing hard, trying to keep up with Macolm's
longer strides. Serves her right, Hally thought, as she started down the path to intercept them and bring
Macolm over to the shore of the lake. She wanted him standing beside her as the habitat started its long
flight to Saturn. Nobody e se, she told hersdf. He's got to stand with me.

Sitting up in bed, Pancho Lane stared unhgppily at the hologram image of Goddard hanging in space.
It appeared asif one hdf of her bedroom had disappeared, to be replaced by the darkness of space with
a miniaure habitat floating in the middle of the scene, revolving dowly. The Moon edged into view,
pockmarked and glowing brightly. Pancho could see the laser beacon that marked the top of Mt.
Y eager, just above Sdene, not dl that far from her own bedroom.

Shels redly doing it, Pancho grumbled to hersdlf. Ssis redly going off in that danged tin can, getting
as far away from me as she can get. | saved her life, | broke my butt paying her medica expenses and
the cryonics and dl that, | nursed her and taught her and wiped her shitty ass, and now she goes traipsing
off into the wild black yonder. That's gratitude. That's a siter's love.

Y et she couldn't work up red anger. She knew that Susie needed to break away, needed to start her
own life. Independently. Every kid's got to go out on her own, sooner or later. Hell, | did mysdf when
Susewas just a preteen.

Not Suse, she remembered. She cdls hersdf Hally now. Got to remember that when | call her. Holly.

Well, if things don't work out for her I'll send a torch ship out to bring her home. All she's got to do is
ask. I'l fly out to her mysdf, by damn.

The holographic view of Goddard winked out, replaced by a life-szed imege of Professor Wilmat.
To Pancho, watching from her bed, it seemed as if the man's head and shoulders hovered in midar
across her bedroom.

"Today we embark on an unprecedented voyage of discovery and exploration,” Wilmot began, in a
dow, sonorous voice.

"Blah, blah, blah," Pancho muttered. She muted the sound with a voice command and then ordered
her phone to get her security chief. | just hope Wenddl got somebody redly good to keep an eye on Sis.
If he hasn't I'll toss him out on his butt, no matter how good he isin bed.

"Vyborg makes a good addition to our cadre,” Morgenthau sad as she waked beside Eberly,
heading back to the |akeside village.

Eberly brushed at a brilliant monarch butterfly that fluttered too close to his face. "He's ambitious,
that's clear enough.”

"There's nothing wrong with ambition,” said Morgenthau.

"Aslong as he can fallow orders.”



"Hewill, I'm sure"

Inwardly, Eberly had his doubts. But I've got to work with the materid a hand, he told himsdf.
Morgenthau has practicdly no amhition, no drive for sdf-aggrandizement. That makes her a perfect
underling. Vyborg is something ese. I'll have to watch him closdy. And my back, as well.

To Morgenthau he said, "Information is the key to power. With Vyborg in communications well have
access to dl the survellance camerasin the habitat.”

"And he could help us to tap into the phones, as wdl," Morgenthau added.

"I want more than that. | want every gpatment bugged with survelllance cameras. Secretly, of
course.”

"BEvay apatment? That's... it's a tremendous task.”
"Hnd away to do it," Eberly snapped.

Hdlly tried not to run, she didn't want to appear that anxious, but the closer she got to Eberly and
Morgenthau, the faster she trotted. As she approached, she wondered why Macolm had chosen to be
with Morgenthau. She's not much to look at, Hally giggled to hersef. Redly, she's too much to look at.
And dl decked out like she's going to some wild-ass party. Sheld be pretty if she dropped twenty or
thirty kilos.

Eberly looked up and recognized her.

"Mdcam!" Hally caled, dowing to a wak. "Come on! The ceremoniesve started aready. You're
gonnamissit dll”

"Then I'll missit," Eberly said severdly. "l have work to do. | can't waste my time on ceremonies.”

He walked right past her, with the Morgenthau woman dogging dong beside him. Hally stood there
with her mouth hanging open, fighting desperately to keep from crying.



BREAKOUT

Hardly anyone aboard Goddard knew about the "bridge" Actudly, the massve habitat's navigation
and control center was in a compact pod mounted on the outside skin of the huge cylinder like a bligter
on adowly-rotating log.

Captain Nicholson's title was an honorific. She had skippered spacecraft out to the Asteroid Bdt and
hed once even commanded atrio of ships on aresupply misson for the scientific bases on Mars.

Of the four-person crew that ran the navigation and control center, Nicholson, her firs mate, and her
navigator intended to return to Earth as soon as they had established Goddard in orbit a Saturn. Only
the systems enginesr, llya Timaoshenko, had signed on for the misson's full duration. In fact, Timoshenko
never expected to see Earth again.

Samantha Nicholson did not ook like a veteran spacecraft commander. She was a petite woman who
hed alowed her har to go sivery white. The descendent of along line of shipping magnates, she was the
firg of her family to heed the cal of space, rather than the sea. Her father disowned her for her stubborn,
independent choice; her mother cried hitterly the firg time she left Earth. Nicholson consoled her mother
and told her father she neither needed nor wanted the family fortune. She never returned to Earth, but
meade Sdene her home instead.

Timoshenko admired the captain. She was capable, intdligent, even-handed whenever a dispute
arose, and when necessary she could ped four layers of skin off a man with language that would have
made her mother faint.

"X minusthirty seconds,” said the computer's synthesized voice.
Timaoshenko eyed his console. Every sngleicon was in the green.
“Ignite the thrusters on my mark,” said Captain Nicholson.
"Roger,” the first mate replied.

Normdly Timaoshenko would have sneered at her ingstence on humean control. The four of them knew
perfectly wel that the computers actudly ran the propulsion system. This lumbering oversized sewer pipe
would be pushed out of lunar orbit at precisely the right ingant even if none of them were on the bridge.
But the captain kept the old traditions, and even Timoshenko—normally as dour and scormnful as a

haughty, patronizing academic—respected the old lady for it.
The computer said, "Ignition in five seconds, four ... three ... two..."
"Hre thrugters,” the captain said.

Timoshenko grinned as his console showed the computer command and the human action taking



place a the same indant.

The thrugters fired. Goddard broke out of lunar orbit and began its long flight path to the planet
Saturn.

Even with Duncan Drive fuson engines, an object as massve as the Goddard habitat does not flit
through the solar system the way passenger carriers or even automated ore haulers do.

Part of the problem is sheer mass. At more than a hundred thousand tons, the habitat is equa to a
whole fleet of interplanetary ships. To push the habitat to an acceleration of even one-tenth g would
require enormous thrust and therefore a bankrupting amount of fuson fud.

Y e the mgjor problem is the spin-induced gravity indde the habitat. A mgor acceleration from rocket
thrus would turn the world indde the cylinder topsy-turvy. Instead of feding a gentle Earthlike pull
"downward" the inhabitants would also sense an acceleration pushing them in the direction of the rocket
thrugt. Life within the habitat would become difficult, even weird. It would fed to the inhabitants as if they
were constantly struggling uphill, or traipsing downhill, even when waking on normal-looking flat ground.

So Goddard accelerated away from the Moon at alesurdy pace, a minute fraction of a g. The force
went unnoticed by the ten thousand inhabitants, dthough it was closdy monitored by the habitat's amdll
crew of propulsion engineers.

It would take fourteen months to reach the vianity of Jupiter, giant of the solar sysem. There
Goddard would replenish its fuson fuels, isotopes of hydrogen and hdium delved from Jupiter's deep,
turbulent atmosphere by automated skimmers operated from the space dation in orbit around the
enormous planet. Jupiter's massive gravity would aso impart a dight extra boost to the habitat as it svung

past.

Eleven months after the Jupiter encounter, Goddard would dip into orbit around ringed Saturn. By
then, more than two years after departing the Earth/Moon vidnity, anthropologist James Wilmat
expected the subjects of his experiment would be ready to form the political systems and persona bonds
of anew society. He wondered what form that society would take.

Macolm Eberly dready knew.



DEPARTURE PLUS THREE DAY S

The great advantage of having a stientist in charge of the habitat, thought Macolm Eberly, is that
scentids are so trudingly naive. They depend on honesty in ther work, which leads them to behave
honestly even outside their sphere of expertise. In turn, this makes them believe that those they associate
with are honest, as well.

Eberly laughed doud as he reviewed his plans for the day. It'stime to start things in motion. Now that
we're on our way, it'stime to art these people looking to me as ther naturd leader.

And who better to begin with than Haolly? he thought. My newborn. She had been sulky, pouting,
gnce he had been so curt with her a the breskout ceremony. He saw that his morning's messages
induded one from her; she had cdled him twice yesterday, as wel. Ah well, he told himsdf, time to make
her amile again.

He told the phone to locate her. The holographic image that appeared above his desktop showed that
she wasin her office, working.

As soon as she recognized Eberly's face her expression lit up with hope, expectation.
"Hally, if you have a moment, could you come to my office, please?' he asked pleasantly.
She sad, "I'll be there f-t-II"

Eff-tee-el? Eberly wondered as her image winked out. What could—Ah! Faster than light. One of
her little bits of dang.

He heard her tap on his door, light and timid.

Let her wait, he said to himsdlf. Just long enough to make her worry a bit. He sensed her fidgeting
uncertainly outside his door.

When at last she tapped again he called, "Enter.”

Hally wasn't pouting as she stepped into Eberly's office. Instead, she looked apprehensive, dmost
afraid.

Eberly got to hisfeet and gestured to the chair in front of his desk. "Sit down, Holly. Please.”

She perched on the chair like a little bird ready to take flight at the dightest danger. Eberly sat down
and said nothing for afew moments, sudying her. Holly was wearing a forest green tunic over formHfitting
tights of adightly lighter green. Noo rings or other jewdry except for the studs in her earlobes. Diamonds,
he saw. Since the Agteroid Bdt had been opened to mining, gemstones were becoming commonplace.
At least she's taken off that slly decal on her forehead, Eberly noted. She's rather attractive, redly, he
thought. Some men find dark skin exotic. Not much of a figure, but she's got good long legs. Should |



find someone to get her involved romantically? No, he concluded, | want her attention focused on me, for
NOw.

He made a dow smilefor her. "l hurt you, didn't 17?7
Holly's eyes went wide with surprise.

"l didn't meen to. Sometimes | become so wrapped up in my work that | forget the people around me
have fedings"" With a sgh, he continued, "I'm truly sorry. It was thoughtless of me."

Her expresson bloomed like a flower in the sunshine. "I shouldnt be such a pup, Mdcolm. | just
couldnt help it. | wanted to be beside you at the ceremony and—"

"And | let you down."

"No!" she said immediady. "It was my own dimdumb fault. 1 shouldve known better. I'm sorry. |
didn't mean to cause you any trouble.”

Eberly leaned back in his comfortable chair and gave her his patient fatherly amile. How eesily she's
maneuvered, he thought. She's gpologizing to me.

"l mean," Holy was prettling on, "I know you've got lots to do and dl the respongibilities for the whole
habitat's human resources and dl that and | shouldn't have expected you to take time out and stand
around wetching the ridic' ceremonies with me like some schoolkid at commencement or something...."

Her voice wound down like atoy running out of battery power.

Eberly replaced his amile with a concerned expresson. "Vey wdl, Hadly. It's over and done with.
Forgotten.”

She nodded happily.

"I have an assgnment for you, if you can find the time to work on it."
"l make the timel"

"Wonderful." He amiled again, the pleased, grateful amile.

"What's the assgnment?'

He called up the habitat's ground plan and projected it againg the bare wall. Hally saw the villages,
the parks and famlands and orchards, the offices and workshops and factory complexes, dl nedtly lad
out and connected by paths for pedestrians and dectric motorbikes.

"Thisis our home now," Eberly said. "We're going to be living here for a leest five years. Some of
us—many of us—will spend the rest of our lives here.”

Hally agreed with a nod.

"Yet we have no names for anything. Nothing but the engineers designations. We can't go on cdling
our home towns 'Village A" and Village B' and o forth.”

"l dlick," Holly murmured.
"The orchards should have names of their own. The hills and the woods—everything. Who wants to



go shopping in 'Retall Complex Threg?!
"Yegh, but how will we pick names for everything?'

"l won't," Eberly said. "And you wont, ether. Thisisatask that must be done by the residents of the
habitat. The people themsdves mus choose the names they want.”

"But how—"

"A contest,” he answered before she could complete her question. "Or rather, a series of contests.
The residents of each village will have a contest to name that village. The workers in a factory will have a
contest to name ther factory. It will engage everyone's attention and keep them busy for months.”

"Cogmic," Hally breathed.
"l need someone to work out the rules and organize each individud contest. Will you do this for me?'
"Absotivey!"

Ebely dlowed himsdf to chuckle a her enthusasm. He went on, "Later, youll have to form
committees to judge the names entered and count the votes."

"Wow!" Hally was dmogt trembling with anticipation, he could see.

"Good. | want you to make this your top priority. But tdl no one about this until we're ready to
announce it to the generd populace. | don't want knowledge of thislesking out preméaturdly.”

"Il keep it to mysdf,” Holly promised.

"Hne" Eberly leaned back in his chair, satisfied. Then he cocked an eye a her and said, "l notice that
you called me severd times. What isit you wanted to tak to me about?'

Hally blinked as if suddenly shaken awake from a dream. "See you? Oh, yesh. It's probly nothing
much. Just some details, not abig ded, redly, | guess.”

Leaning dightly forward, Eberly thought that her persistent cals were merdly a thinly-disguised attempt
to get to see him. He rested hisarms on his desk. "What isit, then?'

With a concerned knitting of her brows, Hally said, "Wdll... | was running routine checks on the
dossiers of the last batch of personnd to come aboard and | found some discrepanciesin afew of them.”

"Discrepancies?’
She nodded vigoroudy. "References that don't check out. Or in-completed forms™”
"Anything serious?’ he asked.

"Ruth Morgenthau, for example. She's only got one postion filled in on the prior-experience section of
her application.”

"Redly?"

"It'sawiz of a good one" Holly admitted. "Chief of adminigtrative services for the Amsterdam office
of the Holy Disciples™

Eberly smiled faintly. "That is rather impressve, don't you think?'



"Uh-huh, but it's only one and the form cdls for &t least three.”
"l wouldn't worry about it."

She nodded. "Kay, no prob. But there's one guy, he daims references from severd universties but |
can't find any mention of himin any of their records.”

"Fdse references?’ Eberly fdt a pang of darm. "Who isthis person?"

Hally pulled a pamcomp from her tunic pocket and pointed it a the wal opposite the one showing
the habitat's layout. She glanced at Eberly, slently asking permisson. He nodded curtly.

A humean resources dossier appeared on the wal. Eberly fdt himsdf frowning as he saw the name and
photo at its top: Sammi Vyborg.

Soralling down to the references section of the dossier, Hally highlighted the names of five university
professors.

"Far's| can dig, he never attended any of those schools,” she said.

Ebely leaned back in his char and steepled his fingers, hiding his intense displeasure, thinking
furioudy. "Have you contacted any of those professors?’

"Not yet. | wanted you to see this before | go any deeper.”
"Good. Thank you for bringing this to my attention.”
" can query each of the profs. But what do we do with Vyborg if they don't back him?"

Eberly spread his hands. "Obvioudy we cant let the man remain in the post he's been assigned to. If
he has falsfied his references.”

"We can ship him back Earthside when we refud at Jupiter, | guess,” Holly mused. "But what do we
do with im till then? Put him to work in the farms or something?'

"Or something,”" Eberly temporized.

"Kay. I'll query the—"

"No," he said sharply. "I will contact these professors. Each one of them. Mysdf."
"But you've got so much to do.”

"It's my respongibility, Holly. Besides, they're much more likdly to respond quickly to a query from the
chief of human resources than from one of the chief's assgtants.”

Her face fdl briefly, but she quickly brightened. ™Y egh, guess s0."
"Besdes, you're going to be very busy aranging the contests.”
She grinned at that.

"Il take care of it mysdf,” Eberly repeated.

"Doesnt seem fair,” she murmured. "I'm sorry | brought it to you. | should have done it without
bothering you."



"No, Hally. Thisis something that should have been brought to my attention. Y ou did the right thing."
"Kay," she said, getting dowly to her feet. "If you say so. Still..."

"Thank you for bringing thisto me" Eberly said. ™Y ou've done afinejob."

She beamed. "Thankg"

“I'm sure it's jus a mistake or a misunderstanding somewhere dong the line | know Vyborg
persondly. He's a good man.”

"Oh! | didn't know—"

"All the more reason to check this out thoroughly,” Eberly said sernly. "There can be no persond
favoritiam here”

"No, of course not."
"Thank you, Hally," he said again.

She went to the door, dowly, asif reluctant to leave his presence. He smiled a her and she findly left
his office, diding the door shut quietly.

Eberly stared a the dossier ill on his walscreen, the fase references dill highlighted.

Idiot! he fumed. There was no need for Vyborg to pad his dosser. He's let his ego override his
judgment.

Sill, Eberly said to himsdf, amistake like this gives me a little leverage over him. Something to make
him more dependent on me. All to the good.

Now to correct his folder. And he began dictating to his computer the glowing references from each
of the univergty professors that would be placed in Vyborg's dossier.



DEPARTURE PLUS 28 DAY S

"Come on," groused Manue Gaeta, "there's gotta be away. There's always a way, Fritz."

Friederich Johann von Hemholtz got up from his knees and drew himsaf to his ful heght. Despite his
impasng name, he was a short, dim, dmost ddicady-built man—and the best technician in the solar
gysem, as fa as Gaeta was concerned. At the moment, however, there was precious little good will
floving between them.

Fritz's burr-cut head barely rose to Gaetas shoulders. Standing beside the muscular suntman, the
technician looked amogt like a skinny child. Both of them were dwarfed by the massve cermet-clad it
ganding empty in the middle of the equipment bay.

"Of course there is away," Fitz said, in precisaly clipped English. "You get into the suit. We sedl it
up. Then we go through the derilization procedure that Professor Wilmot and Dr. Urbain inggt upon,
induding the gammarray bath. And then you die"

Gaeta huffed mightily.
Fritz stood beside the empty suit, his arms folded implacably across hisdim chest.

"Jeso0, Hitz," Gaegta muttered, "those Astro Corp suits paid hdf ahill for me to be the fird man to set
foot on Titan. You know what they'll do to meif | don't do it? If | don't even try ‘cause some tightass
scientigts are worried about the bugs down there?"

" would imagine they will want their half billion returned,” Fritz said calmly.
"And we've dready spent abig chunk of it." Fritz shrugged.

"Theyll take it outta my hide" Gaeta said, frowning with worry. "Plus, nobody'll ever back me for
another sunt. I'll be finished.”

"Or perhaps dead." Fritz said it without the faintest flicker of aamile

"Youre abig hep, amigo.”

"l am atechnician. | am not your finenda advisor or your bodyguard.”

"You're un fregado, a cold-blooded machine, that's whet you are.”

"Insuiting me will not solve your problem.”

"So what? Y ou're not solving my problem. Nobody's solving my problem!™

Fritz pursed hislips momentarily, a 9gn that he was thinking. "Perhaps ... no, that probably would not



work."
"Perhaps what?' Gaeta demanded.

Reaching up to pat the bulky suit on its armored upper arm, Fritz mused, "The problem isto insert you
into the it after it has been Serilized without contaminating it.”

"Yesh. Right"

"Perhaps we could wrap you in a derile envelope of some sort. A plagiic shroud that has been
decontaminated.”

"You think?'

Cocking his head to one sde, Fritz added, "The problem then becomes to get you seded into the
shroud without contamingting it."

"Same problem as getting into the maldito suit in the firs place” Gaeta broke into a string of Spanish
expletives.

"But if we did it outsde the habitat, in space," Fitz sad dowly, asif piecing his ideas together as he
spoke, "then perhaps between the ambient ultraviolet flux out there and the hard vacuum the
contamination requirements could be satisfied.”

Gaetds dark brows shot up. "You think?'

Fritz shrugged again. "Let me run some numbers through the computer. Then | will talk with Urbain's
planetary protection team.”

Gaeta broke into a grin and thumped Fritz on the shoulder hard enough to make the smdler men
totter. "I knew you could do it, amigo! | knew it dl dong.”



DEPARTURE PLUS 142 DAYS

Eberly had sat for more than two hours, utterly bored, as each of the habitat's Sxteen department
heads gave their long, dull weekly reports. Wilmot indsted on these weekly medtings, Eberly thought
them pointless and foolish. Nothing more than Wilmot's way of making himsdf fed important, he told
himsdlf.

There was no need to spend two or three hours in this Suffy conference room. Each department
charman could send in his or her report to Wilmat eectronicaly. But no, the old man has to st up at the
head of the table and pretend that he's actualy doing something.

For a community of ten thousand dleged troublemakers, the habitat was saling on its way to Saturn
smoothly enough. Most of the population were rdaivey young and energetic. Eberly, with Hally's
undinting help, had weeded out the red troublemakers among those who applied for a berth. Those
whom he accepted had run afoul of the drictures of the highly-organized societies back on Earth one way
or another: unhappy with their employment placement, displeased when the loca government refused to
dlow them to move from one city to another, unwilling to accept a genetic screening board's verdict on a
childbearing gpplication. A few had even tried paliticd action to change ther governments, to no avall.
So here they were, in habitat Goddard, in a man-made world that had plenty of room for growth. They
turned their backs on Earth, willing to trek out to Saturn in their ridiculous quest for persond freedom.

Thetrick is, Eberly thought as the chief of maintenance droned on about trivid problems, to give them
the illuson of persona freedom without dlowing them to be free. To make them look to me for ther
freedom and their hopes for the future. To get them to accept me as their indispensable leader.

It'stime to begin that process, he decided as the maintenance chief findly sat down. Now.

Yet he had to wait for the security director's report. Leo Kananga was an imposng figure a tal,
deeply black Rwandan who indsted on being addressed as "Colond," his rank in the Rwandan police
force before he volunteered for the Saturn misson. His head shaved bald, he dressed dl in black, which
accented his height. Despite his impressive appearance, he had nothing new to report, no great problems.
A few scrapes here and there in the cafeteria, usudly young men making testosterone displays for young
women. An out-and-out brawl a a pickup footbal gamein one of the parks.

" Sports hooligans” Kananga grumbled. "We get fights after vids of mgor sporting events from Earth,
too."

"Maybe we should stop showing them," suggested one of the women.

The security chief gave her a pitying amile. "Try that and youll have a mgor disturbance on your
hands."

Great God, Eberly thought, they're going to argue the point for the next half hour. Sure enough, others



around the table joined the discussion. Wilmot sat in Slence a the head of the table, watching, ligening,
occasondly fingering his moustache.

Which of these doltswill be loyd to me? Eberly asked himsdf as they wrangled on. Which will | have
to replace? His eyes immediady focused on Berkowitz, the overweight chairman of the communications
department. I've promised his job to Vyborg, Eberly thought. Besides, Berkowitz would never be loyd
tome | couldn't trust a Jew who's spent dl hislifein the news media.

At last the teapot-tempest over sports hooligans ended. Without a resolution, of course. Thet type of
discusson never produces results, Eberly beieved, only hot ar. Sill, | should remember sports
hooligans. They might become useful, at the proper moment.

Wilmat stroked his moustache again, then said, "That completes the departmentd  reports. Have we
any old business to take up?'

No one gtirred, except that severa people seemed to eye the door that led out of the conference
room.

"Any new business? If not—"

"l have a piece of new business, gr," said Eberly, raisng his hand.
All eyes turned toward him.

"Go ahead,” Wilmat said, looking dightly surprised.

"I think we should consider the matter of Sandardizing our dothing.”
"Sandardizing?'

Y ou mean you want everyone to wear uniforms?”

Eberly amiled patiently for them. "No, not uniforms. Of course not. But I've noticed that greet
differences in dothing styles cause a certain amount of ... well, friction. We're dl supposed to be equds
here, yet some of the people flaunt very expensve dothing. And jewdry.”

"That's a persona decison,” said Andrea Marondla. She was wearing an auburn blouse and dark
green sKkirt, Eberly noticed, touched off with several bracelets, earrings, and a pearl necklace.

"It does cause some friction,” Eberly repeated. "Those sports enthusiasts, for example. They wear the
colors of the teams they favor, don't they?'

Colond Kananga nodded.

Berkowitz, of dl people, piped up. "Y'know, some people show up a the office dressed like they
were going to work on Wall Street or Saville Row, while the technicians come in looking like they've
been dragged on a rope from lower Bulgaria or someplace.”

Everyone laughed.

"But isnt that ther right?" Marondla countered. "To dress as they choose? As long as it doesn't
interfere with their work."

"But it does interfere with their work," Eberly pounced, "when it causes jedousy and rancor.”



"Those hooligans wear their team colors just to annoy the buffs who root for other teams” Kananga
sad.

"I think that if we offered guiddines about dress codes," Eberly said, cdm and reasonable, "it would
help considerably. Not mandatory codes, but guiddines for whet is appropriate and expected.”

"We could offer counsding,” said the chief of medicd services, a psychologi<.
"And advice about gyle”

They wrangled over the issue for more than hdf an hour. Findly Wilmot put it to a vote, and the board
decided to generate voluntary guiddines for appropriate dress during working hours. Eberly gracioudy
accepted ther decison.

Thefird step, he told himsdif.



MEMORANDUM

TO: All personnd.
FROM: M. Eberly, Director, Human Resources Dept.

SUBJECT: Dress codes.

In an effort to reduce tensons aising from differences in apparel, the fadlowing dress codes are
suggested. These codes are not mandatory, but voluntary adherence will help diminate frictions arisng
from apparent differencesin dothing style, expense, accessories, €tc.

1. All personnel are required to wear their identity badges at dl times. These badges indude name,
job pogtion, a recent photograph plus dectronicaly stored background data from the individud's dossier
on filein the Human Resources Department. In an emergency, such datais vitd to medicd and/or rescue
teams.

2. Suggested dress codes are as follows a. Office workers should wear a solid-color tunic and
dacks, with persond adornment (such as jewery, tattoos, har gyling, etc.) kept to a minimum. b.
Laboratory workers should dress asin (@), above, except that they should wear protective smocks, eye
shidds, etc., as required by ther tasks. c. Factory workers...



SELENE: ASTRO CORPORATION HEADQUARTERS

Pancho paced across her office as she spoke, feding frustrated because there was no feedback from
the person she was addressing. Communications beyond the Earth/Moon vicinity were dmost dways
one-way dfairs. Even though messages flitted through space at the speed of light, the distances to Mars,
the Bdlt, and beyond were Smply too greeat for a red-time, face-to-face chat.

So Pancho rattled on, hoping that Kris Cardenas would reply as quickly as possible.

"l know it's alot to ask, Dr. Cardenas,” she was saying. "You've spent a lot of years there & Ceres
and made alifefor yoursdf. But this migration out to Saturn is a chance to build something brand new for
yourself. They'll be happy to have your expertise, you can count on that. There's probably a million ways
your knowledge of nanotechnology will help them.”

By force of habit Pancho glanced up at the image floating in the middle of her office. Instead of Kris
Cardenas's face, it showed only her own nestly typed words.

"l persondly pay dl your expenses and add a big bonus” Pancho went on. "I'll pay for a magor
expanson of your habitat out there at Ceres. She's my little Sgter, Kris, and she needs somebody to
watch over her. | can't do it; I'm hoping that you can. Will you do this for me? Just for a year or so, just
long enough so Sis gets squared away and can stand on her own feet without doing anything foolish. Will
you hdp me on this, Kris? | redly think itll be to your advantage and 1'd appreciate it enormoudy.”

Pancho redized she was practicaly begging. Almogt whining. So what? she asked hersdf. This is
Suse I'm talking about.

But she took a breath and said more evenly, "Please get back to me as soon as you can on this, Kris.
It's important to me”"

In her cozy quarters aboard the habitat Chrysalis in orbit around the asteroid Ceres, Kris Cardenas
intently watched Pancho's earnest face as the Astro Corporation board chairman paced back and forth
across her plushly furnished office. Cardenas noted the tenson in every line of Pancho's lanky body,
every gesture, every word she spoke.

| don't owe her athing, Cardenas told hersdf. Why should | uproot mysdf and trundle out to Saturn
on that weird expedition?

Yet, despite hersdf, she fdt intrigued. Maybe it's time for a change in my life Maybe I've done
enough penance.



Despite her cdendar years, Dr. Krigin Cardenas looked no more than thirtyish, a pert sandy blond
woman with a swvimmer's shoulders and strong, athletic body, and bright cornflower-blue eyes. That was
because her body teemed with nanomachines, virus-Szed devices that acted as a deliberate, directed
immune system that destroyed invading organisms, took apart plague forming in her blood vessds atom
by atom, and rebuilt tissue damaged by trauma or aging.

Cardenas had won a Nobel Prize for her research in nanotechnology, before the fundamentaist
governments of Earth succeeded in banning dl forms of nanotech on the planet. She had carried on her
work at Sdene for years, hdping the lunar nation to win its short, virtudly bloodless war againg the
former world government. But because she had taken nanomeachines into her own body she was not
dlowed to return to Earth, even for a brief vigt. She logt her husband and children because they dared
not come to Selene and risk being exiled from Earth with her. Cardenas hitterly resented the shortsghted
attitudes of the "flatlanders’ who had cost her her children and grandchildren, a bitterness that had led her
to homicide. She had dlowed her knowledge of nanotechnology to be used to sabotage a spacecrdft,
which caused the death of indudridis Dan Randolph.

The government of Selene locked her out of her own nanotech lab. She fled to the mining Sation on
Ceres, in the Aderoid Bdt, where she remained for many years, serving as a medicad doctor and
eventuadly as a member of Ceres's governing board. Penance. She helped to build the miners community
a Ceres, and she had refused to do any nanotech work since flesing from Selene.

Am | being foolish? she now asked herself. Should | gpply for adot on the Saturn expedition? Would
they take meif | did apply?

Saing a Pancho's engrossed imege frozen on her walscreen, Cardenas decided to try. It's time to
begin a new lifein anew world, she thought. Time for a new dtart.

The cafeteria was a strange place to hold such a sendtive meeting, Eberly thought. Y et, on the other
hand, the clattering, busling cafeteria was one of the few places in the habitat that would be virtudly
impossible to bug with ligening devices. Too much background noise, too many people moving about.

"l understand that you are from Rwanda," Eberly sad pleasantly, as he picked at the sdad on the
table before him.

"Cal. Kananga was a high officid in the nationd police force" sad Morgenthau, whose plate bore an
arrangement of fresh fruit dices.

"So | gathered from your dossier,” Eberly said, with a amile. "It's unfortunate that you were asked to
leave the country."

If the barb hurt Kananga, the tal, lean Rwandan gave no indication of it. He said merdy, "I was asked
to clear up adifficult Stuation, and once | did so, | was rewarded with a choice between a public trid for
police brutdity or permanent exile

Eberly pursed hislips sympatheticdly. "Paliticdans he murmured.
"Yes" sad Kananga, his voice like the rumble of alion. "Politicdans™

Morgenthau forced a amile. "Coal. Kananga is interested in working with us, Macolm.”



"Good," sad Eberly, without taking his eyes from the Rwandan's dark, impassive face. "You could be
usful in the government we will set up once we arive a Saturn.”

"I would expect to keep my postion as chief of security,” Kananga said flatly.

"I don't see why you shouldnt," Eberly replied. Then he added, "If you can follow my orders
absolutely and without fall."

Kananga dlowed the trace of asmileto curl hislipsdightly. "I know how to follow orders.”

"Good. If you are loyd to me, | will be loyd to you. Youll find me a trustworthy leader. | won't turn
on you for doing your job."

The Rwandan's amile broadened enough to show some teeth. "Even if | am ... eh, zedlous, let us say,
incarrying out your orders?'

"Zed isno an," Morgenthau said, "when you're doing God's work."

Ebely said, "Jug follow my orders, do your work wel, and you won't have to worry about beng
shipped back to Rwanda once weve arrived at Saturn.”

Kananga nodded wordlesdy.

When she received Cardenas's request, Holly raced from her desk to find Eberly. He was in the office
complex's cafeteria, gtting with Morgenthau and a lean, skdetdly thin man whose complexion was
darker than her own, the nearly purple black of the true African. They were deep in an intense
discussion, ther heads leaning forward like conspirators.

Hally scurried up to their table and stood a Eberly's elbow. None of them paid any attention to her.
They continued to talk in hushed, confidentid tones, too low for Hally to hear their words over the clatter
and conversations that clanged off the bare wals of the busy cafeteria.

She waited several moments, fidgeting impatiently, then broke into their téte-a-téte with, "Excuse me
Macolm, | hate to interrupt but—"

Eberly looked up sharply a her, clear displeasure in his piercing eyes.

"I'm sorry, Macolm, but it's important.”

He took a bregth, then said, "What isimportant enough to intrude in my discusson?'
"Dr. Cardenas wants to join ud"

"Cardenas?' asked Morgenthau.

"Kridin Cardenas,” Hdlly said, grinning enthusiagticaly. "The nanotech expert. She won the Nobel
Prizel And she wants to come with ud"

Eberly seemed less than pleased. "Do we need an expert in nanotechnology?"

"That's a dangerous area,” said the black man. His scap was shaved bad, Hally saw, dthough there
was afringe of a beard outlining his jawline.

"It's outlawed on Earth," Morgenthau agreed, adding a muttered, "Unholy.”



Haly was surprised a their obtuseness. "Nanotech could be redly hdpful to us We could use
nanomeachines to do most of the habitat's maintenance work. And heathwise, nanomachines could—"

Eberly stopped her with an upraised finger. "Nanomachines are outlawed on Earth because they could
run wild and devour everything in their path.”

"Tumn everything into gray goo,” Morgenthau muttered.

"Only if somebody programs 'em to do that,” Holly countered. "Those flatlanders back Earthsde are
scared of terrorists or nutcases going wild with nanomachines.”

Morgenthau glared at her but said nathing.

"Shouldn't we be concerned about that, as wel?' Eberly asked mildly.

"Weve screened everybody aboard,” Hally said. "We don't have any violent types here. No fanatics”
"How can we be sure of that?' Morgenthau was obvioudy unconvinced.

Looking at Eberly, the black man said dowly, "Properly used, nanomachines could be of great help to
LBll

Eberly stared back at him for along moment. ™Y ou bdieve s0?'
"l do."
"Would Dr. Cardenas agree to work under our terms, | wonder?' Eberly mused.

"We could ask her and find out,” Holly prompted. "She's on Ceres now. We could pick her up when
we go through the Bdlt. | checked the flight plan; well be within a day's flight of Ceres. She could buzz
out to us on atorch ship, no prob. | could get my sster to set up aflight for her, betcha.”

Eberly stroked his chin. "Even though we have aful compliment now, | suppose we could make room
for one person of Dr. Cardenasss cdiber.”

“If Wilmot approves of it," said Morgenthaul.
"Wilmat." Eberly dmost sneered. "I'min charge of human resources decisons, not Wilmat."
"But something like this—"

"Il take care of it," he ingsted. Turning to Hally, he said, "Inform Dr. Cardenas that | would like to
discuss thiswith her personaly.”

"Cogmic!" Hally blurted.
She was about to turn and head back to the human resources office when Eberly grasped her wrist.
"You haven't met Colonel Kananga, have you?'

The black man got to hisfeet like ajointed scaffolding unfolding. He was dmogt two meters tal, afull
head taler than Holly.

"Our director of security, Colond Leo Kananga, from Rwanda," said Eberly. "Hdly Lane, from
SHene"



Kananga extended his hand. Haly took it in hers. His long fingers fdt cold and dry. His grip was
grong, dmog painful.

Kananga amiled at her, but there was no warmth in it. Just the opposite. Hally fdt an icy shudder run
down her spine. It was like looking at a skull, a death's heed.



DEPARTURE PLUS 145 DAYS

As she dimbed the dtairs to the roof of the adminigration building, Holly wondered why Eberly had
summoned her to the rooftop. She stepped through the metal door and looked for him. No one dse was
there. She walked to within two steps of the roof's edge and turned full cirdle. She was done.

He's dways so prompt, she thought. Why isn't he here?

Then she redlized that she was more than aminute early, and she relaxed somewhat. Hell be here, she
told hersdf, right on the tick.

Gazing out from the three story-high roof, Hally could see the other buildings of the village, low and
geaming white in the sunlight. The long dash of the solar window overhead was too bright to look at for
more than a momentary glimpse. Even <0, the after image of its glare burned in her eyes.

Everything is going well, Hally thought. The habitat is functioning smoothly, everybody doing their jobs
as they should. Some trouble with one of the solar mirrors a few days ago, but the maintenance crew
went out in gpacesuits and fixed it. Now it was swivding properly again, kesping sunlight streaming
through the long windows while the habitat rotated dong its axis.

We need sunshing, Hally thought. No matter where we go, no matter how far from Earth we trave,
human beings need sunshine. It's more than smple biology, more than the need for green plants a the
foundation of the food chain. Sunlight makes us happy, drives away depresson. Must be awful back
Earthsde when they have clouds and storms and they don't see the Sun for days and days. No wonder
the flatlanders are allittle crazy.

She glanced at her wrigt again. Hell be here, she told hersdf. He's dways on time. Why's he want to
see me up here, though? Jugt the two of us. She fdt a nervous thrill race through her. Just the two of us.

Maybe he feds about me the way | fed about him. Maybe jut alittle, but—
"There you are."

She whirled and focused her attention on Eberly, who was waking dowly across the rooftop's dightly
rubbery surface toward her. He redly is handsome, she saw. So ful of energy. But he ought to dress
better, Hally thought, scrutinizing the baggy gray dacks and darker shapeess tunic that hung a Sze or so
too big from his shoulders.

"l wanted to have a word with you outside the office” he said as he stopped an arm's length from her.
"Sure, Macolm." She had to make a conscious effort to keep her hands from fidgeting.

"There are too many ligening ears down there" he went on, "and what | have to say is for you only."
"What isit?" she asked, trembling.



He looked over his shoulder, asif expecting to find someone hiding behind him.

Tuming back to Hally, he said, "l see from your reports that you are ready to launch the naming
contegts.”

Business, Hally redized, crestfallen. He wants to talk about business.

"You are ready, aren't you?' he asked, oblivious to her letdown.

"Right," she said, thinking, Nothing but business. | don't redly mean athing to him.
"Youve st up the rules for each contest?"

Hally nodded. "It was pretty easy, fred. And | think that usng a lottery to pick the committees for
judging each individud contest isthe best way to go."

"| agree," Eberly said. "You've done afine job."
"Thanks, Mdcalm," she said glumly.

"Il have to get Wilmot's approval, and then we can launch the contests. | should be able to make the
announcement within a few days."

"Hne"
His face grew serious. "But there is something else, Hally."

"What isit?'

He drew in a breath. "I don't want you to think of this as a reprimand—"

"Reprimand?* A pang of darm raced through her. "What did | do?'

He touched her shoulder with one extended finger. "Don't be frightened. Thisis not a reprimand.”
"But... what?"

"You and | have been working together for several months now, and in genera your work has been
excellent.”

She could see there was bad news coming. She tried not to cringe or let her fear show in her
expression.

"However, thereis one thing."
"What isit, Mdcolm? Tdl me and I'll fix it."

The corners of his lips curled upward dightly. "Hally, I don't mind you addressng me by my given
name when we're done” he said softly, "but when we are with other people, that is atogether too
familiar. You should cal me Dr. Eberly.”

"Oh." Hally knew from Eberly's dossier that his doctorate was honorary, awarded by a minor
Web-based college that sold courses on languages and public spesking.

"When | introduced you to Colond Kananga a few days ago,” he went on, "it was dtogether
improper for you to address me by my firg name."



"I'm sorry,” she said inasmdl voice. "l didnt redize...”

He patted her shoulder in a fatherly manner. "I know. | understand. It redly isn't dl that important,
except that for persons such as Kananga and Morgenthau and such, respect is very essentid.”

"l didn't meen to be disrespectful, Ma—I mean, Dr. Eberly."

"You can continue to cal me Madcolm when we're alone. But when there is a third person present, it
would be better if you observed the formdities.

"Sure” Hally said. "No prob.”

"Good. Now, weld both better be getting back to work."

He turned and started for the door that led back ingde the building. Holly scampered after him.
"About Dr. Cardenas," she said.

"Yes?' Without turning or dowing his pace.

"She's agreed to work under our guiddines. Shell be joining us at our closest approach to Ceres. It's
dl st

"Good," Eberly said, unamiling. "Now we need to draw up the guiddines that will regulate her work."
"Well need Professor Wilmoat's gpproval for that, won't we?'
He grimaced. "Yes, we will. Unless..."

Hally waited for him to finish the thought. Instead, Eberly yanked open the door and started down the
metd dairs toward his office.

Two days later, Eberly sat behind his bare desk sudying the face of Hal Jaansen, head of the habitat's
enginegring department.

Ruth Morgenthau sat beside Jaansen, looking worried. She wore one of her colorful tunics and
enough jewdry, Eberly thought, to tilt the entire habitat in her direction. She's paying absolutely no
atention to the dress codes, he said to himsdf. She's flaunting her independence, meking me look like a
fool. But he kept the distaste off his face as he watched Jaansen.

The man doesn't look like an engineer, Eberly thought. Jsansen was one of those pade blond
Norsemen; even his eyedlashes were 0 light that they were practicaly invisble He had a clean, pink,
well-scrubbed look, and ingtead of the engineer's coverals that Eberly had expected, Jsansen wore a
crisply starched old-fashioned shirt with an open collar and neetly creased chocolate brown trousers. The
only due to his professon that Eberly could see was the square black pam-sized digita information
processor that rested on his thigh, balanced there precarioudy. Jaansen touched it every now and then
with the fingers of hisleft hand, as though to reassure himsdf that it was dlill there.

"Nanotechnology is a two-edged sword," he was saying, somewhat pompoudy, Eberly thought. "It
can be used for a tremendous variety of purposes, but it dso poses grave dangers.”



"The gray goo problem,” Morgenthau murmured.

Jaansen nodded. His face was square-cut, stolid. Eberly decided that the men had very little
imagination; he was awaking bundle of facts and information, but beyond his technicd expertise he had
no interests, no knowledge, no amhitions. Good! Eberly said to himsdif.

"Gray goo is one thing," Jaansen replied. "Nanobugs have dso been ddiberately programmed to
destroy proteins. Take them apart, molecule by molecule”

"S0 I've been told," sad Eberly.

"Were made of proteins. Nanobugs can be designed to be killers. That's a red danger in a closed
ecology like this habitat. They could wipe out everybody in less than aday.”

Morgenthau gasped a disbdieving, "No! Less than a day?'

Jaansen dhrugged his dim shoulders. "They can reproduce themsdves out of the maerids around
them in milliseconds and multiply faster than plague microbes. That's why they're usudly programmed to
be de-functioned by near UV."

"De-functioned?’ asked Eberly.
"Near UV?' Morgenthau inquired.

"Defunctioned, deactivated, broken up, killed, stopped. Near ultraviolet light is softer—er, not so
energetic—as ultraviolet light of shorter wavelength. So you can use near UV to stop nanobugs without
causng damage to people.” He broke into a toothy grin as he added, "Except maybe they get a suntan.”

Eberly steepled his fingers. " So nanomachines can be controlled.”
"If you're verrry careful,” Jaansen replied.
"But the risks are frightening," Morgenthau said.

Jaansen shrugged again. "Perhaps. But take the EVA we had to do on the solar mirrors a few days
ago. Nanomachines could have been inserted into the mirror motors and repaired them without anyone
needing to go outsde.”

"Then they could be very usful,” said Eberly.

"They'd be extremdy hdpful in dl the maintenance tasks, yes, cartainly,” Jaansen replied. "They would
make my job much easier.” Before ether of the other two could speak, he added, "If they're kept under
grict control. That's the hard part: keegping them under control.”

"Can they be controlled wdl enough to do only what they're programmed to do, without running
wild?" Morgenthau asked.

"Yes, catanly. But you've got to be verrry careful with the programming. It's like those old fary tales
about getting three wishes, and the wishes dways backfire on you."

"WEell have Dr. Krigin Cardenas to be in charge of the nanotechnology group,” Eberly said.
Jaansen's ash-blond brows rose a respectful few centimeters. "Cardenas? She's here?’

"Shewill be, in afew months”



"That's good. That's extremely good.”

"Then it's settled,” Eberly said. "You will work with Cardenas to draw up guiddines for usng
nanomachines”

Jaeansen nodded enthusadticdly. "I'll be glad to.”
" don't likeit," Morgenthau said, grim-faced. "It's too dangerous.”
"Not if we can keep them under control,” said Eberly.

Jaansen got to hisfeet. "As| sad, it's a two-edged sword. Cardenas is the top expert, though. Well
be lucky to have her."

"I don't likeit," said Morgenthau, once the engineer had |eft. "Nanomachines are dangerous ... evil."
"They'retools" Eberly countered. "Tools that could be useful to us”
IIBut_II

"No butd" Eberly snapped. "I've made my decison. Dr. Cardenas will be welcome, as long as she
works under our guidelines.”

Looking doubtful, dmogt fearful, Morgenthau said, "Il have to discuss this with my superiors in
Amgerdam.”

Eberly glared & her. "The Holy Disciples asked me to direct things here. | won't be second-guessed
by a board of eders stting back on Earth.”

"Those elders asked meto asss you," said Morgenthau. "And to make certain you didnt stray off the
path of righteousness.”

Eberly leaned back in his desk chair. So that's it. She's the link back to Amsterdam. She's here to
control me,

Keeping his voice cdm, he said to Morgenthau, "Wdl, I've made my decision. Dr. Cardenas will be
joining usin three months, and there's nothing that Amsterdam or Atlanta or anyone ese can do about it."

She looked far less than pleased. "You 4ill have to convince Wilmot to let you introduce
nanotechnology into the habitat."

Eberly stared a her for aslent moment. Then, "Yes, so | do.”



CONFIDENTIAL REPORT
EYESONLY

TO: M. Eberly.
FROM: R. Morgenthau.

SUBJECT: Survallance of living quarters.

Dr. Eberly:

| discussed the problem of inddling survellance cameras in every living space in the habitat with H.
Jeansen, of Engineering. He informed me that microcameras, no larger than a pinhead, have been
developed for the probes that the planetary scientists plan to send to Titan. Such cameras are dso used
by the medica department for examining patients innards. They can be manufactured in large numbers
with exiging facilities

Jaansen suggests having the medica department initiate a program of spraying each apartment in the
habitat with a broad-based disnfectant or aerosol antibiotic, under the guise of preventing the outbreak
of airborne diseases. The cameras would be ingdled in each gpartment during the spraying procedure.

This program will require the cooperation of severd lower-leve personnd from the medicd,
maintenance, engineering, and security departments. It will aso require a sgnificant amount of time to
complete.

If you can recruit satisfactory personnel for this program, | suggest we begin the "soraying” effort as
soon as feasble.

In addition, Vyborg has successfully tapped into the communications net and is now routindy
recording phone conversations and the video programming that individuas watch in their homes. The
amount of information is enormous, as you may wdl imagine. Vyborg will need guiddines from you as to
who should be monitored on aregular basis. He will dso need personnd and/or automated equipment to
accomplish said monitoring.



DEPARTURE PLUS 268 DAY S

And this is where we grow mogt of our fruit," Holly was saying as she and Kris Cardenas srolled
lesurdy through the orchard's long draight rows of trees: oranges on their |eft, limes on ther right.
Grapefruit and lemons were behind them; they were approaching apples, pears, and peaches. The trees
were lined up as precisaly as marching cadets.

Cardenas had arrived aboard the habitat the day before. Now she seemed logt in wonder. "'l havent
seen atreein so many years...." She turned and laughed, head upturned. "Not one tree since | |eft Sdene
and here you've got awhole orchard full of them! It's like Cdifornia, dmogt!"

Hally asked, "There aren't any trees on Ceres?"
"Not aone," replied Cardenas, a bright amile on her youthful face. "Nothing but hydroponics tanks."

"We have hydroponics farms, too," Hally said, "as a backup in case any troubles come up with the
crops.”

"And bees" Cardenas exclamed. "Aren't those bees?"

"Uh-huh. We need them for pallinating the trees. They make ther hives in those white boxes over
there" Holly pointed toward a set of square white skeps dtting among the trees. Laughing, she added,
"Would you believe, one of my hardest problems was finding a couple of beekeepers.”

Cardenas looked at her with those brilliant blue eyes of hers. "You know, you redly don't redize how
much you miss open spaces and trees and ... wdl, even grass, for god's sake. Not until you see
something like this again.”

They walked on through the orchard, heading for the farms out beyond the trees. Eberly had given
Hdlly the task of showing Dr. Cardenas around the habitat. He cdled it orientation; Holly caled it fun.

Asthey walked through the nesatly aigned rows of trees, they heard a thin, quavering voice off to their
left. Snging.

"Who's thet?' Cardenas wondered.

Hdly ducked through the low branches of a young peach tree and cut toward the edge of the
orchard, Cardenas close behind her.

The orchard ended in an earthen embankment that led down to the irrigation cand. Water flowed
smoothly through the doping concrete walls of the cand. Up ahead of them they saw a solitary man
luggng a double amful of sticks and lesfy bushes, Snging in a high, scratchy voice. Spanish, Hally
thought. It sounds like a Spanish folk song.

"Hdlo," Cardenas cdled to the man.



He dropped his burden and squinted through the late afternoon sunlight at them. Holly saw he was
ederly. No, he looked old. Lean body hdf bent with age, skinny arms, wispy white hair that floated
about his head like a hdo, scraggly dead white beard. She had never seen a truly old person before. He
wore a droopy shirt that had once been white, deevesrolled up above his elbows, and shapeless, baggy
blue jeans.

"Hola!" hecdled back to them.
The two women approached him. "We heard you Snging," Hally said.
"It was very lovdy," Cardenas added.

"Thank you," said the man. "I am Diego Algandro Ignacio Romero. My friends cdl me Don Diego,
because of my age. | an not truly a nobleman.”

The women introduced themselves. Then Holly asked, "You mug work for the mantenance
department, right?'

Don Diego amiled, reveding perfect teeth. "My occupation is in the communications department. On
Earth, | taught history. Or tried to."

"What are you doing here, then?'

"The Church was not happy with my studies of the Counterreformation and the Inquistion.”
"No, | mean, working out here by the cand.”

"Oh, this? Thisismy hobby. | am atempting to create alittle wilderness™

He gestured dong the cand, and Hally saw that there were bushes and amdl trees set up hephazardly
dong the doping packed-earth banks. Someone had moved a few good-sized rocks here and there, as
wall.

"Wilderness?'

"Yes" sad Don Diego. "This habitat is too neet, too ordered. People need something more natura
than rows of trees planted precisdy two point five meters apart.”

Cardenas laughed. "A nature trall.”
"S. Yes, anauretral. Built by hand, I'm afraid, because nature is a stranger to this place.”
"Why did you Sgn up for thismisson?" Cardenas asked.

Don Diego pulled a checkered handkerchief from his shirt pocket and mopped his brow. "To hep
build a new world, of course. And perhaps to teach anyone who expressed an interest in higtory, if | am
dlowed.”

"Youd like to teach?"
"l was professor of Latin American higory at the Universty of Mexico until | was forcibly retired.”
Without thinking, Hally asked, "How old are you?'

He eyed her for amoment, then smiled. "Y ou don't see many as aged as |, do you?'



Hally shook her head.
" have ninety-seven years. Ninety-eight, in four months™
Cardenas said, "You could take rejuvenation treatments—"

"No," he replied amiably. "Not for me. | want to grow old gracefully, but | am unwilling to postpone
desth indefinitdy."

"You want to die?' Hally blurted.

"Not necessaily. | mantain my hedth. | have taken injections to grow my third set of teeth. Also
injections to rebuild the cartilage in my joints™

With a amile, Cardenas said, "Y ou're getting your rguvenation trestment one shot at a time, instead of
dl a once"

He thought about that for a moment. Then, "Perhaps. It would not be the firg time | have played the
foal on mysdf."

Hadlly asked, "Does the maintenance department know what you're doing here?’

For the firg time, Don Diego looked apprehensive. "Eh ... not yet," he said dowly. Before Hally could
sy anything more, he added, "l have not interfered with the flow of water in the cand. If anything, |
bdieve | have made this area more beautiful, more naturd, and serene.”

Cardenas looked a the tangle of bushes and rocks, then up over the embankment's edge at the
draight rows of fruit trees. Findly she looked back into the old man's red-rimmed eyes.

"| agree" she said. "Y ouve created some beauty here”

"Youwill not report this to the maintenance department?’ Don Diego asked.

Cardenas glanced at Hally.

" will tdl them mysdif, of course," he said, "when | have finished this stretch of the cand.”
Hdly grinned a him. "No, we won't tdl anybody."

Cardenas agreed with a nod.

"May we come and hdp you, now and then?' Holly asked.

"Of course! | am dways glad for the company of lovdy women."

Less than three kilometers away from them, Macolm Eberly and Professor Wilmot were fallowing a
lab-coated technicd manager through one of the smdl, highly automated factories that produced the
habitat's manufactured goods. This one was tumning out the pharmaceutica pills and drugs tha the
habitat's population needed to maintain ther hedth, and the meat-based proteins they required for a
balanced diet. The two men were ingpecting the rows of processors that produced the medications and
gengineered food: shoulder-tall dainless sted vats that gleamed in the overhead lights The factory was



practicaly slent; the only sound other than their own voices was the background hum of dectrica power.

"...can't dlow infectious diseases to get a sart here” the factory manager was saying as he led the two
men down the row of processors. "In a closed ecology like this, even the siffles could be dangerous.”

Eberly turned to Wilmot, beside him. "That's one of the reasons why | gpproved Dr. Cardenass
goplication to join us. With her knowledge of nanotechnology—"

"You should have consulted me firg,” Wilmot said sharply. He stopped in the middle of the aide and
fixed Eberly with a severe gaze.

Eberly stopped too, and glanced at the factory manager, who pretended not to hear as he kept on
waking dowly dong the row of humming vats.

"But, Professor,” Eberly said placatingly, "I sent you a memorandum. When you didn't reply, |
naturdly assumed you approved of our taking Dr. Cardenas aboard.”

"You should have come to mein person to discussit,” Wilmot said. "That's what | expected.”

"You placed me in charge of human resources matters. | assumed you would be eated to have Dr.
Cardenas with us."

"You assume too much."

The factory manager, a bland-looking technician in a long pae blue lab coat, cleared his throat and
sad, "Urn, the rest of the processors are pretty much jud like these here. We can program them to
produce any of the medications required out of the raw materias coming in from the chem labs."

"Thank you," said Wilmat, dismissng the man with a wave of his beefy hand.

The manager scurried away, leaving Eberly done with the professor. As far as Eberly could tdl, the
manager was the only human on the factory's staff.

He looked up a Wilmot. The professor was much taler than Eberly, big-boned. He looked decidedly
displeased.

"You don't approve of dlowing Dr. Cardenas to join us?' Eberly asked in what he hoped was a
properly obsequious whine.

Wilmoat opened his mouth, shut it again, and fingered his moustache momentarily before replying, "I'm
not certain that |1 would have approved her application, no.”

"But sheis here" Eberly said. "She arrived from Ceres yesterday morning.”
"I know. You exceeded your authority by inviting her, Dr. Eberly."
"But | didn't invite her! She asked for permission to join us"

"Even so, you should have brought the matter to me. Immediatdy. | am the one in charge here, and |
have to judtify every decison | make to the universty consortium board back on Earth.”

"l know, but—"

"You know, but you bypassed the rules of procedure,” Wilmot hissed. "You acted on your own
authority."



"I thought you would be pleased,” Eberly bleated.

"This habitat must run on established procedures,” Wilmot said, his voice as low as Eberly’s but much
sronger. "We cannot have anarchy here! There is a set of regulations that was dravn up by the best
minds the consortium could tap. We will follow those regulations until we arrive at Saturn and the people
select the form of government they desire. Isthat clear?”

"Yes, gr. Pafectly clear.”

Wilmat drew in a deep breath. Then, somewhat more softly, he went on, "Once weve achieved orbit
around Saturn the people can draw up a conditution for themsalves and dect officers and dl that. Form
their own government. But while we are in trangt we will follow the regulaions set down by the
consortium. No onewill deviate from those regulations. No onel™

"| thought you would be happy to have Dr. Cardenas.”
Wilmoat fiddled with his moustache again. "Nanotechnology,” he muttered. " Serious Suff, that.”

Eberly redlized that the professor was not angry. He was worried, perhaps frightened. A weight lifted
from Eberly's shoulders, he had to conscioudy keep himsdf from amiling.

"Ah, yes" he said, in a hushed tone. "Nanotechnology. In a closed environment such as ours..." He let
the thought peter out in mid-sentence.

Wilmat resumed waking dong the nearly Slent processors. "I redize that nanomachines can be of
enormous help to us. And | know that Dr. Cardenas is the leading expert in the fidd. Still..."

Thinking quickly, Eberly suggested, "If you don't want her here, | can order her back to Ceres.”

Wilmat looked shocked. "Throw her out? We can't do that! Weve dready accepted her. You did,
rather, but you did it in the name of our community and we can't go back on our word."

"No, | suppose not," Eberly agreed meekly.

Wilmat paced on, determined to get to the end of the row of processors, even though each one
looked dike and there was no longer anyone with them to explain anything.

Matching the professor's long-legged strides as best as he could, Eberly said, "I suppose we could
order her not to engage in any nanotechnology work. She served as a medicd caregiver in Ceres, |
understand.”

The professor glared down a Eberly. "We can't do that! She's a bloody Nobd laureate, for the lord's
sake! We can't have her digpensng pills”

"But nanotechnology has its dangers—"

"And its advantages. WEell have to supervise her work very closdy. | want foolproof safeguards
around her [aboratory. Absolutely foolproof!”

"Yes, of course" Eberly replied, thinking, The only fool here is you, Professor. You're the one who's
frightened of nanotechnology, yet you will dlow it here in the habitat because you're too unbdievably
polite to send Cardenas back to Ceres.

It was dl he could do to keep from laughing in the professor's face.



Instead, he shifted the subject. "Sir, have you had a chance to sudy the proposal for naming the
various parts of the habitat?"

"Thisslly contest thing?' Wilmot snapped.

"A series of contests, yes. The psychologists believe it will be beneficid to the generd mentd
hedth—"

"The psychologists actudly endorse the idea?"

Redlizing that Wilmot had no more than skimmed the proposal, a best, Eberly went on, "The paliticd
stientists we consulted with back on Earth believe such contests can help to strengthen group solidarity.”

"Hmph," muttered Wilmot. "I daresay.”

"All the proposal needs is your approval, Sr," Eberly urged subtly. "Then you can announce it to the
generd population.”

"No, no," said the professor. "Y ou make the announcement. It's your ides, after dl.”

"Me?" Eberly asked as innocently as he could.

"Yes, of course. | can't be bothered with it. Y ou announce the contests. Damned slly business, if you
ask me, but if dl those consultants endorse it, | won't stand in your way."

Eberly could barely contain his dation. He wanted to legp into the ar and give an exultant whoop.
Instead he meekly paced dong the row of processors beside Professor Wilmat, thinking to himsdf, He
chastised me about Cardenas, so he fdt he had to placate me about the contests. How wonderfully
predictable heis.

"l haven't walked thismuch in years" Kris Cardenas said, puffing dightly. "l fed kind of light-headed."
Hally smiled. "It's the gravity. We've dimbed closer to the midline the g force gets lighter.”

They had left Don Diego at the irrigation cand and walked through the plowed farmlands, then
climbed the grassy hills down at the endcap of the habitat. Cardenas sat on the grass, her back propped
agang a young dm tree. One of the habitat's ecologists had made a persond crusade of trying to save
the dm from the extinction it faced on Earth.

Cardenas huffed out a breath. "Whew! I'm glad | spent dl those hours in the centrifuge at Ceres.
Mini-g can be seductive.”

"You'rein good shape," Hally said, Stting beside her.
"So are you."

The habitat stretched out before them, a green ingde-out world, like a huge tunnd that had been
landscaped and dotted with tiny toy villages here and there.

"What did you think of that crazy old man?' Holly asked.



Cardenas looked out at the landscaped perfection of the habitat: everything in its place, everything
nest and tidy and somehow amog inhumen. It reminded her of store window displays from her
childhood.

"| think we could use afew more crazies like him," she said.

"Maybe s0," Hally half-agreed.

They sat in slence for afew moments, each absorbed in her own thoughts.

"l read your bio," Hally said at last. "I expected you to look alot older than you do."

Cardenas didn't flinch, exactly, but she gave Hally a quick sdeong glance. "If you've read my bio then
you know why | look younger than my years. And why | was living at Ceres."

Ignoring the tengon in her voice, Hally asked, "How old do you think | am?'

Within ten minutes they were fast friends. two women whose bodies were far younger than their ages.



INFIRMARY

The man lay wheezing on the gurney, his eyes swollen nearly shut.
The young doctor looked perplexed. "What's the matter with im?*

"l don't know!" said the woman who had brought him in. She was close to hyderia "We were
waking out in the park and dl of a sudden he collgpsed!”

Leaning over the patient, the doctor asked, "Do you know what happened to you?'
The man tried to speak, coughed painfully, then shook his head negatively.

Glanang up at the monitors that lined the wal of the emergency cubicle, the doctor saw that it couldn't
be a heart attack or a stroke. He fdt a surge of panic: not even the diagnostic computer could figure out
what was wrong! The mde nurse ganding on the other side of the gumey looked just as puzzled and
scared as hefdlt.

The head nurse pushed past the woman and into the cubicle. "Take his shirt off,” she said.

The doctor was too confused and upset to argue about who gave orders to whom. Besides, if the
gossip around the infirmary was anywhere near the truth, this tough Afro-American had put in plenty of
years with the Peacekeeping troops. She had a reputation that scared him.

With the mae nurse hdping, they pulled the man's shirt off. The patient's chest and arms were lumpy
with red welts. His skin fdt hot.

"Hives?' the doctor asked.

The nurse turned to the woman, saring wide-eyed a them, hands clenched before her face.
"Wakin'in the park?' she asked.

The woman nodded.

"Angphylactic shock," the nurse said flatly. "Epinephrine.”

The doctor gaped at her. "How could he—"

"Epinephringd Now! He was stung by a fuckin' beg!"

The doctor barked to the mde nurse, "Epinephringd Now!"

The head nurse pulled a magnifying lens out of its dot on the cubide wall and extended its folding arm
across the patient's body. The doctor accepted the hint and took the lensin one hand. Within seconds he
found the barb of the bee's singer imbedded in the patient's left forearm, just above the wrist. With a



tweezers he gently pulled the stinger out, rather deftly, he thought.
When he looked up the head nurse had gone and the patient was dready breathing more eadly.

"l never saw a bee ging before" he admitted to the woman, who aso looked much better now. "I
interned in Chicago, downtown.”

The woman nodded and even managed to amile. "He must be dlergic.”
"Mugt be" the doctor agreed.

The mde nurse undlipped the patient's ID badge from the shirt they had dropped to the floor and did
it into the computer termind. The man's name, occupation, and complete medicad history came up on the
display. No mention of dlergies, dthough he did have a higory of bronchia asthma. The doctor noted
that the patient had grown up in Cairo and had been a lawyer before running into trouble with the Sword
of Idam and accepting permanent exile instead of a fifty-year prison term for politicad agitation. Aboard
the habitat he worked in the accounting office.

"A lawvyer?' the mae nurse grumbled after the patient had recovered enough to wak home with his
girlfriend. "Shoulda let im croak."



DEPARTURE PLUS 269 DAY S

The next morning when Hally arrived a her cubbyhole office, there was a message on her desktop
screen from Eberly. Without even gtting at her desk, she went raight to his office.

The door was open; he was dready at his desk, deep in discusson with a young Adan couple. She
hestated. Eberly glanced up at her and nodded briefly, so she stayed in the doorway and listened.

"We understand the regulaions and the reasoning behind them," the young man was saying, in
Cdifornia English. Hally saw that he was tense, stting diffly on the front five centimeters of the chair.

"It's my fault,” sad the woman, leaning forward and gripping the edge of Eberly's desk with both
hands. "The protection | used was not sufficient.”

Eberly leaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers. "The rules are quite specific,” he said gently.
"Your only choice is an abortion.”

The man's face crumpled. "But... it's only this one case. Can't an exception be made?"
"If an exception is made for you," Eberly said, "otherswill expect the same congderation, won't they?'
"Yes | see”

Eberly spread his handsin a gesture of helplessness. "We live in a limited ecology. We're not dlowed
to expand our population. Not until we arrive & Saturn and prove that we can sugain larger numbers will
anyone be dlowed to have children.”

"I mugt have an abortion, then?' the woman asked, her voice shaking.
"Or we could put you off when we refud at Jupiter and you could return to Earth.”

The young man shook his head dowly. "We can't afford the transport fare. Everything we had was
invested in this habitat.”

Eberly asked, "Do you have rdigious inhibitions againg abortion?’
"No," the man answered, so quickly that it made Holly wonder.
"Is there no other way?' the woman asked, dmost begged.

Eberly steepled hisfingers again and tapped them againg his chin. The young couple strained forward
unconscioudy, waiting for a word of hope.

"Perhgps...”
"Yes?' they said in unison.



"Perhaps the fertilized zygote could be removed and frozen—kept in storage until it's decided that we
can expand our population.”

Frozen! Haly shuddered at the idea. Yet it had saved her life No, she thought. It had alowed her to
begin a new life after her old one ended in death.

"Then the zygote can be reimplanted in your womb,” Eberly was saying. "Youll have a perfectly
normd baby; youll amply have to wait a year or two."

He amiled brightly at them. They looked at each other, then back to him.

"This can be done?' the young man asked.

"It would require specid permisson,” said Eberly, "but | can take care of that for you."
"Would you?'

He hesitated just a fraction of a second, then smiled again and answered, "Yes. Of course. I'll handle
it for you."

They were unendingly grateful. It took a full ten minutes of handshaking and bowing before Eberly
could usher them out of his office. They did not even notice Hally standing by the doorway as they left,
dill bowing their thanks.

"That was wonderful of you, Macolm,” Hally said as she went to the chair that the woman had been
gtting in.

"Population control,” he muttered as he stepped behind his desk and sat down. "I made certain that
the human resources department got that responghility. The ecologists wanted it, but | wrangled it away
from them."

Hally nodded.

Pointing to the Hill-open doorway with a grin, Eberly said, "There's a couple who will be loya to me
forever. Or until their child becomes a teenager.”

Hally did not see any humor in that. ™Y ou wanted to see me?' she said.
"Yes" he said as he snapped his fingers, the sgnd for his computer to boot up.

Hdly waited in dlence as the image formed above Eberly's desk. It was a lig of some sort. It was
fadng him, so to her the hologram was turned backwards, inverted. She sat and waited while he studied
the lig. The office seemed amdl and bare and, somehow, cold.

At lagt he looked up from the image and gazed directly a her. Holly fdt those laser blue eyes
penetrate to her soul.

"There are going to be some changesin this office” he said, without preamble, without asking how she
was or naticing that she was wearing a plain sky blue tunic over her dacks, with no adornments other
then her name badge, just as the dress code guiddines cdled for.

"Changes?'

"Yes" Eberly sad. "I won't be able to continue directing the day-to-day operations of this office. 1 will
be busy organizing the government of the habitat.”



"Government? But | thought—"

"Hadlly," he said, leaning forward dightly in his desk chair, toward her. She leaned toward him, too.
"Hdlly, we have ten thousand men and women here. They mugt have a voice in choosng the kind of
government they want. And their leaders.”

Hally said, "Y ou mean the government well create once we get to Saturn.”

Eberly shook his head. "I don't believe we should wait until we arrive in Saturn orbit. The people
should decide on the government they want now. Why wait?'

"But | thought that as long as we're in trandt out to Saturn we have to—"
"We have to follow the protocols set down by the consortium,” Eberly finished for her.
"Yes" Hally said.

"Why?" he demanded. "Why should we dlow oursalves to be governed by rules written by a group of
university graybeards who remained behind on Earth? What right do they have to force us to obey their
rules?'

Hally thought a moment. "That's what we agreed to, though."

"It'stime to end that agreement. What difference does it make if we do it now or wait until we arrive
a Saturn?’

She thought his question cut both ways. Why rush into this now?

"We should not dlow arrogant old men to tdl us what we can and cannot do," Eberly said, with some
heat. His face was reddening, Holly saw.

"Maybe nat," she agreed, hdf-heartedly.
"Of course nat," he said. "The people mus decide for themsaves."
"l guess

"These contests you're setting up to pick names for the villages and everything dse, they are a part of
my plan,” he confided.

That surprised her. "Your plan?'

"Yes By themsdves, the contests are little more than trivig, entertainment for the masses. But they
sarve alarger purpose.”

"l dick," Hally said. "Getting the people to vote in the contests will be like a sort of training exercise,
right? 1t1l prepare the people to vote for their government when the time comes.”

Eberly gave her thefull radiance of his best amile "You are extremdy bright, Hally. Extremely bright.”
She could fed her cheeks grow warm.

But Eberly's face grew somber. "There's something dse, though. Something lacking.”

"Lacking?"



With a preoccupied nod, Eberly muttered, "Some sort of goa, something that | can focus everyone's
atention on." He looked into Hally's eyes and said, "l need an am, a lofty misson for these people,
something to unite them behind me”

"We dready have agod,” Haly reminded him. "Weé're going to explore Saturn and its moons."
Eberly made a disgppointed grumble. "That's a god for the scientists. What about the rest of us?'

She shrugged. "Therés the rings. They're pretty spectacular. Maybe we could make entertainment
videos—" Suddenly Hally's eyes flashed wide and her mouth dropped open.

"What isit?" Eberly asked.
"Therings" she said. "They're made of ice. Water ice”
He frowned, uncomprehending.

"Water's vduable, isnt it? Miners in the Asteroid Bt get as much for water ice as they do for gold,
don't they? More, even."

"Weater ice” Eberly murmured.

"Therings are made of it."

"We could =l it, yes. We could berich on it!"

"If Dr. Urbain gives permisson to mine the rings”
"Urbain," Eberly growled. "Tha academic.”

"But he'sin charge—"

"Not once we get a new conditution in place.”
"Oh," said Hally. "I dlick."

Eberly raised a warning finger. "Not a word about this to anyone, Hally. | don't want to get Urban
brailing before we're ready for his resstance.”

"Il keep quieter than atomb.”
"Good. We both have alat of work ahead of us, Hally."
She nodded.

"While you are running the contests," he said, utterly serious, dmost grim, "I must devote dl my efforts
to drawing up a conditution for the people.”

"0, if you're going to be busy setting up this new congdtitution and everything, who's going to run the
office here?'

"Youwill."
Hdly gulped. "Me?!

He amiled at her surprise. "Of course you. Who es=?'



"But | can't bein charge,” she squeaked. "I'm just an assstant, a house mouse—"

Eberly's amile widened. "Hally, haven't you been my assstant? What better qudifications for the task
can there be?'

She wanted to turn handsprings. "But... d'you think the prof will okay me being named director?'

His amile vanished. "Wilmat," he muttered. "No, he would definitdly not approve of someone as junior
as you being named director. Him and hisrigid regulations.”

Hally watched his face, waiting for aray of hope.
"l want you to head this office, Hally," he said. "You can do the work, | know you can.”
"I'd do my warping best."

"Of course you will. But ance | can't offiddly name you director, | mugt place someone e<e in the
acting director's pogition. A figurehead. To placate Wilmot."

"Fgurehead? Who?"

"Ruth Morgenthau will fill the role nicdly. She's working in the adminigtrative services office at present.
| can trandfer her here and Wilmot won't blink an eye”

Morgenthau, Hally thought. So that's why he's been spending so much time with her.

"She's rather lazy, you know," he said, grinning naughtily. "And rather vain. Well let her gt at this desk
and gtay out of your way. You will run the department.”

"She would do that?"
Nodding, he replied, "Shed legp at the chance. More prestige, less work. Shell loveit.”
"l dick." Hally tried to grin back at him, but it was forced.

He reached across the desk and lifted her chin so he could stare into her eyes. "It dl depends on you,
Hoally. Will you take on this respongbility? Will you do this for me?"

Hally fdt a rush of emotions surge through her: gretitude, loydty, a longing to please Macolm Eberly,
ayearning to have him love her.

"Yes" she sad breathlesdy. "Il do anything for you, Macolm.”

He smiled dazzlingly. And thought, This ought to make Morgenthau happy: the trappings of authority,
awhole department to lord it over. It should keep her busy enough to stay out of my way.



WHAT'SIN A NAME?

BULLETIN

TO: All Residents.
FROM: M. Eberly, Director Human Resources Department.

SUBJECT: Naming Contests.

Y ou, the people of this habitat, will decide the names to be given to the five villages, the various work
complexes, and the naturd areas (farms, orchards, woodlands, lakes, etc.) by participating in contests to
sdelect such names.

Residents of each village will select the name for the village in which they reside. Workers in each
factory, processng plant, farm, aguaculture complex, etc., will sdect the names for such centers. If
desired, individud buildings may be given specific names.

Each contest will consst of three phases. In the firg phase, dl ditizens will decide on the categories
from which names will be eventudly chosen. For example, resdents will decide whether they wish to
name the villages after national heroes, or cities on Earth, or great artists or scientigts, etc.

In the second phase, pecific names from each chosen category will be nominated and discussed. The
lig of names for each specific ste will be shortened to five, usng a secret badlot.

In the third and find phase, permanent names will be chosen from the short ligs of five nominees,
agan by secret bdlot.

The Human Resources Depatment will manage the various contests. The Human Resources
Department may appoint one or more pands of dtizens to serve as judges, researchers, or in other
capacities, as needed.

A public mesting will be convened at 22:00 hours Thursday in the cafeteria to discuss this activity. Al
resdents are urged to attend.

M. Eberly Director, Human Resources Department.



MEMORANDUM

TO: All Habitat Personndl.
FROM: R. Morgenthau, Acting Director, Human Resources.

SUBJECT: Medica Prophylaxis.

As a proactive measure to prevent the outbreak of airborne infectious diseases, every individud's
living quarters will be treated with a disnfectant antibiotic spray over the course of the next four weeks.

Each individud will be notified when her or his building is to be treated. Such treatment will be done
during normd working hours; it is nether necessary nor dedirable for individuds to reman in thar
quarters during the spraying procedure.

R. Morgenthau.
Acting Director.

Human Resources.



THE FIRST RALLY

Although there were two full-service restaurants in the village, virtudly everyone ate in the big, noisy
cafeteria dmogt every day. The restaurants were amdl, intimate, run by harried entrepreneurs who
obtained their foods directly from the people who ran the farms and the fish tanks. Just as the nutritionists
of Selene had learned, aguaculture produced more protein per unit of input energy than barnyard mest
animds could. Before leaving the Earth/Moon region, severa farmers had suggested bringing rabbits or
chickens aboard for their meet. Wilmot had sernly rejected the idea, diting horror stories from Audrdia
of runaway rabbit overpopulation and the diseases that cooped-up birds caused.

So the habitat's resdents got their protein from fish, frogs, soy derivatives, and the processed
products of the food factory, popularly known as "McGlop." When they did not make their own medsin
their quarters, they usudly ate in the cafeteria

The cafeteria was the biggest enclosed space in the habitat, and between meds it often served as a
mekeshift theater or auditorium. It was after the habitat had cleared the Agteroid Bdt and started on the
leg of itsflight that would take it to Jupiter, that Eberly caled a public meeting there.

The meeting was set for 22:00 hours, and there were ill a few people finishing thar dinners when
Eberly's team—induding Holly— began to move dl the tables and chairs to one sde of the spacious
room to clear the floor for the incoming audience.

Ebely stood frowning impaiently a the far end of the room, next to the little stlage on which he
planned to make his speech. He could see the cafeteria gaff and its robots, across the way, deaning their
geam tables and display cases, raitling piles of dishes and glassware. He did not see a large crowd
as=mbling.

Ruth Morgenthau scanned the thinly scattered audience. "All the people from my department are
here" she damed.

"Not many others, though,” said Sammi Vyborg.

Colond Kananga amiled thinly. "Thisisdl being vidded. Il have the names and dossiers of everyone
here

"It's the names of those who are not here that | want," Eberly growled.
"A smple matter of subtraction,” said Kananga. And he amiled asif amused by some ingide joke.

Once the lagt of the diners had gotten up and ther tables were shoved out of the way, Morgenthau
climbed heavily the three steps of the speaker's platform and spread her arms for sllence. The muted buzz
of the crowd's many separate conversations dowly stopped and everyone turned toward her expectantly.

Hally had been positioned by the man door, which opened out into the villages centra green. Her



duty, Eberly had told her, was to encourage anyone outside to come in, and to discourage anyone indgde
from leaving. He had given her two rather large, muscular young men from the security department to
help her in the laiter task. She felt disappointed that so few people had turned out for Eberly's speech.
There was no other public entertainment on the agenda for this evening; she had made certain of that
before scheduling his appearance. With ten thousand people in the habitat, she had expected more than a
couple of hundred to show up.

At leest Dr. Cardenas had come in, giving Hally a cheerful hello as she strode through the open door.
But wher€'s everybody else? Holly wondered.

Still, Morgenthau smiled jovidly at the audience as if everyone this side of Cdcutta had crowded the
cafeteria floor. She thanked the people for coming and promised them an evening "of the greatest
importance since we started this long journey into a bright and glorious future.”

Hally watched the faces of the onlookers. They appeared more curious than anything else; hardly fired
with enthusasm for a glorious future.

Then Eberly dimbed up onto the stage and stepped to the podium. He nodded curtly to Morgenthau
who, dill amiling, stepped to the back of the stage.

Why doesn't she get off the stage? Holly wondered. She's didracting people's atention from
Macolm.

For severd long moments Eberly smply stood at the podium, gripping its sides, saring out at the
audiencein cold slence. The crowd begin to dir uneasily. Holly heard muittering.

At lagt Eberly began to speak. "Each of you has received an announcement of the series of contests to
be held for the purpose of naming the villages and other features, both naturd and architecturd, of this
habitat."

" didn't get an announcement,” came a man's low grumble from the audience. Kananga glared and
pointed; two husky young black-clad men converged on the man.

Eberly amiled at the heckler, though. "The announcement isin your mail. Smply check your computer;
it's there, | promise you."

The man looked startled by the two security officers now standing on each side of him in their black
coverdls.

Eberly resumed, "Thisis your habitat. It isyour right to choose the names you want for its naturd and
man-made features. Besides, these contests will be fun! Y ou will enjoy them, | promise you."

People glanced a each other and murmured. A few turned around and started waking toward the
door.

"I'm not finished,” Eberly said.

The crowd paid scant attention. It began to break up. A woman raised her voice loudly enough for
everyone to hear, "I don't know about you, but I've got work to do tomorrow morning.” More people
began drifting toward the door.

"Ligen to me" Eberly demanded, his voice suddenly deeper, stronger, more demanding. "You are the
mogt important peoplein this habitat. Don't turn your backs on your own future!™



Their muttering stopped. They turned back toward Eberly, every eye focused on him.

"The others," Eberly said, in a voice more powerful than Hally had ever heard before, "those who are
too lazy, or too timid, or too poorly informed to be here, will envy you intime. For you are the ones who
are wise enough, strong enough, brave enough to begin to saize the future in your own hands. You
understand that this is your habitat, your community, and it must be controlled by no one except
yoursalves"

"Right!" someone shouted.

Holy was daing a Eberly, dmly aware that everyone in the crowd was doing the same now,
ligening, hearing that richly vibrant voice and the mesmerizing message it carried.

She jumped nearly out of her skin when someone tapped her on the shoulder.

"Hey, | didn't mean to spook you."

Hadly saw a amiling, solidly built youngish men with a rugged bulldog face. Dark eyes and darker hair.
"What's going on?" he asked in a stage whisper.

Hally gestured toward the stage and whispered back, "Dr. Eberly isgiving a speech.”

"Eberly? Who's he?"

She shook her head and touched a finger to her lips, then pantomimed for him to come into the
cafeteria and ligen. Still amiling, the man stepped past her, then stood at the rear of the crowd and
crossed his beefy arms over his chest.

Eberly was saying, "Why should you be governed by rules made hundreds of millions of kilometers
away, written by old men who know nothing of the conditions you face? What do they know of the
problems you encounter every day? What do they care? It's time for you to create your own government
and choose your own |leaders.”

Someone began clapping. The rest of the crowd took it up, applauding and even cheering out loud.
Hdlly clapped adong with the others, dthough she noticed that the newcomer kept his arms folded.

Soon Eberly had them roaring their approval with dmost every sentence he spoke. The crowd
became a sngle, unified creature: an anima with many heads and hands and bodies, but only one mind,
and that mind was focused entirdy on Eberly's message.

"It's up to you to build this new world," he told them. "Y ou will be the leaders of tomorrow."

They applauded and stamped and whigtled. Hally thought they would storm the platform and carry
Eberly off on their shoulders.

The newcomer turned to her and shouted through the noisy accolade, "He knows how to turn 'em on,
doesn't he?'

"He's wonderful!” Hally yelled back, hammering her hands together as loudly as she could.

Eberly amiled brilliantly and thanked the audience severd times and findly stepped down from the
platform, to be immediaidy surrounded by admiring people. The rest of the crowd began to break up
and drift outsde.



The newcomer asked Hally, "Am | too late to get something to est?'

"The cafeterias closed until tomorrow morning,” Holly said. Gesturing toward the food dispensers,
she added, "Y ou can get something from the machines.”

He wrinkled his pug nose. "Stale sandwiches and sodas that make you belch.”

Hally giggled. "Well, there are the restaurants. They stay open till midnight, I'm pretty sure.”
"Yeeh," he said, "l guess that'sit."

The last of the crowd was leaving, little knots of two or three, talking about Eberly's speech.

Kris Cardenas stopped beside Hally. "I'm going over to the Bigtro for some dessert. Would you like
to join me?'

The newcomer said, "Why don't the two of you join me?
Hally glanced at Cardenas. She knew the man's face, but she couldn't recadl his name or occupation.

Senang her puzzZlement, he said, "My name is Manud Gaeta. I'm not part of your regular population
here, I'm—

"Y ou're the guntman,” Hally blurted, remembering now.

Gaeta amiled, dmogt shyly. "My publicity people say I'm an adventure specidist.™
"Y ou're the one who wants to go down to the surface of Titan.

He nodded. "If Professor Wilmot leisme do it

"Why on Earth would anyone want to go to the surface of Titan?'

Cardenas asked.

Gaeta grinned a her. "Because it's there. And nobody's done it before.”

With that, he took each of the women by the aam and started off for the Bistro, hdfway across the
village



PROFESSOR WILMOT'S QUARTERS

James Colerane Wilmoat followed a comfortable routine dmaost every night. A lifdong bachelor, he
usudly hed an early dinner with friends or colleagues, then retired to his quarters for an hour or two of
watching history and a glass of whisky, neat.

He had known that Eberly intended to make a speech of some sort that evening, but had not et the
knowledge interfere with his nightly custom. Eberly ran the Human Resources Department well enough,
Wilmot thought, which meant that no one brought complaints about the department to Wilmot's attention.
He exceeded his authority by dlowing that nanotechnology woman to join the community without
Wilmot's gpproval, but that could be handled easily enough. If the man wants to make a speech, what of
it?

He fdt a bit rankled, therefore, when his phone chimed in the middie of one of his favorite vids,
Secrets of the Sar Chamber. He checked the phone's screen and saw that it was a minor assstant
cdling. With an irritated huff, Wilmot blanked the holographic image and opened the phone channdl.

Bernard Isaacss face appeared in midar: round, apple-cheeked, tightly curled har. He seemed
flushed with excitement, or perhaps worry.

"Did you hear his speech?" |1saacs asked urgently.
"Whose speech? Do you meaen Eberly and hisslly contests?"

"It's more than contests. He wants to tear up the protocols and write a new conditution, form a new
government!"

Wilmat nodded, wondering what the problem was. "When we reach Saturn, yes, | know. That's in
our plan of—"

"No!" Isaacs interrupted. "Now! He's tdling them they should do it now.”
"Tdling who?"
"Anyone who will ligen!"

"Cant be done" Wilmot said, completely cdm. "Everyone sgned the agreement to stick by our
protocols until we establish the habitat ssfdy in Seturn orbit.”

"But he wants to do it now!" Isaacs repeated, his voice risng hdf an octave.
Wilmoat raised a hand. "That's not possible and he knowsiit."
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"Il have atalk with him. See what he's after. Possibly you misunderstood his intention.”

Isaacs's round jaw set stubbornly. "I'll send you a vid of his speech. You can see for yoursdf what
he's up to."

"Do that," Wilmot said. "Thank you very much for informing me."

He clicked the phone connection off, noting that the red RECORDING light immediatdy lit up. Isaacs
was sending Eberly's speech. Wilmoat's brows knitted dightly. Isaacs isn't the excitable type; at least he
hasn't been until now. | wonder what's got the wind up in him?

Wilmoat resolved to review Eberly's speech. But not until he finished the vid on Henry VIII's means of
extracting confessions from his subjects.

Two hours later, after weatching Eberly's speech severd times and hdping himsdf to another
hedthy-szed whisky, Wilmot sat back in his favorite easy char with an odd little amile playing across his

lips

So it's findly begun, he said to himsdf. The experiment begins to get interesting. At firg | was afraid
they would dl be anarchigts, troublemakers, but so far they've behaved rather wel, damned little sgn of
rebdliousness or mischief. Probably they're dl geting themsdves accustomed to ther new world,

adapting to life in the habitat. Mogt of them have never had it so good, | suppose. But this man Eberly
wants to rouse them a bit. Very good.

Fascinating. Eberly puts out this slly damned dress code, and no one complains. They dther ignore it,
or they decorate their clothes with scarves and sashes. These people aren't going to be led around by
their noses, that's clear enough.

But Eberly wants to control them, apparently. | wonder what ticked him off? Mot likdly it was that
little dressing down | gave him about the Cardenas woman. Instead of submitting to authority or sulking,
he takes politicd action. Fascinating. Now the question is, what will the generd population do? He only
got a hendful of people to ligen to him, but by the start of the workday tomorrow the entire habitat will
know of his speech. How will they react?

More importantly, he thought, how should | react? Move to thwart him? Cooperate with him?

Wilmat shook his head. Neither, he decided. | must not insert my own prejudices into this experiment.
It won't be easy to stay out of it, though. | can't Imply disappear; | have arole to play. But | mudnt let it
interfere with their behaviors.

Of course, he thought, none of them knows the real purpose of this misson. No one even guesses
that it exigs And | mugt keep it that way. If anyone got the dightest hint of it, that would skew the
experiment terribly. I'll have to be very careful in phrasing my report back to Atlanta. It wouldn't do to
have some snoop in the communications department find out what's redly going on here.

He got up from his chair, surprised a how giff he felt, and headed for his bedroom. I'll play it drictly
by the book, he decided. The agreed-upon protocols will be followed at dl times. That should offer
enough resistance to Eberly to force his next move. | wonder what it will be?



Ebely findly got rid of his admirers and made his way to his own quarters, flanked only by
Morgenthau, Vyborg, and Kananga.

Once indde his spartan apartment, he said excitedly, "They loved me Did you see the way they
reacted to me? | had them in the pam of my hand!"

"It was brilliant,” said Vyborg quickly.
Morgenthau was less enthusadtic. "It was a good beginning, but only a beginning.”
"What do you mean?' Eberly asked, disgppointment showing dearly on his face.

Morgenthau sat heavily on the room's only couch. "It wasn't much of a crowd. Fewer than three
hundred.”

Vyborg immediatdy agreed. "L ess than three percent of the tota population.”
"But they were with me" Eberly said. "'l could fed it."

Looking up a him, Morgenthau said, "Three percent might not be dl that bad.”
"What about the other ninety-seven percent?' Kananga asked.

She shrugged. "It's as Macolm said in his speech. They're too lazy, too indifferent to care. If we can
capture and hold an active minority, we can lead the mgority around by its collective nose."

"What will Wilmot's reection be?' VVyborg asked.

"WEell know soon enough,” said Eberly.

A crafty expresson came over Morgenthau's fleshy face. " Suppose he amply ignores us?'
"That'simpossble” Vyborg snapped. "Weve made a direct chalenge to his authority."

"But suppose he feds so secure in his authority that he smply ignores us?' Morgenthau ingsted.

Eberly said, "Then we will raise the stakes urttil it's impossble for him to ignore me"" He smacked his
fig into the open pam of his other hand.

Kananga said nothing, but awisp of aamile curled hislips dightly.

Hally, Cardenas, and Manud Gaeta were the lagt customers in the Bistro. The humen hostess had
gone home, leaving only the smple-minded robots to stand impassively by the kitchen door, waiting for
the people to leave so they could clean the last remaining table and the floor around it.

"...your basic problem is contaminaion?' Cardenas was asking the stuntman.

Gaeta glanced at the dessert tray the hostess had left on thar table nothing but crumbs. They had
finished the coffee long ago.



"Contamination, right,” Gaeta said, suppressing a yawn. "Wilmot and the geek boys are scared I'll hurt
the bugs down there on the surface.

"That's an important consderation,” Hally said.

"Yeeh, right.”

Cardenas said, "l can solve your problem, I'm pretty sure”
Gaetas eyes widened. "How?'

"l could program nanomachines to break down any resdues of perspiration or whatever organic
materids you leave on the outside of your suit. They'll dean it up for you, break down the organics into
carbon dioxide and water vapor. No swest."

"Literdly!" Hally accented the pun.

Gaeta did not amile. "These nanomachines... they the type that're caled gobblers?”
"Some people cdl them that, yes™ Cardenas replied, Hiffly.

"They can kill you, can't they?'

Haly swivded her atention from Gaeta's swarthy, wary face to Cardenas, who was suddenly
tight-lipped.

For along moment Cardenas did not reply. At last she said, "Gobblers can be programmed to attack
proteins, yes. Or any carbon-chain organics.”

"That's pretty risky, then, isnt it?" he asked.

Hadly saw that Cardenas was sruggling to keep her voice cdm. "Once you're sealed indde the quit,
the nanobugs can be sprayed over its outer surface. We can caculate how long it would take them to
destroy any organics on the suit. Double or triple that time, then we douse the whole assembly in soft
UV. That will deactivate the nanobugs.”

"Deactivate?' Gaeta asked. "You mean, like, kill them?”
"They're machines, Manny," she said. "They're not dive. You can't kill them.”
"But would they come back later and start chewing on organics agan?'

"No, well wash them dl off. And once they're deactivated, they don't revive. It's like bregking a
motor or a child's toy. The pieces don't come back together again spontaneoudy.”

Gaeta nodded. But Hally thought he didn't look convinced.



THE MORNING AFTER

"What did you think of his speech last night?'

[lya Timoshenko looked up from his console in Goddard's navigation and control pod. There was
vary little actud work for them to do; the habitat was saling through the solar sysem on a course that
Isaac Newton could have cdculated to afine accuracy. The fuson engines were purring dong smoothly,
miniature man-made suns converting hydrogen ionsinto hdium and driving the habitat dong on the energy
released. Bored as usud with the utterly routine nature of his duty shift, Timoshenko had been
daydreaming about the possbilities of desgning a fuson engine that converted hdium into carbon and
oxygen. After dl, that's what the stars do when they run low on hydrogen; they burn the hdium they've
accumulated. The carbon and oxygen from hdium fusion would be vauable resources in themselves, he
redized.

But Farabi, the pipsqueak navigator, wants to get meinvolved in palitics, Timoshenko thought sourly.

"What speech?’ he muttered. The two men were aone on the bridge. Captain Nicholson had decided
that there should be two of them in the control center at dl times, despite the fact that the computer
actudly ran everything. We humans are redundant here, Timoshenko often told himsdf. Yet the captain
indsted, and her three underlings obeyed.

"Eberly's speech,” Farabi said. "Lagt night in the cafeteria. | thought | saw you there.”
"Not me" said Timoshenko. "You must have seen somebody ese and thought it was me"
"It was you. | saw you."

Timoshenko glared a the man. Farabi clamed that he was an Arab from one of those desert lands
thet had once supplied the world with oil. He was smdl and wiry, his skin nut brown, his nose decidedly
hooked. Timoshenko thought he was more likdy a Jew from the ruins of Isradl hiding from the red
Arabs. Timoshenko himsdf was as Russan as can be, only dightly taler than Farabi, but thick-bodied,
muscular, with a heavy thatch of unruly auburn hair.

It was politics that had gotten him exiled to this newfangled Siberia. His career in enginesring, his
coming marriage, hisfamily ties that went al the way back to Heroes of the Soviet Union—all wiped out
because he couldn't keep his mouth shut once he started drinking. So they set him up with this woman
who accused him of rape and now he was on his way to Saturn, courtesy of the government and those
pissant psalm-singers who ran it.

"l wasn't there" he inggted, even though it was alie. I have no interest in politics.”
Farabi gave him a disbdieving look. "Have it your own way, then,”" he said softly.
Timaoshenko focused his atention on the glowing icons spread across the top of his console. Why



can't people behave as predictably as machines? he asked himsdf. Why can't people just do ther jobs
and leave me done?

" jugt thought," said Farabi, Stting at the next console, "tha Eberly raised some good points. We
should get involved in the management of the habitat. After dl, it's our home, isn't it?"

Wiping swest from his forehead, Timoshenko bit back the reply that sorang to his lips. He wanted to
say, Thisisnt a home, it's a prison. No matter how comfortable it is, it's a prison and I'm going to be
locked inddeit for the rest of my life, while youll be free to go back to Earth after we reach Saturn.

Instead, he sad only, "I have no interest in politics™
"Maybe you should become interested.”

"Pdlitidans™ He spat the word. "They're dl dike. They want to be the boss and make you jump to
ther tune. | want nothing to do with them.”

Nadia Wunderly was one of the few people in the habitat who had followed Eberly's suggestion and
changed her name. Her parents, said New Hampshire dairy farmers, had christened her Jane, but she
had adways thought the name was too ordinary to suit the adventure in her soul. All through her school
years she had been plagued with the "Ran Jane' tag; she hated it, even though she had to admit when
she looked into a mirror that she was indeed rather plain: her figure tended toward the rotund unless she
exercised mercilesdy and dieted like a penitent monk; her face was aso round, dthough she thought her
big gray eyes were attractive. Owl eyes, she thought, remembering that the goddess Athena was
owl-eyed, too.

Wundely was dways trying new hairdos, nothing seemed to hep her straight, mouse-brown hair.
When she came aboard the habitat as part of the science team, she immediaidy dyed her har brick red,
gave hersdf the god of losng ten kilos by the time they reached Saturn, and changed her name to the
smoky, exotic-sounding Nadia

As she watched the morning news vid replay of Eberly's speech, she wondered what the man was
driving at. We have a government, don't we? she asked hersdf while spooning up her breskfast cered
and soy milk. And we dl know why we're going to Saturn: to study the planet and its moons and life
forms and mogt of dl its rings. Those glorious, beautiful rings This is a science misson. Doesn't Eberly
understand that?

She dressed in the gpproved tunic and dacks and took one of the dectrobikes sanding in the racks at
the entrance of her gpartment building. Running late, she redlized, so she let the bike's quiet little eectric
motor speed her dong the winding path to the science offices up at the top of the hill. Il pedd home, she
told hersdf, dl the way. Thetll recharge the battery and burn off some caories.

Nadia said hdlo to everyone she passed as she hurried through the corridors to her workspace, which
was nothing more than a cubicle bardly large enough to house a desk, chair, and some filing shelves. She
saw Dr. Urbain hurrying by; he passed too quickly for her to catch his eye. Later, she thought. After I've
finished the proposa and it's ready to show to him.

She darted working on the proposal. Urbain demanded a fully documented plan of research from
each scientist on the gtaff. All the others were avid to study Titan and the organiams living there. They



were competing with one another like grad students trying to finegle a fellowship. Which was fine, as far
as Nadia was concerned. She was interested in those blessed rings. And she had them dl to hersdf. The
rest of the gaff were dl dobbering over Titan, leaving the rings to her done,

| can't miss, Nadia thought. I'm the only one. I've got them dl to mysdf.

She pulled up the latest telescopic views of the rings and soon became completely engrossed in
watching their mysterious, tantaizing dynamics. How can they weave those strands? she asked hersdlf.
What makes those spokes appear and disappear like that?

Above dl, why does Saturn have such a glorious set of rings, in the fird place? They can't be very old,
their particles will fdl into the planet in a matter of a few million years. How come they're gtting out there
for us to see? How come we're so lucky? How come Jupiter and the other gas giants have teeny little
dark rings that you can hardly see, while Saturn has this gorgeous set hanging around it? What makes
Saurn so specid?

Hours went by as she watched the rings in thelr convoluted, hypnotic balet. She forgot about the
other scientists competing for Urbain's favor. She forgot about the proposal she needed to finish. She
forgot about Eberly and his speech and everything in her endless fascination with Saturn's glowing,
beckoning rings

Oswaldo Yafiez could think of nothing except Eberly's speech. He buttonholed other doctors in the
infirmary, he stopped nurses on ther rounds to ask ther opinions, he chattered about the speech with
esch of the patients he saw that morning.

As he tapped the chest of a condruction mechanic who came in complaining of a strained back,
Y ahez spoke glowingly of Eberly's ideas.

"The man is dbosolutely right,” he indsted. "He's a genius. It takes red genius to cut through dl the
details and get to the heart of the Stuation.”

His patient, wincdng dightly as he sat up on the edge of the examination table, replied, "Just gmme a
shot, Doc, and let me get back to work."

All through the morning Y afiez prattled on in his animated, rapid Spanish-accented English to anyone
and everyone who came within earshot. He was a round little man with a round, cheerful leprechaun's
face that was very animated, epecidly when he was as excited about a subject as he was about Eberly's

Speech.

Y afiez was not a paliticd exile, nor a rebd, nor a convicted crimind. He was an idedist. He had run
afoul of the medicd orthodoxy of Buenos Aires because he believed that their ban againgt thergpeutic
doning was based on outmoded rdigious bdliefs rather than the clear evidence of medicd gain to be had
by regenerating tissues damaged by disease or trauma. The medicd board had given him his choice: he
could go on the Saturn misson or he could remain in Buenos Aires and be stripped of his license to
practice medicine. Y aflez made up his mind immediatdy: a new, clean world was preferable to the dow
degth of the spirit that would inevitably destroy him if he remained. He asked only that his wife be
alowed to accompany him. She was quite surprised when he broke the news to her.

Now he was exhilarated by Eberly's bold words. "We should take charge of this habitat," he



repeated dl day long. "We should form our own government and build this new world the way it should
be built. And Eberly is dearly the man to lead us”"



DEPARTURE PLUS 284 DAY S

Professor Wilmot leaned back in his desk chair, enjoying the familiar comfort of the padded lesther
upholstery. The holowindow to his left showed a three-dimensiona view of the rocky coast where the
River Bann emptiesinto the cold and restless North Channd. It was like looking through a window in the
old family estate. Strange, he thought, the only time | miss the old country iswhen | look at scenes like
this. Distance lends enchantment, | suppose.

The phone buzzed and announced, "Dr. Eberly to see you, gr." Wilmot sghed heavily and blanked
the view of his ancestra homeand. Back to the business a hand, he told hmsdf as he ordered the office
computer to open the door from the anteroom.

Macolm Eberly stepped in, with one of his young assistants, a leggy, tawny-skinned young woman
wearing a hip-length tunic of pae green that showed her dim legs to good advantage. No decorations of
any kind, except her name badge. She's being an obedient little underling for him. Wilmot amost amiled.
If you think you can distract me with her, my boy, you have another thing coming.

Wilmat smiled genidly and said, "Come in! Sit down. It was good of you to come on such a short
notice."

Eberly was in a sky-blue tunic and blue-gray dacks. The shoulders looked padded to Wilmot's critical
eye.

"When the chief adminigtrator cals” Eberly said good-naturedly, "it's best to come at once."
Nodding gracioudy, Wilmot said, "It's good to see you agan, Miss Lane."

She looked surprised for a moment, then amiled, pleased that the chief adminigtrator remembered her
name, forgetting that it was spelled out on the tag above her |eft bresst.

" saw the speech you made last night,” Wilmot said to Eberly. "Very impressve”
Eberly clasped his hands together asif praying. "I'm pleased that you think so."

"You redlize, of course, that we will not be able to make any changesin our governing regulations until
we establish oursdlvesin Saturn orbit.”

With a dight shake of his head, Eberly said, "l see no reason to delay.”

"Obvioudy," said Wilmot. "But the regulaions are in force and we dl agreed to follow them.” Before
Eberly could reply, Wilmot asked, "Tdl me, why are you in such a rush to change things? Are there
problems that I'm not aware of ?*

Eberly pursed his lips and tapped his prayerful fingertips agangt them. Saling for time to think,
Wilmot reckoned.



At last, Eberly answered, "The regulaions are too difling. They alow the people no flexibility. They
were written by adminigtrators and academics—"

"Like mysdf," Wilmoat interjected, with a good-natured amile.

" was going to say, administrators and academics who remained back on Earth; political theoreticians
who've never been off the Earth. Nor ever plan to be”

Wilmoat edged forward in his chair and glanced at the young woman. "Miss Lane, do you fed that our
exiging protocols are gifling you?'

Her eyes went wide, Sartled, then she looked at Eberly.
"Miss Lane?" Wilmot repeated. "Are we Hifling you?'

"I've never been on Earth," Hally replied dowly, hestantly. "At least, | don't remember my life there.
Asfar as| can recdl, I've spent my wholelifein Selene. And now here in the habitat, of course. Living in
Sdene was..." she druggled briefly for a word, "wdl, easer, in some ways. | mean, if you ran into a
problem you could dways go to one of the governing boards and appeal. Like, for your monthly water
dlotment, or to increase the Sze of your quarters.”

"And we have no such boards of appeds here" Wilmat said softly.

"No, we don't,” Hdlly replied. "Everything's set in cement. There are the rules and nothing else. End of
dory."

Wilmoat brushed his fingertips againgt his moustache thoughtfully.

"The red problem,” Eberly burst out, "is that these regulations were written by people who live in a
world that mugt be tightly controlled. They dl share the same basic, underlying view that society must be
hierarchica and controlled from the top."

Wilmat fdt pleased that the discusson was moving into his fiedd of interest. "Arent dl societies
controlled from the top? Even the so-called democracies are ruled by a smdl dite group; the only
difference is that a democracy can dhift its dite without bloodshed and give the generd populace the
illusion that they have made a tdling change.”

"There are too many controls," Eberly repeated. "Back on Earth, with a globa population dimbing
wel past ten hillions despite the greenhouse warming and dl the other ecological disasters, tight contral is
very necessary. But thisis not Earth.”

Wilmoat pretended surprise. "Don't you believe that we mug regulate our population sze? Don't you
understand the need to mete out our resources according to our ability to replenish them? We live in a
very limited environment, you know."

Obvioudy gruggling to contain his impatience, Eberly said, "This habitat could feed and house ten
times the exiging population. Why mugt we behave asif we are on the brink of famine?'

"Because we will be on the brink of famineif we don't control population Sze" Wilmat replied mildly.

Eberly shook his head vigoroudy. "You assume that we are a closed ecology, that we have nothing
avalable to us except what we produce for ourseves.”

"In't that the truth?' Wilmoat shot back.



"No! We can trade for resources with the asteroid miners, with the bases on Mars and in Jupiter
orbit, with Slene, even.”

"Trade what?' Wilmot asked. "What do we have to trade with?"

Eberly amiled asif he were turning over his trump card. "We will have the mogt precious resource of
them dl: water."

Wilmoat fdt his brows go up. "Water?'

"Saurn is surrounded by massive rings, which are composed of pieces of ice. Water ice. We can
become the providers of water for the entire solar system once we reach Saturn.”

"Water," Wilmot repeated, in a near whisper.

"Water," Eberly sad again. "And fuson fuds, too. Once we are in Saturn orbit, it will be cheaper for
us to scoop fuson fuds from the planet's atmosphere than it is to scoop them from Jupiter.”

"But well be twice as far from Eath—"

"I've had experts do the andyss" Eberly said, dmost smugly. "You can check the numbers yoursdf.
Once we are in Saturn orbit we can drive the Jupiter operation out of business!”

"Extraordinary,” Wilmot murmured, looking up at the caling pands, thinking furioudy. "Eveniif that isa
workable propogtion,” he said, "it will have to wait until we are a Saturn, won't it?"

"Yes, of course.”
"Then there is no point in trying to ater our system of governance until then, is there?'

Eberly placed his hands on histhighs and said very reasonably, "The people should be ready to launch
into action as soon as we reach Saturn. Why should they delay? They should be free to select the form of
government they want, the form that will work best for them, now, while we are in trangit, so that the new
government can be in place when we get to our destination.”

With you a its head, Wilmot added slently. That's what you're after, isn't it? Thisis nothing more then
apower game. Fascinating.

Aloud, he sad to Eberly, "Perhaps there is some merit in your idea.”
Hally blurted, "Y ou think so?'

Wilmot amiled a her and said, "Why don't we agree on this You can gart the process of writing a
new conditution. Canvass the populaion and determine what kind of a government they want for
themsdves. Begin the process immediately.”

"Well have to pall the people, draw up various types of congtitutions, nominate candidates—"

"Yes yes" Wilmat said. "Do dl that while you're carrying out your little contests about naming things
But there will be no change in our governing regulaions until we are firmly established in orbit about
Saturn. Istha clear? You can spend the time left in trangt to form your new government, but it will not
be ingdled in office until we are at our destination.”

Eberly thought a moment, eyes cast downward, then looked squardly at Wilmot and said, "Yes, | can
agreeto that.”



"Good," sad Wilmat, getting to his feet and extending his hand across the desk. "We are agreed,
then."

Eberly and Hally stood up and shook Wilmot's hand in turn. As they left his office, Wilmot sank back
into his chair, thinking that he should write up this encounter and have it ready to send back to Atlanta as
quickly as possible.



DATA BANK

It isthe most beautiful Sght in the solar system: Saturn and its glowing, glorious rings.

They arch above the planet's equator like a bridge of light, drding the ponderous flattened sphere of
the planet, hovering above its middle as if in splendid defiance of gravity.

The second-largest planet of our solar system, Saturn is dightly smdler than Jupiter, but orbits twice
as far from the Sun. Like Jupiter, Saturn is a gas giant world, composed amog entirdy of the lightest
elements, hydrogen and hdium. If you could build a svimming pool nearly ten times the sSze of Earth,
Saturn would float init: the planet's dengity isdightly less than water's.

Approaching Saturn, the planet's pde ydlow and tan couds churn across a disc that is noticegbly
flattened by its frenetic spin rate. Saturn's day is a scant ten hours and thirty-nine minutes. Yet to the
ancients, Saturn was the farthest planet they could see, and the dowest in mking itsway around the sky.
At ten times the Earth's distance from the Sun, it takes 29.46 Eath years for Saturn to cirde the Sun
once.

The ring system is what makes Saturn so beautiful, so intriguing. Jupiter and the farther worlds of
Uranus and Neptune have narrow, fant rings drding them. Saturn has broad bands of rings, shining
brilliantly, suspended about the planet's middle, hanging in emptiness like a magnificent set of haos.

When Gdlileo firg turned his primitive telescope to Saturn he thought he saw a triple planet: His amdl
lenses could not make out the rings, to him they looked like strange ears prouting on ether side of the
planet. He wrote to the German astronomer Johannes Kepler a letter in code, so that it could be read
only by itsintended recipien.

"l have observed the highest planet to be triple-bodied,” Gdileo wrote in an anagram. Kepler
misunderstood, and thought that Galileo meant he had discovered two moons of Mars.

As telescopes improved, astronomers discovered those impossible rings. To this day, Saturn is one of
the firg objects that amateur astronomers turn to. The dght of the ringed planet never fals to ingpire
admiring, ddighted sghs.

Saturn's beautiful rings are composed of particles of ice and ice-covered dust. While most of the
particles are no larger than dust motes, some are as big as houses. The rings are about four hundred
thousand kilometers across, yet not much thicker than a hundred meters. They have been described as
"proportiondly as thick as a sheet of tissue paper spread over afootball fidd."

The rings total mass amounts to that of an icy sadlite no more than one hundred kilometers in
diameter. They are either the remains of one or more moons that got too close to the planet and were
broken up by gravitationd tida forces, or leftover materid from the time of the planet's formation which
never coalesced into asngle body because it was too close to Saturn to do so.



The rings are dynamic. Hundreds of millions of particles drding the mammoth planet, condantly
calliding, bouncing off one another, bresking into smaler fragments, banging and jouncing like an insane
Speedway full of lundtic drivers.

The dynamics of the rings are fastinating. There are gaps between the mgor rings spaces of
emptiness caused by the gravitationd pulls of Saturn's several dozen moons. The rings are accompanied
by tiny "sheegpdog” satdlites, minuscule moons that circle just outsde or just indde each ring and
goparently keep them in place with ther tiny gravitaiond influence. The rings are sdf-sudaining: As
particles are sucked down into the planet, new particles are chipped off the shepherd moons by congtant
colligons with the hurtling, jodling particles, abraded off these tiny moonlets as they grind their way
around the planet, congtantly bombarded by the blizzard of tiny icy particles through which they orhit.

The main rings are actudly composed of hundreds of thinner ringlets that appear to be braided
together. Spacecraft time-lgpse photos dso show myderious spokes weaving through the largest of the
rings patterns of light and dark that remain unexplained and fascinating. Perhaps Saturn's extensve
magnetosphere dectricaly charges the dust particlesin the ring and levitates them, which may give rise to
the spokes.

The planet itsdf presented an enigma to the inquigtive scientists from Earth. Like the more massve
Jupiter, Saturn is heated from within, its core of molten rock seething from the pressure of the giant world
queezing down upon it. But Saturn is amdler than Jupiter, farther from the Sun, and therefore colder.
Where Jupiter harbors a flourishing biosphere of agrid organisms in its thick hydrogen atmosphere, and
an even more complex ecology of seagoing creatures in its deep planetwide ocean, Saturn seems bereft
of life, except for the cold-adapted microbes that dwell in its upper cloud deck.

"Saurn is a dead end, as far as multicdlular life is concerned,” pronounced a disappointed
adrobiologist after the earliest probes scanned the vast ocean that swirls beneath the ringed world's
perpetud clouds, "just over the edge of habitability for anything more complex than sngle-celled
organisms.”

Widfully, he added, "Jugt alittle warmer and we would have had a duplicate of Jupiter.”

Among the hillions of ice particles that make up the rings, some prebiologicd chemicd activity has
been detected by robotic probes, but no evidence for living organisms has been found, as yet.

Saurn's giant moon, Titan, is an dtogether different matter, however. A rich ecology of
hydrocarbon-based microbes exids there, placing Titen off-limits for any development or indudrid
exploitation. No one but scientists are dlowed at Titan, and even they have refrained from sending to its
surface anything except completdy erilized robot probes.

The stientific community and the International Astronautical Authority are agreed that humans must
not endanger Titan's ecology with the threat of contamination.

But others do not agree.



INTRADEPARTMENTAL MEMORANDUM

TO: All Human Resources Department Personnel.
FROM: R. Morgenthau, Acting Director.
SUBJECT: Prayer Mestings.

Severd daff members have asked for a daificaion of departmenta policy concerning prayer
megtings. Although habitat regulaions do not specificdly cal for such meetings during norma working
hours, neither do said regulations forbid them.

Therefore it will be the policy of the Human Resources Department to dlow HR daff to conduct
prayer meetings during working hours, providing such mestings are cleared beforehand with the Acting
Director, and further providing that such meetings are no longer than thirty (30) minutesin duration.

Saf members are encouraged to attend prayer meetings. The Human Resources Department will,
furthermore, encourage dl other departments to follow a smilar policy. Those who oppose prayer
meetings are obvioudy atempting to impose ther secularist opinions on the generd population of this
habitat.

R. Morgenthau.
Acting Director.

Human Resources Department.



TIME, TIDES, AND TITAN

Edouard Urban imagined himsdf standing on the shore of Titan's hydrocarbon sea.

Larger then the planet Mercury, Titan is a cold and dark world, some ten times farther from the Sun
then Earth is. Only pale and weak sunlight filters through the clouds and smog of Titan's thick, murky
amosphere.

Urbain pictured himsdf sanding on an outcropping of ice, staring through his spacesuit hdmet's visor
a the black, aly sea surging across the rough, jumbled ice fidd below. In the distance a sooty
"snowsgtorm” was approaching, a wal of black hydrocarbon flakes blotting out the horizon as it came
closer.

Then the bleak, frozen landscape suddenly grew brighter. He looked up, and the breath caught in his
throat. The clouds had broken for a moment and he could see Saturn riding high above, magnificently
beautiful, ten times larger than afull Moon on Earth, its rings adim knife edge dicing across the middle of
the gaudily striped body of the planet. There isno lovdier Sght in the entire solar system, he thought.

But the tide was coming in. Pulled by the immense gravitationd power of Saturn, the hydrocarbon sea
was afrothing tidd wave swiftly advancing across the broken landscape of ice, a dimy crawling monster
swalowing everything in its path, submerging spires and boulder-sized chunks of ice, covering the frozen
ground in hissng, bubbling black ail, flooding the world from horizon to horizon. Soon it would drown
even the prominence Urbain was standing on, dithering hdfway across Titan before reverang its course.

Someday | will stand by that sea, Urbain told himsdf, equipped to sample it and search for living
organismsin the black, ally liquid. Someday.

He sighed and looked around his cramped little office, returning to redity. No one will go to the
surface of Titan, not for many years to come, he knew.

Then his eyes fdl on the three-dimensona schemétic of the landing vehide that hovered above his
desk. It looked bulky and cumbersome, but to Urbain it was the epitome of pragmeatic elegance. Y ou will
go down to Titan's surface, my beauty, Urbain said slently to the drawing.

Desgning the lander had been little more than child's play, he redized. It was being built by his
enginears and technicians, under his meticulous direction. That much was actudly rather smple.

The big accomplishment was carrying it to Saturn, establishing this habitat in orbit around the ringed
planet, where Urbain and his scientists could control the lander inred time.

Time had defeated earlier attempts to explore Titan remotdy. It took more than an hour to send a
sgnd from Earth to Saturn, even when the two planets were at their closest. Remotely-controlled probes
faled, no matter how sophigticated they were, because of that time lag. For decades scientists on Earth
gnashed thair teeth in frudration as one probe after another trundled blithdy into a crevasse or was



blanketed in ally black snow, smply because it took hours for their human controllers to get the proper
commands to them.

No longer, Urbain told himsdf. Now we will control the lander from a mere few light-seconds away.
If necessary, we can establish a command post in orbit around Titan itsdf and cut the reaction time to
less than a second.

But no human will set foot on Titan, he knew. Not for many years. The thought saddened him, in his
heart of hearts. He wanted to plant his own boots on that cold, dark, black-ice surface. Deep in the
place where he kept his most secret desires, Edouard Urbain wanted to be the firg man to reach the
surface of Titan.



DEPARTURE PLUS 317 DAYS

"Jezoo, it's like amovie set down here”

Hally was leading Manud Gaeta dong the utilities tunnd that ran benegth the village. Overhead lights
flicked on automaticaly as they walked dong the tunnd, then went dark again once they had passed. The
wadls were lined with dectricd conduits, plumbing pipes, vaves, control panels, phone screens spaced
every hundred meters. More pipes ran overhead, color coded blue for potable water, yelow for sewage
heading to the recyclers, red for hot water going to the waste heat radiators outside the habitat. The
tunnd hummed with the congtant throb of pumps and dectricd equipment. Hally could fed the metd
deck plates vibrating through the soles of her softboots.

"What's amovie set?' she asked.

"Where they shoot vids" Gaeta replied, eying dl the ductwork around them as they moved dong the
tunnd. "You know, if they need to do a scene in ancient Rome they build a set to look like ancient
Rome"

"Oh. Sure. | click. But how does this look like amovie set?' He grinned at her. "Like the back sde of
aset. They'redl fake, just afacade, usudly made out of plagtic. You go behind, it's dl propped up with
girders and scaffolds.”

"And this reminds you of that?" she asked, puzzled.

"Kinda" he replied. "I mean, a couple dozen meters over our heads is the village—"

"No, we're past the village now,” Hally corrected. "We're undernegth the park, heading for the farms.”
"Whatever. Up top it dl looks so red, but down here you redize it's dl fakery."

"Itisnot!" she said, with some hedt. "It's as red as red can be. You eat the food we grow on the
farms, don't you? Y ou deep in an apartment in the village. How red can it get?

Gaeta hdd up both hands in a mock surrender. "Hey, whoa. Don't take it so persond. | just mearnt,
this whole habitat is an atificid congtruction. It looks like a red village and red farms and dl that, but
when you're down here you redize it's dl ingde a big machine

"Wdl, f'sure” Hally said. "Everybody knows that.”

They walked in slence for a while, the overhead lights turning on for them and off again once they
passed. Like magic, Hally thought. Then she remembered that she should have been in the office,
working. But thisis fun, she told hersdlf, exploring the tunnds Why work dl the time? A person ought to
have alittle fun now and then.

The tunnd branched up ahead, and one wall opened up to reved another tunnd that crossed thers at



alower leve.
"Thisway," Hally said, swinging aleg over the guardrail.
"Down there?' Gaeta asked.

"Sure” She flipped over the metd railing, grasped its bottom rung and hung there for an ingant, then
dropped to the metd flooring of the lower tunnd, four meters below.

"Come on," Hally called up to Gaeta. "It's a shortcut to the farms™”

He leaned over therail, looking dubious. Then dowly, methodicdly, he clambered over theral and let
himsdf drop down beside her, landing lightly on the balls of his feet.

"For astunt guy," she chided, "you're warping cautious.”

"That's how a sunt guy stays in one piece” he replied, grinning. "There are old suntmen and bold
stuntmen, but there are no old, bold stuntmen.”

Hally laughed, understanding.

"How far to the farms?' Gaeta asked.

"Not far now."

"How far?'

She wrinkled her brow for a moment, then answered, "Less then three kilometers™”
"You certain of that?'

"I've got dl the tunnels memorized,” Hally told him.

"All of them? Every one? Every kilometer?'

"BEvay centimeter.”

He laughed. "All up in your head, huh?" he teased, tapping his own temple.

Hally pulled her handheld from her tunic pocket and pressed the locater key with her thumb. The
screen showed a schematic of the tunnels that threaded beneath the habitat's landscaping, with a blinking
red cursor identifying their location.

Gaeta peered a the little screen over her shoulder. She could fed hiswarm breath on the back of her
neck, sense his body hedt.

"l be damned,” he said, dightly awestruck. "Y ou were right on the button.”
"l told you, didn't 1? I've memorized the whole layout of the habitat. Every centimeter of it."

Gaeta placed his hand on his heart and made a litle bow. "Perdone me, senorita. | apologize for
doubting you."

"De nada," sad Hdlly, which just about exhausted her knowledge of Spanish. She promised hersdf
she would learn more.



Ther adventure had started just before lunch, when Gaeta had popped into Hally's office asking
about authorization for an excurson outside the habitat.

"Gotta test the suit,” he explained. "Weve made hdf a dozen modifications to it and we need to test it
in hard vacuum.”

Looking up a him from her desk chair, Holly noticed that his eyes were the darkest brown she had
ever seen.

"You need to see the Safety Department about thet," she said. "Thisis Human Resources.”

Gaeta made a and| shrug. "Yeah, | know, but | thought maybe you could hep me with it. | don't
know any of the peoplein the Safety Department, and at least you and | have met before.”

She thought that sounded something like alie. Or maybe an excuse to see me? Hally wondered. With
hardly a moment's thought, she phoned the Safety office and made an gppointment for Gaeta to talk with
them.

Then he asked her to lunch and they began chaiting about his plans for getting down to the surface of
Titan and living in the habitat and before she knew it Hally was tdling him her life story, or as much of it
ghe remembered.

"Let's take the afternoon off," he suddenly suggested.

Hally sipped at her coffee, thinking that there was too much work waiting a her desk even though
Manny was kind of handsome in a beat-up way and when he amiled like that those dark, dark eyes lit up
like candles on a birthday cake.

"And do what?' she asked.

He spread his hands and grinned at her. "Nothing. Just loaf. Take it easy for afew hours™
"l have a better idea," Hally said, putting her coffee cup down with atiny dink.

"What?' he asked.

"Let's go exploring,” said Hally.

So she led him to one of the access hatches built into the back of the adminigtration building and down
the meta ladder into the utilities tunnd.

"Like going down to the Morlocks," he muttered as they clambered down the ladder.
"Oarlocks?' Hally asked, puzzled.
Gaeta just laughed.

As they waked dong the tunnd, taking, looking, discovering, Hally redized that here she was 4l
aone with this guy and nobody knew where she was. Whetlll | do if he starts to come on to me? she
wondered. And another part of her mind asked, What'l you do if he doesn't come on to you?

He's agdlion, dl right, Holly thought as they prowled adong the tunnd. Not much tdler than she, but
srong, muscular. She had never had the chance to do any sexud experimenting while under her sister's
watchful eye, dthough according to what Pancho had told her shed had her share of toy boys—and
even serious lovers—when she'd been in school before sheld died.



Could | make Macolm jedous? she wondered. He hasn't paid any aitention to me at dl. Maybe if he
finds out I'm seeing this stud, hell take some notice. Maybe—

"How wel do you know Dr. Cardenas?' Gaeta asked as they paused at afork in the tunnd.

Hadly hesitated a moment, picturing the tunnd layout in her mind. "That way," she pointed, "leads out
to the farms. Thisway goes to the factories.”

He scratched his chin. "We gonnawalk dl the way back to the village?'
"Sure. It's only three, four klicks"

"Theres no trangportation?”'

Hdly laughed. "Don't tdl me you're tired!"

"Naw, not redly. | was just thinking it's getting close to dinnertime and | ought to take a shower, you
know, and get into some fresh clothes.”

Hally fdt her pulse speed up. Is hetrying to get me to his gpartment?

"l got adinner date with Dr. Cardenas,” he explained, "and | oughtta ook decent for her."
Holly's face fdl. "With Dr. Cardenas?"

He must have seen her disgppointment. She redized that a blind man could have seen it.

"It's the only time we can tak about how she can make the nanobugs to decontaminate my suit,” he
explained. "She's so damn’ busy setting up her lab the only chance | get to talk with her is at dinner.”

Ild]'ll
"It's drictly business.
"Yegh. | dlick."

Gaeta gave her a sheepish little-boy look. "You wanna come, too? Bring a friend—we can make it
two couples.”

With a start, Hally redlized she didn't have afriend she could cal for a dinner date. She had plenty of
acquaintances, but mog of them were from the office. Ever snce coming into the habitat she had spent dl
her time, dl her thoughts, on Eberly. Until this day when Gaeta had popped into her office.

And now this.

"No," she sad firmly. "Thanks anyway. | have alot of work to catch up on.”
He nodded glumly. "I've taken you away from your work, huh?'

"That'sdl right," Hdlly said. "It was afun afternoon.”

She started back down the tunnd in the direction they had come from. Gaeta quickly caught up with
her.

"Maybe you could have dinner with me tomorrow?" he suggested.



Hally brightened. "Tomorrow? Sure, why not.”

"Gredt," he said, amiling at her.

When Gaeta got back to his gpartment he stripped, showered, and decided the depilatory was ill
working well enough o that he didn't need to shave yet. As he pulled on his clothes, one eye on the
digitd clock by his bed, he commanded the phone to send a message to Wenddl Soane, in Sene.

"Mr. Soane" he sad, dightly uncomfortable a being so formd. "Progress report on Ms. Lane.
Nothing much new to report. She's dill working in the Human Resources Department. Doesn't appear to
have any persond attachments; no boyfriends, not much of a socid life at dl. | had lunch with her this
afternoon. She's redly a fine young lady: very bright, very sharp. She seems happy in her work here in
the habitat. Tdl her sster she's got nothing to worry about as far as she's concerned. But I'll keep on
looking out for her, just like you want. Just wanna let you know there's no problems here.”

That oughtta keep the suits back in Sdene satisfied for awhile. Without their backing, thiswhole Titan
gunt would go down the tubes. Astro Corporation was the mgor funding source for Manud Gaeta and
his team.

Sammi Vyborg sat rigidly at his desk, looking past the open door of his cubbyhole office at the larger
office across the corridor. It belonged to hisimmediate superior, Diego Romero.

Vyborg glanced at the numerds of the digitd clock flashing away in the corner of his desk. Every day
it's the same routine, Vyborg grumbled to himsdf. He spends the morning pretending to work, takes his
lunch, then goes out for the afternoon. | gt here buried in duties and chores and he spends every
afternoon out of the office. The number two man in the department, and he only puts in hdf a day, a
best.

Don't get mad, Vyborg reminded himsaf. Get even. It's time to set this lazy old incompetent against
the director. With a bit of luck, | can bring them both down.

Romero stepped out into the corridor and did his office door shut. Turning, he noticed Vyborg
watching him.

"Buenos tardes," he sad, with asmile and a dight bow.
Vyborg smiled back at him, sourly.

As soon as Romero was gone, Vyborg got up from his desk and walked down the corridor to the
office of the Communications Department's director, Zeke Berkowitz. He rapped once on the half-open
door, meking it rattle againg its track.

"Comeonin," Berkowitz caled. AsVyborg did the door dl the way open and stepped into the office,
Berkowitz amiled and said, "Ah, Sammi. What can | do for you?"

Amiable was the word for Berkowitz. The man had spent along and successful career in the video



news business, firs as a locd reporter, then as a network anchorman, and findly as a globd executive.
He never made an enemy, dthough in the cutthroat world of news broadcasting many people had tried to
chop him down, stab him in the back, or even forcibly retire him. He survived it dl with a amile and a
homily about Chrigtian charity, liberdly sprinkled with self-deprecating Jewish humor.

When he reached mandatory retirement age, the dill-youthful Berkowitz moved into academia,
heppily teaching a new generation of would-be journdigts and public rdations flacks the redities of the
communications business. It was & an international conference that he met James Wilmoat, the famous
anthropologigt; the two men became ingant friends, even though they lived and taught on opposite sides
of the Atlantic Ocean. Years later, when Wilmot invited Berkowitz to be head of the Communications
Department on the Saturn-bound space habitat, Berkowitz—recently a widower after fifty years of loving
marriage—accepted the opportunity to get as far avay from his memories as he could.

Now he sat back in his desk chair, handsome and suntanned, dightly chubby, a series of holograms
on the wall behind him showing him at tennis tournaments and on golf courses. He smiled warmly &t the
dour, pinch-faced Vyborg.

"What's the matter, Sammi?' Berkowitz asked jovidly. "You look as if you swalowed something
ugly.”

Taking the chair in front of Berkowitz's desk, Vyborg began, "I don't enjoy bringing this to your
atention—"

"But you're going to do it anyway. Must be important.”
"l think it is"

"Okay. Out with it."

"It's Romero."

"Old Don Diego? What's he done that bothers you?"

Vyborg hesitated just long enough to show Berkowitz that what he was doing was digagteful to him.
"It's very difficult for me to say this, ance he's my direct superior, but... well, he's Imply not pulling his
own weght.”

"Heisn't."

"No, he isnt. He spends only hdf a day in the office and then he's gone. How can he do hiswork?'
"That's why weve got you, Sammi.”

Startled, Vyborg blurted, "What?'

Berkowitz put on his most amiable grin and, cdasping his hands prayerfully on the desktop, said,
"Diego Romero is awonderful old coot, a greet teacher with a very disinguished career behind him.”

"Behind him," VVyborg echoed.

"Hé'sin this department more or less because Wilmaot wanted him aboard this habitat and had to find
aplace for im somewhere. So he's working with us™

"But he's not working,” Vyborg snapped. "He's hardly ever at his desk.”



"That's okay, Sammi. | haven't given him much to do. | rely on you to get the work done. Leave Don
Diego done. He's going to be very vauable to this habitat—as a teacher.”

"A teacher?' Vyborg gasped. "They got rid of him in Mexico because he was teaching unauthorized
garbage. Do you want him teaching his blasphemies here?!

Berkowitz's amile diminished by less than a millimeter. "Freedom of thought is not blasphemous,
Sammi. He's a greet teacher.”

Vyborg muttered, "Y es, and he's teaching the rest of the office saff how to get by without working.”

"If you find anybody goofing off in this department, you tdl me about it. Pronto. Don Diego's a specid
case. Leavehimdone”

Admitting defeat, Vyborg nodded and rose from his chair. "I understand. I'm sorry to have bothered
you."

"No bother at dl," Berkowitz said grandly. "My office door is dways open to you, Sammi."

Vyborg looked around the director's office. It was much more spacious than his own. It even had a
window that looked out onto the park and the shimmering lake beyond. Without another word he turned
and walked out, thinking, I'l have to get rid of them both, somehow.

By the time he got back to his own office, Vyborg had brightened considerably. Berkowitz wants to
dlow Don Diego to teach heretical ideas, he redized. That makes Berkowitz just as quilty as the old men
himsdf. Perhaps | can get them both in one swoop.

But as he sat a his desk again his mood darkened once more. That means I'll have to wait until we're
edtablished a Saturn. Much too long. | can't wait dl those months, more than a year, actudly. | want to
et rid of them now.



DEPARTURE PLUS 318 DAYS

When Hally got to her office the next morning there was a message on her screen: SEE ME
IMMEDIATELY. MORGENTHAU.

It ill bothered Hally to see Ruth Morgenthau stting at Eberly's desk. Even though nearly two months
had passed since Eberly had left the office, Holly dways expected to see Mdcolm there. Instead, when
she opened the director's office door, Morgenthau was behind the desk, her fleshy face dark and
ominous

Even before Hally could sit down, Morgenthau demanded, "Where were you yesterday afternoon?’
Hdlly tiffened. "I took the afternoon off. | caught up on my work from my quarters, after dinner.”
Morgenthau asked, "Were you ill?'

Hally thought that a Smple lie could end this conversation. Instead, she replied, "No. I—I just needed
some time away from the office, that's dl."

"Do you think you're working too hard?!
"l enjoy my work."

Morgenthau drummed her chubby fingers on the desktop. Despite the dress code they had agreed to,
the woman's fingers were heavy with jeweded rings, and her tunic ablaze with colors. Hally noticed that
the desk was littered with papers. Macolm had dways kept it immaculatdy clear.

"St down, please, Hally," Morgenthau said.

Hdlly took one of the chairsin front of the desk, feding resentment Smmering indde her. I'm entitled
to take an afternoon off if | want to, she said to hersdlf. I'm running this warping office. I'm doing dl the
work. | can go off and have alittle funif | want to. But she said nothing and meekly sat down.

Morgenthau stared a her for a long moment, then said, "You know, and | know, that you are redly
running this office. I'm just a figurehead covering for Macolm while you do dl the real work."

Hally dmost blurted out her agreement, but she managed to keep Slent.
"l don't mind that arrangement,” Morgenthau continued. "In fact, | find it quite satisfactory.”
Hally nodded warily, expecting worse to come.

"But," Morgenthau resumed, "you don't have to rub my face in it. You mugt show a leest some
outward respect for my pogtion.”



"l do!"

"Yederday you did not. It is not proper for you to take the afternoon off without informing me.
Actudly, you should ask my permisson, but | don't want to be a sickler. Still, how does it look when
someone like Professor Wilmot asks me a question and | tdl him that my assstant will look up the
information and my assgtant isnt a her desk? Ian't even in the office? And | don't know where she is?'

"You could have cdled me. | dways carry my comm.”
"You should keep meinformed of your whereabouts at dl times. | shouldn't have to search for you."
Holly's temper was rigng. "You don't like me very much, do you?'

For an ingant Morgenthau looked surprised, dmost startled. Then she admitted, "You are not a
Bdiever. And, worse, you're a reborn. | find that..." she struggled for a word, "...distasteful. Almost
snful.”

"It wasn't my decison. My sster did it when | was too sick to know what was hgppening to me”
"Sill. You tried to avoid God's judgment on you. You tried to cheat degth.”

"Wouldn't you?'

"No! When God cdls me, I'll be happy to go.”

The sooner the better, Hally snarled slently.

"But my rdigious beliefs are not the subject of this conversation. | want you to keep me informed of
your wheregbouts a dl times”

Holding back her anger, Hdlly replied, "I understand.”

Bresking into a amile that looked forced to Hally, Morgenthau added, "During office hours, of course.
What you do when the office is closed is on your own conscience, naturdly.”

"Of course"
"Unlessit involves Dr. Eberly."

So that's it! Hally redized. She's clanked up because she can see that I'm interested in Mdcolm.
Maybe she knows more than | do. Maybe she can see that Mdcolm's interested in me!

"Dr. Eberly is much too busy for persond involvements of any kind, Holly. You should stop trying to
digtract him."

She's trying to protect him. She's ganding between Mdcolm and me.

Hally got to her feet. "I should have told you | was taking the afternoon off," she said coldly. "It won't
happen again.”

"Good!" Morgenthau smacked her hands together loudly enough to startle Hally. "Now that that's out
of the way—I'll be out of the office dl day. Youll bein charge”

Surprised at her sudden changein tone, Holly asked, "Where will you be?'

Morgenthau laughed ligntly and waggled a finger in the air. "No, no, it's not necessary for me to tdl



you where I'm going. I'm the department chief, remember. | can come and go as | wish.”
"Oh, right. Fsure."

"For your informetion, however," Morgenthau said as she pushed hersdf up out of the desk chair, "I
will be with Macolm dl day. We are going over severd drafts of possible condtitutions™

Ebely spped herbd tea while Vyborg and Jaansen argued with quiet passon. Kananga was
obvioudy bored with the argument, while Morgenthau watched it in Sllence as she nibbled on padtries.

Kananga's aman of action, Eberly thought. He doesn't think very deeply, which is good. He makes a
usful tool. Morgenthau, though, she's different. She just gits there watching everything, Slent as a sphinx.
What's going on ingde her head? How much of this is she reporting back to Amsterdam? Everything, |

SUPpPOoSE.

"If you dlow the people dl these persond freedoms,” Vyborg was saying, dmost hissng, actudly, "the
result will be chaos. Anarchy.”

"Mog of the inhabitants have come to this habitat to escape repressive regimes. If their individud
liberties are not guaranteed, they'll regject the condtitution atogether.” Jaansen leaned back on the sofg,
gmiling asif he had won the argument.

"Individud liberties" Vyborg spat. "That's the kind of license that nearly caused the collapse of
avilizetion. If it weren't for the New Mordity—"

"And the Holy Disciples” Morgenthau interjected, then, glanang a Kananga, she added, "and the
Sword of Idam.”

Jaansen frowned at her and Vyborg, both. "No matter what you think, these people will not accept a
condtitution that doesn't guarantee their higtoricd freedoms. They're here because they got fed up with the
restrictions back on Earth."

Vyborg thought otherwise. He continued to argue.

Sitting at the end of the coffee table, Eberly thought that Vyborg, in the room's best armchair with his
skinny legs tucked under him, looked rather like a coiled snake: lean, smdl, dark, his eyes dlittering
menacingly. Jaansen was jud the opposite: cool, pae, but as immovable as a glacier. And he kept that
damned palmcomp in his hand, fiddling with it like some voodoo charm.

Kananga butted in. "In a closed ecology like this, we can't tolerate fools and troublemakers. Pop them
out an arlock without a suit!"

Morgenthau laughed. "My dear Colond, how can we resort to arlock judice if each dtizen is
guaranteed due process of the law for any offense they might commit?'

"Exactly my point!" Vyborg exclamed, saring sraight at Jaansen. "We have no room here for legd
niceties”

Purang her lips for a moment, Morgenthau said, "There is another possibility.”
"What?'



"I've heard that some scientists on Earth are experimenting with eectronic probes they put indde
peoples skulls. They attach the probes to the brain—"

"Biodectronics”" Jaansen said.

"Yes" agreed Morgenthau. "With these probes attached to various brain centers they can control a
person's behavior. Prevent vidlent arimina behavior, for example”

Vyborg scowled. "Whet of it?"

"Perhaps we can use such probes to control behavior here” said Morgenthaul.
"Insert neurd probes to control peopl€e's behavior?' Jaansen shuddered.

"It could work," said Morgenthaui.

"They would have to agree to the operation,” Vyborg pointed ouit.

Kananga countered, "Not if they were found guilty of crimind behavior."

"It might be away to control the people,” Morgenthau said.

Shaking his head, Jaansen said, "The population would never agree to it. These people aren't Supid,
you know. They wouldn't give the government that kind of power over them.”

"We wouldn't have to tdl them," Kananga said. "Jugt do it."

That started an argument that grew steadily more fervent. Eberly watched and listened, Spping his tea,
while they squabbled louder and louder.

At lagt he asked them, "May | make apoint?' He spoke softly, but dl eyes immediatdy turned to him.

"Evenin the so-called democracies back on Earth, the desperate conditions caused by the greenhouse
crash have led to very authoritarian governments. Even in the United States, the New Mordity rules most
of the large urban centers with an iron fig."

"Which iswhy most of these people joined this habitat,” Jaansen pointed out. "To find more freedom
for themsalves."

"Theilluson of freedom,” muttered Kananga.
"Secularigts,” grumbled Morgenthau. "Troublemaking unbelievers. Agnostics and outright atheigts.”

Jaansen shifted the palmcomp from one hand to another as he said, "I don't disagree with you, redlly.
I'm a Believer, too. | understand the need for firm control of the people. But those secularigts aren't fools.
Many of them are scientists. Even more are engineers and technicians. All I'm saying is that if you try to
get them to agree to a condtitution that does not indude the kind of individud liberties they expect, theyl
regject the condtitution.”

"Not if we count the votes," Morgenthau said with a heavy wink.
"Be sarious" Jaansen countered.

"It's been done," she said, snickering.

Eberly let out along Sgh. Again, they dl turned to him.



"None of you understand higory,” he said. "If you did, you would see that this problem has been
faced before, and resolved properly.”

"Resolved?' Vyborg snapped. "How?'

Smiling with superior knowledge, Eberly said, "More than a hundred years ago Russa was part of the
conglomeration called the Union of Soviet Socidist Republics™

"l know that," Vyborg said sourly.

"Soviet Russa had a condtitution, the mogt liberd conditution on Earth. It guaranteed freedom and
brotherhood to everyone. Y et thar government was among the most repressive of them dl.”

Jaansen seemed intrigued. "How did they manage that?"

"It was Smple" Eberly replied. "In the midst of dl those highflown congtitutiona phrases about liberty
and equdity and the brotherhood of man there was onetiny little clause that said, in effect, that dl the rest
of the condtitution could be suspended temporarily in case of an emergency.”

"An emergency,” repeated Kananga
"Temporaily,” said Vyborg.

Eberly nodded. "It worked quite well. The Soviet Union was in a permanent state of sege, and the
government ruled by terror and deceit. It worked for nearly three quarters of a century, until the Soviet
government collapsed under pressures from the Western nations, especialy the old United States.”

"We would have no outside pressures to contend with,” Vyborg said.

Eberly spread his hands. "So we give the people the sweetest, kindest, most liberd condtitution they
have ever seen. But we make certain that we have that emergency dauseinit.”

Morgenthau laughed heartily. "Then, once the condtitution is in effect, dl we have to do is find an

"Or make one," Vyborg added.

Even Jaansen amiiled. "And then, if anyone objects—"

"We gtick a neurd probe into his brain,” Morgenthau said, "and turn him into a mode citizen.”
"A modd zombie" Jaansen muttered.

"Or better yet," sad Kananga, grinning, "out the airlock with them."



JUPITER ENCOUNTER MINUS THREE DAYS

Eberly asked Jaansen to sweep his gpartment for bugs at least once a week.

"Are you redly worried that Wilmot is goying on you?' the tdl, pae Norseman asked as he walked
across the bedroom, dectronic detector in his hand.

Eberly, shorter, darker, replied, "It'swhat | would do if | werein his place.

"Are you bugging his office?" Jaansen asked, with agmile

"Of course.™

"W, in three days wefly past Jupiter,” said Jaansen. "It's a milestone.”

Eberly agreed with a curt nod. "I'm more interested in what happens ingde the habitat than outsde.”

Jaansen, ever the engineer, pointed out, "Well be taking on fresh fud. Without it we won't be able to
ot to Saurn.”

"I have other things on my mind. More important things”
"The coming dections.

Jaansen clicked off the detector and announced, "You're dl clean. No cameras, no microphones, no
eectricd power drain anywhere, down to the microvolt. Nothing that shouldn't be here.”

"Good." Eberly walked him back into the gtting room and gestured him to the sofa.

Sitting himsdf in the easy chair, Eberly said, "Sooner or later, we must get the people to vote on a
new conditution and new leaders.”

Jaansen nodded, tucked the detector into one pocket and pulled out his inevitable handheld computer
from another.

"I've been thinking about the eections,” Eberly said.
"They're along way off."

"Less than a year now. We mud prepare for them.”
Jaansen nodded, fiddling with his palmcomp.

"The scientists will vote for one of their own, probably Urbain.”



Anacther nod from Jaansen.
"They form a szable bloc of votes.”

"Not a mgority, though.”
"Not of themsdves" said Eberly. "But suppose the engineers and technicians vote with them?"

Recognition dawned on Jaansen's face. "That could be a mgority. A solid mgority.”

"Therefore we must somehow Split the engineers and technicians away from the scientists”" Eberly
sad.

"How can we do that?'

Eberly smiled. "Let me explain what | have in mind."

Edouard Urbain tried to control the trembling he fdt insde him as he stared out the observation port.
The giant planet Jupiter, no more than a bright star only a few days ago, was now a discernable disk even
to the naked eye, obvioudy flattened at its poles, streaked with muted colors from bands of clouds racing
across the face of that enormous world. Four tiny stars flanked the disk: the moons that Gdileo
discovered with hisfirg telescope.

Tucked into a close orhit just above those multihued clouds, Urbain knew, was the research dation
Thomas Gold. | could have been there, he told himsdf for the thousandth time. | could have been
leeding the teams sudying the life-forms on Europa and Jupiter itsdf. Instead | am here in this glorified
ark, stuck in dong with renegades and madmen like this Gaeta fellow.

He knew it was hisimagination, but Jupiter seemed to be getting larger as he watched. No, we are not
that near to it yet, Urbain said to himsdlf. Three days from now, that is when the spectacle will occur.

Habitat Goddard's complement of scientists and their equipment was far amdler than Urbain had
asked for. The universty consortium was unwilling to send their best people on a multiyear voyage out to
Saurn. Let them gt on ther thumbs while the habitat lumbers its way out to that distant planet? No,
never. Urbain recalled the face of the consortium's chief scientist with perfect, panful darity:

"We can't tie up our best people for severa years like that, Edouard. Y ou take a skeleton team out to
Saturn. Once you're established in orbit about the planet, we can shoot our top researchers out to you on
atorch ship, get them there in amonth or two."

Theimplied inault dill burned in Urbain's heart. | am not one of their top people. A lifetime of work on
Mars and the Moon, three years in orbit around that helhole of Venus, a life dedicated to planetary
science, and dl they think me capable of is playing nursemaid to a skeleton crew of aso-rans.

It rankled. It cut. His wife had refused to come with him; instead, she sued for a divorce. She had
warned him, over the years, that he was foolish to ignore the political aspects of his career.

"Make friends" Jeanmarie had told him, over and again. "Play up to those who can do you good."

He could never do it. Never play that game. He had done good work, solid work, perhaps not the
leve that wins Nobel Prizes, but important contributions nevertheless. And now this. The end of the road.



Exiled to Saturn. I'll be retirement age by thetime | can work my way out of this habitat.

| should have paid more atention to Jeanmarie. | should have heeded her advice. | should have pad
more atention to the New Mordity counsdlors. They pull the drings behind the scenes. Mediocre
Bdievers get promotions while honest researchers like me are left behind.

A wasted life, he thought.

Yet, as he looked out at Jupiter glowing like a beacon in the dark depths of infinite space, the old
excdtement Immered within him. There's a whole universe out there to explore! Worlds upon worlds! |
won't be able to sudy Jupiter or its moons, but I'll be a Saturn before any of the others. Il be directing
the firg redl-time probes of Titan's surface.

He thought of the tracked rover vehidle that his gaff was building. It will roam across the surface of
Titan and obtain more data about that world in a few weeks than dl the scientists back on Earth have
been able to amassin their lifetimes. Before the bright youngsters get there on their torch ships I'll dready
be getting data from Titan. And from the cloud deck of Saturn. And the ice rings.

Perhaps my life won't be a waste, after dl, thought Edouard Urbain. Perhaps this time I'll hit the
jackpot. Perhaps there isa Nobel Prize waiting for mein the future, after dl.

Perhaps, he even thought, Jeanmarie will return to me.

In the workshop where he and his team labored, Manny Gaeta was waking Kris Cardenas around
hisEVA suit. Von Hdmholtz and his four technicians stood at the benches that ran dong two walls of the
chamber, watching their boss and the nanotech expert as they dowly paced around the heavy, bulky i,
like shoppers ingpecting a new outfit built for Frankenstein's mongter.

She had arrived at the lab carrying a amdl briefcase, which she had I€ft on the floor by the door as
soon as Gaeta came over to greet her. The technicians stayed well clear of it.

Now she and Gaeta stared up a the suit, looming head and shoulders above them, gleaming in the
light from the caling lamps.

"Itshig," Cardenas murmured. With its hdmet and jointed arms, it reminded her of a medieva suit of
armor.

"It's gotta be big," Gaeta said as they paced dowly around it. "L ots of gear indde.
"Youve got room in there for a cafeteria," she joked.

With arueful grin, Gaeta answered, "Nope. Just enough room ingde for me to squeeze in. The rest is
packed with sensors, cameras, VR tranamitters, servomotors to move the arms and legs, radiation armor,
life support systems—"

"Sysems? Flurd ?'
"You bet. Redundant systems are the only way to go. One craps out, you can live on the other.”

Cardenas peered at the gleaming armor’s bright finish. "Is this cermet?”



"Patly," said Gaeta. "Lots of organometalics in it, too. And semiconductor surfaces, protected by
boroslicates and Buckyfilament shields."

"How do you put it on?'

He walked her around to the suit's back. "You dimb in through the hatch.”

Cardenas broke into alaugh. "Like the trapdoor in old-fashioned long johng™

Gaetaftilted his head to one sde. "I never thought of it like that, but yesh, you're right. Kinda like that."
Sobering up somewhat, Cardenas said, "Could you show me how you get into it?'

"Sure. You want to go in? It's okay, | can hdp you."

Cardenas shook her head. "No. You get into it." Nodding toward the briefcase she had left by the
door, "Then | can take samples of whatever resdues you leave on the outsde.”

"Samples?

"If you want nanomachines specificaly tailored to clean up your residues, | have to know exactly what
they are, down to the molecular levd.”

Gaeta nodded his undergtanding. "Okay." He cdled to von Hdmhaltz, "Y o, Fritz, | gotta get ingde”

Von Hdmhaltz and the four techs started for the suit. The chief technicdan hesitated, though, and
asked, "Dr. Cardenas, will you need your case?'

"Yes | will, thank you."

He brought the briefcase to Cardenas while two of the technicians began unsedling the suit's hatch and
the other two booted up the monitoring consoles standing dong the far side of the lab.

"You plan to go outsde when we pass Jupiter?' Cardenas asked Gaeta as von Hdmhaltz handed her
the briefcase.

"Yep. Well have a couple hundred million VR viewers sharing the experience as we zip past Jupiter.
Should be fun"

"Hying past Jupiter as seen from outsde. 1'd like to experience that mysdf," Cardenas sad.

The technicians swung open the haich in the back of the suit and Gaeta stepped to it. Over his
shoulder he told Cardenas, "Sure, why not? Fritz can fix you up with a VR rig, can't you Fritz?"

"It would be an honor," said von Hemhaltz. Cardenas couldn't decide if he meant it or he was being
Sotty.

She watched as Gaeta hiked one leg up over therim of the hatch, grabbed the sdes with either hand,
and then pulled his other leg in. His head disappeared into the darkness indde.

She heard a thud, then a string of muffled Spanish curses.
"It's pretty tight in there," one of the technicians said, grinning at her.
Gaeta cdled, "Okay, I'm s&t." The techs closed the hatch and sedled it shut.



Waking around to the front of the suit, Cardenas had to crane her neck to see Gaetas face through
the heavily tinted visor of the hdmet.

Theright arm of the suit stirred into motion with a buzz and whirr of servomotors.
"Hdlo, Kris" boomed Gaeta's voice, anplified powerfully, as he waved at her. "Wanna dance?'

But she was dready on one knee, opening the briefcase thet carried her andyss toals, dl business.



JUPITER ENCOUNTER MINUS TWO DAYS

The cafeteria was budling and noisy with the datter of dlverware and a hundred buzzing
conversations. Ilya Timoshenko ignored the lines of people waiting at the various counters, preferring to
punch out his lunch sdlections from the automated dispensers. He had filled his tray with a McGlop
sandwich and a bowl of steaming soup; now he stood before the beverage dispenser.

"Decigons, decisons."

Timaoshenko turned his head to see that it was Jaansen, one of the top engineers, anding next to him,
tdl and lean and pae as the winter sun.

Without a word, Timashenko did his plastic cup benegth the cola nozzle and leaned on the button.
Then he walked away, looking for a table where he could be done. As he unloaded his tray, though,
Jaansen walked up to the table, carrying a sdlad and a glass of milk.

"Do you mind if | St here?' Jaansen asked, adready putting his sparse lunch on the table. "'l need to
tak with you."

Timoshenko said, "About what?' Jeansen was one of the bosses, severd rungs up the ladder above
him.

"Palitics" said Jaansen as he pulled out his chair and sat down. Suddenly Timoshenko had no
appetite. He sat facing the pale Norseman. "l have no interest in politics”

"You did once. Y ou were quite an activis.”
"And look where it's got me."

Jaansen waved a hand vagudy. "This isn't so bad, isit? If you have to be exiled, this is better than
mogt places.”

Despite himsdf, Timoshenko asked, "Were you exiled?'

"No, | chose to come here. For me, this is an opportunity to be in charge of a mgor engineering
operation.”

"To be a boss, you mean.”
"You could be a boss, too," Jaansen said. "The biggest boss of dl.”
Timoshenko scowled a him.

"I mean it, llya You could run for the office of chief administrator, once the new condiitution is put
into effect."



"You're joking."

"I'm serious. You could run, and you could win. All the engineers and technicians would vote for you.
That'samgor bloc of votes"

"Why would they vote for me?"

"Because you're one of us. Everybody knows you and respects you."

Timaoshenko grunted derisively. "I have very few friends. Hardly anybody knows me, and those who
do don't like me very much. | can't say thet | blame them, either.”

Jaansen would not be put off. Pulling his pamcomp from his tunic pocket he began tapping out
numbers as he spoke.

"Politics boils down to arithmetic,” he said, pecking away. "You are much more respected by your
fdlow workers than you think. They'll vote for you in preference to Urbain, and—"

"Urban? Hell be running for office?’

"Of course. He's head of the science department, isn't he? The scientigts think they own this habitat.
They think we're dl here to serve them. Of course hell run. And hell win, unless you can rdly the
engineers and technicians.”

Timashenko shook his head. "I have no interest in politics,” he repeated. But he stayed and listened
and looked at the numbers Jaansen was pecking out on his palmcomp.

Hdf an hour later, on the other sde of the crowded, noisy cafeteria, Edouard Urbain was trying to
finish hislunch and get back to his office. The cold potato soup was a poor imitation of vichyssoise. He
hadn't had a decent medl since leaving Montredl. Wilmat has no interest in cuisine, of course. Once |
become chief adminigrator | will see to it that the cooks learn how to cook.

There were a thousand things to do; congtruction of the roving vehide was running into difficulties and
the Jupiter encounter was dmost upon them and this man Eberly wanted to draft a conditution for the
habitat and make himsdf the chief administrator. Impossblel Urbain told himsdf as he sipped the
unappetizing soup. Thisis a sdentific misson, the entire purpose of this habitat is science. A scientist mugt
head the government.

"Areyou as excited as | an?'

Urbain jumped as if someone had poked him. Looking up, he saw the chief engineer, the Norseman
Jaansen, amiling gently a him. Reluctantly, Urbain gestured him to the empty char on the other sde of his
table.

"Excited?' he asked as Jaansen took the proffered chair.
"About the Jupiter flyby."

"Ah, yes. | suppose | am,” Urbain muttered as he spooned up the last of the mediocre soup. Then he
noticed that Jaansen was empty-handed. "Aren't you having lunch?'



"I've dready eaten,” said the engineer. "'l was on my way out when | saw you Stting aone.™

Urbain preferred to eat done. But he said nothing and reached for his cup of tea. They served wine,
of a sort, in the restaurants. The cafeteria did not.

Jeansen said, "'l can't think of anything but the flyby. And the refuding procedure. I've checked
everything associated with the procedure a dozen times, but dill 1 can't help worrying that I've forgotten
something.”

"Thet iswhy we create checkligs," Urbain sad tartly.

Jaansen amiled. "Yes, | know. But ill..."

Urbain finished histea. "If youll pardon me" he said, starting to push his chair back from the table.
Jaansen touched his deeve. "Do you have a minute? There's something 1'd like to discuss with you.”
"l must get back at my lab.”

Jaansen nodded, hisice blue, pae-lashed eyes looking disappointed. "I understand.”

Nettled, irritated a the pang of guilt he fdt, Urbain conceded, "A minute, you say?"

"Maybe two."

"What isit?' Urbain asked. He leaned over to pull his tray from beneath the chair and began placing
hisdishes onit.

"l need your help. Y our guidance.”
"About what?'

The engineer glanced around dmogt furtively before replying, “You know thet the chief of Humen
Resources isforming a committee to draft a new conditution for us™

"Yes, so0 | have heard.”

"And once the condtitution is put into effect, we will vote on a government.”
Urbain nodded as he asked himsdlf, What is he driving at?

"l presume that you will head that government,” Jaansen said.

"Ah, yes. | suppose | will."

Looking quite earnest, Jaansen asked, "Are you prepared to make such a sacrifice? It will be a heavy
respongbility.”

Urbain began to reply, hesitated, then formed the words in his mind before answering, "l have thought
about this quite serioudy. It is a serious respongbility, you are entirdy correct there. But snce this is a
sdentific endeavor, it must have a scentigt at its head. As chief scientist, | redly have no choice in the
matter. | must accept the respongbility.”

"Assuming the people eect you," said Jaansen.

"Of course they will dect me. Who dse could they vote for?"



JUPITER ENCOUNTER MINUS ONE DAY

"And where will you be when we fly past Jupiter?* asked Don Diego.

Hally looked up from the raspberry bush she was planting dong the embankment. "In my office" she
sad with asmile "I've got to get my work done sometime.”

The old man wiped his swesaty forehead with the back of a gloved hand. "You don't consider what we
are doing as work?'

"Thisisfun. | mean, it's physicd labor, y'’know. But it's fun. Besides, when | say 'work’ | meen the job
| was hired to do."

"You seem to spend part of each day here with me” Don Diego said as he tugged at a stubborn coil
of sted cable, haf-buried in the ground.

"l like being out here" Hally redized that she enjoyed being outdoors, away from her office. She
enjoyed working and talking with this older man, this serious yet lighthearted man who listened so wel
and had so much to teach her.

"Careful,” Hally warned as he strained to pull the stubborn cable out of the ground. "That might be
connected to something important.”

He shook his head. "No, it isjust some of the junk that the congtruction crews left behind. Instead of
deaning up the area as they were paid to do, they threw mog of their leftovers down the embankment,
figuring that no one would notice.

Hally went over to help him. Together they pulled the coiled length of cable free. Sure enough, it was
connected to nothing. Just |eftover trash from the habitat's congtruction.

"Maybe we ought to organize deaning crews to go through dl the culverts and embankments,” Holly
thought adoud. "We could prob'ly scavenge some ussful materias”

"l worry more about the effects on our hedth. Sted rusts, and the rust seeps into our drinking water
upplies”

"Everything's purified when the water's recycled,” Hally said.
He nodded warily. "Stll, | worry."

Haly returned to the raspberry bush, tamped down the freshly turned earth around it, then
graightened up dowly, hands on the smdl of her back.

"That's enough for me" she said, looking up a the long solar window. It was hdf in shade.
"Dinnertime.”



"Will you dlow me to make dinner for you a my hacienda?" Don Diego asked, pulling off his
gtained, soiled gloves.

Hdly smiled. His hacienda was a one-bedroom apartment, she knew, just about the same gze and
layout as her own.

"Why don't | cook tonight?* she suggested.

He looked embarrassed for amoment, then said, "You are a wonderful person in many ways, Hally,
but | think I'm a better cook than you."

"WIll you teach me how to make chili?' she asked eegerly.

"Out of soymest and pinto beans,” he replied. "Of course. | will even show you how to prepare the
beans so they do not cause gas™

"Aint | ever gonna get dinner?' Manny Gaeta complained. "The cafeterias probably closed by now."
"Then it doesn't matter, does it?' retorted Fritz von Hmholtz.

Insgde the armored suit, Gaeta was sanding a good haf-meter off the deck plates. He looked down
a von Hdmhoaltz through the heavily tinted visor of the helmet.

"Cabroén,” Gaeta muttered. Fitz can be ared pain in the ass sometimes, he thought.

Von Hdmhaltz looked up from his handheld and frowned a him. "We have to do the vacuum test
firg"

"It's damned hot in here. I'm swegting.”

"Tumn up the coaling,” von HAmholtz said, unfazed.
" don't wanna run down the batteries."

"We can recharge them overnight.”

Gaeta knew he could stop the test by smply powering down the suit and popping the hatch. Held
been in the clunker for hours now, going through every procedure that they would need to record the Jup
iter flyby. Gaeta fdt tired and sweety and uncomfortable.

But Fritz is right, he knew. Check everything now. Make certain everything is working. Don't want
any surprises when you're outside.

"Vacuum test, right,”" he muttered, scanning the Christmas tree of monitoring lights set into the collar of
the hdmet. Everything in the green, except for two amber lights a low battery and an ar fan tha was
running dower than design nomind. Maybe that's why it's so damn hot in here, he thought.

Fritz was over by the big monitoring console, studying the diagnostics screen. "That fan will have to be
replaced,” he said into the pin mike at hislips.

One of the technicians nodded glumly. "There goes my dinner date,” he grumbled.



Straightening up and turning toward Gaeta, Fritz curled a beckoning finger. "Come, my little sylph. To
arlock number fourteen."

Gaeta began to wak. The auit fdt diff, despite the servomotors that were daved to his ams and legs.
"| fed like the Tin Woodsman in here," he told Fritz. "Oil can! Oil can!™

Fritz did not amile one millimeter. "The bearings are sdf-lubricating. As you exercise the suit, the joints
will smooth out."

"Yeah. Sure

Geaeta followed Fritz toward the wide double doors of the lab. One of the other techs opened them.
Gaeta was surprised to see Hally Lane standing in the hdlway outsde. Her eyes went wide when she
saw the quit dunking toward her.

He moved one am dowly and flexed the fingersin a robotic wave. "Hi, Haly," he caled.
"Manny? s that you in there?'

"ltsme"

She hefted aamdl plastic bag. "I brought you some chili. Homemade."

Von Hdmholtz said, "We have no time for amed a present. We are very busy.”

"Come on dong, Haly," Gaeta cdled. "Were goin' down to arlock fourteen.” He resumed his
plodding wak out into the hdlway.

"Y ou're going outside now?" Hally asked, scampering out of hisway.

"Naw. The Safety guys nixed my EVA. They got a whole crew out there to take on the fud tanks
comin' up from Jupiter. I'll just say in the Tock while they open it to the outside, keep out of ther way.
Well vid the Jupiter pass tomorrow; that's when well be closest.”

"Can | watch?'

"Sure" Gaeta said, enjoying the nervousticin Fritz's right cheek. "Come on dong.”



TANKER GRAHAM

"Hey, Tavdera, ook sharp now, we're sarting the rendezvous maneuver.”

Raoul Tavadera grumbled an obscenity under his breath. | know we're sarting the frigging rendezvous
maneuver, he answered the skipper slently. Why the fuck else are we out here?

The Graham was little more than a pair of powerful fuson engines and a habitation pod that housed
its crew of two: the hardassed skipper and Tavaera, who was counting the days until his obligatory
Public Service duty was finished and he could return to his native New Jersey. Once he got back, he
planned to kiss the ground and never, ever leave the surface of planet Earth again.

Cramped little Graham towed three enormous spheres full of the hydrogen and hdium isotopes that
fed fuson engines. They would soon be attached to the approaching habitat; once that task was finished,
Graham and her two-person crew could return to the rdaive safety and dubious luxury of station Gold,
inorbit around massve Jupiter.

The skipper was buckled into her command chair, her ugly, pasty face dmost completely hidden
beneath her sensor hdmet. All Tavaera could see of her was her mean, lantern jaw and the cruddy
coverdlsthat she'd been wearing ever since they had left the space station, four days ago.

When Tavdera had firs come out to Jupiter he had been excited by the prospect of skimming the
Jovian clouds. He pictured a daredevil operation, diving into the upper fringes of Jupiter's swirling clouds,
scooping those isotopes out of the planet's incredibly deep atmosphere. Risky and exciting—and vitdly
necessary. Jovian fuson fues fed dvilization's dectrica power generators and nuclear rockets dl across
the solar system, from Earth out to the Asteroid Bdt and beyond.

Back then, Tavdera had envisoned an exhilarating life of thrilling missons into Jupiter's clouds and
swarms of adoring chicks begging for his attention. The redity was boringly different. The screaming
divesinto the madstrom of clouds were done by robot spacecraft, teleoperated from the safety of station
Gold. Tavaeras only flignt missons were routine ferrying jobs, trandferring fud tanks to ships from the
Earth/ Moon region or the Bet. And the women aboard the space station chose their men by rank, which
meant that Tavalera—a mere grubby engineer doing his Public Service tour of duty—was quite low on
the totem pole. Besides, he growled inwardly, most of the women were ugly, and the few pretty ones
were likdy to be dykes.

He began to count the missons, count the days and hours and minutes until he could be released and
go home. This misson had been paticularly dull; four frigging days towing three enormous fud
containers, plodding out to a rendezvous point to meet the gpproaching habitat, on its way to Saturn.
Tavaderas own coverdls stunk with four days accumulated crud. The skipper had tweaked him abot it,
asked hmwhy he couldn't take a shower with his clothes on. Bitch! he thought.

Now dl he had to do was gt tight and watch the control pand displays while the skipper maneuvered



those three huge tanks to the approaching habitat. It had been a difficult misson; they'd used up most of
Graham's own fud dimbing up over Jupiter's north pole to get clear of the fifty million—eectron-volt
synchrotron radiation that hugged the planet's equator. Then they had to maneuver farther from Jupiter
then any of his earlier missons had gone, a full twenty diameters upsun, outsde the bowshock of the
planet's enormous magnetosphere and its own fearsome radiation. Downsun the magnetosphere's tal
stretched dl the way out to Saturn's orbit.

Themain diplay screen showed the habitat in afalse-color infrared image. Tavaera looked up at the
observation window and saw it dmly outlined in sunlight that glinted off its long, tubular body. To him it
looked like a section of sewer pipe floaing glently through empty space.

"Rdeasng tank number one" said the skipper, mechanicaly.

Tavdera saw that the release light winked on, green. Cranking up the magnification on his screen, he
watched asmdl army of techniciansin spacesuits and one-man trandfer flitters hovering at the far end of
the habitat, waiting to grapple the spherica tank and attach it to the flying sewer pipe.

Tank one went smoothly, as did tank two.

Then the skipper said, "Uh-oh."

Tavderds heart clutched in his chest. Trouble.

"Got a hangup on tank three," she said camly. "Y oull have to go outside and clear it."

Tavdera had been dreading that possibility. He didn't mind flying through the dead vacuum of space
ingde a ship, even a gnat-szed one like Graham. But being out there in nothing more then a flimsy

pace-suit—that was scary.

The skipper raised the sensor hdmet off her face. "Wél, brightboy, didn't you hear me?' she snapped.
"Get into your suit! Weve got to clear that hangup before that bugger of a habitat sails out of our range.”

We, Tavdera muttered to himsdf. She said "we' have to clear the snag. But she means me. She's
dayingin here.

Reductantly he unstrapped and pushed himsdf off his chair, floating to the rear of the module where the
Spacesuits were stored. It took only twenty minutes or so to get into the suit and connect dl the lines, but
from the way the skipper swore a him it seemed like hours. She came back to check him out, and did it
S0 swiftly that Tavalera knew she couldn't have done it right. Then she shoved him toward the airlock.

"Get going, chump.”

Gaeta fdt hungry, tired, sweaty, and generdly dismd as he waited for the technicians to open the
arrlock's inner hatch. Looking down on them from ingde the armored suit, he wondered what was taking
the idiotas tarugas so long to Smply tap the right numbers on the airlock's wal-mounted keyboard.

Fritz pressed one hand to his earplug and muttered something into the pin mike at hislips.
"What's the holdup?' Gaeta demanded.

"Sdfety director,” said Fritz. "They have ateam of people EVA and they want to make certain they're



nowhere near this airlock when we open it."

"Maldito. I'm not going outside, I'm just going to stand in the open arlock. Haven't you told them
thet?"

"They know—" Fritz tilted his head and pressed at the earplug again. "Say agan?' He listened,
nodded, then looked up a Gaeta. "Five more minutes. Then we can cycle the airlock.”

"Hve minutes" Gaeta grumbled.

Hally stepped in front of him, looking dmogt like a little df as she peered up toward the visor of his
hemet.

"Isthere any way | can get some of thischili to you?' she asked with agmile "You mugt be starved in
there

He grinned back at her, wondering how much of his face she could see through the heavily tinted
visor. Slently he thanked her for her unwitting beneficence to him. Gaeta had tried for more than a year
to hitch a ride on the Saturn-bound habitat. Then Wenddl had cdled from the Asro corporate
headquarters and in less than two weeks everything had been arranged. All he had to do was keep an
eye on this skinny kid, which was no hardship at dl. In fact, as Gaeta looked down on Hally, he redized
that she wasn't kinny; she was dim, trim, and atogether pretty damned attractive. Una guapa chiquita.

“I'm garving, dl right," he said to Hally, "but there's no way to open thistin can without ruining the test
we want to meke."

She nodded, alittle glumly.
Fritz abruptly waved her away from Gaeta as he said to the technicians, " Open the inner hatch.”
"I thought you said five minutes," Gaeta snapped, surprised.

As one of the techs tapped out the hatch's code, Fritz said tightly, "Fve minutes until we can open the
outer hatch. We can get ready for that now. | haven't had any supper, ether.”

Gaeta laughed as the heavy hatch popped dightly gar. Two of the techs swung it dl the way open.
Massve though it was, his suit could only fit through the outsized arlock hatches designed to receive
cargo. The it was not built to bend at the waist or to flex in any way except at the arms and legs. Indde
it, Gaeta fdt asif he were driving an army tank.

He caught a glimpse of Hdly standing to one side, watching intently, as he thumped across the
coaming of the hatch and planted both his booted feet ingde the airlock.

"Clodng the inner hatch,” came FritZ's brittle voice in the earphones built into his hdmet.
"Copy you're dosng inner hatch," Gaeta said.

They were dl behind him now, outsde his fidd of view. He could see the arlock's control panel on
the bulkhead to hisleft, red and green displays. The light dimmed as the inner hatch closed and one of the
red teltaes flicked through amber to green. Gaeta was seded done ingde the blank-walled chamber,
like an overszed robot in a metad womb. He fdt a need to urinate, but that dways happened when he
was nervous. It would go away. It better, he thought; we didn't bother to connect the rdief tube.

"Pumping down,” said Fritz.



"Pump away," he replied.

He couldn't hear the pumps that sucked the air out of the chamber; couldn't even fed ther vibrations
through the thick soles of the suit's boots. How many times have | been in this suit? Gaeta asked himsdf.
Thefirg time was the trek across Mare Imbrium. Then the Venus plunge. And skimming Jupiter. About
ten, twelve test runs for each stunt. Close to fifty times. Fedls like home, dmost.

"Opening outer hatch in thirty seconds,” Fritz said.
"Openinthirty."
"No foolishness, remember.”

Gaeta shook his head ingde the hdmet. The perfect worry-wart, Fritz was. "Il just stand here like a
datue," he promised. "No tricks.”

"Ten ... nine.."

Sill, Gaeta thought, it would be fun to just step out and jet around a litle. Maybe do a loop around
the habitat. We've got to test the suit's propulsion unit sooner or later.

"Three ... two..."
Fritz would shit a brick, Gaeta chuckled to himsdf.
"Zero"

The outer hatch did dowly open. At fird Gaeta saw nothing but empty blackness, but then the
polarization of hisvisor adjusted and the stars came into view. Thousands of stars. Millions of them. Hard
little points of light gpangling the emptiness out there like brilliant diamonds sirewn across a black velvet
backdrop. And off to one sde danted the gleaming river of the Milky Way, a snuous path glowing
across the sky, mysterious and beckoning.

Gaeta was not a reigious man, but every time he saw the grandeur of the red world his eyes misted
and he muttered the same hymn of praise: “The earth isthe Lord's and the fullness thereof, the world and
those who dwell therein."



RENDEZVOUS PROBLEM

Like alobster crawling across the sea bottom, Tavderainched weghtlesdy hand over hand dong the
rigid Buckyfiber cable connecting Graham to the fud pod. Once he reached the tank, he clambered
dowly from one handhold to another across the huge metad sphere. As soon as he reached the baky
connector, he snapped a tether to the nearest clamp built into the tank's curving surface. It frightened him
to work in empty space without a safety line, but the st tethers were too short to span the distance
between Graham's arlock and the jammed connector on the fud tank. Once safely connected, he
leaned forward as far as he could in the spacesuit, trying to play his hdmet light on the connector that
refused to unlock.

Evey time he had to do an EVA he expected to fed cold, numbed by the frigid vacuum of deep
space. And every time he was surprised that he got so hot ingde the suit. Five minutes out here and I'm
bailing like a guy in a soup pot, he grumbled to himsdf. He blinked perspiration out of his eyes and
cursed himsdf for forgetting to wear a sweat-band.

"WdI?' The skipper's voice sounded nagtier than usud in his hedmet earphones.
"I'm trying to see what the hangup is™ Tavdera said. "Gimme a couple minutes.”
"Put the camera on it, let me take a look.”

I'd like to shove the camera up your skinny ass, Tavaera growled slently. He dutifully unhooked the
minicam from his equipment belt and clicked it into its dot on the left shoulder of his auit. Its light added
to the light of his hdmet lamp.

Shaking his head, Tavderasaid, "I can't see why it won't unlock. Everything looks normd to me”
The skipper muttered something too low for him to make out. Then she said, "Check the receiver.”

Tavdera indead checked his tether. He had no intention of drifting off the fud tank and wafting off
into interplanetary space. Sure, there were plenty of people from the habitat outside, but how could he be
certain they'd be able to grab him? Or even try t0?

"Wdl?' Even testier than before.
“I'mworkin' on it," he grumbled.

The receiver checked out: Its battery was dmogt fully charged and it was receiving the command
ggnd from the ship.

"Mugt be a mechanica problem," Tavaera said.

"Try the override.”



"That won't do any good if the problem's mechanicd.”
"Try the override," the skipper repeated.

Huffing impatiently, wondering how much radiation he was absorbing by the second, Tavdera
punched out the override commands on the recelver's minigture keypad, not an easy thing to accomplish

in a spacesuit's gloves.
"No joy," he reported.
" can see that,” said the skipper. "It must be mechanicd.”
"Right" That's what | told you, fartbrain, he added slently.

"If we don't get it loose in fourteen minutes we're going to miss the rendezvous. The habitat will be too
far away from us™

And then we can go home, Tavadera thought. Let somebody esefly the frigging fud tank out to those
dipshits. Who the hdll told them to go out to Saturn in the firgt place?

"Youll have to disconnect it manudly,” the skipper said.
"Gregt."
"Gat toit!"

There was no way to open the metd laich with his hands, he saw. It was made of heavy asteroida
aduminum, thick and sturdy, designed to stay closed until it received the proper dectronic command. If it
opened eadly it could release the tank prematurely, or even cause a collison.

"Cut it off," said the skipper. "Use the lasar.”

Tavderalooked up a the Graham, hanging a hundred meters or so away from the sphericd tank. To
him, it looked more like a thousand kilometers. Through the transparent bubble of the crew module he
could see the skipper dtting in her command chair, dthough he couldn't make out the features of her face.
Jugt as well, he thought. She makes a hatchet look lovable.

"Come on," the skipper urged, "the clock's ticking."

He pulled the hand laser from his equipment belt, wondering if it was powerful enough to saw through
the duminum latch. Probably drain my suit batteries and I'll asphyxiate out here. A lot she cares.

"Moveit!"

"I'm movin' it," he ydled back, dicking the safety off the laser and holding its stubby snout a bare
centimeter from the obgtinate latch.

Grimacing, he pressed thefiring stud. Harsh bright sparks leaped from the stubborn latch.

Gaeta stood in the airlock, looking out at the universe, ressting the urge to go saling out there.

"All sysemsin the green,” Fritz told him. "Four more minutes urtil termingtion of the test.”



Four minutes, Gaeta thought. | bet | could swoop dl the way around the habitat in four minutes.

As he looked out, though, he saw two huge sphericd tanks swing into view, and severd spacesuited
figures dlambering on them. The fud tanks, he redized. Better not get snarled up with those guys Men at
work. And women.,

Jupiter came into view as the habitat rotated, a disant fat sphere streaked with fant colors, flattened
a the poles like a beach bal that some kid was stting on. And then another sphere, farther away than the
others. Or maybe just smdler.

Ancther fud tank? Gaeta remembered somebody saying there were three of them. A small spacecraft
hovered near the tank. Probably the ferry ship, he thought. Then he saw sparks flashing from the tank.
Wheat the hdll are they doing to it?

"Three minutes" came Fritz's fla voice. He sounded bored.

Gaeta grinned. I've got enough juice in the propulsion tank to jet dl the way around this sewer pipe,
he told himsdlf. Fritz wouldn't be bored then!

"What are you laughing about?"

Gaeta redized he mus have chuckled and Fritz picked it up. "Laughing? Who, me?'

Fritz replied, "No, the Man in the Moon. What were you laughing about?'

"Nothing," Gaeta said, Hill thinking what fun it would be to take off and do a spin around the habitat.

"WdI?' the skipper demanded, testier then ever.

Tavdera clicked off the laser and peered at the latch. The beam had cut hdfway through it.
"Gimme another couple minutes," he said.

"Get with it, then. Our window closesin less than ten minutes.”

Nodding indde his fishbowl hemet, Tavalera turned on the laser again. Sparks flashed blindingly.
"What's the holdup?' demanded a new voice in his earphones.

Probably the boss of the habitat crew walting for the third fud tank, Tavaera redized.

"We have a mdfunction on the tank's release mechaniam,” the skipper answered. "We're on it. Well
have it on its way to you in a matter of minutes™ Her tone was a hdf-million times sweeter than when she
spoke to Tavaera, he thought.

"The atachment point is rotating out of pogition,” came the other voice, mde, deep, irritated. "And my
crew isrunning out of time. We weren't scheduled to be out here thislong.”

"Il adjust the capture angle,” the skipper said, alittle tenser. "It should be no problem.”
"Times burning.”



"Yes yes, jud be alittle patient. We're working it."
We, Tavdera grumbled slently.
"Tavdera" the skipper ydled a him loudly enough to make him wince. "Get it donel”

"It's dmog there" he said, angling his shoulder so she could see that the latch was nearly burned
through.

Then the laser winked out.

"What's hgppening?' she bellowed.

"Dunno,” Tavaera muttered, sheking the stupid little gun. "Capacitor needs to recycle, | think.”
"Bend it back!"

"Huh?'

"The latch, you stupid dug! It's dmost sawn through. Bend it back with your handsl Now!"

Without thinking, Tavalera let the laser float off on its tether and grabbed the metd laich with both
gloved hands. It wouldn't budge.

"Breek it off!" the skipper screamed at him. "Get it!"

Desperate, Tavdera grabbed the laser with one hand while he dill gripped the latch with the other.
Maybe the capacitor's got one more squirt, he thought, pulling the trigger.

It dl happened so suddenly that he had no chance to stop it. The laser fired a set of picosecond pulses
and the laich came loose in Tavaleras hand, throwing him badly off balance. He went sprawling and
dropped the laser, which went spinning out to the end of its tether, then snapped back toward Tavdera
and fired off another set of pulses that hit the leg of his suit.

He screamed in sudden pain as the fud tank jerked loose of its connection with Graham and began
drifting out into space.

"It's heading away from ud" the habitat's crew chief roared.
"l can't stop it," the skipper ydled back.

Tavderadidnt care. The pain searing through his leg was enough to make him giddy, amost delirious.
He knew he was going to die, the only question in his mind was whether it would be from loss of blood
or from agphyxiation as the ar leaked out of his suit.



RESCUE

With nothing else to do but stand in the arlock and wait for Fritz to tdl him the test was finished,
Gaeta tapped a the keypad on the wrigt of his suit to ligen in on the chatter from the crew that was
ataching the fud pods to the habitat. Something was obvioudy wrong with the third tank, it was ill out
by the ferry ship and somebody was usng a welding laser on it. More likdy the laser was cutting, not
welding, Gaeta thought.

"...supid piece of crap,” he heard a woman's sharp-edged voice, "how the hdl did you puncture your
uit?'

"l need help!" came another voice, scared. "I'm bleeding.”

Bleading? Gaeta wondered. Punctured suit?

Then athird voice, mae, angry and aggravated, "The tank’s off course! We can't reach it!”
"Therés nothing | can do,” the woman whined. "He knocked it out of line"

"Hep me" The bleeder's voice.

"We can't fucking reach you!" the angry mde bellowed. "Y ou're going off in the wrong direction and
you'e aready too far for usto get to you."

"I'm dying..."
"It's your own stupid fault," the woman screeched.

Switching back to his intercom frequency, Gaeta said into his hdmet microphone, "Turn on dl the
cameras, Hitz."

"What? What do you mean?"

"Turn on dl the cameras, dammit!" Gaeta snapped, launching himsdf out of the airlock. To himsdf he
added dlently, Thislooks like a job for Superman.

The suit's propulsion jets ignited smoothly and Gaeta fdt himsdf hurtling toward the errant fud pod in
the utter slence of empty space. But his earphones were far from dlent.

"Come back!" Fritz yelled. "You can't-"

Gaeta Imply turned off the intercom frequency and tapped into the others frantic chatter.
"... not a damned frigging thing we can do,” the crew chief was yammering.

"Hell die out there!" the woman pleaded.



Nothing from the guy who was hurt.

"Hang on," Gaeta sad into his mike. "I'll get him.”

"Who the hell is that?"

"Manud Gaeta," he told them. "I'm on my way to the injured man. Can you see me?'
"Yed" sad the crew chief and the woman smultaneoudy.

The fud pod was getting bigger. Jesoo, Gaeta redized, it's hugel Despite everything, he laughed.
Huevos tremendos.

"What's his name?" Gaeta asked as he rocketed toward the fud tank.
"What?"

"Who sad that?'

"His name, the guy who's hurt. What's his name?'

"Tavdera" the woman replied. "Raoul Tavdera”

A chicano, Gaeta thought. He cdlled, "Hey Raoul, habla espafiol ?"
No answer.

"Raoul!" Gaeta shouted. "Raoul Tavaleral Y ou there? Y ou okay?'
"I'm... here." His voice sounded very weak. "Not for long, though.”

"Hang in there, man," Gaeta said. The fud tank was blotting out most of his vison now, a tremendous
curving world of metd rushing up to meet him. "Your suit's probly seded itsdf, maybe cut off the
bleeding, too."

Nothing.

"Where you hurt, man?' Gaeta asked as he dowed his approach and got ready to touch down on the
massve sphere.

"Leg...."
"Ah, that's not so bad. Youll be okay."

"Hey, Gay-etta or whatever your name is" the crew chief interrupted. "I'm bringing my gang in to
replenish their air and break out a couple more flitters so we can capture that tank.”

"What about Tavaera?' the woman snapped.

Gaeta was drifting around the tank's curving surface now, looking for the injured man. "l see im!" he
shouted. "I'll take care of him."

Tavderawas floating a few meters off the surface of the tank, held by his tether. Gaeta could see that
hisleft leg was dotted by three little burn holes. The hard-shell it appeared otherwise undamaged; the
emergency cuff mugt have seded off the leg the way it was designed to do.



Gaata unhooked Tavaerds tether and clicked it to his own armored suit. Then he started back for the
habitat's airlock with the injured astronaut in his arms.

"You awake, man?' he asked Tavdera, rgpping on hisfishbowl hemet.
Tavaera opened his eyes. Groggily, he asked, "Who the hdl are you?'

Gaeta grinned. ™Y our guardian angd, man. I'm your frickin' guardian angd."

Hally watched the whole thing on Fritz's portable disolay monitor. Standing with the other technicians,
dhe saw Gaeta sall back into the airlock, carrying the limp astronaut in the powerful arms of his armored
uit.

He saved him, Hally thought, her heart racing. He's saved that man'slife

While the technicians cycled the airlock Hally rushed to the wal phone by the inner hatch and cdled
for emergency medicd services. Surprise showed dearly on the medic's face, even in the pam-sized
screen of thewadl phone, but he promised to have ateam a the airlock in less than five minutes.

Theinner hatch sighed open and Gaeta clumped through, ill holding the injured, spacesuited man.

"Did you get it dl down?" Gaeta asked, his voice booming through the suit's amplifier. "Cameras dl
on?'

"Yes, yes" sad Fritz, sounding annoyed. "Y ou will be on dl the news nets, never fear."

Three medics in white coveralls came pounding down the corridor to the airlock, trailed by a powered
gurney and a crash wagon. They quickly got the injured man's hdmet off, dapped an oxygen mask over
hisface, pulled the it torso off him and jabbed a hypo into his arm. Then they whisked him off toward
the infirmary in the village

Hally turned back to Gaeta, ill in his massve suit.

"You saved his life" she said, looking up a him. She could bardly make out his face through the
heavily tinted visor.

"He generated good publicity,” sad Fritz, alittle sharply.
Hally countered, "He risked his own life to save a man in danger.”

With an dmogt exasperated 9gh, Fritz said, "He risked his life, yes. He dso risked the suit, which is
worth several hundred millions" Glancing up a Gaeta he added, "We can dways find another daredevil;
replacing the suit would not be so easy. Or chegp.”

Gaeta laughed; it sounded like thunder echoing off the corridor's metd wadls. "C'mon, Fritz, let's get
back to the shop so | can get out of thistin can.”

Hally walked beside Gaeta, dill dutching her container of chili in one hand. It was ice cold now, she
knew. Gaeta plodded down the corridor like a ponderous robot in a bad vid, with Fritz on his other sde.
The technicians trailed dong behind.



At last they reached the workshop and the technicians unsedled the haich at the suit's rear. Gaeta
crawled out, stood up, and stretched his arms over his head languidly. Hally heard vertebrae pop.

"Damn, that feds good,” he said, amiling.

She stepped closer to him and saw that his clothes were drenched with perspiration. He samdlled like
old sweat socks.

Gaeta caught her hesitant expression. "Guess | oughtta shower, huh?'

Fritz was 4ill unhappy with him. "An extravehicular excurson was not planned. You shouldn't have
doneit. What if the propulson unit had falled? It hasn't been properly tested for flight activity.”

Geeta grinned at him. "Fitz, everything worked fine Don't be such a gloomy fregado. Besides, |
couldn' leave the guy out there, he might have died.”

"Sill, you had no right to—"

"Canit, Fitz. It's over and no damage was done to the precious suit." To Hally he said, "Wait there
just a couple mins kid. | gotta get outta these clothes and hit the shower.”

He ambled to the lavatory off a the workshop's rear, whidling tunelesdy. Holly watched the techs
clambering over the suit, checking dl its systems and shutting them down, one by one.

Gaeta came back, his hair gligening and dicked back, wearing a fresh set of coverdls.
"Now, where do we eat?' he asked. "I'm garving."

Fritz glanced at his wristwatch. "The restaurants are dl closed by now. WEIl have to eat in our
quarters”

Hally held up her plastic container. "I've got some chili, but it's got to be reheated.”
"Chili! Great!" sad Gaeta.
Glandng at Fritz and the other techs, Hally said, "There isnt enough for dl of us”

Gaeta took her by the aam and started for the lab's door. "There's enough for us two, right? These
other clowns can get their own suppers.”

Hally let him lead her out into the corridor without a glance back at the others. But in her mind she
was saying, Macolm'l have to notice thid

Charles Nicholas was a chubby, chinless litle man who had learned to wear clothes so that he
somehow managed to look dapper even in a plain sports shirt and comfortable dacks. As the senior man
on duty at the Communications office that evening, he had watched Gaeta's heroics in fascination.

His assstant, Elinor, happened to be hiswife. She was dightly taler than he, much dimmer, and wore
clothes even better than he did. They dways tried to have their working shifts together. They spent every
waking moment together and, of course, dept in the same bed. Y et while Charles was openly admiring of
Gaetd's feet in rescuing the injured astronaut, Elinor was somewhat dubious.



"They might have staged the whole thing," she said to her husband in her squeaky, drangdy sexy
voice.

Charles was rerunning the vid. "Staged it? How could they dtage it? It was an accident. That kid
couldve died."

"They could have st it up weeks in advance. For the publicity.”
"Nobody was watching except us and the EVA crew.”
"But they got it dl on achip, didn't they? They'll want to beam it to the nets, back Earthsde.”

Charles shook his head. "Theyll have to get permission for that. Theyll have to ask Vyborg, hes in
charge of news releases.”

"Hell okay it," said Elinor. "All they have to do is ask him. He likes publicity.”

"Professor Wilmot doesn't.”

"So they won't ask Wilmat. They'll ask Vyborg and hell okay it without bucking it upgtairs.”
"You think so?'

"Bet you five credits" Elinor replied.

Charles said nothing, thinking that Elinor was probably right. She usudly was. Sure enough, a cdll
came through from somebody named VVon Hemholtz, who identified himsdf as Gaeta's chief technician,
asking permission to beam their vid of the rescue to the news nets on Earth and Sdlene. Charles routed
the request to Vyborg's private line In less than ten minutes Vyborg cdled back, gladly granting
permission.

"You owe mefive" Elinor said, grinning evily at Charles.

"l never bet," he said.

"Makes no difference," she said ldftily. "It'samord victory for me"

He tried to change the subject. "Have you made up your mind about what we should cal our village?'
"Something better than Village C," she said.

"I think we should name it after some great figure from literaiure. Cervantes, maybe. Or
Shakespeare.”

"You know they both died the same year?"
“No."

"Yes 1616. You can look it up."

" don't believeit."

"Bet five?"

"Thet | will bet on," Charles said, gticking out his hand.



They shook on it, Elinor thinking, We're married more then ten years and he Hill doesn't redize that |
only bet on sure things. She amiled kindly at her husband. It's one of thingsthat | love about him.

Hdly and Gaeta were waking dowly dong the gently dimbing path that led toward her apartment
building. It was well past midnight; the habitat wasin its nighttime mode. The solar windows were closed
and everything was dark except for the amdl lights set atop dim poles aong the edges of the path, and
the windows of some of theliving quarters up ahead.

"Look up at the stars," Gaeta said, sopping in the middle of the path.
"They're not sars" said Hally, "they're lights from the land up there.”

"Those over there look like the petals of aflower to me" he said, pointing overhead. "1 think I'll call it
the Flower congdlation.”

She giggled. "They're just lights Manny. See, those meandering ones over there?' She pointed too.
"Those are the bike paths between the food factory and Village C. And the village itsdli—"

"Looks like agiant squid, doesn't it? See, there's the body and ther€'s the tentacles stretching out.”
She was sanding so close to himin the darkness that she could fed the heet of his body.

"And what's that one?' she asked, pointing up at the neat rows of lights marking one of the orchards.
"Let's see now," he muttered. "How about the Tic-Tac-Toe congelation?’

They laughed together and then she was in hisarms and he kissed her. Jeeps, Hally thought, what am
| getting into?

"He brought the man here?' Eberly asked.

Eberly was ganding at his kitchen sink, a bowl of breskfast cered in his hands. Kananga had barged
in without warning, Smply one sharp rap on the apartment's door and he entered without being invited.
Eberly was certain he had locked the door before retiring for the night. How did Kananga get it open?
The man had been a police offidd back on Earth, Eberly remembered. He mugt be quite accustomed to
getting past locked doors and entering someone's home without asking.

Kananga nodded somberly. "He's in the hospitd. Apparently the wounds on his leg were not too
serious. The laser cauterized as it penetrated the flesh, so there was very little bleeding. He suffered
modly from shock."

"How long must he remain in hospita?* Eberly asked, absently pouring flakes into a plagtic bowl. "We
ought to send him back to the Jupiter Sation as soon as possible.”

"It's dready too late for that," said Kananga, sanding on the other Sde of the counter that served as a
partition between the kitchen and gtting room. "Weve moved too far from Jupiter for them to send a
spacecraft to pick him up. It would take a specid torch-ship flight, and the station saff are urwilling to
send for one to fetch him."

"Y ou mean we're suck with this man?"



Kananga nodded again. "The medica people have him under quarantine until they can establish that
he's not carrying anything harmful in his bloodstream.”

"But he can't say here! This habitat isn't a shelter for the homelessl”
"Do you want me to push him out an airlock?'

Ebely stared a the colond. His question was obvioudy meant to be humorous, but there was no
trace of agmile on his dark, utterly serious face.

"Dont be funny," Eberly said.

"Then he's here to stay. He doesn't know it yet, by the way. Someone will have to break the news to
him. He probably wont likeit."

Eberly put his cered bowl down on the kitchen counter and came around to the Stting room.

"Il get Hally to tdl him. Or perhaps Morgenthau—she's the acting head of the Human Resources
Department. They'll have to make room for im somewhere in the habitat's population.”

"Hewon't likeit," Kananga repeated. "He was due to return to Earth in afew weeks."
"He's here to say, unless he can afford atorch ship to pick him up.”
"Hell expect usto do that."

With a shake of his head, Eberly said, "Therés no provison in our budget for that. Wilmot wouldn't
spend the money. He couldn't. There isn't any money to spend.”

"Perhaps one of the news services," Kananga suggested. "The rescue made quite a sensation on the
nets this morning.”

"Perhaps. I'll ask Vyborg to look into that possihility.” Eberly hedtated, rubbing his chin thoughtfully.
"On the other hand, perhaps we can use dl thisto our advantage.”

"How?'

"I don't know ... yet. But there should be some way to turn this to our advantage. After dl, we have a
genuine hero in our midg, this suntman Gaeta”

"He's an outsder. Hell be returning to Earth after he's performed his exploit.”
"Returning to Earth? Someone will send a ship for him?"

Kananga looked surprised a the idea. "I hadnt thought about it. Perhaps he can take the refugee
back with him."

"Perhaps. But in the meantime, we should work out away to use him. Use them both, perhaps.”
Kananga asked again, "How?"

"Heroes are dways vauable," Eberly replied, "if they can be manipulated. I'll have to think of away to
bring Gaeta into our camp.”

Kananga shrugged. "At least we have one consolation.”



Eberly looked a him sharply. "What's that?'

"It won't happen again. We won't take any more refugees aboard. The Jupiter sation was the last
humen outpost. There's no one out this far except us”

With that, he turned and Ieft the apartment. Eberly redized he was right. The habitat was saling now
farther than any humeans had ever gone before. Beyond the frontier, into the unknown.

Frowning, Eberly tried hisfront door. It was securely locked. Yet Kananga had entered and left as if
it had been wide open.



DEPARTURE PLUS 425 DAYS

Hally awoke dowly, remembering what seemed to be a dream. Bt it redly happened, she knew. It
redly happened.

Manny was gone, of course. He had Ieft her after they had made love, right here in her bed, left her
drowsy and languid and warm with the touch of his hands, hislips, his body pressed againg hers.

She amiled up at the celling. Then she giggled. I'll have to tdl Don Diego what terrific chili he made. A
love potion.

A glance a the digitd clock on her night table told her that she ought to get up, shower and dress and
get to the office. Yet she lay back on the rumpled, sweaty sheets, remembering.

But a sudden thought snapped her out of her reverie. Mdcolm! What if he finds out? | just wanted to
make him jealous, make him notice me. Thisll make him hate me!

The phone buzzed.
"No video," Hdlly said sharply. "Answer."

Macolm's face appeared floaing above the foot of her bed. He knows! she screamed dlently. He's
found out! Hally jerked up to a gtting pogtion, dutching the sheet to her despite knowing that Eberly
could not see her, waves of guilt washing over her, drowning every other emotion.

"Hally, are you there?" Eberly asked, squinting dightly, as if that would make her image appear in his
apartment.

"Yes, Macolm," she said, graining to keep her voice levd. "1—I'm running allittle late this morning.”

"About this man that Gaeta brought aboard the habitat last evening,” Eberly said, ignoring the tremble
in her voice. "He's going to stay aboard the habitat unless someone wants to send a ship out to fetch
him"

He doesn't know! she thought, so relieved that she nearly sagged back on the pillows. To Eberly's
image she managed to utter:

"YS?I

"l want you to interview him as soon as the medicslift his quarantine. We need a complete dossier on
him."

He doesn't know, she repeated to hersdlf. It'sdl right. He doesn't know. "I see. Of course.”
"Good. Get on it right away."



Holly's mind began working again. "Have you told Morgenthau about this?' Holly asked.
His brows knit dightly. "I'm tdling you."

She nodded. "Kay. Right. I'll inform her. She wants to be kept informed, y'know.”

"You teke care of it," he said, dmost crosdy.

"Kay. Il doit."

At lagt he seemed to catch the rductance in her voice. "Hally, would you rather | speak to
Morgenthau?'

Her heart fluttered. "Oh, Macolm, | don't want to bother you with that." But slently she was rgoicing,
He cares! He redly cares about me!

"Il cdl her right now," he said, amiling a her. "By the time you get to the office, shell know al about
this"

"Thank you, Macolm!"
"It's nothing," he said. Then he cut the connection and his image vanished.

Leaving Hally dtting in her bed, suddenly wretched that she had made love with another man, and
terrified that Macolm might find out.

When Ruth Morgenthau arrived at her office that morning, she found Sammi Vyborg dready stting in
front of her desk, wating for her.

"I thought you'd be watching the Jupiter flyby," she said, sweeping around her desk and settling
heavily inits padded chair.

Vyborg hunched forward in his chair. "That suntman's heroics have made the flyby seem tame, by
comparison. Every network is carrying the video."

"S0?" Morgenthau asked. "Then why are you here? If it's about the refugee” she sad arily, "I've
dready spoken with Eberly about it. He wants Holly to—"

"It's not about the refugee,” Vyborg snapped.

She looked at him carefully. His narrow death's head of a face was even grimmer than usud, tense
with repressed anger.

"What isit, then?'

"Ebaly promised to make me head of the Communications Department. But he's done nothing to
make that happen.”

Morgenthau temporized, "Thet sort of thing takes time, Sammi. Y ou know that. Y ou must be patient.”
"He hasntt lifted a finger,” Vyborg inssted.



"Patience, Sammi. Patience.”

Strangdy, Vyborg amiled. To Morgenthau it looked like the amile of a rattlesnake gliding toward its
vidim.

"l once saw a cartoon,” he said dowly, "that showed two vultures stting in the branches of a dead
tree. One of them was saying to the other, 'Patience, my ass! 1'm going to kill somebody." "

Morgenthau fdt her cheeks flush a Vyborg's crude language. "And just who do you intend to kill?*
"The two people who stand between me and the top of the Communications Department, of course.”
" wouldn't advise—"

"Nether one of them is a Believer. The department head is a Jew, not that he observes his own
religion. The other one is a superannuated old Mexican who spends more time gardening than he does a
his desk. He should be easy to dispose of "

"You mustn't do anything without getting Eberly’s approvd firg."

"Don't play games with me. We both know that Eberly is nothing more than a figurehead. Y ou're the
red authority here."

"Don't underestimate Eberly. He can win over people. He can mesmerize crowds. | don't want you to
act precipitoudy.”

"Yes, yes. But | believe the old adage that the Lord heps those who hep themsdves. I'm finished
waiting. The time for action has come."

Morgenthau pursed her lips disapprovingly. But she said nothing.

Showered, combed and dressed, Hally phoned Morgenthau before leaving her apartment.

"Dr. Eberly wants me to interview the newcomer,” she sad to Morgenthau's fleshy image. "I've
checked with the medica department and they're lifting his quarantine this morning, so I'm planning to go
draight there ingtead of to the office.”

Hally spoke the words as a declaration, not a question, not a request for permisson. Eberly's name
was dl the permission she needed.

Morgenthau seemed to fed the same way. "Eberly caled me earlier and told me about it. But thanks
for informing me, Hally. I'll see you in the office when you return from the hospita.”

Raoul Tavaera was stting in the hospital's tiny solarium, a glassed-in bubble on the hospitd's roof.
Even though it was midmorning and sunlight streamed through the habitat's solar windows, to Hally it
looked like a dightly overcast day; the sunlight seemed weak, as though filtered through a layer of thin
clouds. Were more than five times farther from the Sun then the Earth is, she redized. Naurdly the
aunlight is weaker.

Tavdera was dressed inillfitting gray coverals, hislong, horsy face looking glum, amogt sullen. He
did not get up from his chair when Hally waked over to him and introduced hersdlf. She wore a crisply



tallored dusky rose blouse over dark gray dacks: office garb.

“I'm from the Human Resources Department,” Hally explained, once she had pulled up a chair to gt
next to Tavaera. He did not move amusde to help her. She made a amile for him and went on, "I'm here
to get your complete life sory.”

He did not amile back. "Isit true? I'm stuck here for afriggin' year or more?"

"Unless someone sends a ship to pick you up, yes, I'm afraid you're going to be with us dl the way
out to Saturn.”

"Who the fuck would send a ship out for me?' he muttered. "I'm just a turd engineer, friggin' dave
labor, that'sdl | am."

Hally took a breath. "Mr. Tavaera, I'm no saint, but I'd appreciate it if you notched up your language
alitle”

He gave her asddong glance. "A Bdiever?'
"Not redly. I'm not a churchgoer.”

"Thefrig—uh, | mean, it was the New Mordity that sent me out herein thefirg place. | hadda do two
years of public service. No choice”

III mll

"Do ya? | only had a couple more weeks to go and they wouldve brought me back home. Now I'm
goin' out to fri—to Saturn for chrissakes."

Geduring toward the rooftop view of the village and the habitat's lovely green landscape, Hally said,
"There are worse places, y'know. You might actudly like it here."

"I got family on Earth. Friends. | was gonna get my life back together...." His voice traled off. Holly
could see that he was druggling to keep from flying off into a rage.

"You can send them messages. We can find ussful work for you to do. Youll enjoy living here,
betcha"

Tavdera glowered a her.

"I know it must seem like a bugging disaster to you," said Hally as reasonably as she could, "but
you're here and you should try to make the best of it."

"Easy for you to say," Tavadera muttered.

"WEell do everything we can to hep you while you're here.”

e

"The people herein the habitat. The Human Resources Department.”
"Does that indude you?'

Nodding, Haly replied, "I'm with the Human Resources Department, yes."

Tavera seemed to brigthten alittle. But only alittle.



Eberly paced leisurdy dong the path that wound around the perimeter of the lake, Morgenthau at his
Sde

"It's good to be out in the open ar," he was saying. "Away from prying eyes and shooping ears.”

"They're Joying on you?' Morgenthau asked. She knew how smple it was to spray molecule-thin
microphones on awadl or caling. Cameras no bigger than a teardrop could be inserted dmogt anywhere.

"Probably not. Wilmot's too naive even to understand what we're doing. Bt it's best to be prepared
agang dl posshilities, don't you think?'

"We have a problem with Vyborg," she said, asif meking an announcement.
"Hée'simpatient, | know."

Morgenthau said, "He's more than impatient. He's going to do something violent.”
"Vident?' Eberly fdt a pang of darm in his guts. "What do you mean?"

Morgenthau replied camly, "He's not willing to wait for you to remove the two men above him in the
Communications Department. He's ready to strike againg them.”

Fghting againg the fear rigng within him, Eberly snarled, "The little snake! Hell ruin everything.”
Inwardly he asked himsdf, How can | stop him? How can | prevent him without sseming wesk,
indecigve? | want ther loydty, but if | try to thwart them, prevent them from acting, they'll go ahead
without me. And then where will | be? When we get to Saturn they'll send me back to Earth. Back to
prison!

"He's going to resort to violence, | tdl you,"” Morgenthau inssted.

It took an effort of will for Eberly to keep from wringing his hands. "What can | do? How can | stop
him?'

Morgenthau smiled knowingly. "Don't stop him.”

"What?"

"Let him take action. Just make certain that whatever he does can't be traced back to us”
Eberly stared at her, trying to understand what she was saying.

Sill waking dong asif on a casud droll, Morgenthau explained, "We want Vyborg to take command
of the Communications Department. If he's ready to take a step in that direction, why stop him?"

"What if he commits a crime? What if he's discovered, caught, arrested?”
"That's why we must have no connection with him, not until after he's succeeded.”
"Butif hefalls."

"If he succeeds, he's one step closer to our godl. If he fals we can honestly say we had nothing to do
withit."



"Suppose hefalls™ Eberly questioned, "and he's caught, and he blames me?'

"You can show clean hands and a pure heart,” Morgenthau replied swesetly. "With your powers of
persuasion, I'm sure you can make Wilmat and the whole population believe that you've been fdsdy
accused. Because that will be the truth.”

Eberly waked on in slence, with Morgenthau keeping pace beside him. She wants Vyborg to act.
Even if he commits murder, she's in favor of his acting. Why? he asked himsdf. And the answer came
immediatdy: Because that will give her a stronger hold on Vyborg. And a stronger hold on me. She's
dlowing me to be the public figurehead because | can organize people and sway them to our sde. But
she's the power behind the throne. She's the red power here.



INTERFAITH CHAPEL

With ten thousand souls in the habitat and only one smdl chapd for them to worship in, you would
think this house of God would be filled to overflowing every hour of the day and night, thought Ruth
Morgenthau as she sank to her kneesin the firgt pew. But no, it's empty except for me.

Cold anger filled her. Ten thousand people and not one of them loves God enough to kned here in
prayer. Only me. I'm the only one here.

Not so, came a stern voice from within her. God is here. Bow your head in prayer. Acknowledge
your sns and beg your Maker for forgiveness.

Morgenthau prayed.

She had found God—or, rather, God had found her—when she had been a skinny fourteen-year-old
proditute in the filth-littered back streets of Nuremberg, speeding toward an ealy death from
manutrition, disease, and drug abuse. The Holy Disciples rescued her, hedled her body and cleansed her
soul.

Yet the hunger remained. She redlized, in time, that the hunger was the devil's work, the ingdious,
inescapable hunger that would pull her down to eterna damnation unless she dedicated her every waking
moment to the service of God. She prayed for rdief, for the drength to overcome its constant searing
need. Often she prayed for desth, for she thought that only desth would end the torture of her soul. She
denied hersdf the companionship of women, dept done in a bare monk's cdl, to keep from temptation,
to Stave off the yearning hunger.

And then she found the subgtitute, the permissible passon that sublimated her forbidden hunger.
Power. By working with men, by spending virtudly every waking moment surrounded by the men she
loathed and feared, eventudly she learned to play their games of power. She deliberately dlowed her
body to bloat, to become unattractive physicdly. But she honed her mind and her indincts. She rose in
the councils of the Holy Disciples. No one suspected her suppressed yearning. Women and men dike
respected her growing power.

When she was asked to go on the misson to Saturn she agreed gladly.

"We have sdlected a man to organize a God-fearing government in the space habitat,” her superior
told her, "but he is not the mog reidble of souls. He dams to be a Believer, but his past record of
chicanery makes me doubt hisfath."

Morgenthau nodded. "I understand,” she said. And she did. This was an opportunity for red power,
control of ten thousand men and women. A great opportunity. And a terrible temptation.

So she kndt donein the habitat's little chapel and prayed fervently for guidance. And power. Power
was good, power in the service of God was an absolute blessing. It kept the hunger a bay. It cadmed the



devils that burned within her.

Morgenthau prayed for inner peace, for humility, for understanding the path that God wished her to
take. But mog of dl, she prayed for power.



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 335 DAYS

Hdlly fet awkward when she saw Gaeta again, two days later. She found a good business reason to
cdl him, yet ingtead of asking him to come to her office, she invited him to lunch. He eeslly agreed, on the
condition thet it was at the Bigtro, not the cafeteria. When Hally hesitated, wondering if he considered
that more romantic, he sad:

"Dont worry, itll be my treat."
Despite hersdf, Holly laughed and agreed to meet him at the Bigtro.

Y et she grew more nervous as noon approached. We spent a night together and he hasn't made a
move to see me snce then. | cdl him to talk business, but he wants to have lunch in the Bistro because
it's quieter and the food's better and maybe he thinks we can go back to my place or maybe his
afterward and go to bed together. Which wouldn't be atogether a terrible thing, she thought, grinning
despite her pangs of guilt. But | can't get involved with him or anybody dse because Mdcolm's the man |
redly want.

A fant voice in her head asked, Is that redly true? Mdcolm hasn't even held your hand. Are you
redly in love with him?

Y es, she replied so swiftly that she did not dlow hersdf any doubt. The faint voice sad nothing more,

Gaeta was dready at ther table when Hdlly arrived a the Bistro. He shot to his feet, a bright amile on
his rugged face.

The Bigtro was s0 amdl that most of the tables were outside, on the grass. There was never any rain
to worry about in the habitat, and the only winds were the gentle breezes that were stirred by the massve
ar dreulation pumps st into the endcaps. Underground hoses watered the lawns and the crops, as
needed, without spraying water through the air. Sensors in the ground kept track of soil moisture and
nutrient levels.

There were no flies or other buzzing pests in the habitat, dthough Holly knew that the ground was
honeycombed by ants and worms and the microscopic creatures that turned inert, dead dirt from the
Moon's regalith into living, productive soil.

"Sorry I'm late" Hally said, dipping into the chair that Gaeta hed for her.
"Only five minutes™ he said, Stting down again.
"Sometimesiit's dmost impossible to get out of the office. There's dways something more to do.”

The flat-topped robot waiter trundled to their table, the menu and wine lig illuminaed on its
touchscreen. They made their choices and the robot threaded its way through the tables and back insde



the restaurant.

"We're making a nice little bundle on the rescue footage,” Gaeta said. "It got a big play on the news
nets. Outscored our flyby of Jupiter in the ratings.”

"That's gredt.”

The robot rolled back to their table, bearing thar drinks. As Gaeta handed Hally her frosted mug of
cola he asked, "So what did you want to see me about?' He seemed guarded, Hally thought, amost

wary.
"I need to talk to you about Tavaera, the guy you rescued,” she said.
"What? He wants a percentage?’

Holly was surprised at that. "No. Probly he hasn't even thought about that. He just wants to go
home"

"Back Earthsde?'

"Right"

Gaeta made a andl, careless shrug. "He can hitch a ride with us when we leave, | guess”
"That's what | was going to ask you."

"Sure. No prob. Fitzll grumble, but the guy's an engineer, isn't he? So we can carry him as a backup
techie. That'll keep Fritz happy.”

Suddenly there was nothing left to talk about, Hally redlized. Except everything.

Sammi Vyborg skipped lunch. He stayed in his office and followed Diego Romero on the surveillance
cameras spotted throughout the habitat. Kananga had given hm the Security Department's code for
ng the cameras.

The old men had spent the morning in his office, as usud, going through the motions of being
second-in-command of the Communications Department. Then held left and gone to his own gpartment.
From the cameras atop the adminigtration building's roof Vyborg watched Romero amble dong the path
to the gpartment building, walking dowly, asif he hadn't a care in the world. A few minutes afterward he
emerged again, dressed now in tattered, frayed work clothes, and strolled off into the woods out beyond
the village, dso as usud.

Morgenthau had refused to give him access to the cameras ingde Romero's gpartment.

"That's very senstive” she had sad flatly. "Only mysdf and avery smdl cadre of sworn Bedievers are
alowed to review those records. Besides,” she added, with a dimpled smile, "we wouldn't want to invade
someone's privacy, would we?'

Smmeing with frudration, Vyborg watched the views from the outdoor cameras.

Impatiently, he switched from one camera to another, keeping Romero in view on his holographic



digolay until the old man disappeared down the dope of the culvert for the irrigation cand. There were no
cameras down there. He's done out there, Vyborg saw, except now and then that young woman from
Morgenthau's department comes out to hep him. | can get Morgenthau to keep her busy on the day
when | gtrike. That should be easy. But how to diminate the old man? It must look like an accident.

Vyborg cleared his display and closed his eyes to ponder the problem. Kananga, he thought.
Kanangawill know how to do it. HEd probably enjoy the task.

Eberly gazed at the document hovering above his desktop the way ah art lover would admire a
Rembrandt.

It's perfect, he thought, leening back in his desk chair. A condtitution that no one could possibly vote
agand. Every high-flown phrase from higory that spoke of humen freedom and dignity was in the
document. And so was that tiny clause, buried deeply in dl the other verbiage, that dlowed the
government to cancd dl individud rights for the length of an emergency.

It'stime to bring this before the people. Let them debate its fine points, let them argueit out, clause by
clause, phrase by phrase. He laughed, done in his gpartment. Let them spend the next fewv months
disscting the document and then putting it back together again. Let them babble and quack a each
other. In the end they will accept something very close to this document. And | will see to it that the
emergency clause is untouched.

He clasped his hands together prayerfully and held them to his lips. Thiswill make Morgenthau happy.
Il have the complete backing of the New Mordity and Holy Disciples and dl the other Bdievers
scattered in among the population. They'll vote for this conditution. Theyll make an effective bloc of
votesthat | can count on. If anything, they'll want to make it more redtrictive then it is now. | can just see
Wilmot and Urbain and the rest of the scientists debating againgt the Believers What a show that will
make! Entertainment for weeks to come.

Once the condtitution is enacted, the timewill come to dect the habitat's new leaders. No, not leaders,
plurd. There can be only one leader here and that will be me.

And once | am dected, it will be the time to dean house, the time to settle old scores, the time to
make Morgenthau and those New Mordity prigs grove a my feet.

As she walked back to her office, Hally didn't know whether she should fed disappointed or relieved.
Actudly, she fdt some of both. And puzzled.

Lunch with Manny had been pleasant, even fun. He didnt try to come on to me. Why? she asked
hersdf. He was warm and friendly, but it was like a couple of nights ago never happened. Like he has
amnesa or something. Just erased from his memory bank.

Are guys dl like that? Didn't it mean anything to him? She redlized that it meant much more to her.
And then there was Mdcolm. Maybe it's better that Manny it redly interested in me. He just had a
fling with me, that's dl. | shouldn't take it serioudy. But he was 0...



Sheredized she was close to tears.

Maybe | should talk to Don Diego about it, she thought. Then she shook her head. How could |1 tdl
him about it? 1'd sound like a stupid dimdumb, or worse. But I've got to tdl somebody. | need a friend
and he'sthe only red friend | have.

Kananga listened to Vyborg without saying a word, without nodding or gesturing or even blinking his
eyes, it seemed. He walked aongsde Vyborg in the dimmed light of evening, the lamps dong ther path
meaking his shaved scalp gleam darkly, and listened o intently that Vyborg wondered if the man had gone
mute.

At last Vyborg asked, "So what do you think can be done about it?'
"Why do you come to me with this problem of yours?' Kananga asked quietly.

Vyborg glowered a him. "Because you are a man of action. Because you wouldn't be aboard this
habitat if it weren't for me. 1 convinced the Peacekeepers to dlow you to emigrate. They wanted to put
you on trid for genocide.”

Kananga's dark face remained impassive, but the old fury welled up ingde him once again. Genocide!
The Hutu daughtered us by the thousands and no one lifted a finger. Y et when we seized power, when
we repayed the Hutu in blood just as they had done to us, the Peacekeepers come in with their satellite
cameras and thair laser weapons. They arrest us and put us on trid in the World Court.

Misunderstanding the rage in Kananga's eyes, Vyborg said in a more conciliatory tone, "l need your
help. No one ese can do this for me. | need your srength and kill. Help me to get rid of this old man.
Pease"

Thetdl, lanky Rwandan took a deep, cdming breath. Pointing a lean finger a one of the light poles at
the sde of the path they were walking dong, he said softly, "Thet is a problem.”

Vyborg understood immediately. "The cameras.”
Kananga nodded solemnly. "Morgenthau has even inddled camerasin the gpartments.”
"Yes | know."

"Of coursg, if we do something in his gpartment, I'm sure that we could get Morgenthau to suppress
the video."

"So we could take care of imin his gpartment and no one would know," Vyborg said hopefully.

"But what would we do with the body?* Kananga put the dightest of emphasis on the word "we," but
Vyborg heard it and understood.

"Make it look like an accident. A naturd death. He's an old man."
"In excdlent hedth. | checked his medicd records.”

"People die," Vyborg snapped.



With alow chuckle, Kananga said, "Y es, epecidly when they have hdp.”
Feding exasperation growing within him, Vyborg demanded, "Wdl, can you hep me or not?"

Kananga was dlent for so long that Vyborg thought the man was going to refuse. But a last he said,
"There are no survellance cameras down in the culverts where he spends so much of histime, are there?'

Vyborg redized he was right.



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 328 DAY S

All the department heads were seated around the ova conference table. Wilmot sat on one sSde, in
the middle, flanked by Urbain and round-faced, dark-haired Andrea Maronella, head of the agro group.
Eberly, stting exactly across the table from Wilmat, ill thought of the woman as a glorified farmer.

One by one, the department heads gave summaries of their weekly reports. Eberly fdt utterly bored.
Why doesn't Wilmat record one of these meetings and smply play it back each week? he wondered. It
would save usdl an hour or two and the results would be just about the same.

"W, that seems to beit," Wilmot said, once the last speaker had finished. "Any new business?"

Eberly said, "Raoul Tavdera has accepted a pogtion in the Maintenance Department. He's now
working on repair and refurbishment assgnments, so I'm told.”

Tamiko O'Mdlley, the stubby Japanese head of maintenance, nodded vigoroudy. "He's not a hdf bad
technician, actudly. Although he redly wants to get back to Earth as soon as possible.”

Wilmat turned his gaze back to Eberly. "What about thet, Dr. Eberly?’

"Were making arrangements for hm to leave with the video team, once they've finished their
excurson to Titan."

Urbain dapped his pdm on the table top. "They will not be dlowed to land on Titan! Never!"
Eberly said mildly, "Ther team leader is under the impression that he will be alowed—"
"Never!" Urbain repeated, louder.

Wilmat placed a soothing hand on the scientist’'s arm. "'l thought Dr. Cardenas was hdping hm solve
the contamination problem.”

"With nanomachines?' Urbain snapped. "1 will believe that when | see it demondtrated, not before.”

Eberly sad, "It's going to be difficult to refuse im permisson. | mean, this man Gaetais a media hero.
He rescued that injured astronaut. Everyone in the habitat respects him for that.”

Before Urbain could reply, Wilmat said, "We mug set up a demondration of Dr. Cardenass
nanomachines. A demondration that is done in complete safety. | don't want to take the dightest chance
that nanobugs might run rampant in this habitat.”

Urbain nodded and amiled thinly. "Zero risk," he murmured, and his amile told Eberly that he knew
zero risk was an impossibility.

"Very wel," said Wilmat. "Are we finished, then?'



Severd department heads started to push their chairs away from the table. But Eberly cleared his
throat loudly and announced, "There is one more item, if you please.”

Wilmat, hdfway out of his chair, thumped down init again, looking anything but pleased. "Wha is it?"
he asked peevidhly.

"My committee has drawn up a draft conditution. I've reviewed it and now | think it's time for the
people at large to see it and vote on adopting it."

A flash of something like suspicion flickered in Wilmot's eyes.

One of the department heads complained, "Y ou've dready got everyone arguing about naming things.
Now you're going to start another debate?”

But Wilmot brushed his moustache with one finger and said, "Let me see your draft document fird.
Then well have dl the department heads review it. After that, we can show it to the people at large.”

"Hne" said Eberly, with a gracious smile. It was exactly what he had expected Wilmot to do.

Severd days later, Hally got up from her desk and walked to Morgenthau's door. She no longer
thought of the office as Eberly's, she hadn't seen Eberly for many weeks, except for brief encounters and
then dways with other people present. He doesn't care about me, she told hersdf, desperately hoping it
wasn't true, wondering how she could make him care for her as much as she cared for him.

She tapped a the door, and Morgenthau cdled, "Enter.”

Hally did the door back hdfway and said, "I'll be out of the office for the rest of the day. I'm going out
to—"

Morgenthau looked apprehensive, dmost startled. "Hally, | was going to tdl you earlier but it dipped
my mind until this very moment. | need you to bring Dr. Cardenas's dossier up to date.”

"Up to date? | thought we had a complete file on her."

Morgenthau tapped at the handheld resting on her desk. Cardenas's file and photo appeared above it.
Morgenthau scrolled down rapidly, the words blurring before Holly's eyes. It made no difference; Hally
remembered the complete file, word for word, from her fird reading of it.

"There. There is a break in her record. She ran the nanolab at Sdlene for severd years, and then
abruptly quit. A few months later she went to Ceres, but she did not engage in nanotechnology research
there, as far as the record shows. | want you to clear this up with her.”

Hally said, "It doesn't seem that cosmic, doesiit?'

With a hardening expression, Morgenthau said, "My dear Hally, everything about nanotechnology is
important. Something happened to abdruptly change Cardenass career. She quit nanotech work for
severd years, and now she wants to resume her research here, among us. Why? What is she up to?'

"Kay," Hdlly sad. "I'll cdl her."
"Invite her out to lunch. If she refuses, go to her lab and don't leave until she's explained hersdf to



you."
"You make it sound like a police investigation.”
"Perhaps it should be"
Wondering why Morgenthau was so worked up, Hally said, "Kay, I'l give her acal before | go out.”

Rasng a chubby finger, Morgenthau said gernly, "Now, Hally. | want this done now. Have lunch
with her now, today. | want your report about thisin Cardenas's dossier firg thing tomorrow morning.”

Holly's fird indination was to tdl Morgenthau to jump out an arrlock without a suit. But then she
redized that the woman had never been so flaming indstent on anything before. She's redly notched up
about this Hally redlized. Maybe this nanotech Suff is scarier than | thought.

Don Diego straightened up dowly, painfully. The back is a weak spot, he told himsdf, trying to rub
the diffness away. If we ever get to the point where we can truly redesgn the human body, much
atention will have to be paid to improving the back.

He walked dowly, carefully, dong the doping embankment of the cand. The ache was in the smdl of
his back, where his hands could not easily reach. He sighed. At least this Stretch of the cand is nearly
finished, he said to himsdlf. He stopped and admired the haphazard growth of flowering bushes. Perhaps
some cactus dong the next stretch of the cand, he thought. | wonder if there is any cactus available in the
habitat?

He had expected Hdlly to join him; she had said she'd be out this afternoon. He wanted her to see
how well thislittle bit of wilderness was shaping up.

Someone stepped out from behind atree, up a the edge of the culvert, and walked dowly down the
dirt dope toward him. A tdl, gangling black man with a shaved scap and a thin beard tracing his
jaw-line. His polished boots will be tarnished by the soil, Don Diego thought.

"Good afternoon to you," he called to the stranger in English. "What brings you to this quiet place?!
The stranger amiled brightly. ™Y ou are Diego Romero, of the Communications Department?”

"I am he" sad Don Diego, thinking that this man mug be from the office. Someone must be
complaining about hislong absences. Or...

"Might you be from the Maintenance Department?' he asked, dmost timidly.

The black man stepped closer, ill smiling. "No. You have nothing to fear on that score.”

As ordered, Hally was having lunch with Kris Cardenas in the Bigtro. But it wasn't going well.

"I know it's sort of prying," she said apologeticaly. "But my boss is clanked up about nanotech and
thereés thiskind of gap in your dossier...."



Cardenas put her fork down and took a sp of lemonade. Then she looked out across the tables
scattered over the grass, mogt of them empty, and findly returned her gaze to Hally. Her brilliant blue
eyes looked sad, not angry; they seemed to be looking beyond Hally, peering into a panful past.

" don't want it on the record,” she said. "I'll tdll you about it, but only if you promise to keep it out of
my dossier.”

Hally was about to agree when she redized, "I'll have to tdl my boss about it."

Cardenas shook her head. "Then forget it. I'l tdl you about it, Holly, but 1 don't want it to go any
farther. If you tdl your boss, they won't let me do any nanotech work here”

"Why not?'

"Because | helped to kill aman,” Cardenas said, fla and hard and cold.

Hally fdt her jaw drop open.

"l didn't do it on purpose,” Cardenas explained. "But what | did was bad enough.”

Asif an emotiond dam had burst, Cardenas told Holly her entire story. How sheld been exiled at
Sdene, unable to return to Earth because of the nanobugs swarming indde her body. How her husband
hed refused to come up to the Moon, how her children turned againg her, how she had never seen her
grandchildren. Her anger. Her pan and tears and the bitter, searing rage agang the fools and
s f-satisfied know-nothings who used the people's fear of nanotechnology to destroy her life

She told Hally of Martin Humphriess offer. "He sad hed get me back to Earth if | heped him
sabotage arivd's spacecraft. God knows he was rich enough to buy anything. | thought held hep me. |
didn't think dameaging a spacecraft would cause a man's death. So | let Humphries buy me and his biggest
rivd died when the spacecraft mafunctioned.”

"Did you ever get back to Earth? See your family?* Holly asked, her voice low, hollow.

"Never," Cardenas said. "When | heard that Dan Randolph had died because of what 1'd done, | told
Sdene's leaders everything. | even tried to commit suicide, but | flubbed that. My punishment was to be
locked out of Selene's nanotech lab. So | went out to Ceres, to the frontier, and worked with the rock
rats for years. No nanotech work. | swore I'd never do any nanotech research agan.”

"But you're doing it now. Here"

Cardenas nodded, 4ill dry-eyed but looking asif the weight of the world was crushing her. "l decided
I'd done enough penance. | can hdp you people here. | want to sart my life over agan.”

Hally murmured, "Sort of like me"

"We're two of akind, inaway."

" quess”

Cardenas fixed her with those bright blue eyes of hers. "So what are you going to tdl your boss?'

Hally didn't have to think for even amillisecond. "Nothing," she said. "I'll just say that you decided of
your own free will to go to Ceres and work with the rock rats. Which it redlly alig, isit?'

For the firg time, Cardenas amiled. "No, it's not alie It's not the truth, not the whole truth, at leadt.



But it'snot alie"

Sill smiling, Kananga stepped to within arm's reach of Don Diego. "No, I'm not from the Maintenance
Department,” he repeated.

"I plan to inform the Maintenance Department of my work here" Don Diego said, "but | haven't—"

With the swiftness of a pouncing leopard, Kananga punched the old man squarely in his solar plexus.
Don Diego collgpsed with barely a sound.

Kananga caught the old man in his ams and lifted hm eedly. No drag marks, he thought. No
evidence of foul play.

He carried the gasping, dazed Don Diego down the dirt embankment to the concrete edge of the
cand. The old man coughed and moaned, his legs moved fegbly, his eyes fluttered open.

Kananga kndt and pushed him face down into the cand, holding the back of his head carefully, dmost
tenderly, to keep himin the water. Don Diego sputtered a bit, flaled weekly, then went limp. The water
bubbled alittle, then became 4ill. Kananga continued to hold him, counting dowly to a hundred, before
helet go.

Sidfied that Diego Romero was dead, Kananga got to his feet. Not bad, he thought, looking around.
No gougesin the dirt, no scuff marks on the concrete, no sgns of a struggle.

No onewill ever know.



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 323 DAY S

Hadly discovered the body. She left Cardenas at the Bistro and headed out to the cand where Don
Diego had been working. At firg she saw no sgn of him. Then she spotted his body sprawled down at
the bottom of the embankment, hdf underwater.

She did not scream. She did not even cry until hours later, in the privacy of her own quarters, long
after she had dragged the old man's body out of the cand and the emergency medicd team had
pronounced him dead.

She dreamed that night of the father she could not remember. Sometimes, in her dream, he was Don
Diego; sometimes he was a shadowy, faceless figure of a man, huge and dmost menacing. At one point
the faceless mde had his back to her and she was a little child, bardy able to wak. Pancho was
somewhere in the dream with her but what Hally wanted more than anything was to have her father turn
around so that she could at last see his face. She tried to cdl to him but no sound would come from her
throat. She reached out for the man and when hefindly did turn to face her, she saw that it was Macolm
Eberly garing coldly down &t her.

Hally sprang up in her bed, suddenly awake, the disurbing dream dowly dissolving like a cloud on a
summer day. She showered and dressed quickly, skipped breskfast, and went sraight to the habitat's
ardl hospitd to see the doctor who had examined Don Diego's body. She knew she should cdl
Morgenthau and inform her that sheld be late for work, but she didn't bother.

The hospitd was quiet, cdm, unhurried. The habitat's personne were manly in good physica
condition, youthful physicaly despite their caendar ages. The main medicd problems were accidents and
psychologicd alments. And the sudden degth of a ninety-eight-year-old man, Holly added mentally.

Dr. Yafiez's norma happy smile disappeared once Hally explained that she wanted to know about
Don Diego.

"Very unfortunate” he said. "Very sad. He was a wonderful man. We had many long talks together.”

He grasped Hally gently by the ebow and led her to the doors that opened onto the hospitd's inner
courtyard garden.

Haly said, "I don't want to take you away from your work."
"Thereis not that much to see today, anyway,” he said. "Our people are disgugtingly hedthy.”

He walked Hally outside the two-story hospital building and around the courtyard's carefully planted
flower garden. Hally thought of how Don Diego would have made the gardens look wilder, more naturd.

Pushing his hands into the pockets of hiswhite jacket, Y afiez said, "Don Diego's death puzzles me. He
mugt have tripped and fdlen into the water and drowned.”



"Why didn't he just get up?' Hally asked.

He shrugged. "He might have hit his head. He might have fainted—ow blood pressure, a minor
stroke. He was a pretty old man."

"Were there any 9gns of a stroke?"

"No, but aminor stroke doesn't leave a lot of damage to be seen. We'd have to look specificaly for
it, and even then we might not catch it. Thisisnt New York or Tokyo, you know. We don't have expert
pathologigts on the g&ff."

" quess”
"Itsagrest tragedy. A great loss”

"You're certain it was an accident?' Holly asked.

Y afez |ooked startled momentarily. "Yes. Of course. What dse could it be?!
" don't know."

The physician looked up at Hally. "He was my friend. If there had been foul play | would have found
it, | assure you. It was an accident. Unfortunate. Regrettable. But just an accident, nothing more.”

The more the doctor talked, the more Hally wondered if it redly had been an accident. But that's
crazy, she sad to hersdf. How could it be anything except an accident? Who would want to kill Don
Diego?

Yet she heard hersdf ask, "Can | see the record of your examingtion?'

Yaez sad, "It'salot of medica jargon. Plus photos of the body."

" don't have any pictures of Don Diego," Hally redized doud. "No mementoes &t dl.”
"Theimages of a dead man are rather gridy.”

" don't care. I'd like to see them.”

The doctor sighed heavily. "Very well. I'll give you the access code and you can cdl up the complete
record at your convenience.

“Thark you," said Holly.

"De nada," replied Yafiez automaticaly.

Eberly could bardly control his fury. He stood behind the desk in his apartment, red-faced, dmost
swaling a Vyborg and Kananga.

"Murder!" Eberly raged. "You couldn't wait for me to remove the old man, so you went ahead and
murdered him."

"No one knows about it," Vyborg said, whispered actudly. "He's been buried and forgotten.”



"I know about it!" Eberly snapped. "It's my duty to report this crime to Wilmot. What will you do if |
try to do so? Murder me, too?"

Kananga sad, "No, never."

"Murderers. My closest friends and supporters are a par of murderers.”

"He wasn't a Bdiever," Vyborg said. "Jugt a lapsed Cathalic.”

"And that excuses murder?"

Kananga said, "I thought it was your desire to get rid of the old man. That's what Sammi told me”
"You agreed that he was to be removed," Vyborg pleaded. "I thought that—"

"You thought! You decided to act on your own, without consulting me. Without asking how your
actions might impact on my master plan. | don't want you to think! | want you to follow my orders! To

obey!"
"Yes we understand,” said Vyborg, "but—"

"No butd" Eberly shouted. "Either you are part of my team or you are not. There is no third
posshbility. Either you follow my orders explicitly or you leave me once and for dl.”

Kananga glanced down at VVyborg as Eberly thought, | don't have to tdl them that if they leave me |
will immediately report them to Wilmot. They understand that well enough.

"Wdl?' he demanded. "Make your choice."
" will tay with you, of course,” Vyborg said. "I'm sorry thet | acted so... precipitoudy.”
"And you, Colond?"

It was obvioudy harder for Kananga to kowtow, but he visbly swalowed once, then sad quietly, "I
am at your service, dr, now and forever.”

Eberly dlowed himsdf asmdl amile "Very wel then. The incident is forgotten. Vyborg, | want you to
be patient enough to dlow me to remove Berkowitz in my own way."

"l will."

"Once that is accomplished, you will take over totd control of the Communications Department.”
Tuming to Kananga, he said, "And you, my dear Colond, will be my chief of security once we form the
new government.”

Kananga began to reply, but Eberly added, "Providing, of course, that you falow my orders and don't
go driking off on your own."

Kananga bit back a reply and nodded dumbly.

Eberly dismissed them and they walked glumly to the door and left his apartment. Then he sank back
into his chair, his mind—and his insdes—churning. It's not so bad, he thought. Everyone accepts the old
man's death as an accident. And | have something to hold over Vyborg and Kananga, something to tie
them more tightly to me. Totd loydty, based on fear. He rubbed a the ache in his somach. And
Morgenthau has me the same way. I'm riding on a tiger, on a team of tigers, and the only way to keep



from being eaten diveisto get them what they want.

He leaned back in the desk chair and tried to will the painin hisinnards to go away. How to get rid of
Berkowitz? he asked himsdf. Without another murder, preferably.

Who can | tak to? Holly asked hersdlf, over and over. And the answer dways came back: Macolm.
Tdk to Macolm about this.

But | can't see Macolm without Morgenthau getting in the way. She guards my access to him like a
bulldog. Holly had sent severa phone messages to Eberly, asking for a private chat, only to have Morg
enthau inform her that Eberly was too busy to talk to her a the moment.

"Anything you want to discuss with Eberly you can tdl to me" Morgenthau said.
"It's... uh, persond,” Hally temporized.

A flash of digpleasure glinted in Morgenthau's eyes, quickly replaced by ady look, dmost a leer. "My
dear, he's much too busy for persona entanglements. And much too important to dlow himsdf to be
distracted.”

"But I'm not-"

"Perhaps after the new government is set up, perhaps then helll have sometime for a persond life. But
not until then.”

Haly said numbly, "Kay. | dick."

"Now then,” Morgenthau said briskly, "how are the contests coming aong? When do we move to
phase two?"

Surprised that Morgenthau hadn't asked about Cardenass dosser, pleased that her brief and
incomplete addition to Cardenas's file apparently satisfied her boss, Hally began to explain the progress
sheld made on the contests for naming the habitat's features.

Professor Wilmot studied the graphs hovering before his eyes.
"Agounding," he muttered. "Absolutely astounding.”

Despite dl the efforts he and his gaff had put in to keep the habitat under the protocol that had been
designed before they left Earth, the people were bresking away from it more and more. The changes
were minor, he saw, most of them merely cosmetic. Some of the women had taken to adorning ther
clothes with homemade patches and press-on indgnias, many of them of a blatantly sexud nature; it was
afad that seemed to be growing in popularity, despite Eberly's suggested dress code. A few of the men
were following suit. Wilmot grunted: Y outh will be served, even if some of the "youths' are the calendar
age of grandparents.

Then there was this contest business, naming every building and bush in the habitat. Incredible how



much time and energy everyone seemed to be spending on it. There were reports of scuffles and even
actud fidfights in the cafeteria over the naming contests. Perhaps | should cut off their liquor supplies,
Wilmot mused. Then he shook his head. They'd smply cook up their own in the labs, one way or
another.

At least the use of narcotics seems to be low, unless the hospitd gaff isn't reporting drug abuse.
Perhaps they're the worst offenders. He sighed. As long as it doesn't interfere with their work theré's no
sense trying to sniff out every recreationd drug these people cook up.

There were personne changes, Wilmot observed. People shifted from one job to another, even
moved from one department to another. This Eberly chap in human resources is gpproving far too many
changes, Wilmot thought. But he decided againg interfering. Let the experiment play itsdf out. Don't
meddle with it. The lab rats are peforming some interesting tricks. | wonder what they'll do once we
reach Saturn.

Then anew question formed in his mind. | wonder what they think in Atlanta about dl this. Should |
even report these details to them? He nodded to himsdf. I'll have to. I'm certain they're getting reports
from other sources. For the kind of money they've invested, the New Mordity must have seeded this
habitat with plenty of snoops.



BOOK I

About three years ago | wrote that to my great surprise | had discovered Saturn to be three-bodied:
thet is, it was an aggregate of three stars arranged in a sraight line pardle to the edliptic, the centra star
being much larger than the others. | believed them to be mutualy motionless, for when | firs saw them
they seemed dmogt to touch, and they remained so for dmost two years without the least change. It was
reasonable to believe them to be fixed with respect to each other, ance a sngle second of arc (a
movement incomparably smdler than any other in even the largest orbs) would have become sensble in
thet time, ether by separating or by completely uniting these stars. Hence | stopped observing Saturn for
more than two years. But in the past few days | returned to it and found it to be solitary, without its
cusomary supporting stars, and as perfectly round and sharply bounded as Jupiter. Now what can be
sad of this strange metamorphosis?

That the two lesser stars have been consumed, in the manner of the sunspots? Has Saturn devoured
its children? Or wasiit indeed an illuson and a fraud with which the lenses of my telescope deceived me
for so long—and not only me, but many others who have observed it with me? Perhaps the day has
arrived when languishing hope may be revived in those who, led by the most profound reflections, once
plumbed the fdlacies of dl my new observations and found them to be incapable of exiging!

Gdileo Gdlile.
Letters on Sunspots.
1 December 1612



VISION OF SATURN

Manny Gaeta's rugged face appeared on Hally's desktop screen.

"Hi," he said, grinning. "When do you close up shop?' He cdled her once a week, as punctudly as if
he had ticked it off on his caendar. Hally kept putting him off. She had no desire to complicate her life
Snce Don Diego's death Hally had buried hersdf in work, running the naming contests, keeping the
office functioning despite Morgenthau's utter indifference to departmental duties. Her nights she spent
thinking about Don Diego, going over the medicd record time and again, picturing in her mind every
Oetall of the scene down at the culvert when she first came across the old man's dead body. It wasn't an
accident, Hally convinced hersdlf. It couldn't be an accident. There's no evidence of any physcd trauma
His heart was sound, he didnt have a stroke, he didnt even have a bump on his head or a bruise
anywhere on his body. But he drowned. How? Why?

She hardly saw anyone except Kris Cardenas now and then. They had lunch together every few days.
Hally asked Kris to help her go over Don Diego's medica records. Cardenas looked them over and then
told Hally she could find nothing amiss.

"Youve got to accept the fact that people die, Hally," Cardenas told her over lunch in the busling
cafeteria. "It doesn't happen often, but it happens. People die”

"It doesn't make any sense,” Hally ingsted.

"Giveit up, Hally," Cardenas said gently. "He was a sweet old man, but he's dead and you can't bring
him back."

"Someone killed him."
Cardenas's eyes went wide. "Murder?"
Hally nodded, knowing she was being cosmicdly stupid about this but unable to back away fromiit.

"l think you need to get your mind off this, kid,” said Cardenas. "Y ou're getting ... well, you're getting
amog paranoid about it."

"But he couldn't have just walked down the embankment and stuck his head in the water and
drowned. That's impossiblel™

"Get off it, Holly. Thisis consuming too much of your time and energy. Go out tonight and have a
good time. Take your mind off it. Have some fun for yoursdf."

Hally saw that Cardenas wasin earnest. "Momma Kris," she murmured. And amiled.

"There mugt be plenty of young men who'd be happy to take you out for the evening,” said Cardenas.



Trying to push Don Diego out of her mind, Hally replied, "Manny Gaeta's been cdling me”
"There you go. He's a chunk of Grade-A beef.”

Hally nodded.

"Do you like him?'

"l went to bed with him once," Hally blurted.

"Redly?"

"Thet night he rescued the injured astronaut.”

"Oh yeah," Cardenas said, remembering. "He must've been on an emotiond high. Pumped up with
adrendine.”

" quess”
"And testosterone.”

Despite hersdlf, Hally laughed. "Plenty of that."
"And he's been cdling you?'

"Uh-huh. But | don't want to get involved with him. | don't think | do, but if | go out with him | guess
hell expect meto do it again.”

Cardenas glanced down a her sdad, then said, "You don't have to do wha he expects. You can
have dinner and nothing more. Just don't give him the wrong Sgnas.”

"Sgnas?'

"Be pleasant, but no touchy-fedy."

" don't know if that would work," Holly said uncertainly.

"Medt him at the restaurant. Stay in public places. Wak yoursdf home"

" quess”

"Unless you want to go to bed with him again."

"l don't! Wdll, not redlly. It's like, | want him to like me, but not too much.”

With a shake of her head, Cardenas dug her fork into the salad. "Men aren't subtle, Hally. You have
to set the rules clearly. Otherwise ther€ll be a problem.”

"See" Hally confessed, feding confused, I redly want Macolm to notice me. | mean, he's the reason
| Sgned up for this habitat in the fird place but I've hardly even seen him in the past few months and
Manny's flaming nice and dl but | don't want to get mysdf involved and..." She didn't know what more to

sy.
"Maoom?' Cardenas asked. "Y ou mean Dr. Eberly?'

"The chief of human resources, yes."



Cardenas looked impressed. "Y ou're interested in him.”

"But he's not interested in me" Holly suddenly fdt close to tears.
"lant that dways the way?"

" don't know what | should do."

Cardenas glanced around the busy cafeteria, then said firmly, "Have as much fun as you can with the
gunt stud. Why not?*

"You think itll make Macolm jedous?'

With a huff that was dmost a grunt, Cardenas replied, "No, | don't think helll pay any attention to it.
But why shouldn't you have some fun? He seems to be anice guy.”

"Faure

"Then have some fun with him while you can. Hell be leaving for Earth after he's done his stunt, so
you won't have to worry about a long-term commitment.”

"But | want a long-term commitment,” Hally blurted, surprisng hersdf. She immediaidy added, "I
mean, maybe not right now, and not with Manny, | guess, but sometime.”

"With Eberly?"
IIY@II
Cardenas shook her head. "Good luck, kid."

Nadia Wunderly had dieted sringently, exercised regularly, and lost four kilos. Her tirdess work on
her research proposa had pad off, too: Dr. Urbain had approved her study of Saturn's rings His
gpprova was reluctant, she knew; Wunderly was the only scientist on the saff interested in the rings. Al
the others were focused on Titan, as was Urbain himsdf.

She wasin Urbain's office, pleading for an assstant and some time on the habitat's major telescope.

"l can't do it dl by mysdf,” she said, trying to walk the fine line between requesting help and admitting
defeet. "My proposal caled for two assstants, if you remember.”

"I remember perfectly wdl," Urbain said diffly. "We smply do not have the manpower to spare.”

The chief of the Planetary Sciences Department sat tensdy behind his desk asif it were a barricade to
protect him againgt the ondaughts of revolutionaries. Y et dl Wunderly wanted was alittle help.

"The main telescope is completely engaged in observing Titan,” Urbain went on, as if pronouncing a
death sentence. "Thisis an opportunity that we must not fail to use to our advantage.”

"But the rings are—"
"Of secondary importance,” said Urbain.



"l was going to say, unique,” Wunderly finished.
"So are the life-forms on Titan."

Wondering how to convince him, she said, "I wouldn't need much time on the 'scope. An hour or so
each day to compare—"

"An hour?' Urbain looked shocked. Histrim little dark beard bristled. "Impossble.”

"But we should use thistime as we approach the planet to do long-term studies of the ring dynamics.
It'd be crimind not to."

Nervoudy running a hand over his dicked-back hair, Urbain said, "Dr. Wunderly, this habitat will be
in orbit around Saturn for many, many years. Indefinitey, in fact. You will have ample opportunity to
sudy the dynamics of your rings.”

He dmog sneered a those last words. Wunderly knew that behind her back the other scientists
cdled her "the Lord of the Rings" despite the gender inaccuracy.

She pulled out her trump card. "I thought that if we could study the rings during the months of our
approach, do a synoptic study, a thorough one, then we could publish our findings before we established
orbit around Saturn, before the univerdty teamsfly out to take over our research work. With your name
asthe lead invedtigator, of course.”

Instead of snatching a the bait she offered, Urbain stiffened even more at the mention of the universty
teams that would supercede him.

Vighly trembling, his face ashen, he said in alow, hard voice, "Every resource | have at my disposa
will be used to study Titan. All my other saff personnd are working overtime, working nights as wel as
days, to complete the rover vehicle that we will send to Titan's surface. That moon bears lifed Unique
formsof life You are the only member of my saff who is not working on Titan, you and your precious
ringd | leave you undisturbed to study them. Be grateful for that and don't bother me again with demands
thet | cannot meet.”

The threat was hardly veled, Wunderly redized. Leave hm adone or hell put me to work on Titan,
aong with everybody dse.

She pushed hersdf to her feet, feding defeated, empty, helpless. And angry. The man's fixated on
dmighty Titan, she grumbled to hersdf as she left Urbain's office. HE's so doggone narrow-minded he
could look through a keyhole with both eyes.

Precisdy at 17:00 hours, Gaeta rapped once on the frame of Hally's open door and stepped into her
office.

"Quitting time" he announced. "Come on, I've got something to show you."

Despite her inner turmoail, Hally laughed and told her computer she was leaving for the day. The
holographic image blinked once and winked off.

"What's thisdl about?' Hally asked as she let him lead her out of the building.



"l thought you'd enjoy a good long look a where were going,” Gaeta said.
"Saun?!

"Yegh. You can seeit pretty easy now with the naked eye.”

"Redly?"

He chuckled. "Jud like | thought. Y ou havent taken a peek a it, have you?'
"Not for awhile" Holly admitted.

He had a pair of eectrobikes waiting outsde the office building. Hdly followed him, pedding dong
the winding bike path across the park, through the orchard and farmlands, out toward the endcap. They
left the bikes in racks that stood at the path's terminus and headed up a narrow footpath, through
flowering shrubbery and a few young trees.

"Il never get used to this" Gaeta muttered.
"What?'
"Theway gravity worksin here. We're waking uphill but it feds like we're going downhill.”

Hally put on a superior air. " The habitat's spin-induced gravity,' " she quoted from the orientetion
manud, " 'decreases as one approaches the habitat's centerline’ Which is what we're doing now.”

"Yeah," he said, sounding unconvinced.

At lagt they came to a smdl building with a sngle door marked TO ENDCAP OBSERVATION
UNIT. Insde, aflight of dmly lit metd stairs led downward. As ther softboots padded quietly on the
ged treads, Hally redized thet it fdt asif they were dimbing up, not down.

"We're not in Oz anymore," Gaeta muttered as they made ther way dong the shadowy darwdl. His
voice echoed dightly off the metd walls.

"Oz?" Hally asked.
"It'san old story. I'll get the vid beamed up from Earthsde for you."

Hdly redly didn't understand what he was taking about. The stairs ended and they walked dong a
narrow passageway, atunnd lined with pipes and conduits overhead and dong both wadls. Although the
tunnd looked gtraight and levd, it fdt as if they were trudging up an indine. At lagt they reached a hatch
marked ENDCAP OBSERVATION UNIT: USE CAUTION IN ENTERING. Gaeta tapped on the
entry pad and the hatch Sghed open.

An automated voice said, "Caution, please. You are about to enter a rotating enclosure. Please
proceed with care.”

An open cubicle stood on the other sde of the hatch. Its walls, floor, and caling were softly
cushioned.

Gaeta laughed as they stepped in. "Greet. They findly got meinto a padded cdl.”

"Rotation beginning," announced the computerized voice.



Hally suddenly felt light-headed, dmost woozy.
"It's like an amusement park ride" Gaeta said, grasping Holly around the waist.
The computer voice announced, "Ten seconds to hatch opening. Use caution, please.”

The padded wdl they were facing did open and Gaeta, ill holding Hally by the waist, pulled her
through. Holly gasped and forgot the dightly wobbly feding in her legs. A million stars were spread
across her view, hard unblinking pinpoints of light, the eyes of heaven saring back at her.

"Cogmic," she breathed.
"That's a good word for it," Gaeta said in a hushed voice.

Then Hally redized that someone was dready there in the dimly lit blister, her back to them, staring
out a the stars. She looked short and stocky; in the muted light the color of her spiky hair was difficult to
determine; Hally thought it might have been red.

The woman dtirred asif coming out of a trance, turned dightly and whispered, "Hi."
"Hdlo," Hally whispered back. It was like being in a cathedrd; nobody raised her voice.

Gaeta said softly, "Thiswhole compartment counter-rotates againg the habitat's spin, S0 you can see
everything without having it revolve dl around you.”

Haly knew that from the orientation vids, but it didn't matter. The Sght of the universe spread out
before her blotted everything ese from her awareness. So many stars! she thought. Millions and zllions
of them. Red stars, blue stars, big bright ones, smdler dimmer ones.

Gaeta leaned over her shoulder and pointed. "That blue one, there. That's Earth.”

"And that bright yelow one?"

"Jupiter.”

"So where's Saturn?* she asked.

The other woman pointed down toward the lower edge of the big curving window. "There"

Hadly stared at a bright pinkish star. No, not a star; she could see that it was a disk, flattened at the
poles.

Then it hit her. "Wher€'s the rings? There's no ringd”



RING WORLD

The woman amiled a Hally. "Gdileo fdt just the way you do. The doggone rings disappeared on
him."

"What do you mean?' Holly asked, looking back and forth from the pink disk of the planet to the
round, owl-eyed face of the woman, hdf hidden in the shadows of the dimly lit observation blister.

The woman amiled, alittle sadly, Hally thought. She said, "Gdileo was the firg to see that Saturn had
something strange about it, back in 1609, 1610, somewhere in there. His dinky little telescope couldn't
resolve therings, dl he saw was what looked like a pair of stars hovering on ether Sde of Saturn's disk.”

"And they disappeared?’ Hally asked.

"Ah-yup. He lad off observing Saturn for a while, and when he looked again—around 1612 or <o,
this was—the rings were gone.”

"What happened to them?'

"They didn't go anyplace. They were dill there. But every fifteen years or so Saturn's tilt comes
around to a pogtion where the rings are edge-on to an observer on Earth. They're so doggone thin they
seem to disappear. You can't see them in low-power telescopes. Not even in some pretty darn big
'scopes, redly.”

"So we're looking at them edge-on right now?' Gaeta asked. "That's right. Poor Gdileo. He didnt
know what was going down. Must have driven him haf-crazy."

Haly stared a the disk of Saturn, as if she could make the rings reappear if she jus tried hard
enough.

"You can see 'em in the 'scopes over a the astronomy bliger,” the woman said. She seemed on the
verge of saying more, but stopped hersdf.

"Are you an astronomer?’ Holly asked.

"Sort of. Nadia Wunderly's my name" She put out her hand, fingers splayed and thumb gicking
draight up. Hally took it and introduced hersdf and Gagta. Wunderly shook hands with him, too, her
expression serious, as if megting people was a chore that had to be done correctly.

"What do you mean, you're sort of an astronomer?’ Gaeta asked.

Wunderly's face became even more somber. "I'm with the Planetary Sciences team,” she explained,
"but they're mostly astrobiologists. They're dl hotted up about Titan."

"You're not?'



"Naw. I'm interested in Saturn's rings. I'm redly a physici by training; afluid dynamics.”

Within an hour they were dl in Holly's gpartment, munching leftovers from her refrigerator while
Wunderly explained that Saturn’s rings could be thought of as a fluid, with each individud chunk of icein
the rings acting as a particle in that dynamic, ever-changing fluid.

"0 the ice flakes are gpeeding around Saturn like they're on a race track,” Wunderly was saying,
meking a wobbly circle with the spear of celery she held in one hand, "and banging into one another like
people jodling in the New Tokyo subway trains.”

"All the time?' Gaeta asked.
"All thetime" Wunderly replied, then crunched off a bite of celery.

Hally was on the other sde of the counter that partitioned off the kitchen, waiting for the microwave
to defrost a packaged dinner. "And they have these little moons going around, too?"

"Ay-yup. Sheepdogs. The moons keep the rings from spreading out and mixing into one ancther.”

Geaeta, sorawled over the living room sofa with a bowl of chips resting on his fla somach, seemed
deep in thought.

"Then there's the spokes, too,” Wunderly went on. "Magnetic fidd levitates the amdler ice flakes."
She waved her free hand up and down like a snake's Snuous undulations.

"BEverything's bumping into everything e Hally said, just as the microwave findly pinged.

"And not dl of the particles are little flakes, either. Some of 'em are big as houses. The moons, of
course, are afew kilometers across.”

"Sounds confusing,” Haly said, carrying the steaming-hot dinner tray into the living room. She put it
down on the coffee table in front of Wunderly.

"Sounds dangerous,” said Gaeta, hauling himsdf up to a gtting pogtion.

"It's only dangerous if you stick your nose in," Wunderly said. "l just want to sudy the rings from a
safe digance.”

"Nobody's been there, huh?' he asked.

"To the rings? We've sent automated probes to Saturn, sarting with the old Cassini spacecraft darn
near a century ago."

Gaeta was gtting up sraight now, his eyes kindled with growing excitement. "Any of them go through
the rings? | mean, from one Sde to the other, top to bottom?”

Wunderly was poking at the dinner tray with the stub of her cdery stalk. "Through the ring plane, you
mean?"

"Yeeh, right.”
Hally sat down beside Gaeta on the sofa.

"They've sent probes through the gaps between the rings, of course. But not through a ring itsdf.
That'd be too danged dangerous. The probe would be beaten up, abraded. I1t'd be like going through a



meat grinder.”
Haly said, "Manny, you're not thinking of doing that, are you?'
He turned to her, grinning. "1t'd make a hdluva stunt, chiquita.”
"Sunt?' Wunderly looked puzzled.

"That's what | do for aliving," Gaeta explained. "I go where no one has gone before. The more
dangerous, the better."

"Within reason,” Hally said.
He laughed.

Recognition dawned on Wunderly's face. "Y ou're the guy who scaled Mt. Olympus On Mars. | saw
thevid."

"Thet was me. And | skiboarded hdfway down the dope, t0o," Gaeta said, with pride in hisvoice.
"Yes, but you can't go skydiving through Saturn's rings”

"Why not?"

"Youll get killed."

"Theres dways an dement of risk in a sunt. That's what makes people watch."

Hally said, "They pay money to seeif you get killed."

He laughed. "Like the Roman gladiators. Only | don't haftakill anybody. | just risk my own neck.”
Wunderly said, "Not intherings. It's suicide.

"Isit?" Gaeta mused. "Maybe not."

Hally wanted to stop him before he got to like the idea too much. "Manny—"

"I mean, Wilmot and the science guys don't want me going down to Titan. Maybe the rings would be
abetter sunt. Nothing ese like them in the whole solar system.”

"All the big planets have rings, don't they?' Hally said. "Jupiter and Uranus and Neptune.”
"Yeah, but they're just puny little ones. Pobrecitos."”

"The red quedtion is"" said Wunderly, her eyes beginning to sparkle, "how come Saturn has such a
terrific set of rings while the other giant planets just have those dinky little ones?"

Gaeta looked at Hally, then back to Wunderly. He shrugged.

Wunderly resumed, "I mean, you'd think that the bigger a planet is, the bigger its ring sysem would
be. Right? Then how come Saturn's is bigger than Jupiter's? And those rings are dynamic, they don't just
gt there. Particles are fdling into the planet dl the time, new particles abraded off the moons. Why is
Saturn's system so big? Are we judt lucky enough to see Saturn at precisdy the right time when its ring
gydem is big and active? | don't bdieve in luck. Something's different about Saturn. Something
important.”



"So what isit?' Holly asked. "What makes Saturn so pecid ?!

"GOK," said Wunderly.

"What?' Hally and Gaeta asked in unison.

"God Only Knows," Wunderly replied, with agrin. "But | intend to find out."

Wunderly talked about the rings for more than an hour, growing more excited with each word. When
Gaeta asked about flying through the rings, Wunderly stressed the danger. "It'simpossible, | tdl you," she
sad. "Youll get yoursdf killed." Which only made Gaeta more excited about the stunt.

Fndly she left, but not before Gaeta got her to promise that she would et him see dl the vids and
other data she had amassed. He told her he would bring his chief technician to take a look, too.

Hally saw Wunderly to the door, and when she closed and turned back to Gaeta, she redized they
were adone and he was grinning from ear to ear. Don't get involved with him, she warned hersdf. He's
going to get hmsdf killed, sooner or later. Prob'ly sooner.

Y et she went to the sofa and sat beside him and leaned her head on his strong, muscular shoulder and
within minutes they were kissng, ther clothes vanishing, and he carried her into the bedroom like a
conquering hero and she didn't think of Macolm Eberly at al. Hardly.



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 317 DAYS

Wilmat fdt like a harried schoolmaster confronted by a gaggle of unruly students.
"A punch-up?' he bellowed, furious. "The two of you actudly struck one another?"

The two young men standing before his desk looked sheepish. One of them had a blue-black little
mouse swveling beneeth his left eye. He was red-haired and pink-cheeked; Irish, Wilmot guessed. The
other was tdler, his skin the color of milk chocolate; a crust of blood stained his upper lip. Nether of
them spoke a word.

"And what was the reason for this brawl?'

They both remained mute.

"WdI?' Wilmot demanded. "Out with it! What caused the fight?'

The one with the black eye muttered, "We disagreed over the name for Village B."
"Disagreed?"

The other guy said, "He wanted to cal the village Killarney."

His antagonist said, "It's a proper name. He said it was stupid.”

"And this led to fidicuffs? A disagreement over naming the village? What on Eath were you
drinking?'

Alcohalic beverages were not sold in the cafeteria, where the scuffle had occurred, dthough the
habitat's two restaurants did have liquor as wel as wine and a home-brewed beer supplied by one of the
fams

"It'smy fault," said the one whose nose had been bloodied. "I had a drink in Nemo's before going to
the cafeteria”

Wilmoat glared at them. "Mugt | suspend dl acohol? I's that what you want?'

They both shook their heads. Wilmot studied their hangdog expressions. At least they look properly
repentant, he thought. A logigtics anadlyst and a communications technician, brawling like schoolboys.

With the sternest scowl he could produce, Wilmat said, "One more incident like this and 1 will
suspend your persond drinking privileges dtogether. And put you to work in the recydling fadlity. If you
want to act like garbage, I'll set you to handling garbage six hours a day.”

The one with the black eye turned dightly toward the other and extended his hand. "I'm sorry, bud.”



His erswhile opponent clasped the hand in his own. "Y esh. Me too."
"Get out of here, the two of you,” Wilmat growled. "And don't ever behave so idicticaly again.”

The communications tech hurried from Wilmot's office to his own quarters, where he dabbed a wet
coth to clean off the scabbed blood on hislip and then put in a cdl to Colond Kananga.

"| started afight in the cafeteria,”" he said to Kananga's image in his phone screen.

The Rwandan said, "I've dready heard about it, through channels. What did Wilmot have to say to
you?"

"Nothing much. He seemed more puzzled than angry."

Kananga nodded.

"What do you want me to do next?"

"Nothing at present. Just go about your duties and behave yoursdf. I'l cal you when the time comes.”

"YI’_"

With a population that included people of many faiths, there was no Sabbath aboard the habitat that
everyone adhered to, so dection day for Phase One of the naming contests was declared a holiday for
everyone.

Macolm Eberly sat in his living room, looking gloomy, amost sullen, as he watched the newscast on
the hologram projector. The image showed the palling center in Village A. People filed in and voted, then
left. 1t was about as rousing as watching grass grow.

Ruth Morgenthau tried to cheer him. "The turnout isn't as bad as my daff predicted. It looks asif at
least forty percent of the population will vote."

"There's no excitement,” Eberly grumbled.

Sammi Vyborg, gtting on the other side of the coffee table, shrugged his bony shoulders. "We didnt
expect excitement at this phase. After dl, they're only choosing categories for naming, not the names
themsdves."

Eberly gave hm a sharp glance. "I want the people worked up. | want them chdlenging Wilmot's
authority.”

"Thet will come" said Kananga. He was leening back on the sofa, his long aams spread across its
back. "Weve been tedting different approaches.”

Thehint of afrown clouded Eberly's face. "'l heard about the fig-fight in the cafeteria”
"Before the next dection day we can create ariat, if you like"

Eberly said, "That's not the kind of excitement that we need.”

"A riot would be good,” said Vyborg. "Then we could step in and quell the fighting."



"And you could stand as the man who brought peace and order to the habitat,” Morgenthau said,
amiling a Eberly.

"Maybe" he said, dmogt widfully. "l just wish—"
Morgenthau interrupted, "Y ou wish everyone would ligen to you and fal down in adoration.”
"If I'm going to be their leader, it's important thet they trust me, and like me”

"Theyll love you," said Vyborg, his voice dripping sarcasm, "once you have the power to determine
life or death for them.”

At the end of dection day, Holly sat at her desk tabulaing the results of the voting. Villages would be
named after cities on Earth, the voters had decided. Individud buildings would be named for famous
people. The farms and orchards and other open areas would get names from naturd festures on Earth or
from mythology: that particular vote was too close to cdl a clear winner.

Her phone announced that Ruth Morgenthau was cdling. Hally told the computer to accept the call,
and Morgenthau's face appeared, hovering dongsde the gatigtics.

"Do you have the results?’
Nodding, Hally said, "All tabbed."
"Forward them to me."

With a glance at the phone's data bar beneath her cdler's image, Hally saw that Morgenthau was
cdling from Eberly's gpartment. She fdt nettled that Morgenthau was with Macolm and she hadn't been
invited. Maybe | can fix that, she thought.

"I've got to send them to Professor Wilmat firg," she said. "Offidd procedure.”
"Send them here aswdl," said Morgenthau.

Hally replied, "If | do, therell be an dectronic record that | violated procedure.” Before Morgenthau
could frown, Hally went on, "But | could bring you a copy in person; thered be no record of that.”

Morgenthau's fleshy face went crafty for a moment, then she dimpled into a samile. "Very good, Hally.
Good thinking. Bring the results to me. I'm &t Dr. Eberly's quarters.”

"l be there f-t-I," Hally said.

The ingant Holly stepped into Eberly's gpartment she fdt tenson in the ar; the room was charged
with coiled-tight emations. Morgenthau, Vyborg, and Kananga were there: Hally thought of them as the
hippo, the snake, and the panther, but there was no humor in the characterizations. Kananga, in
particular, made her edgy the way he watched her, like a hunting cat tracking its prey.

Eberly was nowhere in sght, but before Holly could ask about him, he entered the living room and
gmiled & her. The tendon that she fdt dissolved like morning mis mdting under warm sunlight.

"Hadlly," he said, extending both arms toward her. "It's been too long Snce weve seen you.”



"Md —" she began, then corrected hersdf. "Dr. Eberly. It's wonderful to see you agan.”
Morgenthau said, "Hally's brought us the eection results”
"Hne" said Eberly. "That's very good of you, Hally."

Rulling her handheld from her tunic pocket, Hally projected the tabulaions on one of the living room's
bare walls Macolm doesn't have any decorations in his gpartment, she saw. Jugt like his office used to
be empty, naked.

For hours the five of them studied the voting results, dissecting them like pathologidts teking apart a
corpse to see what killed the living person. Kananga disappeared into the kitchen for a while and, much
to Hally's surprise, eventudly placed atray of sandwiches and drinks on the bar that divided the kitchen
from the living room. Eberly kept digging deeper into the dtatistics, trying to break down the vating by
age, by employment, by educationd background. He wanted to know who voted for what, down to the
individud voter, and why.

Vyborg, his tunic unbuttoned and hanging loosdy from his spindly shoulders, rubbed his eyes, then
took a sandwich from the tray.

"The scientists voted pretty much as a bloc,” he said, gesturing with the sandwich in his hand. "Thet's
surprising.”

"Why are you surprised?’ Morgenthau asked. She had nibbled a a sandwich and left mogt of it
uneeten on the coffee table. Holly wondered how she kept her Szeif she ate so delicately.

"Scientigts are contentious,” Vyborg said. "They're dways arguing about something or other.”

"About scientific matters,” said Eberly. "But thar interests are something else. They voted as a bloc
because they dl have the same interests and the same point of view."

"That could be a problem,” Kananga said.
Eberly smiled knowingly. "Not redly. There's nothing to worry about.”

Haly followed therr ruminations, fascinated, looking from one to another as they surgicdly
dismembered the voting results. She redized that Morgenthau had designed the bdlot to indude
information on the department the voter worked in and the voter's specific occupation. Secret balots,
Hally thought, were secret only as far as the individud voter's name was concerned. Each bdlot carried
enough information for detailed Satistica anayses.

"We're going to need a counterweight for them,” Vyborg said, between bites of his sandwich.
"For the stientigts?' asked Kananga.

"Yes" Eberly snapped. "It's dready taken care of."

Morgenthau gave Hally her crafty look again. "What about this suntman that you've been seaing?’
Hally blinked with surprise. "Manny Gaeta?'

"Yes" sad Morgenthau. "He's had his arguments with the scientists, hasn't he?'

"He wants to go down to the surface of Titan and they won't dlow that until they—"



"The surface of Titan?' Eberly interrupted. "Why?'

Hally explained, "He does spectacular stunts and sdIs the VR rights to the nets.”

"He's extremely popular on Earth,” Morgenthau pointed out. "A vid star of the firsg magnitude.”
"A guntman,” Vyborg sneered.

Eberly asked, "And he'sin conflict with the scientists?"

"They're afraid hell contaminate the life-forms on Titan,” said Hally. "Dr. Cardenas is trying to hep
him—"

"Cardenas?' Vyborg snapped. "The nanotech expert?’

"Right.”

"How wel do you know this suntman?' Eberly asked her.

Hdlly fdt a pang surge through her. "We're pretty good friends™" she said quickly.

"l want to meet him," said Eberly. "Make it a socid occasion, Hally. | want to have dinner with the
two of you. Invite Cardenas dso. Well make it afoursome”

Hally tried to mask the rush of emotions she felt. Jeeps, she thought, | findly get to go out to dinner
with Macolm but I've got to bring dong the guy I've been degping with!



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 312 DAY S

Of the two restaurants in the habitat, Nemo's was by far the more spectacular. Where the Bigtro was
gmd| and quiet, with most of its tables out on the lawn, Nemo's was plush and ambitious. The restaurant
was designed to resemble the interior of a submarine, with curved bare metd wals and large round
portholes that looked out on holograms of teeming undersea life The proprietor, a former Singapore
restaurateur whose outspoken athelsm had gotten him into trouble, had sunk a far share of his persond
assets into the restaurant. "If I'm gaing to fly dl the way out to Saturn,” he told his assembled children,
grandchildren, and more distant relatives, "I might as well spend my time doing something | know about.”
They were not happy to see the head of the family leave Earth—and take so much of ther inheritance
with him.

Hally fdt digtinctly nervous as she followed the robot headwaiter to the table for four that she had
reserved. Gaeta had offered to pick her up a her gpartment, but she thought it better that they meet a
the restaurant. She was the fird to arrive, precisdy on time a 20:00 hours. The squat little robot stopped
and announced, "Your table, Miss™ Hdly wondered how it decided she was a Miss and not a Maam.
Did it pick up the data from her ID badge?

She st a the chair that dlowed her to look across the room at the entryway. The restaurant was not
even hdf filled.

"Would you care for a drink?' the robot asked. Its synthesized voice was warm and deep. "We have
an excdlent bar and an extensve winelig."

Hally knew that that was an exaggeration, at best. "No thanks" she said. The robot trundled away.

Eberly appeared a the entryway, and Kris Cardenas came in right behind him. She wore an actud
dress, a knee-length frock of flowered materid, light and summery. Hally suddenly fdt shabby in her
tunic and tights, despite the sea-green shawl she had knotted around her waist.

She stood up as the two of them approached. Neither of them redlized they were both heading to the
same table, at firdt, but Eberly caught on quickly and gdlantly held Cardenas's chair for her as she sat
down. As Hdlly introduced them to one another she found hersdf hoping that Manny wouldn't come.
Maybe he got tied up on something, some test or whatever. She bardly paid attention to the conversation
between Eberly and Cardenas.

Then Gaeta appeared, wearing a formfitting mesh shirt and denims. No badge. No decorations of any
kind, except for the tud in his earlobe. He didn't need finery. Heads turned as he strode to their table
wel ahead of the robot headwaiter.

Except for the fluttering in her ssomach, the meal seemed to go eesly enough. Gaeta knew Cardenas,
of course, and Eberly acted as their hodt, gracious and charming. Conversation was light, at firs: They
talked about the recent voting and Gaeta's previous feets of daring.



"Soaring through the clouds of Venus" Eberly said admiringly, over their appetizers. "That mugt have
taken a great ded of courage.”

Gaeta grinned a him, dmogt shyly. "You know what they say about stunt people: more guts than
brans”

Eberly laughed. "Still, it must take a good ded of both guts and brains.”
Gaeta dipped his chinin acknowledgment and turned his attention to his shrimp cocktail.

By the time the entrees were served, the topic had turned to Gaeta's intention to get to the surface of
Titan.

"If Kris here can convince Urbain and his contamination nuts that | won't wipe out ther chingado
bugs" Gaeta complained.

Cardenas glanced at him sharply.
"Pardon my French," he mumbled.
"I thought it was Spanish,” said Hally.

Eberly illfully brought the conversation back to Urbain and his scientists. Gaeta grumbled about ther
worries over contaminating Titan, while Cardenas shook her head as she talked about their fears of
runaway nanobugs.

"l can understand where they're coming from, of course" she sad, "but youd think I'm trying to
create Frankenstein's mongter, the way they're hemming meinwith dl kinds of safety regulations.”

"They're overly cautious?' Eberly asked.
"A bunch of little old ladies" Gaeta said.
Hally asked, "Manny, have you thought any more about going through the rings?*

With a shake of his head he replied, "I haven't heard anything from that Nadia. She said sheld look
intoit."

"l cdl her,” Hdlly said. "Maybe she forgot.”

By the time dessert was being served, Eberly was suggedting, "Perhaps | can hdp you with Dr.
Urbain. | have direct access to Professor Wilmat; | can make your case for visting Titan's surface.”

Then he added, turning to Cardenas, "And for easing some of the restrictions on your nanotechnology
lab."

"It's not the redtrictions, so much," Cardenas said earnestly. "I can live with them. | understand why
they're scared, and | even agree with them, up to a point.”

"Then what is your problem?' Eberly asked.

"Manpower, pure and Smple" said Cardenas. "I'm dl adone in the lab. I've tried to recruit assstants,
but none of the younger scientific gaff will come anywhere near nanotech.”

Glanang at Hally, Eberly asked, "Haan't the Human Resources Department been able to hdp?!



Cardenas looked surprised a the thought. "I've asked Urbain,” she said. "What | need is a couple of
lab assgants. Youngsters who have basic sciettific training. But the scientists run in the opposte
direction when | ask them for help."

"l see," Eberly murmured.

Sniling, Cardenas said, "Back when | was on Earth, in the Stone Age, the professors ran ther labs
with grad students. Save labor, cheagp and plentiful.”

Eberly steepled his fingers. "We don't have many grad students among us, or even undergraduates,
I'm afraid. And everyone has a job dot; that was a requirement for being accepted aboard the habitat.”

"We don't have any unemployed students,” Hally said.

"l figured that out right away,” said Cardenas. "But | thought I'd be able to tak a couple of the
younger people on Urbain's g&ff to come over and hdp me”

"He won't dlow them to," Eberly guessed.

Cardenass expresson hardened. "He wont let me tak to them anymore. And he's got them
frightened of even medting me socidly. I'm being frozen out.”

Eberly turned to Hally and placed a hand on her wrigt. "Hally, weve got to do something to correct
this"

She glanced at Gaeta before replying, "If that's what you want, Macolm.”
He looked back at Cardenas as he answered, "That's what | want."

Dinner ended and the four of them went outsde into the twilight atmosphere. Holly's heart was
thumping. What happens now?

Eberly said, "Hadlly, why dont we go up to your office and see what we can do to hep Dr.
Cardenas?’

She nodded. "If | knew what skills you need, Kris, | could pull up a lig of possble candidates for
you."

Cardenas sad, "I'll shoot the requirements to you as soon as | get home"
Geeta sad, "Il wak you home, Kris. It's on my way."

Hally stood frozen to the spot as Gaeta and Cardenas said goodbye and started dong the path that
led to her quarters. Eberly had to touch her shoulder to break the spell.

"We have work to do, Hally," he told her.

But she kept staring & Cardenas and Gaeta, waking side by side down the dimly lit path. Cardenas
turned and looked over her shoulder a Hally, asif to say, Don't worry, nothing's going to happen. At
least, Hally hoped that's what she was Sgnifying.

Shel's my friend, Hally told hersdlf. She knows Manny and | have made out together. She wouldn't do
anything with him. It was hisidea to walk her home. She won't let him do anything.

Sill, Eberly had to tdl her again, "Hally, come on. We have work to do."



THE SECOND RALLY

Eberly prided himsdf on never making the same mistake twice. The firg public speech heldd given, to
announce the naming contests, had been good enough, as far as it went, but a miserable falurein the eyes
of Morgenthau and Vyborg. The crowd at the cafeteria had been sparse, and despite their rousng
response to his oratory they made it clear that they considered the whole &far as nothing better than a
learning experience, a best.

He intended to profit from that.

With Phase One of the naming campaign finished, and categories for each type of feeture in the habitat
settled by the firgt round of voting, Eberly carefully prepared for his second public appearance.

It'simpossible to please everyone, he redized, but it is possible to split people up into smdl, diginct
groups and then find out what each group desires and promise it to them. Divide and conquer: a concept
asold as avilization, probably older. Eberly learned how to use it. He was pleased, dmost surprised, a
how easy it was to use the naturd antipathy between the suntman and Urbain's scientific Saff.

For weeks he had Vyborg build up the suntman's presence in the habitat with vids and news releases
that showed how heroic, how exdting Gaeta was. the conqueror of Mt. Olympus on Mars, the man who
trekked across Mare Imbrium on the Moon. Vyborg cdeverly played up the scientific information thet
Gaeta had harvested during each of his feats. Now he wanted to be the firg human being to set foot on
the murky, forbidding surface of Titan. Will the scientists dlow him to do it? Humans will land on Titan
someday, sooner or later. Why not dlow this intrepid hero to take the risks heis so willing to endure? At
Eberly's indgstence, no mention was made of Dr. Cardenas and her effort to create nanobugs to attack
the contamination problem. "There will be no publicity about nanotechnology,” he decided.

Kanangas people helped to divide the generd populace. It was patheticaly smple to set individuds
agang one another. Eberly himsdf hit on the idea of usng vids from Earthsde sporting events to create
organized fan clubs, dannish factions who placed bets on "thar" teams and watched each game in boozy
uproarious exuberance. When Wilmat and his administrators tried to control the digtribution of acoholic
drinks, even beer, the fans spontaneocudy began mesdting in private gpartments. A livdy commerce in
home brew began, and it wasn't unusud for fights to break out when one fan club clashed with another.

Morgenthau saw to it that Eberly was apprised of each group's specid interests. The meachinigs
complained thet their sdary levd was kept atificidly lower than that of the lab technicians. One group of
famers wanted to expand their acreage and plant tropica fruits that Wilmot's administrators had
disallowed because they would require more water and an extensve hothouse to create a warmer, wetter
environment than the rest of the habitat. A bitter rivdry was Smmeing between the fans of two soccer
teams that were heading for the World Cup back on Earth. The brawls between them were getting so
serious that even Kananga suggested they be toned down.

Through dl this, Holly's work was an invduable asset to Eberly. She ran the Human Resources



Department and fathfully brought to Eberly the satistics he needed to determine dl the inner group
dynamics. She was earnest, honest, and had no idea that the fractures within the habitat's socid structure
were being eagerly fomented by Eberly's clique.

"We need to do something to bring people together again,” she told Eberly, time and again. "We need
some way of unifying everybody.”

Meanwhile, Wilmot watched the growing disharmony with a mixture of fascination and dread. The
carefully knit society thet had been created for this habitat was unraveling, coming apart at the seams.
People were salitting up into tribes, no less. Clans, even. As an anthropologist he was enthradled by ther
behavior. As the leader of the expedition, however, he feared tha the growing chaos would lead to
mayhem, perhaps even murder. Y et he ressted the urge to interfere or dlamp down with new regulations
and enforcements. Let the experiment continue, he told himsdf. Let them play out their little games. The
end result will be more important than any individud's life; in the find analyss it could be more important
then the success or failure of this misson.

Ultimately, Hally urged Eberly, "Y ouve got to do something, Macolm! Y ou're the only one who has
the vison to bring everybody together again.”

He alowed Morgenthau to back Holly's increesingly insstent pleading with Smilar suggestions of her
own. At lagt he told them to organize ardly.

"Il speak to them,” he said. "I'll do my best.”

Hally worked sixteen and eighteen hours a day to organize ardly that would bring out everyone in the
habitat. She set it up in the open park dong the lake outsde Village A. She saw to it that the cafeterias
and restaurants closed down at 18:00 hours that afternoon; no one was going to have dinner out until
after Eberly's speech was finished.

At Morgenthau's suggestion, Hally organized parades. The sports fans clubs easlly agreed to march
to the park, each of them carrying makeshift banners of their club's colors. The muscians among the
populace formed impromptu bands and even agreed to play one a a time, rather than competing in
cacophony. The farmers put together a march of sorts, not that they walked in any discernable order. So
did the other workers, each organized by their specidty.

Still, when the music played and the people marched, only a few thousand showed up. Most of the
population stayed home. Holly consoled hersdf with the thought that they dl would watch the rdly on
video. At least, she hoped so.

Even s0, some three thousand people formed a considerable crowd. Eberly looked ddighted as they
assembled raggedly in front of the band shdll where he sat on the stage, watching and amiling at them.

Morgenthau looked pleased, too. Hally heard her say into Eberly's ear, "This is a big-enough minority
to give us the power we need, Madcolm. The ones who've stayed home will be swept up in the tide,
when the time comes.”

The atmosphere was like an old-fashioned summertime picnic. Music played. People marched, then
stood shoulder to shoulder, fadng the little band shell and stage that stood at one end of the park.

Manud Gaeta was the firg speaker. Morgenthau introduced him and the crowd roared and whistled
as he dowly, shyly, climbed the steps of the stage.

He motioned for quiet, grinning out a a sea of expectant faces. "I'm no public speaker,” he began.



"I've done alat of scary thingsinmy life, but | think thisis scarier than any of them.”
People laughed.

"l don't have dl that much to say. | hope to be able to get down to the surface of Titan, and when |
do, I'd like to dedicate the misson to you folks, the people of this hebitat.”

They roared ther ddight. Holly, gtting beside Eberly a one sde of the stage, looked around the
crowd, searching for the faces of scientists that she knew. She spotted only a few of them. Neither Dr.
Urbain nor Professor Wilmat was in the crowd.

"My red job today,” Gaeta went on, "is to introduce the main speaker. | think you dl know him.
Macolm Eberly is director of the Human Resources Department, and the one man among the habitat's
top gaff who's tried to hdp me. | think he can hep dl of us"

With that, Gaeta turned and gestured toward Eberly, who dowly, ddiberately got up from his chair
and walked to the podium. The crowd's applause was perfunctory.

"Thank you, Manny," Eberly said, gripping the sides of the podium with both hands. Looking out into
the crowd, he went on, "And thank you, each and every one of you, for coming to thisrdly this evening.”

He took a breath, then lowered his head, dmogt as if in prayer. The crowd went slent, waiting,
watching.

"We have before us a task of awesome magnitude,” Eberly said. "We mug face new and unknown
dangers as we sal farther into unexplored space than any human beings have gone before.”

Hadlly was struck by the pitch of hisvoice. He was a different man on the platform, she saw: His eyes
blazed, his voice was deeper, stronger, more certain than she had ever heard before.

"Soon now we will be reaching Saturn. Soon our redl work must begin. But before we can dtart, we
have the responsihility of creating a new order, a new society, a new government that will represent us
farly and justly and accomplish dl that we want to achieve.

"The fird step in cregting this new order is the naming of names. We have the opportunity, the
responghility, of choosing the names by which our community will be known. It may seem like a trivid
task, but it isnot. It isof primary importance.

"Yet what do we see dl around us? Instead of unity, there is drife. Instead of clear purpose, there is
confuson and struggle. We are divided and weak, where we must be united and strong.”

Hally listened in growing fascination, feding hersdf drawn into his web of words. It's enthraling, she
redized. Macolm is mesmerizing dl these thousands of people.

"We are the chosen ones" he was tdling them. "We few, we chosen few, we who will establish
humaen purpose and humean dignity at the farthest outpost of cvilization. We who will bring the banner of
humanity to the cold and hostile forces of nature, we who will show dl the universe that we can build a
strong and safe haven for ourselves, a paradise of our own creation.

"The naming of namesis merdly the fird step in this quest. We then mugt create a new government and
elect the leaders who will serve us as we begin to create the new society that we desire.

"Ingtead of rivary, we mud have cooperation. Instead of struggle, we mus have unity. Instead of
weakness, we mus have srength. Let each man and woman here firmly resolve that this society shdl be



srong and united. Ask not what gain you as an individud will obtain. Ask rather what strength you can
contribute to help create a free and flourishing new order. We can build a paradise with our own handdl
Will you help to do it?"

They bellowed, "YES" They clapped and cheered and whistled. Eberly stood at the podium, head
bowed, soaking up thelr adulation the way a flower drinksin sunlight.

The crowd quieted, watched his slent form up on the podium. Sowly Eberly raised his head, looked
out on them with an amost bestific amile on hislips.

"Each of you—each man and woman here—must pledge yoursaves to the unity and cooperation we
need to create the new order. | want each of you to reach out and clagp hands with the person next to
you. Friend or stranger, man or woman, take your neighbor's hand in your own and swear that we will
work together to build our new world."

The crowd murmured, heads turned, feet shuffled. Then, dowly at fird, people turned to each other
and clasped hands. Hally watched as more and more people embraced, their differences forgotten for
the moment, many of them openly sobbing. Hally redlized that Macolm was the only person in the entire
habitat who could bring the people together like this.

She was proud to have helped this great man achieve this moment of unity, this powerful emotion of
loving friendship.



URGENT COMMUNICATION

TO: Dr. Professor E. Urbain, Habitat Goddard.
FROM: H. H. Haddix Chair, IAA Executive Board.

SUBJECT: Titan Contamination Risk.

In response to your request, the Executive Board initisted a thorough assessment of policy in regard
to human exploration of the Saturnian moon, Titan. After review by the astrobiology and planetary
protection committees of the Internationad Astronautical Authority, it has been unanimoudy decided that
any human excurson upon the surface of Titan is drictly forbidden. Protection of the indigenous
lifeforms of Titan takes precedence over dl other gods, induding scientific investigetion. Robotic
exploration of Titan's surface is permitted, providing exising planetary protection decontamination
procedures are grictly adhered to.

H. Harvey Haddix.
Chair, IAA Executive Board.
Rev. Caypso J. C. Abernathy.

Imprimatur.



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 288 DAY S

Ruth Morgenthau hated these nature walks that Eberly ingsted upon. He's absolutely paranoid, she
thought as she trudged rdluctantly dong the path that led through the park from Village A toward the
orchards. He worries tha someone might be bugging his apartment the way we're bugging everyone
dses.

It's no longer Village A, she reminded hersdf. 1t's Athens now. And the orchard is offigdly the St
Francis of Asss Preserve. Morgenthau dmost giggled aloud. What a name! What arguments they had
had, red shouting battles between hersdf, Vyborg, and Kananga. Even the normdly moderate and
reserved Jaansen had raised his voice when it came to naming the habitat's various laboratory buildings.

The months-long campaign to produce actua names for the habitat's villages, buildings, and natura
features had been little more than a farce. Every vote had a scatter factor larger dmost than the number
of votes. Everyone in the habitat had an opinion about what the names should be, and hardly two votes
agreed with each other. It was a grand mess, but Eberly came through with a magnificent solution.

"Since there is no unanimity among the voters™ he told his inner cadre of confidants, "we will have to
meake the decisons oursalves”

That set the four of them wrangling, with Kanangaingding that African names be just as numerous as
European or Asian, Vyborg holding out for names that had powerful psychological connotations among
the populace, and Jaansen firmly—sometimes stubbornly—proffering his own lig of famous scientists
names. Eberly had stayed above the fray, ligening to their squabbles with cold disdain. Morgenthau
found the whole affair disgugting; she hadn't cared what names were chosen, as long as they were not
blatantly secular. She had flatly refused to dlow the biology fadlity to be named after Charles Darwin, of
course.

In the end, Eberly resolved most of ther disputes. When they could not agree, he made the decision.
When they wrangled too long, he stepped in and told them to stop acting like children. Morgenthau
watched over him carefully, though, and he knew it.

Village A got a European name Athens. Village B went to the Asans Bangkok. Village C became
Cairo; D became Ddhi and E was named Entebbe. The Americans—North and South—complained
bitterly, but Eberly stared them down by solemnly prodaming those were the names tha the habitat's
resdents had voted for. After dl, he pointed out, Americans actudly were a minarity in the habitat's
population.

Since the votes were secret balots, Eberly refused to dlow anyone to recount them. In a great show
of seeming impartidity, he erased dl the votes—"So that no one can tamper with them, or use them to
cause unrest in the future,” he announced.

There were some grumbles, but the people by and large accepted the names that the voters dlegedly



chose. Eberly saw to it that there were plenty of American and Latino names sprinkled among the
buildings and naturd features, to keep everyone reasonably satisfied.

It was a strong, megterful performance, Morgenthau fdt. Yet a tendril of worry troubled her. Perhaps
Eberly was too strong, too determined to have his own way, too hungry for power. We are agents of
God, she reminded hersdlf. We seek power not for ourselves, but for the savation of these ten thousand
log souls. She wondered if Eberly fdt the same way. In fact, she was dmogt certain that he did not. Yet
authorities higher than her own had chosen Eberly to lead this misson; her job was to support him—and
keep him from graying too far from the path the New Mordity and Holy Disciples had chosen for him.

So Morgenthau waked beside him adong the Washington Carver Pathway, which led from Athens to
the St. Francis Orchard and beyond, over the little ralling knalls that bore the incongruous name of the
Andes Hills toward the farmlands of the Ohio region. She desperately hoped that Eberly would not
decide to walk dl the way to Cdifornia, the open region up by the endcap. Her feet hurt enough aready.

"You're very quiet this afternoon,” Eberly said as they walked aong the meandering brick path. Those
were the firg words he himsdf had spoken in many minutes.

Morgenthau could fed sweat beading on her brow. "I'm just hgppy that the names have been settled
on," she sad. "You did a magterful job, abrilliant job."

He alowed a wintry amile to curve hislips. "Jugt aslong as the actud votes have been totdly erased.”
"Totdly," she swore.

"And no one outside our inner circle knows about how the names were chosen.”

"No one."

"Not even Hally? She's very bright, you know."

Morgenthau agreed with an nod. "She asked why the votes should be erased. Once | told her that it
was your decison, though, she put up no resistance.”

Eberly nodded. "I'll probably have to take her to bed, sooner or later. That will ensure her loydty.”
Morgenthau gaped at him, shocked. "She's quite loyd enough now. There's no need—"

He cut her short. "The next steps we take will be more and more distagteful to her. I'll have to keep
her bound to me personaly. Otherwise she might balk, or even rebel againg us”

"But bedding her—that's Snful!"
"It'sin a good cause. We mug dl be prepared to make sacrifices.”
She caught his sarcadtic tone. "Wall, a least she's rather attractive.”

"A bit dark for my liking," Eberly said, dmost as casudly as if he were discussing his preferences in
dathing or food. "'l favor blondes, with fuller figures™

Morgenthau fdt her cheeks reddening. And yet... Is he toying with me? she wondered. Teding me?
She had no desire to pursue thisline of discusson. She had no fantasies about her own attractions, or her
own preferences.

"You didn't ask me out on thiswalk to discuss your plans for romance, did you?'



"No," he answered, quite serioudy. "Hardly that."
"Then what?'

Without changing his leisurdy pace, Eberly looked up at the light poles and the miniature cameras
atop them, then out to the green and flowering parkland spread about them.

"Offices can be bugged too easlly. There are dways prying eyes and ears to worry about.”
She understood. "Out here, it Imply looks asif we're taking in Some exercise together.”
"Precisdy.” He nodded.

Morgenthau considered that the fact the two of them were waking together might start some tongues
wagging, dthough hardly anyone would suspect her of having a romantic interest in Eberly, or of bang of
any physcd dtraction to him. Or any man, for that matter. They dl see me as a short, dumpy,
overweight loser, Morgenthau knew. I'm no threet to any of them. How little they know!

"Sooner or later were going to have to confront Wilmot," Eberly said, his eyes ill scanning for
eavesdroppers. "Vyborg is congtantly negging me about removing Berkowitz and inddling himsdf as the
chief of communications. I've decided that the way to get to Berkowitz is through Wilmot."

"Through Wilmot?*

"Berkowitz is an innocuous former network executive. He doesn't appear to have any obvious vices.
He runs the Communications Department so loosdly that Vyborg is actudly in charge of virtudly the
entire operation.”

"But Sammi wants the title as wel as the responghility,” Morgenthau said. "I know him. He wants the
respect and the power."

"Yes And he'simpatient. If what he did to that old man Romero is ever discovered...”
"It won't reflect on you," she assured him. "It can't.”

"Perhaps. But Hill, Berkowitz should be removed.”

"And to do that, you want to go through Wilmot?' Morgenthau asked.

"That's not the only reason, of course,”" Eberly went on. "Wilmat believes heisin charge of the habitat.
The day will come when I'll have to disabuse him of that notion.”

"We can't have a godless secularigt ruling these people!” Morgenthau said fervently.
"Il need some ammunition, something to hold over Wilmat."

"A carrot or agick?' Morgenthau asked.

"Either. Both, if possible”

"WEell need someone to review dl his persond files and phone conversations.”

Eberly nodded. "This mugt be kept totaly secret. | don't want even Vyborg to know that we're going
through Wilmot's files"

"Then who should do the work?"



"You," sad Eberly, so dearly and precisdly that there was no room to argue. Morgenthau's heart
sank; she saw long dreary nights of snooping into the professor's phone conversations and entertainment
vids

She lgpsed into slence, thinking hard as they walked dowly aong the path.

"Wd|?' Eberly prodded.

"It might be very boring. He's nothing more than an ederly academic. | doubt that there's much there
to usee™

Eberly did not hestate a microsecond. "Then well have to manufacture something. | prefer to find a
weakness that he actudly has, though. Drumming up false accusations can be tricky.”

"Let metak to Vyborg about it."
"No," Eberly snapped. "Keep this between the two of us. No one ese. Not yet, at lesst.”
"Yes" she agreed rdluctantly. "I understand.”

All the time during the long walk back to thar offices in Athens, Morgenthau thought about Eberly's
commitment to their cause. He's seeking nothing more than his own persond aggrandizement, she
thought. But he has the charisma to be the leader of these ten thousand people. I'll have to put up with
him. Wilmat, she told hersdf, is an out-and-out secularis: an athest or an agnogtic, a best. Find
something that will hang him. 1've got to find something that will hang him.
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"I havent dept with him, if that's what's worrying you," said Kris Cardenas.

Hally looked into her cornflower-blue eyes and decided that Kris was tdling the truth. She was
spending an awful lot of time with Manny Gaeta, but it was drictly business, she ingsted. On the other
hand, Manny hadn't asked Hally out or dropped into her office or even phoned her snce the night he had
walked Kris home.

And Mdcolm was as cool and digant as ever. All busness, nothing but business. Some love life,
Hally thought. It'sdl in tatters.

"I'm tdling you the truth, Hally," Cardenas ingsted, misnterpreting Holly's sllence.

"I know, Kris," she said, feding more confused than unhappy. "Point of fact, | wouldn't blame you if
you did. He's a dynamo.”

The two women were having a late lunch in the nearly empty cafeteria, wel after dmost everyone had
cleared out of the place.

Cardenas leaned closer to Haly and confided, "He hasn't come on to me a dl. If you weren't
interested inhim, 1'd be kind of disappointed. | mean, I'm a lot older than he isin cdendar years but I'm
not repulsive, am 1?7

Hdly giggled. "Kris, if you're interested, go right ahead. I've got no damson him."
"Yesyou do."

"No, not redly. In fact, | think I'm better off with him off my scanner screen.”
Cardenas raised a disbdieving eyebrow.

"Redlly,” Hally said, wondering inwardly if she were doing the right thing, "his only interest in me was
purdy physicd."

"A lot of relationships have started that way."

"Wl this on€'s over. It it redly a reationship, anyway. It never was" Holly was surprised that it
didn't hurt to admit it. Not much, anyway.

Cardenas shrugged. "It's amoot point. He's nothing but business with me.”
"Prably in awe of you."
Cardenas laughed. "I'll bet."



"Sure

"Never mind," she said, waving one hand as if brushing awvay an annoying insect. "You said you've got
apossible lab assgtant for me?"

"Maybe" Hdlly said. "I haven't raised the idea with him, yet. But he's got some of the qudifications
you're looking for. An enginesring degree-"

"What kind of engineering?'
"Electromechanicd.”
"How recent?’

Hadlly pulled her handheld out of her tunic pocket. Raoul Tavderas three-dimensond image appeared
inthe ar above ther table, together with the facts and figures of his dossier.

Cardenas scanned through the data. "Whose department is he working in?"

"Maintenance,” Hally replied. "But he's just putting in time there; he doesn't offiddly beong to any
department. He's the astronaut that Manny fished out.”

"Oh." She went through the dossier again, more dowly this time. "Then héll only be with us until
Manny packs up and leaves™

" guess. But he's available now and you said you needed help right away."

"Beggars can't be choosy,” Cardenas agreed. "Il have to tak to him. Has he agreed to work with
me?'

"He doesn't know anything about it yet. | can set up ameseting for you, though.”
"Good enough.”
"Inmy office, kay?'

Cardenas thought a moment. "That's probably better than inviting him to my lab. He might be scared
of having nanobugs infect him."

Tavdera looked suspicious as he sat down in front of Holly's desk. He arrived promptly on time,
though; that was a good sgn, she thought.

She had asked him to come to her office fifteen minutes before Cardenas.
"What'sthisdl about?' he asked, dmogt sullenly.
"Job op," said Hally brightly.

"I've got a job, with the maintenance crew."



"Likeit?"

He scowled. "Are you kiddin'?"

Hally made a amile for him. "1'd be worried if you said you did.”

"So what've you got for me?'

"It'sin ascience lab. Youll be able to use your engineering education, f'sure.”

"I thought dl the science dots were filled. That's what you told me when | firgt came aboard here"
"They are. Thisiswith Dr. Cardenas, in her nanotech lab."

His eyes widened momentarily. Hally could sense the whedls churning ingde his skull.
"Nanotech,” he muttered.

Hally nodded. "Some people are clanked up about nanotechnology, | know."
"Yesh"

"Are you?'

Tavaera hestated a moment, then replied, "Yeah, kinda. Guess| am.”

"Youd be foolish not to be" Hally agreed. "But working with Dr. Cardenas, youll be working with
the best thereis. It1l look cosmicaly good on your resume, y'’know."

"Thehdl it will. I wouldn't want anybody back on Earth to know 1'd been within a zllion light-years of
any nancbugs.”

"Wdl," Hdlly said, "you don't have to take the job if you don't want to. We're not going to force you.
Y ou can aways stay with Maintenance.”

"Thanks abunch,” he groused.
He was dill wary about the idea when Cardenas arrived. She seemed uncertain about him, as well.
"Mr. Tavdera, | can't work with somebody who's frightened to be around nanomachines.”

“I'm not scared of 'em. I'm just scared they won't let me go back home if anybody finds out I've been
workin' with you."

"You can demand a complete physcd,” Cardenas said. "Then theyll see you're not harboring any
nanobugsin your body."

"Yegh," he rdluctantly admitted. "Maybe."

Hadly suggested, "We can keep your employment with Dr. Cardenas completdly off the record. Asfar
as the authorities Earthside will know, you worked in Maintenance dl the time you were aboard this
habitat."

"You can do that?' Even Cardenas looked incredulous.

"l can do it for specid cases," Hally said, thinking about how she would have to keep Morgenthau



from poking her fat face into Tavaleras offica dosser.
"You'd do it for me?' Tavaera asked.
"Sure | would,” said Hally.

He looked unconvinced, but he abruptly turned to Cardenas and said, "Wal, | guessif you screw up
and let killer bugs loose, everybody in this tin can is gonna get wiped out anyway. | might as wel work
with you. Beats overhauling farm tractors.”

Cardenas glanced at Hally, then started laughing. Y ou certainly are enthusagtic, Mr. Tavderal™
Hislong, horsy face broke into an awkward grin. "That's me, dl right: Mr. Enthusasm.”
"Serioudy,” Hally said to him, "do you want to work with Dr. Cardenas or not?"

"Il do it. Why not? What have | got to lose?"

Turming to Cardenas, Hally asked, "Are you satisfied with him?"

Sill smiling a her new assistant, Cardenas said, "Not yet, but | think we can work it out.”

She got to her feet and Tavaera stood up beside her, amiling shyly. Hally thought, He looks so much
better when he amiles.

Cardenas put out her right hand. "Welcome to the nanolab, Mr. Tavaera™

His long-fingered hand engulfed hers. "Raoul,” he said. "My name's Raoul.”

"Il see you & the nanolab a eght A.M. sharp,” Cardenas said.

"Hght hundred. Right. I'll be there."

Cardenas left. Tavdera stood uncertainly before Holly's desk for a moment, then said, "Thanks."
"De nada,"” sad Hally.

"You meant it, about keeping this out of my dosser?!

"Certanly.”

He fidgeted for a few heartbeats more, then said, "Uh ... would you like to have dinner with me
tonight? | mean, | 'predate what you did for me—"

Hally cut him off before he spoiled it. "I'd be happy to have dinner with you, Raoul.”

Two weeks later, Cardenas invited Edouard Urbain to her laboratory, to show himwhat progress she
hed achieved in decontaminating Gaetals suit. Tavaera sat at the master console, set againgt the wall
opposite the door to the corridor.

"Remember, Raoul,” Cardenas said, "we want to be completely honest with Dr. Urbain. We have
nothing to hide"



He nodded, and a amdl grin played across his face. "I got nothing to hide because | don't know
anything."

Cardenas amiled back a him. "You're learning fast, Raoul. I'm very impressed with you." To hersdf,
Cardenas thought, He's been a lot brighter than | thought held be. Maybe having a couple of dates with
Hally has helped him to cheer up about being stuck here.

When the chief scientist stepped through the door, more than ten minutes late, he looked as tense and
guarded as aman walking into a mingfidd. Cardenas tried to put him at his ease by showing him through
her smdl, immaculaidy neet laboratory.

"Thisisthe assembly area," she said, pointing to a pair of dainless sted boxlike structures resting atop
alab bench. Gauges and control knobs ran across the face of each. "The nanomachine prototypes are
assembled in this one" she patted one of the breadbox-sized enclosures, "and then the prototype
reproduces itsdf in here”

Urbain kept a conspicuous arm's length from the apparatus. When Cardenas lifted the lid on one of
the devices, he actudly flinched.

Cardenas tried not to frown at the man. "Dr. Urbain, there is nothing here that can harm you or
anyonedse"

Urbain was dearly not reassured. "I understand, in my head. Still... | an nervous. I'm sorry, but | can't
hdpit."

She amiled patiently. "I understand. Here, come over to the main console.”

For more than an hour Cardenas showed Urbain how the nanomechines were designed and built.
How they reproduced drictly according to preset indructions.

"They're machines" she stressed, over and over. "They do not mutate. They do not grow wildly. And
they are deactivated by a dose of soft ultraviolet light. They're redly quite fragile”

With Tavaera running the scanning microscope from the man console, Cardenas showed how the
nanomeachines she had designed broke up the contaminating molecules on the exterior of Gaeta's suit into
harmless carbon dioxide, water vapor, and nitrogen oxides.

"The suit is perfectly clean within five minutes” she said, pointing to the image from the console. "The
residues outgas and waft away."

Urbain appeared to be intrigued as he leaned over Tavderas shoulder and peered intently a the data
and imagery. "All the organics are removed?’

Nodding, Cardenas said, "Down to the molecular leve theré's not a trace of them remaining.”
"And the nanobugs themsdves?

"We desactivate them with a shot of UV."

"But they are dill on the surface of the sLit? Can they reactivate themsaves?'

"No," sad Cardenas. "Once they're deactivated they're finished. They physcdly break down."
Urbain sraightened up dowly.



"Asyou can see, we can decontaminate the suit,” Cardenas said.

"Not merdy the suit,” Urbain said, his eyes looking past her. "This process could be used to
decontaminate every piece of equipment we send to Titan's surface.”

"Yesit could," Cardenas agreed.
For the first time since entering the nanotechnology laboratory, Urbain smiled.
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"Thisman Berkowitz has got to go!" Eberly insgsted.

Wilmoat sank back in his comfortable desk chair, surprised at the vehemence of his human resources
director's demand.

Softly, he asked, "And what gives you the right to interfere with the working of the Communications
Department?"

Ebely had stoked himsdf up to a fever pitch. For weeks Vyborg had been pressuring him,
threstening to act on his own if Eberly could not or would not get rid of Berkowitz. Vyborg wanted to be
head of communications, and his scant patience had reached its end. "Either you get him removed or |
will remove him mysdf,” the grim litle man said. "In a few months well be entering Saturn orbit. | want
Berkowitz out of the way before then. Long before then!”

Eberly knew this was a test of his power. Vyborg would never chdlenge him so unless he fdt that
Eberly was ddiberately procragtinating. Now, Eberly knew, if | don't ddiver Berkowitz's head, Vyborg
will stop bdieving in me, stop obeying me. So, likeit or not, he had to confront Wilmot.

Morgenthau hadn't come up with a thing that he could use againg Wilmot. Although she swore that
she spent every night faithfully plowing through his phone conversations and his computer files, she had
found nothing useful, so far.

| can do it without her help, Eberly told himsdf as he arranged to meet the chief adminigtrator. A man
can do anything, if he has the unbreakable will to succeed.

Yet now, as he sat before Wilmot's desk and saw the professor's sted-gray eyes assessing him
coally, Eberly wondered which of them had the stronger will.

"After dl," Wilmot said, "your pogtion as head of Human Resources doesn't give you the right to
meddlein other departments, doesit."

"Thisis not meddling," Eberly snapped. "It's a matter of some urgency.”

Wilmat thought, He had a big success with the naming contest and the voting connected with it. Thet
rdly he held out in the park was a rather rousng event. It's gone to his head. He thinks he's dready in
charge of every department. He thinks he's going to replace me as chief of the entire habitat. Well, my
lad, you have another think coming.

"Urgency?' he asked, deliberatdy cdm and methodicd. "How s0?
"Berkowitz is incompetent. We both know that.”

"Do we? | thought the Communications Department was running rather smoothly.”



"Because Dr. Vyborg isdoing dl the work," Eberly said.
"Vyborg. That little reptilian felow.”

Eberly difled an angry reply. He's ddiberately trying to goad me, he redized. This old man is trying to
make me angry enough to make a mistake.

He took in a breath, then said more camly, "Vyborg isavery capable man. He is actudly running the
Communications Department while Berkowitz sits on hislaurds and does nothing.”

"Much as Ms. Morgenthau is running your office, | should imaging" said Wilmoat, with the trace of a
amile

Eberly smiled back a the older man. You're not going to make me lose my temper, he said Slently.
I'm not going to fal into your trap.

"Vyborg is ambitious” he sad doud. "Hes come to me to ask my help. He feds frustrated,
unappreciated.”

"Why doesn't he come to me? Y ou can't hdp him."

"l agreed to speak to you about the Studion,” Eberly sad. "Vyborg feds he shouldnt go over
Berkowitz's head and speak directly to you. He's afraid that Berkowitz will hold it againg him."

"Redly?'
"Berkowitz is a drone, and we both know it. Vyborg does dl the work for him."

"Aslong as the Communications Department runs well, | have no reason for removing Berkowitz from
his position. This discussion is actudly over the man's management method. To his underlings he may
seem like a drone, but as long as the department hums dong, he's doing his job effectively, as far as I'm
concerned.”

Eberly sat back, thinking furioudy. Thisis a test, he redized. Wilmat is testing me. Toying with me.
How should | answer him? How can | get him to do what | want?

Wilmat, meanwhile, sudied Eberly's face carefully. Why is he so worked up about the
Communications Department? Does he have some persona grudge againg Berkowitz? Or some
persond relationship with Vyborg? | wish old Diego Romero were ill with us, he kept the department's
different factions working together smoathly enough, before he died.

Eberly findly hit upon a new ploy. "If you find it impossble to remove Berkowitz, perhaps you could
promote him."

Wilmot fdt his brows rise. "Promote him?'

Hunching forward on his chair, Eberly said, "Apparently this man Gaeta is going to be alowed to go
to the surface of Titan after dl."

"That suntman?"

"Yes. Dr. Cardenas has convinced Urban that she can decontaminate Gaeta's suit so wel that the
men can go to Titan's surface without harming the life-forms there."

"Urbain hasn't told me of this" Wilmot said sharply.



Eberly hed back a snicker of triumph. You gt in your office and expect everyone to come to you, he
sneered inwardly at Wilmat. The red life of this habitat swirls around you and you know dmost nothing
of it.

"You're certain that Urbain has approved of this... this sunt?" Wilmot asked.

"The gpprova it offidd yet, but Cardenas has worked out an understanding with him.”
Wilmoat nodded. "Urbain will notify me when he makes his approva officid.”

"Why not ask Berkowitz to join Gaeta's team, as their full-time publicity manager?'
"Ahh. | see”

Eberly went on, "Berkowitz would enjoy that, | think."

"And while he's enjoying his specid assgnment, your friend Vyborg can run the Communications
Department.”

"He can be given the title of acting director,” said Eberly.
"Very neat. And what happens when Gaeta has performed his sunt and it's dl finished?'

Eberly shrugged, "WEell cross that bridge when we come to it To himsdf, though, he said, By the
time Gaetals done his sunt well have the new condtitution in effect and I'll be the elected leader of this
habitat. Berkowitz, Vyborg—even you, old man—uwill have to bow to my wishes.

But as he left Wilmot's office, his satisfaction meted away. He was playing with me, Eberly redlized,
like a cat plays with a mouse. Like a puppeteer pulling my drings. He let me have my way with
Berkowitz because he intended to do it dl dong; he was just waiting to see how | jumped. Berkowitz
doesn't mean athing to him. It's dl a game he's playing.

I've got to get control over him, Eberly told himsdf. I've got to find some way to bend the high and
mighty Professor Wilmoat to my will. Make him jump through my hoops.

When is Morgenthau going to find something | can use? There mugt be something in Wilmot's life that
| can use for leverage. Some weakness. I've got to get Morgenthau to work harder, concentrate on his
files his phone conversations, everything he says or does, every bresth he draws. | want iminmy grasp.
That's vitd. If I'm to be the magter here, Wilmot's got to bow down to me, one way or the other.

Hadly saw Raoul Tavdera gtting donein the cafeteria, bent over a Szable lunch. She carried her tray
to histable.

"Want some company?' she asked.
He looked up at her and smiled.
"Sure” he said. "Sit right down.”

Tavdera had invited her to dinner at least once a week since garting work at the nanotechnology |ab.
Haly enjoyed his company, athough he could get moody, morose. She tried to keep ther dates as bright



and easy as posshle. So far, heéd worked up the nerve to kiss her goodnight. She wondered when he
would try to go farther. And what she would do when he did.

"How'sit going in the nanolab?' Hally asked as she removed her salad and iced tea from her tray.
"Okay, | guess

"Dr. Cardenas tregting you well?'

He nodded enthusadticaly. "She's easy to work with. I'm learnin’ alot."

"That's good."

"None of itll be any use when | go back to Earth, though."

For a moment, Hally didn't know why he would say that. Then she remembered, "Ohh, nanotech's
banned on Earth, it it?'

Tavdera nodded. "Theyll probably quarantine me until they're certain | don't have any nanobugs in
nmy body."

"Theré's a nanotech lab in Sdene™
“I'm not gonna live underground on the Moon. I'm goin' back home."

They talked about home Hally about Sdene and Tavdera aout the New Jersey hills where he had
grown up.

"A lotta the state got flooded out when the greenhouse diff hit. All the beachfront resorts ... people go
scuba diving through the condo towers.”

"That's something you don't have to worry about in Sdene" Hally pointed out.
Tavderagrinned a her. "Yeah. The nearest pond is four hundred thousand kilometers away.”
"We have a svimming pool in the Grand Plazal”

"Big fr—uh, big ded."

Ignoring his near lapse, Hally went on, "It's Olympic-sized. And the diving platforms go up to thirty
meters.”

With a shake of his head, Tavdera sad, "You wouldn't get me up there, low gravity or no low
gravity."

He just wants to go home, Hally saw. He wants to get back home. It made her sad to redize that she
hed no home to go back to. Thisismy home, she told hersdf. This habitat. Forever.
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If it must be done, Wilmot said to himsdf, ‘twere best done quickly.

It was a dictum that had served him wdl dl during his long career in academia. He often coupled it
with Churchill's old gphoriam: If you're going to kill aman, it costs nothing to be polite about it.

So he invited Gaeta and Zeke Berkowitz to dine with him, in the privacy of his own gpartment.
Berkowitz was an old friend, of course, and Wilmot was ddighted when he showed up precisdly on time,
before the suntman.

AsWilmoat poured a diff whisky for the news director, Berkowitz grinned amiably and said, "Mugt be
pretty bad news, to make the firg drink so tdl."

Wilmoat smiled, alittle sheepishly, and handed the glass to Berkowitz. "You 4ill have your nose in the
wind, don't you, Zeke?"

Berkowitz shrugged. "I'd be alousy newsmaniif | didn't know what was going on.”
Wilmoat poured an even siffer bet for himsdf.

"Rumar is" Berkowitz said, dill ganding by the apartment's compact little bar, “that you're going to
kick me upgtairs”

With adight nod, Wilmot admitted, "I'm afraid 0."

Before Berkowitz could ask another question, they heard arap at the door. "That will be Gaeta," sad
Wilmoat, heading for the door.

Gaeta wore a denim work shirt and jeans, about as formd an outfit as he possessed. He looked
serious, dmost somber as Wilmot introduced him to Berkowitz and asked the stuntman what he wanted
to drink.

"Besr, if you haveit," said Gaeta, dill unamiling.
"Would Bass de do?' Wilmot asked.
Gaeta broke into a grin. "Itll do very wdl, thanks."

Wilmoat steered his two guests to the Stting room chairs. Once they were comfortably settled, he sad
to Gaeta, "I've asked you here because | want to assign Zeke to be your full-time publicity man.”

Berkowitz nodded knowingly. The suntman looked surprised.
By the time Wilmoat carried the dinner tray to the table, though, the two men seemed to be getting



aong wel enough.

"Soif Urbain or the IAA or whoever prevents me from going down to Titan, I'l take a spin through
therings" Gaeta was saying.

Berkowitz twirled hisfork in the ar. "Through the rings? Wow. That'd be spectacular.”
"You think you could get me some coverage, huh?'

"A brain-dead librarian could get you coverage for that. | mean, everybody's seen footage from the
automated probes they've sent to Titan's surface. Fascinating Suff, yeah, but it's been done. Nobody's
been to the rings”

"No human has st foot on Titan," Wilmot pointed out.

"l know. But the ringd They'll sdivate over that. | could run an auction right now and gin up enough
cash to pay for your whole crew and then some.”

Gaeta leaned back in his chair, looking contented. Wilmot saw that Berkowitz was as happy as a
child with a new toy. The professor fdt relieved. | can give Eberly and that Vyborg creature what they
want without hurting anyone's fedings. A win—win stuation. All to the good.

Pancho Lane could fed her face tightening into a frown as she watched Manud Gaetals message to
her.

"So evenif | can't get to Titan, this sunt with the rings oughtta pay you back for the trip with interest.”
Y eah, but what about my sister? Pancho demanded slently.

Gaeta rambled on about his possible stunts while Pancho sat fuming behind her desk. What about
Suse? she wondered. Hally, | mean.

At lagt Gaeta said, 'Tour sgter's fing, Ms. Lane. She's a very bright young woman. Very intdligent.
And very dtractive, too. She has lots of friends and she seems very happy here. Not to worry about
her."

But Pancho focused on his "And very dtractive, too." Gaeta had something of a reputation.
Handsome chunk of beef, Pancho had to admit. | wouldn't throw him out of my bed. Is he making it with
my sster?

Pancho sghed. If he is, theré's not much | can do about it. | just hope Susie enjoys it. | hope he
doesn't hurt her. If he does, thisll be hislast sunt. Ever.

Professor Wilmot rocked dightly in his desk chair as he dictated his status report to Atlanta.

"It's interesting to observe the different motivations of these people. Eberly ian't after power so much
as adulation, it seems to me. The man wants to be adored by the people. I'm not certain what Vyborg



wants, | haven't been able to work up the samina to get close to the man. Berkowitz is happy to be rid
of the respongbilities of heading the Communications Department. He's back to beng an active
newsman. | understand there's some friction between him and Gaeta's technical crew, but that's perfectly
understandable. Quite normd.

"Gaeta hmddf is fascindting, in his own way. He actudly wants to risk his hide on these sunts he
does. He enjoys them. Of course, they bring hm money and fame, but | believe held do them anyway,
merdy for the sheer adrendine rush they give him. In a strange way, he's rather like a scientist, except
that scientists enjoy the intdlectud thrill of being the firgt to discover new phenomena, while this stuntman
enjoys the viscerd excitement of being the first man on the scene.”



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 205 DAY S

Night after night Hally spent in her apartment, adone, cdling up programs from Earth on forensc
medicine. She recalled with perfect darity the way Don Diego's crumpled body had looked when she
discovered it lying headfirg in the water of the irrigation culvert. She remembered every detall of the
medicd examingtion report: no heart attack, no mgor stroke, nothing unusua except that the heds of his
hands seemed dightly abraded, and hislungs were full of water.

What would roughen the hedls of his hands? Hally wondered. The concrete surface of the culvert, she
decided. Then she began to search for a reason why his hands were bruised. Eventudly she came to the
concdlusion that he was trying to push his head out of the water, trying hard enough to scrape the skin off
the hed's of both hands.

And why, if he was trying so hard to get up, why couldn't he lift his head out of the water? Because
something—or someone—was holding his head down. Drowning him. Murdering him.

Not trugting her memory, good asit was, Hally called up the medica report and studied it for severd
nightsin arow. No sgn of violence. Only the abrasions on his hands.

It wasn't much to go on. But Hally doggedly pursued that one clue. She thought of it as a clue. She
was convinced Don Diego had been murdered.

Why? By whom?

Closing her eyes, she envisoned once again the scene when she found the old man's body. No sgns
of a struggle. Nothing disurbing the dope that led down to the concrete except some footprints in the
dirt. Boot prints, actudly.

Professor Wilmot aso spent his evenings weatching video displays, as usud. The busness of the
habitat faded into oblivion as he sat in his favorite chair, swirling his glass of whisky in his right hand,
watching his collection of vids about naked women undergoing torture. Sometimes, when a scene was
particularly revolting, he fdt a twinge of guilt. But that passed quickly enough. It's dl make-believe, he
told himsdlf. They wouldn't produce such vids unless there was a market for them. I'm not the only one
who enjoys this sort of thing.

He had run through the collection he'd brought aboard the habitat, seen each of them twice and his
favorites more than that. For weeks he fretted about ordering more from Earth. They made new ones dl
the time, he knew. Fresh faces. New young bodies.

There was a certain danger in caling a supplier on Earth and ordering more vids. Even if he routed his



order through amiddleman at Selene, sooner or later it would be traced to the habitat. But there are ten
thousand people here, he told himsdf. How would they know it's me, and not some clerk or fam
worker? Besides, 1'd wager there are others aboard who have amilar tastes and make smilar orders.

After weeks of arguing with himslf, and watching the same old vids, he sent an order to Earth by the
habitat's tight-beam laser communications link. It was dl in code, of course. No one will know, Wilmat
reassured himsdf. After dl, who would be tapping the comm links? It's not as if I'm usng my persond
phone line. Someone would have to tap every outgoing and incoming message to find my one brief little
order. Who would be fanatic enough to do that?



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 87 DAY S

"It's remarkable, redly,” Wilmot was saying to his computer. "They have drafted a conditution and are
preparing for eections. By the time we establish oursaves in orbit about Saturn, they'll be ready to
trandfer power to their new government.”

The computer was automaicaly encrypting his words for transmisson to Earth, to the headquarters of
the New Mordity in Atlanta, the covert finandd backers of the Saturn misson. Wilmot was the only
person in the habitat who knew where the funding for this experiment had come from, and he intended to
keep the secret entirdy to himsdf. His reports back to Atlanta were private, coded, and sent toward
Earth by the automated laser system, not by the habitat's regular communications links.

"The man Eberly has formed something of a dlique around himsdf," Wilmaot continued, "which is more
or less what | had expected. The scientists have formed a countervailing palitical force, led by Dr.
Urbain. Frankly, Urbain seems more interested in persond flattery than politics, but he seems to be the
acknowledged leader anong the technica types.

"Even the engineers have organized a politica bloc, of sorts. Thar leader seems to be a Russan exile
named Timoshenko, athough he ingds that he has no interest in politics. Yet he's dlowed the engineers
to bruit his name about as a candidate for the chief adminigtrator's position. Frankly | doubt that he has
one chancein amillion.

"There have been a few scuffles here and there, but by and large the palitical campaigning has been
remarkably free of the usud hooliganiam, which islittle short of extraordinary when one considers that the
bulk of our population is made up of dissdents and free-thinkers who got themselves into trouble on
Earth. | believe the reason is that most of the population doesn't care afig about this political campaigni
ng. Most of the people here have absolutdly no interest in their own government. In fact, they try rather
hard to avoid any commitments of any sort.”

Wilmat leaned back in his comfortable swive char and re-read his words from the imege displayed
above his desk. Satisfied with his report so far, he continued:

"In three weeks we will have the generd eections tha will bring our new conditution into power and
eect the individuds who will form the new government. Eberly is the odds-on favorite. | shdl have to
ingdl him as the new chief adminidrator and gracefully retire to the ceremonid role of president. |
suspect that Eberly will name Urbain to some important-sounding but innocuous postion: probably
deputy adminigtrator or some such. | have no idea of how hell handle the engineer, Timoshenko.

"Some of the people around Eberly frankly give me the willies He's surrounded himsdf with
nonentities who believe themsdves to be quite important, such as this Vyborg person who's now running
the Communications office. | know that the Morgenthau woman is a high offidd in the Holy Disciples.
Why she volunteered for thismisson is beyond me. And this Kananga fdlow! He's pogtively frightening.”



Wilmoat talked on, bluntly giving his opinions on each of the mgor players in the habitat's coming
eections. He would have been much less free with his judgments if he had known that every word he
spoke was being picked up by molecular-film microphones and recorded for Eberly's perusal.

Late in the afternoon the cafeteria was quiet, nearly empty; most of the lunchtime crowd had Ieft, and
the dinner rush hadn't started yet. Manud Gaeta sat with three others at a table near the holowindow that
showed a view of a prisine lake in the Rockies, a picture from digant Earth taken long before the
greenhouse warming had driven millions from ther flooded cities to makeshift refugee camps in such
regions.

Of the four people taking intently together over the remains of ther lunches, Gaeta was the only one
who looked anywhere near happy.

"Wecan do it," Gaeta sad firmly.
"It would be awfully dangerous, Manny," said Kris Cardenas.

Nadia Wunderly nodded her agreement. "It'd be like trying to wak past a firing squad that uses
mechine guns.”

Gaeta shrugged cardlesdy. "All | gotta do is go in-between the bullets” He turned to von Hemholtz.
"What do you think, Fritz?'

Von Hedmholtz cast a cold eye a him. "Ian't it enough to do what we came here to do?'

Gaeta sad, "WEell do the Titan gig if we can get the scientigts to dlow it. But while were out here,
why not do a pin through the rings?

"Because you could get killed,” von Hmholtz snapped.

Spreading his hands as if held proven his point, Gagta countered, "That's why people watch, Fritz.
They're wating to seeif | get killed."

"What is worse, youll ruin the suit.”
Gaeta laughed.
"Therés aredly strong chance that you would be killed,” Wunderly said.

"Not if you can pick out the right spot in the rings for me to traverse. A spot without so many big
chunks."

With a sgh, Wunderly explained, "I'd have to sudy the rings close-up for months, Manny. Years,
maybe."

"Weve dill got afew weeks before we go into orbit around Saturn. Won't that be enough?”

"I'd need dl the computer time we've got on board to make any reasonable computations” she said.
"Fus I'd need time on the big 'scopes and Urbain won't let me near them.”

Von Hemholtz looked surprised. "He won't dlow you to use the telescopes in the astronomy pod?”



Wunderly shook her head. "Urbain won't let me have any time on the big 'scopes. They're dl beng
used full-time on Titan."

"All of them?'

"All of them," said Wunderly.

"Maybe we can tak himinto letting you use one," Gaeta suggested.

"Hewon'. I've asked, more than once. Besides, I'd need a ton of computer time”
"Maybe somebody dse should ask him," said Gaeta

"Who?" Cardenas asked.

"Wilmat. Or if not him, maybe Eberly can swing it."

Agan she shook her head. "Urbain won't ligen to Eberly. He won't even tak to him. They're running
agang each other in the eections, remember?’

Eberly, meanwhile, was stting tensdy in the living room of his apartment, which had become the
commeand center for his dection campaign. A bank of computers lined the wall where the sofa had once
been, each machine humming with continuous recording of the conversations in every public space in the
habitat and quite a few private gpartments and offices, induding Wilmot's and Urbain's,

"I don't like this condtitution,” Morgenthau was saying. "I never did, and the closer we get to putting it
into action, the less| likeit."

Eberly studied her fleshy face as she sat in the upholstered chair on the opposite side of the ovd
coffee table. Her usud amile was gone; she was deadly serious.

"Why didn't you voice your objections when we were drafting it?" he asked sharply.

"I thought Vyborg and Jaansen were thrashing everything out satisfactorily, and then you made it clear
thet you wanted an end to ther arguing.”

With growing impatience, Eberly said, "I've explained it to dl of you time and again. As long as the
emergency-powers clause isin the conditution dl the rest of it doesn't matter.”

"I dill don't likeit," Morgenthau ingsted.

Eberly thought he knew what the problem was. Morgenthau was no fighter; she was an agent planted
on the habitat ostlensbly to help him, but actudly to keep watch on him and report back to the Holy
Disciples. Someone high up in the hierarchy mugt have findly reviewed the new condtitution and told her
thet it didn't suit the stern moral standards of the Disciples. She would never oppose me like this, Eberly
sad to himsdf. Not unless she's under pressure from her superiors back on Earth.

"It's too late to change it now," he said, trying to keep his voice cadm, even. "The people vote on it in
three weeks."

Morgenthau said, ™Y ou could withdraw it. Say it needs further work."



"Withdraw it?" Despite his salf-discipline, Eberly nearly shouted the words. "That would mean wed
have to postpone the dection.”

Morgenthau said nothing.

How can | get her back on my sde? Eberly asked himsdf. How can | make her see tha shed be
better off fallowing my orders than the supid commands from Earth?

"Ligento me" he said, leaning forward in his chair, bending his head closer to hers. "In three weeks
the people will vote. They'll accept this condtitution for the very same reasons that you distrust it: Because
it promises individua freedom and a liberd, relaxed government.”

"Without any rules for population control. Without any mordl standards.”
"Those will come later, after the conditution is adopted and we arein power."
Morgenthau looked totaly unconvinced.

"As I've explained more than once," Eberly said, sraining to hold on to his swooping temper, "once
I'min power I'll declare a state of emergency and suspend dl those liberd laws that bother you."

"How can you declare a state of emergency if everyone is satisfied with the condtitution®?”
"WEell need a criss of some sort. I'll think of something.”

Morgenthau's face looked as hard as stedl. ™Y ou were taken out of prison and placed in this habitat to
form a proper, god-fearing government. Y ou are not living up to your end of the agreement.”

"That's not true" he protested. Inwardly, a panicky voice whined, They can't send me back to prison.
They can't!

"All we need to do is generate a criss" he said doud. "Then Kananga and his security teams can
clamp down."

"It won't be that smple" Morgenthau said. "The more power you give Kananga the more he will saize
control of everything. | don't trust him."

"Nether do |," Eberly admitted, slently adding, | don't trust anyone.

"And then there's this Cardenas woman, working with nanomachines. They're the devil's spawn and
yet you dlow her to go right ahead and do her evil in our midst."

"Only until I'm in power," Eberly said.
"She's got to go. Get rid of her.”

As Eberly nodded somberly, the solution to his problems suddenly struck him with the blinding force
of areveation. Yes he said to himsdf. That will solve everything!

He made a warm amile for the 4ill-scowling Morgenthau and, leening forward, patted her chubby
knee. "Don't worry about it. Il take care of everything.”

Her frown faded somewhat, replaced by curiosty.
"Trust me" Eberly said, amiling siill more broadly.



LABORATORY LAVOISIER

Kris Cardenas wondered why Urbain had asked her to meet with him. Not in his office, not even in
the astronomy pod, where the big telescopes were housed. Here in the science building, in his man
laboratory, which had been named for the eghteenth-century French founder of modern chemidry,
Antoine Laurent Lavoiger.

Cardenass own lab (named after the American physcig Richard P. Feynman) was in a separate
building, up at the top of the ridge on which Athens was huilt, as far away from the other |abs as possible.
As she made her way down the bricked path that curved past the low, white-waled apartment buildings
and shops of the village, Cardenas fdt the old resentment againgt unreasoning fear of nanotechnology il
ammeing deep within her.

Keep it under control, she warned hersdf. Keep everything in perspective. Remember that Lavoiser
was beheaded during the French Revolution. Idiots and bastards have dways been in our midst.

So she put on a sunny Smile as she entered the lab complex and saw Edouard Urbain ganding in the
doorway to his laboratory, waiting for her. He looked nervous. No, Cardenas decided, not nervous.
Excited. Expectant. Almodt like a little boy standing in front of the Christmas tree, eager to tear into the

brightly wrapped packages.
"Dr. Cardenas!" Urbain greeted her. "How good of you to come."
"It was good of you to inviteme" she replied.

He ushered her into the lab. Cardenas was dightly tdler than Urbain, her sandy blond hair and bright
blue eyes a sharp contrast to his dark, dicked-back hair and eyes of mahogany brown.

The lab was two dories tdl, its bare metd caling the underside of the building's roof. A tal screen
stood just ingde the doorway, cutting off the main area of the lab from view. The place fdt to Cardenas
like an arplane hangar or an empty warehouse. With a dight gesture, Urbain led Cardenas dong the
screen toward its end.

"l wanted you to see this™ he said, his voice brimming with anticipation. She thought his moustache
would start quivering any moment. "l am very proud of what we have accomplished.”

They reached the end of the screen. With a flourish, Urbain turned the corner and pointed to the
massve object sanding in the middle of the laboratory floor.

Thefirg thing that Cardenas noticed was that the |ab had been cleaned, the floor swept. Not a scrap
of paper or equipment in sght. No wires sneking across the floor or dangling from overhead mounts.
He's spiffed up hislab, Cardenas thought. He's got it looking like an old automobile showroom.

"Thereitis" Urbain said, aglow with pride. "Titan Alpha.”



A spacecraft, Cardenas redized. More than two meters tal; nearly three, she estimated. Standing on
apar of caerpillar treads, like an old-fashioned tank. Massive. Sivery-gray. Titanium, she guessed. Its
oblong body was studded with projections.

"It has been built here, completdy,” Urbain said, dmost in a whisper. "It did not exis when we Ieft
Earth. None of it. My gaff and | constructed it."

Cardenas became aware that hdf a dozen men and women were ganding off dong the far wal of the
lab, like students who had been lined up and told to remain quiet and respectful.

"Youll go to the surface of Titaninthis™ Cardenas said.

"Not in person, of course,” sad Urbain. "Alpha is desgned to be teleoperated from here in the
habitat. It isamobile laboratory that will explore the surface of Titan for us™

III %Il

Urbain snapped his fingers, one of the technicians across the lab whirled and began tgpping out
indructions on a desk-sized console. The spacecraft seemed to sir. A loud dectrica hum filled the lab
and a pair of long, skeletd arms unfolded from one side of its body. Pincerlike claws opened and shut.
Cardenas inginctively moved back a couple of steps.

Urbain laughed. "Don't be afraid. She won't harm you. Those grippers can handle the most ddlicate
biologicd samples without damaging them.”

"It's... very impressive.”

"Yes, iant she? Alpha is equipped with a complete array of sensors. She can take samples, store
themin insulated capsules and send them back to us, here in the habitat, for analyss”

"Wont it return after it's finished its misson?'

"No. Never. She remains on Titan. We will send replenishments of fud and supplies for its sensors.”
"lant it nucdlear powered?' Cardenas asked.

"Of course! Thefud is necessary for the sample-return rockets.”

" s

Urbain sghed contentedly. "I haven't had as much time to spend on this project as | would have liked.
My hours are consumed with this politica campaign, you know."

Cardenas nodded. "Y et you've completed the job. It's a grest accomplishment.”
" am blessed with afine gaff."

Afrad that Urbain would order the bulky spacecraft to start trundling across the laboratory floor,
Cardenas said, "I'm very grateful that you asked meto seeit.”

She started toward the door, dowly. Urbain caught up with her in two strides.

"My motivation was not entirdy from pride,” he said, looking a little less animated now. "I have a
favor to request of you."



Sill waking dong the screen, feding somehow oppressed by the massve spacecraft, amost
threatened by it, Cardenas replied with, "A favor?'

Urbain hestated, asif he didn't know how to choose the right words. "It concerns Alpha's self-repair
cgpabilities”
Cardenas glanced sharply at him.

"l was wondering,” Urbain said as they turned around the end of the screen, "if nanomachines might
be able to repair Alpha while she is on the surface of Titan."

Cardenas nodded, thinking, So that's it. They're dl terrified of nanobugs until they come up aganst
something where nanomeachines can help them.

"I mean," Urbain went on, "you yoursdf have nanomachines in your body, don't you? They're
congtantly reparing your tissues, aren't they?"

With adight laugh of rdlief, Cardenas answered, "And you'd like to have a nanotech immune system
built into your spacecraft.”

"Nanomeachines that could continuoudy repair any equipment fallures or damage.”
"Or wear and tear," Cardenas added.
"Yed Precisdy.”

She stopped at the open doorway, thinking swiftly. "It would take time, Dr. Urbain. When do you
plan to send the spacecraft to Titan?"

"As soon as we establish orbit around Saturn. Within afew days of that, at the mogt.”

"l certainly can't come up with a set of thergpeutic nanos that soon.”

"But perhaps they could be sent to Alpha after she is on Titan, once you produce them.”
"Perhgps,”" Cardenas conceded.

"Will you look into the possibilities?' he asked eegerly.

Cardenas saw in his eyes that he regarded this machine of hisadmogt like a human being, a woman he
loved and cherished and wanted to protect, keep from ham. A kind-hearted Dr. Frankengtein, she
thought, worried about the creature he's created. Then a sharp pang of memory hit her. How many times
have you been cdled Frankengstein? she asked hersdf.

"Can you do it?" Urbain pressured.
"I can try."

"Good! Excdlent!”

"Under one condition,” she added.

His brows rose toward his receding hairline. "Condition? If you mean you want me to dlow that... that
stuntman to go down to the surface—"

Cardenas said, "But we've tested the decontamination procedure severd times now. I've sent you the



reports.”
"Tessinthe airlock. Yes, I've scanned your reports.”

"So you know that we can cdean his quit to your satisfaction.” Suddenly Cardenas got a new
ingoiration. "We can decon your spacecraft the same way."

" Alpha can be decontaminated the norma way."

"Yes but if you use nanomachines you won't have to subject the spacecraft to such high leves of
radiation. Won't that be better for its dectronics sysems?!

Urbain started to reply, stopped himsdf, then admitted, "Y es. Definitdy."

"l can set that up for you in a couple of days. By the time we're in Saturn orbit I'll be able to decon
your craft as clean as new-fdlen snow.”

"But that doesn't mean that | can dlow the stuntman to go down to the surface. The IAA forbids it.
My hands are tied."

Don't push it any farther, Cardenas told hersdlf. You've got a toe in the door. Let it rest there, for
now.

Y e she heard hersdf say, "There is one other thing.”
Urbain's brows went up again.

"It's rather minor...."

"What isit?'

"One of your daff people, Dr. Wunderly—"
"Wunderly?'

"She needs some telescope time to sudy the rings”
"Impossible. I've told her—"

"urdy you can spare some time a one of the telescopes for her,” Cardenas said, more as a
declaration than a request. "After dl, you're going to have your spacecraft operating on Titan's surface in
afew weeks, won't you?'

Urbain hestated. "Yes, that's true enough.”
"And you want to be able to use nanomachines to keep it in good shape.”

His face showed clearly that he understood Cardenas's threet. "I see. Yes. Very wel, | will attempt to
get some time for Wunderly on one of the telescopes so she can study her wretched rings.”

"Hne" sad Cardenas. "And I'll attempt to develop a set of nanomachines that can auto-repair your
spacecraft whileit's on Titan."

"And to decontaminate Alpha,” Urbain reminded her.
Cardenas nodded her agreement and started for the door. Then she turned back. "By the way, how is



the political campaign going?'

Urbain took in a sharp breath, asif surprised by her sudden change of subject. Then he shrugged. "It
takes too much of my time. | mugt give speeches, prepare postion papers on everything from medicd
care to garbage recydling. Every person in the habitat feds free to ask me pointless questions and to give
metheir own vapid opinions.”

"That's palitics, | guess" Cardenas said, chuckling.

"I fear it will be even worse after | am dected.”

"You expect to win?'

"Of course. Thisis a sdentific misson, isn't it? The whole purpose of our flight to Saturn is scientific.”

"But the scientigts are only asmd| part of the population,” Cardenas pointed out.

"Yes, of course. But the otherswill vote for me. It is the only logica choice they can make. Eberly is
the only other mgjor candidate, and he has no scientific background at dl."

"What about the engineer, Timoshenko?'

Urbain made an unpleasant face. "He is nothing. A posturer. The engineers and technicians will vote
for me, overwhdmingly.”

Cardenas hdd back the comment she wanted to make. Better not to dislluson the man, she thought.

Hell find out soon enough on eection day. Itll bruise his ego, but in the long run hell probably be
relieved to get out of politics and give dl his attention to his clunky Alpha.



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS45 DAY S

The three women met for breakfast in the cafeteria, so early that the place was hardly hdf filled. Holly
thought the cafeteria seemed different this early in the moming: quieter, subdued, as if the people shuffling
through the lines weren't fully awake yet. She found Kris and Nadia Wunderly aready a a table, heads
leaning together, pleased grins on their faces.

Hally unloaded her tray of melon dices, bran cereal, soy milk, and faux coffee and sat down.

Wunderly looked happy, her big gray eyes sparkling. "I Hill can't thank you enough for getting me
some telescope time. Y ou should see the dynamics of thoseringd It's ... it's.."

Cardenas laughed lightly. "Words fal you?'

A little embarrassed, Wunderly said, "I'd like you to see the imegery I've been getting." Tuming to
Holly, Wunderly said, "You too, Hally." Holly amiled at her. "Sure. I'd love to."

Wunderly asked Cardenas, "I dill can't understand how you got Urbain to let me use the 'scope.”
Sill grinning, Cardenas said, "Trickery and deceit. And alittle blackmail.”
"Whatever works, | guess” Hoally said.

Wunderly dipped into her bowl of soy yogurt. "Thanks to you, Kris, | can feed Manny the data he
needs.”

Hally's innards twitched. "Manny?'

"He wants to dive through the rings™ Wunderly explained. "But he can't do it without my help.”
Looking across the table to Cardenas, Hally said, "I haven't seen Manny in weeks. How is he?'
Wunderly answered, "Terrific."

Cardenas looked surprised. "Come to think of it, the last time | saw him was our find test of the
decon nanos.”

Wunderly glanced from Hally to Cardenas and then back again. "I see hm dmogt every day,” she
sad. A little snugly, Hally thought.

"Do you see him nights?* asked Cardenas, raisng her teacup to her lips
Wundely sad, "Sure. Sometimes” Very smugly, as far as Holly was concerned.
"He's pretty good, isn't he?' said Cardenas.



Wunderly nodded with plessure.
Suddenly aware, Hally blurted, "Kris, have you maxed out with Manny?*

Cardenas actudly blushed. Nodding behind her teacup, she said in a amdl voice, "A couple of times.
You sad you didn't mind, remember?’

"l don't mind," Hally ingsted, knowing from the turmail ingde her that it wasn't redly true.
Wunderly's owl eyes went even wider than usud. ™Y ou meaen he's dept with both of you?'
Cardenas put down her teacup. "Actudly, we didn't do dl that much deeping.”

Hally burst into laughter. The pain indde her dissolved. "He's a flamer, dl right.”

Wunderly looked hurt, though. "Both of you," she whispered. It was no longer a question.

Cardenas reached across the table to touch Wunderly's hand. "He's just a man, Nadia. It doesn't
mean anything to him. Just fun and games. Recregtiond.”

"But | thought—"

"Dont think. Just enjoy. Hell be heading back to Earth soon. Have fun while you can.”
" 'Gather ye rosebuds,” Hally quoted, wondering where she remembered the line from.
Forcing a hdfhearted amile, Wunderly said, "I suppose you're right. But ill..."

"Jug don't get pregnant.”

"Oh, I'd never!"

Hally was thinking, though. "He dept with me when he needed help from the adminigration. And he
dept with you, Kris, when he found out you could help him with nanobugs.”

"And now he's degping with me" Wunderly chimed in, "because | can hdp him with the rings”
"That sonofabitch,” Cardenas said. But she was grinning widdly.

"You know what they'd cdl awoman who did that,” Wunderly said.

Hadlly didn't know if she should be angry, amused, or disgusted.

"It's a good thing helll be leaving soon," Cardenas said. " Otherwise he might get murdered.”
"He's getting away with murder right now," said Wunderly, with atinge of anger.

"Wdl," Cardenas said, "heés good at it."

Hally asked, "Nadia, are you going to keep on with him?*

"l couldn't! Not now."

"Why not?" Cardenas asked. "If you enjoy being with him, why not?

"But he's ... it's... it's not right.”



With a shake of her head, Cardenas said, "Dont let the New Mordity spoil your fun. Ther€'s nothing

wrong with recrestiond seX, as long as you understand that it's recreational and nothing more. And you
protect yoursdf."

Hally wondered, How do you protect your heart? How do you let a man make love to you and then
just wak away and let im go do it with someone ese? With your friends, for god's sake.

Wunderly nodded dightly, but she looked just as unconvinced as Hally felt.

"It's not like the old days," Cardenas went on, "when you had to worry about AIDS and VD."
"l read about AIDS in history class,” Wunderly said. "It must have been terrible.”

"Jud don't get yoursdf pregnant.”

"l won'. | can't. The habitat's regulations won't dlow it."

Cardenas was no longer grinning. "'l can remember a time, back before ether one of you were born,
when rdigious fundamentalists were againg abortion. Againg any kind of family planning.”

"Redly?' Holly was surprised.

"Yes It wasn't until they dropped their 'right to life pogition that the New Mordity began to gan red
politica power. Once the Catholics got an American Pope, even the Vaican caved in"

For severa moments dl three of the women were slent. The cafeteria seemed to be waking up. There

were more people coming in, more chatter and clatter as they lined up for their breakfasts before heading
off to their jobs.

Wunderly pushed her chair back from the table and stood up. "I've got to make a progress report to
Dr. Urban."

"And Manny?' Cardenas asked.

She shrugged. "I don't know. He can be ... wdl, dtractive, you know."
"Seductive," said Cardenas.

"Charming,” Hally added. "Like a sneke."

Wunderly just shook her head and walked off, leaving her half-finished breskfast on the table.
"What do you think shell do?' Hally asked.

Cardenas chuckled. "Shéll go to bed with him but fed bad about it."
"That's brutd."

"Yep.

"Would you go to bed with im agan?'

Cardenas gave her a guarded look. "Would you?'

Hally felt her lips curling upward into a rueful amile. "Only if he asks me"



They both laughed.

"The sonofabitch is getting away with murder, dl right,” Cardenas said.

Suddenly serious, Hally said softly, "I wonder if somebody e se has gotten away with murder.”
"Huh? Who?"

"l don't know. | just wonder about Don Diego.”

"You're 4ill gnawing on that?"

"They didn't find anything wrong with him."

"Except that he drowned.”

"But how could he drown?' Holly wondered. "How could a man fdl into a few centimeters of water
and drown himsdf?'

"He was pretty old," Cardenas sad.
"But his hedth was fine. They didn't find any heart falure or any sgn of a stroke."
"You think someone pushed him into the water and deliberately drowned him?'

The scene appeared in Holly's mind, every detall, just as she had seen it that day. "I don't know.
Maybe."

"Who? Why?'
Hadlly shrugged. "I don't know. | wish | did."



CAMPAIGN SPEECHES

The political debate was held in the habitat's outdoor theater, a big concrete shdl that curved
gracefully to focus the sound waves produced on its stage out into the rows of seats set up on the grass.

It's afarly good crowd, Eberly thought as he looked out over the audience. Must be more than a
thousand out there, and a lot more watching by vid. Seated on the stage three meters to his left was
Edouard Urbain, looking diffly elegant in an old-fashioned dove-gray suit over a sky-blue turtleneck.
Next to hm sat Timoshenko, sour and gruff; he wore gray coverdls as a symbal of pride in his
professon. Eberly thought he looked like a janitor. Eberly himsdf wore a dark charcod tunic and
comfortable dacks of lighter gray, true to the dress code he had promulgated.

Wilmat stood at the podium in his usud tweed jacket and shapeless trousers, explaining the rules of
the debate.

"...each candidate will begin with a five-minute summary of his position, to be followed by another five
minutes apiece for rebuttal. Then the meeting will be opened to questions from the audience.”

Eberly kept himsdf from amiling. Vyborg and Kananga had "seeded" the audience with dozens of
supporters, each of them armed with questions that would dlow Eberly to dominate the Q A period. He
hed no intention of dlowing Urbain or Timashenko to say a sngle word more than abosolutely necessary.

"So without further ado, alow me to introduce Dr. Edouard Urbain, head of our scientific section,”
sad Wilmot. He began reading Urbain's curriculum vitae from the display on the podium.

What a bore, thought Eberly. Who cares what scientific honors he won in Quebec?

At lagt Urbain got up and went to the podium to the accompaniment of scattered applause. There are
only a few scientists in the audience, Eberly redized. So much the better. He saw that Urbain limped,
ever so dightly. Strange 1'd never noticed that before, he said to himsdlf. I's that something new, or has he
aways walked with a little limp? Looking out over the audience, Eberly recognized severd of his own
people, induding Hally and the stuntman, Gaeta, Stting in the front row. Good. Just as | ordered.

Urbain cleared his throat and said, "As you know, | am not a politician. But | am a capable
adminigrator. Managing more than one hundred highly individudigic scientists and their assstants has
been compared to attempting to make a group of cats march in step.”

He stopped, waiting for laughter. A few titters rose from the audience.

Looking dightly nettled, Urbain went on: "Allow me to show you how | have managed the scientific
programs of this habitat. In thisfirst image we see ..."

AVd Ebely could hardly keep himsdf from whooping with glee. He's showing audiovisuds, as if this
was a stientific meeting. The audience will go to deep on him!



Hally fdt diginctly uncomfortable stting next to Gaeta, but Eberly had told her to bring the stuntman
to the meeting and she had followed his orders.

Gaeta had amiled his best when Hally called him. "Go to the rdly with you? I'm not much for ligening
to speeches.”

"Dr. Eberly has asked specidly that you come” Hally had said to his image, from the safety of her
office. "It would be a favor to him."

"Eberly, huh?' Gagta mulled it over for a moment. " Okay, why not? Then we can have dinner together
afterward. Okay?'

Despite everything she knew about Gaeta, Hally wanted to say yes. Instead, "I'm sure Dr. Eberly
would like to have dinner with you.”

"No, | meant you, Hally."
" don't think I'll be ableto."
"Why not?'

She wanted to say, Because you've bedded every woman who's been able to help you. Because you
jugt think of me as a convenience, because you're an insengtive macho bastard. Because | want you to
care for me and dl you care about is getting laid.

But she heard hersdf say, "Wdl, maybe. Well see”

From his seat on the stage, Eberly saw Urbain's audiovisuds in a weird foreshortening as they
hovered in the ar behind the speaker's podium. Urbain was explaining them in a fla, unemotiond
monotone.

An organizetion chart. Then some quick telescope images of Titan that showed a blurry orange
sphere. Urbain used a laser pointer to emphasize details that had no interest for Eberly. Or the rest of the
audience, Eberly thought.

"And thefind holo," said Urbain. Eberly wanted to break into applause.
What appeared in three dimensons above the stage looked like a silver-gray tank.

"Thisis Alpha," said Urbain, hisvoice taking on a glow of pride. "She will descend to the surface of
Titan and begin the detailed exploration of that world, directed in red time by my gaff of scientists and
technicians”

The tank lurched into motion, trundling back and forth on caterpillar treads, extending mechanica
ams that ended in pincers or shove-like scoops. Urban stood to one side of the podium watching the
meachine, looking like a proud father gazing fondly at his child as it takes its first steps.

Wilmat, who had been gtting in the first row, dimbed the steps onto the stage and advanced to the
podium.

"A very impressve demondration, Dr. Urbain, but I'm afraid your five minutes are up," he said, his



voice amplified for everyone to hear by the pin mike clipped to the lapd of his jacket.

A grimace of disgppointment flashed across Urbain's face, but he immediady turned off his
pam-szed projector and made a amile for the audience.

"Thank you for your patience," he said, then turned and took his seat on Eberly's left. Not one person
clapped his hands.

Wilmat, a the podium, said, "And now we have Mr. llya Timoshenko, from the Enginesring
Department. Mr. Timoshenko was born in Orel, Russa, and took his degreein dectricad engineering...”

Eberly tuned out Wilmot's drone and watched the crowd. There were lots of men and women out
there who had aso dressed in gray coverdls. My God, he redized: It's like a teeam uniform. And dmost
hdlf the crowd iswearing gray coverald

Timoshenko ambled up to the podium, nodding his thanks to Wilmot and then looking out at the
audience. He tried to amile, but on his dour face it looked more like a grimace.

"l won't need five minutes” he said, his voice rough, gravely. "What | have to say is very smple. Dr.
Urbain says you should vote for him because he's a scientist. Dr. Eberly is going to tdl you to vote for
him because he's not a scientis.”

A few people laughed.

"l ask you to vote for me because I'm a working iff, just as most of you are. I'm not a department
head. I'm not a boss. But | know how to get people to work together and I'm one of you. I'll ook out for
your interests because I'm one of you. Remember that when you vote. Thank you."

And he turned and went back to his seat. No agpplause. The audience was too surprised at the
abruptness of his presentation.

Wilmoat looked startled for a moment, but then he rose and went purposefully to the podium.

"Thank you, Mr. Timoshenko," Wilmot said, looking over his shoulder at the engineer. Tuming back
to the audience he said, "l think we should give Mr. Timoshenko a hearty round of applause, for being so
brief, if for no other reason.”

Wilmoat started dgpping his meaty hands together and the crowd quickly joined in. The applause was
perfunctory, Eberly thought, and it quickly faded away.

"Our find candidate,” said Wilmat, "is Dr. Macolm Eberly, head of the Human Resources section and
chief architect of the proposed conditution that we will vote on, come dection day.”

Without a further word of introduction, he turned hdfway toward Eberly and sad smply, "Dr.
Eberly."

Severd dozen people scattered through the audience got to ther feet, goplauding loudly, as Eberly
rose and stepped to the podium. Others looked around and dowly, dmogt reluctantly, got up from their
sedts, too, and began to clap. By the time Eberly gripped the edges of the podium hdf the audience was
on ther feet gpplauding. Sheep, thought Eberly. Most people are nothing better than stupid sheep. Even
Wilmot was standing and clgpping hdfheartedly, too palite to do otherwise.

Eberly gestured for slence and everyone sat down.



"l suppose | should say that I'm not a politician, ether,” he began. "Or at least, | wasn't one until |
came into this habitat.

"But if there is one thing that 1've learned during our long months of travel together, it is this Our
society here mugt not be divided into classes. We mugt be united. Otherwise we will fragment into
chaos™

He turned dightly to glance at Urbain. Then, looking squardly a his audience again, Eberly said, "Do
you want to be divided into scientists and non-scientists? Do you want a smdl, sdf-important dite to run
your government? What makes these scientists believe tha they should be in charge? Why should you
have to take orders from an dite group that puts its own gods and its own needs ahead of yours?'

The audience sirred.

Raigng his voice dightly, Eberly said, "Did the scientists help to draft the congtitution that you will vote
on? No. There was not a Sngle scientist on the drafting committee. They were dl too busy with their
experiments and observations to bother about the way we're going to live”

Urbain began to protest, "But we were not asked—"

Wilmoat turned off Urbain's lgpd mike. "Rebuttals will come after the firg position statements” he sad
firmly.

Urbain's face went red.

Suppressing a satisfied grin, Eberly said, "Our new government must be managed by people from
every section of our population. Not only scientists. Not only engineers or technicians. We need the
factory laborers and farmers, the office workers and maintenance technicians, butchers and bakers and
candlestick makers. Everyone should have a chance to serve in the new government. Everyone should
share in the authority and respongbility of power. Not just one tiny group of specidids. Everyone.”

They got to ther feet with a roar of approva and applauded like thunder. Eberly amiled a them
glowingly.

Wilmat stood up and motioned for them to stop. "Your applause is edting into Dr. Eberly's dlotted
time" he shouted over their clapping.

The applause petered out and everyone sat down.

Eberly lowered his head for a moment, waiting for them to focus their complete attention on him. Then
he resumed:

"Il tdl you one other thing we need in our new government. A person at its head who understands
that we mugt be united, that we must never dlow one dite group to gain power over the rest of us. We
need a leader who understands the people, a leader who will work tirdesdy for everyone, and not
merdy the scientigts.”

"Damn right!" came a voice from the audience.
Eberly asked, "Do you want an dite group of specidists to impaose their will on you?"
"No!" saverd voices answered.

"Do you want a government that will work for everyone?'



IIY@II
"Do you want a leader who can control the scientists and work for your benefit?

"Yed Yed" they shouted. And Eberly saw tha his own people were only a amdl part of those who
rose and responded to him.

He let them cheer and whigtle until Wilmat came to the podium to announce that his initid five minutes
were up.

Eberly went placidly back to his seat, noting with pleasure that Urbain looked upset, dmost angry,
and Timoshenko's scowl was even darker than usud.



Q A SESSION

Urbain sputtered through the rebuttd period, defending the importance of the habitat's science
misson, denying that he would put the scientists needs above those of dl the others. The more he
denied, Eberly thought, the more firmly he fixed in the audience's mind the fact tha he considered the
scentigs to be separate and apart from—above, redly—everyone ese.

Timoshenko hammered on his theme of being a smple, ordinary working man who understands the
needs of the common people. Eberly noted with pleasure that neither candidate attacked him.

When it came to histime for a rebutta statement, Eberly walked dowly to the podium and said:

"We have a choice that reminds me of the three bearsin the tale of Goldilocks. One of our candidates
has too little experience at management. He tdls you that he is an ordinary guy. Thisis quite true, but for
the leader of this great society we are sruggling to create we need someone who is not ordinary; we
need someone with experience, and courage, and kill."

He hestated a heartbest, then said, "The other candidate has too much experience a management.
He's been managing scientists for so long that he's completely out of touch with what the rest of us need.
Charts and equations and fancy mechanica toys that will explore the surface of Titan have nothing to do
with our needs and our future herein this habitat.”

That brought a round of applause. Eberly stood a the podium, his head bowed dightly, soaking up
the adulation.

At lagt Wilmot got up and said, "Now we will open the meeting to questions from the floor, and from
those who are watching these proceedingsin their homes.”

Eberly snapped his attention to the professor. Wilmot hadn't told him that people would be &ble to call
in questions from ther homes, and Vyborg hadn't even warned him of the possibility. We don't have
anyone ready with prepared questions from home, he thought. The crowd is seeded, but not the home
audience.

"He makes some sense” Gaeta sad to Hally as they sat down again. "I mean, Urban is dead-set
agang letting me go to Titan, even though Kris has shown him she can clean my suit with nanobugs.”

Hally nodded and said, "Why don't you ask about that?"
Gaeta nodded back & her. "Good idea!"



The questions were dl for Eberly. The people Vyborg had planted in the crowd dominated the Q A
period, and even those who werent plants addressed ther questions to Eberly, not to Urban or
Timoshenko. Eberly stood at the podium, ignoring his opponents gtting a few meters away. Wilmot
stood beside him, choosing the questioners from the hands raised in the audience and the incoming cdls
lighting up his handheld.

The questions were dl so predictable, Eberly redized with some relief. Even those cdling in from their
homes asked the kind of routine, boring questions that he could have answered in his deep.

Yes, | will review dl applications for babies. | bdieve we can dlow a modest growth in our
population.

No, | will not permit any religious group to &tain control of the government. He saw Morgenthau's
cheek twitch at that answer, but it was the answer they had agreed to give. "We have to get voted into
power firg," he had told her, time and again, "before we can even hint at our true efiliations”

Of course | will pay persond attention to the needs of the farmers, he said to a cdler who refused to
identify himsdf. Without the farms we will quickly starve.

He recognized Manud Gaeta when the suntman rose to his feet to ask, "Will you permit me to go to
the surface of Titan?"

Everyone knew Gaeta and his beat-up handsome face. All atention in the outdoor theater turned to
him.

Eberly couldn't help amiling. "If you can stidfy the scientigts that you won't contaminate the life-forms
on Titan, | don't see any reason to prevent you from going.”

Wilmat turned and motioned Urbain to come up to the podium. "Dr. Urbain, what is your postion on
this?'

Sicking his hair back with one hand, Urbain said without hesitation, "The threat of contamination to
the microbid organiams of Titan is much too serious to dlow any human exploration of that world for the
foreseeable future. Besides, we have no choicein the matter. The IAA forbids any human intervention on
Titan's surface.”

Gaeta cdled from the firgt row, "But Dr. Cardenas has shown you that she can dean my suit.”

Wilmat said to the audience, "Mr. Gaeta is referring to the work of Dr. Krigin Cardenas, who has
devel oped nanomeachines that may be capable of decontaminating Mr. Gaeta's spacesuit.”

"The decontamination appears to be acceptable,” Urbain conceded, looking a little flustered, "but
appearances can be decelving. Besides, we should not take the risk of having nanomachines infect Titan's

Eberly nudged Urbain away from the podium and looked out at the sea of faces watching them. "This
isa good example of why we can't dlow the scientists to have control of the government. Why shouldn't
this man be dlowed to carry out his adventure, if it's been proven tha he won't hurt the bugs down
there?'

"It has not been proven!”



"Dr. Cardenas says that it has been,” Eberly countered.
"Not to my satisfaction,” snapped Urbain.

"Your satisfaction!" Eberly shouted. "In other words, you make the decison and everyone dse has to
obey you—even a Nobd Prize winner like Dr. Cardenas.”

"It ismy decison to make" Urbain ingsted.
"I thought you said the Internationa Astronautical Association made the decison.”

"Yes of course, that's true” Urbain sammered, "but if necessary | could override their decision. After
dl, | am the director of dl scientific efforts here.”

"You want to be a dictator!" Eberly exclamed, pretending shock.

Wilmoat jumped between them. "Wait a moment. There is another issue here. What about the dangers
of nanotechnology?'

"Nanotechnology isatool,” Urbain said. "A tool that must be used carefully—but nothing more than a
tool, nonetheless™

Eberly was surprised at that. All he could add was, "Yes, | agree.”

Timaoshenko rose from his chair. "Wait. There are dangers with nanotechnology. The bugs can get out
of control—"

"Bullshit!" came a screaming voice from the audience. Kris Cardenas shot to her feet, her face white
with anger. "Show me one instance where nanomeachines have gotten out of control. They've been usng
nanobugs at Selene and the other lunar communities for decades now, and there's been no trouble at dl.
Not one incident.”

Timoshenko scowled a her. "Nanobugs killed severd people, back when it was dill caled
Moonbase."

"That was ddliberate murder. Y ou might as wel outlaw hammers because they've been used to smash
people's skulls™

Wilmat spread his hands to cam things down. "No one is thinking of outlawing nanotechnology,” he
sad flaly. "We recognize Dr. Cardenas as the solar system'’s acknowledged expert on the subject, and
we have agreed to use nanomachines—but under the dtrictest safety procedures.”

Before ether of the other candidates could say anything, Eberly stepped in. "Nanotechnology can be
very hepful to us, and | have every confidencein Dr. Cardenas's ahility to develop nanomachines safely.”

"l t0o," said Urbain.

They dl turned to Timoshenko. He grimaced, then sad, "With dl respect to the admired Dr.
Cardenas, | believe nanomachines can be very dangerous in a closed environment such as ours. They
should be banned.”

Ebely saized the moment. "Most of us are here in this habitat,” he said, "because of laws and
regulations that difled our lives Mogt of us are educated, knowledgeable, unafraid of new ideas and new
cgpabilities. We have dl suffered under governments that restricted our freedoms.”



He saw severd heads nodding agreement.

"All right then,” he asked the audience, "how many of you are in favor of banning nanotechnology
dtogether?'

The people heditated, glanced a each other. A few hands went up. Very few. Down on the floor,
Kris Cardenas looked around, amiled, and sat down.

Eberly nodded, satisfied. Tuming to Timoshenko, he said, "There you are. Vox populi, vox del."



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 20 DAY S

Hally saw that it would be sensdess to try to tak with Macolm after the debate ended. He was
immediatdy surrounded by admirers, induding Morgenthau and that dark little man, Vyborg. Kris
Cardenas pushed her way through the departing throng, a bright grin on her face. "I think we might get
you down to Titan after dl,” she sad to Gaeta

He grinned back at her. "Maybe. If Eberly wins the eection.”

Hally suddenly fdt like a third whed on a bicycle, sanding between Kris and Manny. The crowd was
thinning out, little knots of three or four people heading for home or one of the restaurants. Eberly came
down from the stage, enveloped in well-wishers and sycophants. As he waked past Hally he nodded to
her and amiled, but he did not invite her to join his group.

Before she could fed any reaction, Gaeta said, "Come on, Holly, well wak you home.™

Surprised, Hally glanced a Cardenas. She arched one brow, as if to remind Hally of what they had
learned about the stuntman's activities.

Hally nodded back and the three of them started across the grass and up the lakeside path toward the
village of Athens.

"l didn't see Nadia here," Cardenas said as they climbed toward the apartment buildings.

"She's probably working," Gaeta said. "Urbain's given her some time on a telescope; she's dways up
inthe observatory now."

"I thought she'd come with you,” said Hally.
He actudly looked surprised. "With me?"

Hally let it pass. They reached Cardenas's building and said goodnight, then Gaeta walked with Hally
to the next building, where her gpartment was.

"Youve been seeing Nadia alot, haven't you?' she asked.

Gaeta nodded. "If this Titan gig falls through, I've got to do something to keep my investors happy.
She's hdping me plan a jaunt through the rings™

"Sure"

The dawn of undergtanding findly shed its light on Gaeta's face. "Ohh," he said. "She told you, didn't
se?'

"It came up in conversation, yes" said Hally.



They were at the door to her gpartment building. As Gaeta stopped there, the habitat's lighting flicked
from its evening mode to the nighttime system. His face fdl into shadow, but Holly could see him wdl

enough.
"Okay," he admitted, "it happened.”
"More than once."
He grinned sheepishly. "Chrigt, you sound like a priest at confesson: 'How many times?"
"It's not funny, Manny."
"You didn't take our times together serioudy, did you?'
She thought a moment, then hdf-lied, "No, not dl that serioudy, | guess™”
"I mean, | know | was supposed to look out for you, but, well... it just sort of happened.”
"It happens alot with you."
"You seemed to enjoy it at thetime" he said softly.

Hally suddenly redized what he had just said. "What do you mean, you were supposed to look out
for me?'

He took a deep breath. "That's why I'm here, Hally. Y our Sster wanted me to keep an eye on you."
She fdt her jaw drop open. "Pancho? Panch hired you?'

Shuffling from one foot to another like a little boy caught in a place where he shouldn't have been,
Gaeta sad, "It's not that smple, Holly. She didn't exactly hire me”

"She thought | needed a bodyguard,” Holly groused. "My big sister didn't trust me out here on my

"l was trying to raise the funding for the Titan gig," he tried to explain, "and this guy from Astro
Corporation came up with an offer.”

Suddenly the absurdity of it hit Hally like a bucketful of ice-cold water. She broke into laughter.
Perplexed, Gaeta asked, "What's so funny?'

"You are. And my big sgter. She hired you to protect me, and you pop me into bed. My fathful
watchdog. When she finds out shelll want to castrate you.”

"She wanted me to keep you away from Eberly and that's what | did.”

Holly's laughter choked off like a light switch being thrown. "Panch hired you to keep me away from
Mdcom?'

He nodded sheepishly.
"And that's why you took me to bed?'

"No! | didnt planthet. You ... I... it jus—"



"Jud sort of happened. | know."
"l didn't hurt you."

"The hdl you didn't," Hally snapped. "And then you go off and screw Kris, and then Nadia. Youll be
lucky if you live long enough to get to Titan."

"Oh Chrigt. Does Kris know about dl this?'
"Kris? Sure she knows. So does Nadia."
"So my name's mud with her, eh?"

"With Nadia?'

"With Kris."

"Why don't you ask her?"

In the shadowy lighting it was hard to make out the expresson on Gaetds face, but the tone of his
voice came through dearly enough. "Because I'd ... mierda! | redly like Kris™"

"More than Nadia?'
"More than anybody. | guess| hurt her fedings, didn't 1?1 guess she's pissed off a me”

Hally couldn't resst the opportunity. "I don't think she's redly mad at you. Of course, she's working
up some nanobugs that eat testicles, but other than that | don't think she's sore at you at dl.”

Gaeta mumbled, "Guess | can't blame her." Then he turned away and started waking down toward
hisown quarters, head hung low. Holly dmost fdt sorry for him. Almost.

They're dl trying to keep me away from Macolm, Hally thought as she undressed for bed. Pancho,
Manny, Morgenthau, they're dl trying to keep Macolm and me apart.

As she dipped into bed and commanded the lights to turn off, she wondered if she Hill wanted
Macolm the way she did when she fird came aboard the habitat. He's been so bugging digant; he
doesn't care about me. He hardly even knows I'm dive. But he's been so busy. This political suff takes
dl histime It was different when we firg met, different when we started out in this habitat. | could see
himadl the time then, and he liked me, | know he did.

How can he like me, how can he even think about me, when he never sees me? He's dways
surrounded by Morgenthau and that Vyborg snake. And Kananga, he scares me.

How can | get past them? How can | get to be done with Macolm, even for afew minutes?

Her thoughts drifted to her sster. She hired Manny. She's paying him big bucks to keep me away
from Macolm. He made love to me for money, the dirty ... Hally tried to think of the masculine
equivdent of the word "whore."

Lying in bed, garing into the darkness, she thought, So Pancho wants to keep me away from
Madcolm, does she. I'll show her. I'll get to Mdcalm. I'll get past the Hippo and the Snake and even
Kananga, the Panther.

And suddenly, like a bright light dicking on, she knew how to accomplish that.



MIDNIGHT |

Hally got out of bed and dressed swiftly. She didn't have to check a directory to know where Eberly's
quarters were; she had the complete map of the habitat in her head, every square centimeter, every
assigned gpartment, laboratory, workshop, airlock, even the maze of underground tunnels and conduits.

Y et she hestated before leaving her own gpartment. The clock said three minutes before midnight, but
she thought that Eberly would probably dill have a throng of admirers and well-wishers crowding his
quarters. Better to wait. Wait until they dl leave.

So she went ingtead to her office and pulled up a display from the outdoor survelllance camera that
looked a Eberly's building. Sure enough, people were gill milling around out on the grounds. His
gpartment mugt be jammed with them, Hally thought.

Drowslly she watched as the crowd dowly thinned away. She fdl adeep, then woke with a start. The
digtd clock sad 02:34. The gpartment building looked dark and slent. He's probly adeep by now,
Hally thought. For saveral moments she debated inwardly about awakening him. He works so hard, she
thought; he needs his rest.

But youll never get to see hm done otherwise, Hally told hersdf. She commanded the phone to cdl
Eberly.

"You have reached the resdence of Dr. Macolm Eberly,” his phone answered. "Please leave your
name and Dr. Eberly will return your cdl."

Screw that! Hally said to hersdlf. She got up from her desk chair and headed for his gpartment.

There was a perfunctory security lock on the building's main door. Holly had memorized dl the
combinations long ago, and tapped on the keypad. The door popped open. As she went up the dairs, a
sudden thought shook her. Maybe he's not donel Maybe he's got somebody with him.

With a shake of her head, Hally told hersdlf, Better to find out now. She marched down the shadowy
hdlway, lit only by the glow of fluorescent nameplates on each door. Eberly's apartment was at the end
of the hall.

She took a breath and rapped on the door. No response. Hally banged on it with the flat of her hand,
worrying that the noise would wake the neighbors but determined to get Eberly to answer her.

She heard someone cough on the other Sde of the door. Then Eberly's muffled voice demanded,
"Whoisit?'

"Hally," she said, sanding squardly in front of the peephole.
Eberly did the door back. He had a dark-colored robe pulled around him, his hair looked dightly



touded.
"Thereisadoorbdl,” he sad crankily.
"I've got to tak to you," she said. "It's urgent.”

Asif he were dowly remembering his manners, Eberly gestured her into his Stting room. A snap of his
fingers and the glardess overhead lights came on. Now Hally could see that his robe was deep maroon.
And hisfeet were bare.

"What isit, Holly? What's wrong?'

“I'm sorry to bother you at this hour, Macolm, but | can't get past Morgenthau and dl your other
assgtants and I've got to have your help and the only way | could see you aone was like this

He amiled a litle and dicked back his har with one hand. "All right. You're seeing me. What's the
problem?"

"Diego Romero. He was murdered.”
"Murdered?' The strength seemed to lesk out of Eberly's legs. He sank down onto the sofa.

Taking the closest chair to him, Hdlly said, "I'm positive. It wasn't an accident. He was trying to push
himsdf out of the water and somebody held him down.”

Eberly swallowed vishly, then asked, "You have proof of this?'

" have evidence. The abrasions on his hands. They couldn't have happened any other way." Ficturing
the scene in her mind once again, she added, "And there were boot prints in the dirt, too many prints for
one person to make."

"But who would want to kill that gentle old man? Why would someone want to murder him?*
" don't know," Hally said. "That'swhy | need your help. There ought to be an investigation.”

He sat in sllence for a moment, obvioudy thinking furioudy. "Hally, this is a matter for the Security
Department. Y ou should tdl them about your evidence."

"Security? That means Kananga, doesn't it?"
"He'sin charge of security, yes™

Hally wrung her hands. "I don't think held take me serioudy. He's... he wouldnt think my evidence is
enough to sart ared investigation.”

Eberly leaned back in the sofa. "Colond Kananga is an experienced police officer. Hell know what to
do."

"Mdcoam, he scares me" she confessed.

He said nothing for severd heartbesats, looking a Hally with those gartling blue eyes of his. Then he
amiled gently. "Hally, would you like me to go with you to Kananga?'

Her heart clutched within her. "Would you?'

"For you, Hally, of course.”



"Oh, great. Cosmic!"

Eberly's amile grew warmer. "Il cal Kananga firg thing in the morning.” His eyes shifted to the digitd
clock across the room. "Which is only afew hours from now."

She shot to her feet. "Oh, jeeps, I'm s0 sorry to bother you at thistime of night, Macolm. It's just that
| can't get to see you anytime else, you've dways got so many people around and—"

Eberly rose and grasped her shoulder lightly. "I know. I've been so terribly busy. Too busy. But I'll
adways make time for you, Holly. Smply cal me here a my quarters. Leave a message and I'll get back
to you so we can meet together, in private.”

She didn't know what to say, except utter an awed, "Cosmic.”

Eberly guided her to the door. "I don't want you to worry about a thing, Holly. Well meet with
Kananga tomorrow. And from now on, whenever you want to see me, amply leave a message on my
private ling, here."

"l will, Macolm. | surdy will."

As she waked homeward, feding dmogt light-headed, Hally redlized how wrong, how stupid,
Pancho had been. Mdcolm couldve taken me to his bed and I'd have hopped in like a rabbit on
gphrodisiacs, she thought. But Madcolm was too much of a gentleman to even think about that. And the
guy Panch hired to protect me screws me whenever he feds like it. Some bodyguard.



MIDNIGHT 11

Manud Gaeta did not go to deep, ether. By the time he reached his own quarters he had decided he
should cdl Kris Cardenas and tdl her everything.

"Can | see you, Kris?' he asked to her image floating in the middle of his one-room apartment. She
was dill wearing the dacks and blouse from earlier in the evening. Then Gaeta redized she wasn't in her
gpartment; the phone had tracked her to her laboratory.

Cardenas looked dightly bemused. " Sure, Manny. When??'
"Tonight. Now."

"Now?" She seemed to think it over for afew moments. "Okay. Come on over to my lab. I'll wait for
you."

"Great!"

Hafway there, Gaeta remembered Holly's crack about Kris developing nanobugs that ate testicles.
He laughed to himsdf. Hey man, he said to himsdlf, you live with danger. That's the life you've chosen.

Cardenas wasn't laughing, though, when she opened the locked door to her lab. She looked bright
and perky, despite the late hour, but utterly serious.

"What's on your mind, Manny?' she asked as she led him past a row of lab benches and spotless,
gleaming plagtic and metd equipment. "You are," he said.

Cardenas perched hersdf on a high swivding stool and pointed to a hard straight-backed chair for
Gaeta. He remained standing.

"S0 you're thinking about me at—" she glanced a the clock on the far wdl, "—twenty-eight minutes
before one o'clock in the morning.”

Gaeta folded his arms across his chest. "Come on, Kris, cut the crap. Hally told me that you know
about her and about Nadia."

"l imagine you're bragging to dl your buddies about your hit parade.”
"l haven't said aword to anybody. You grow up where | did, you learn to keep your mouth shut.”

She eyed him, dishdief clear in her expresson. And something else, he thought. Curiosty? Maybe
even regret?

"l just want you to know," he said, "that you're the only one who means anything to me. You're the
onel don't want to lo2"



That shocked her. "Y ou're joking!"

"No joke, Kris" he said. "I've never said thisto anybody eseinmy life | think | love you."
Cardenas started to reply, then closed her mouth, pressed her lips together tightly.

"I meenit," Gaeta sad. "l never said that to anybody before.”

At last she replied, so softly he could barely hear her, "I never thought I'd hear anyone say that to me
agan."

Ruth Morgenthau wanted to deep, but she had hours and hours of vids to watch and phone taps to
ligen to. Eberly was pressing her for results, and she was determined to go through dl of the materid that
Vyborg had amassed on Professor Wilmot's communications. So she sat in her padded recliner, resging
the urge to crank it dl the way back and drift off to deep. I've I this maerid pile up so much, she
redlized. I've got to wade through it; otherwise it will just get worse.

Why not let Vyborg do this? she asked hersdf wearily as the hours ground on. He's put the taps in
place, his people have st up the cameras in Wilmot's quarters and office. Why not let him drudge
through dl this drivel? She knew the answer: it was because if Vyborg found something, Vyborg would
get the credit in Eberly's eyes. Morgenthau shook her head ponderoudy. No, that will never do. If
anyoneis going to bring Wilmoat low, it must be me. Eberly must see that | did it. No one ese but me.

She worried about Eberly's devotion to their cause. He seems more interested in being admired than
in furthering the reach of the Holy Disciples. He's an American, of course, and they're dl infatuated with
their own individudity, but dill he's subject to the judgments of their New Mordity.

Ancther reason to see this job through, she thought. If | can bring him something to use againgt
Wilmoat, it will make Eberly see that he needs me. Vyborg and that murderous Kananga can help him in
some ways, but | mugt make him redlize that he is dependent on me. One word from me can put him
back in prison, yet he treats me as just another of his underlings. He's smart enough to cal my bluff on
that. If | send him packing, our whole misson here will be destroyed. Urbain or that growling Russan will
be elected leader of this habitat and I'll have falled miserably.

Eberly has no respect for my abilities. He thinks I'm lazy, incompetent. Well, let me bring him the
goods on Wilmat and his opinion of mewill have to change.

Slently Morgenthau prayed for hep, for success. Let me find something that we can use agangt
Wilmoat, she prayed. For the greater glory of God, let me find away to bring the professor to his knees.

The only answer she received was hour after hour of watching Wilmat at his desk, ligening to his
phone conversations, reading the reports he wrote before he encoded them to send back to Earth. Each
evening the professor sat watching vids for hours. Morgenthau fast-forwarded and skipped past them.
She could not see them dearly from the vantage point of the camera set in Wilmot's gtting room caling,
and she couldn't hear the sound tracks because he ligened to the vids through a miniaure plug he
wormed into his ear. Hour after hour, he watched the indecipherable vids.

And hour after hour, Morgenthau skimmed past them, looking for something tangible, something snful
or illegd or merdy embarrassing, something that could hurt Professor Wilmot.



Utterly bored and weary, Morgenthau yawned and rubbed her heavy-lidded eyes. | can bardy day
awake, she sad to hersdlf. Enough is enough.

She turned off the display, dill showing Wilmat staring at his entertainment vid in rapt concentration,
and started to push hersdf up from her recliner when she remembered to check if Wilmot had sent any
messages out of the habitat, to Earth. Each week he sent a coded report to somewhere in Atlanta, she
knew. Very cryptic, even once the computer decoded them. A strange coincidence that whoever Wilmat
was reporting to resided in the same dity as the headquarters of the New Morality. Morgenthau shrugged
it off as merely a coincidence.

Alreaedy hdf adeep, she pulled up the file of his outgoing messages.

Asgde from the usud brief report to Atlanta, there was an even shorter message to some address in
Copenhagen. And he had sent it not through the usud radio channel, but by a tight-beam laser link.

Suddenly Morgenthau was wide awake, cdling the same number in Copenhagen, tracing Wilmot's
message.

"She knows?' Vyborg asked, startled.
Eberly, waking aong the curving path between Vyborg and Kananga, replied, " She suspects.”

To a casud observer the three men seemed to be ambling dowly dong the flower-bordered pathway
out beyond the edges of Athens. Late morning sunlight streamed through the habitat's solar windows.
Bees hummed among the hyacinths and hollyhocks. Butterflies fluttered. Vyborg, short and spare,
hunching over dightly as he walked, was scowling like a man who had just swalowed something vile
Eventdl, regd Kananga, on Eberly's other Sde, looked displeased, perhaps even worried.

"And she came to you for help,” Kananga said.
Eberly nodded dowly. "I have volunteered to bring her to your office

"Not my office” said Kananga. "Too many eyes waiching there. Well have to meet somewhere more
secluded.”

"Where?' Eberly asked.
Vyborg suggested, "How about the scene of the crime?!
Kananga smiled gleamingly. "Perfect.”

Eberly glanced from one man to the other. They're drawing me into their crime, he redized. They're
going to make me a party to another murder. What dternative do | have? How can | keep clear of this?

Aloud, he said, "I'll tdl her to meet me at the scene of the old man's death, but | won't be there when
she arives”

"l will," said Kananga.

"She's got to disappear entirdy,” Eberly said. "We can't have another dead body to explain.”



Vyborg said, "In a habitat as large as this, there mugt be thousands of places where she could run off
to."

"l don't want her body found," Eberly repeated.

"It won't be" said Kananga. "That's what airlocks are for." Looking past Eberly to Vyborg, he sad,
"Youll be able to erase the arlock security camera record, won't you?"

Vyborg nodded. "And replace it with perfectly norma footage that will show absolutely nothing.”
"Good," Kananga said.

Eberly drew in a deep breath. "Very wedl. When shdl we do it?'

"The sooner the better."

"This afternoon, then."

"Fourteen hundred hours" Kananga suggested.

"Makeit earlier," sad Vyborg, "while mogt of the people are at lunch.”
"Yes" Kananga agreed. "Say, twelve-thirty hours.”

"Good." Vyborg smiled, rdieved.

" don't like any of this™ Eberly said.

"But it's got to be done."

"I know. That's why I'm helping you."

"Hdping us?' Vyborg chalenged. "What will you be doing to hep us? The colond here is doing what
needs to be done. Youll be in your office, establishing an dibi."

Eberly looked down a the smdler man coldly. "I'll be in my office amending Holly Lane's dossier to
show that she isemationdly unstable, and has attempted suicide in the past.”

Kananga laughed aoud. "Good thinking. Then her disappearance won't look so suspicious.”
"Jud be certain that her body isn't found,” Eberly snapped.

"It won't be," said Kananga, "unless someone wants to get into a spacesuit and search a few million
kilometers of vacuum.”



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 19 DAY S

Haly and Eberly waked past the orchard's neat rows of trees, heading for the spot dong the
irrigation cand where Don Diego had drowned. Hally didn't need a map or a marker; she remembered
the exact location perfectly.

"But what did Kananga find?' she asked.

Eberly shrugged his rounded shoulders. "I don't know. He said he didn't want to talk about it on the
phone.”

"Must be something important,” she said, quickening her pace. "Mugt be." Eberly touched his comm,
inthe breast pocket of histunic. Vyborg was supposed to cdl him, give him an excuse to leave Hally and
head back to his office. Why hasn't he caled? Is he trying to make certain I'm involved persondly in this?
Trying to make me a witness to Hally's murder? An accomplice?

Hally was oblivious to his nervous behavior. "Wonder what it could be?"

"What what could be?' Eberly asked, with growing impatience. "Whatever it is that Kananga found.”
Your death, he replied slently. He's going to kill you, and make me a party toit.

"Wait," said Eberly, reaching out to grasp Holly's arm. "What isit, Macolm?'

He stood there, feding cold sweet beading his upper lip, his forehead, trickling down hisribs. | can't
do it, heredized. | can't let them draw mein this deep.

"Hally, I..." What to say? How can | get out of thiswithout tdling her everything?

His comm buzzed. Almosgt giddy with rdief, Eberly fished it out of his tunic pocket and fumbled it
open.

Instead of Vyborg's dark, sour face, Morgenthau appeared on the miniature screen. She was amiling
broadly. "I've found it," she said, without preamble. "His entertainment vids. They're—"

"I'm out here in the orchard with Hally," he interrupted, his voice as srong and imperative as he could
meake it without shouting. "Whét isit thet you've found?'

Morgenthau looked flustered for a moment, then she seemed to understand what he was trying to tell
her. "It's an important break through,” she temporized. "Too complicated to discuss over the phone. |
mug show you dl the details, so that you can then discuss them with Professor Wilmaot.”

"Isit urgent?" he prompted.
"Oh, yes, quite urgent." Morgenthau took her cue. "'l suggest you come to my office immediately. This



cant wait."
"Very wdl," he sad sharply. "Il meet you at your office”

He clicked the handheld shut and looked up a Hally. "I'm afraid I'll have to go back. You go on to
your meeting with Kananga. 1'll join you as soon as | can.”

Hally was dearly disgppointed, but she nodded her understanding. Without another word, Eberly
turned around and started walking quickly back toward the village, practicdly loping through the trees.
Puzzled, Hally turned back and headed for the irrigation culvert. Then she redized she would have to see
Kananga by hersdlf. The prospect didn't please her, but she was determined to find out what the security
chief had learned about Don Diego's degth.

No, not death, Hally reminded hersdf. Murder.

For one of the rare timesin his life, Manudl Gaeta fdt awkward. As he waked down the corridor
toward Nadia Wunderly's cubbyhole office, he actudly fdt nervous, like a teenager going out on his first
date. Like aguilty little kid going to confession.

The door marked PLANETARY SCIENCES STAFF was wide open. The area indde looked like a
maze condructed of shoulder-high partitions, filled with quietly intense scientists and their assstants.
Gaeta had been there often enough to know the way, but this particular moming he got confused, log,
and had to ask directions. Everybody seemed to know who he was and they amilingly pointed him in the
right direction. The women seemed to amile especidly warmly, he noticed.

None of that now, he told himsdf sternly.

Feding a little like a mouse in a psychologist's maze, Gaeta findly made it to Wunderly's cubbyhole,
which was about as far from the front door asit could be.

"Good morning, Manny," she said, barely looking up as he hesitated by the entryway.
"Hi," he said as brightly as he could manage. ™Y ou got the results for me?!

She nodded without amiling. Unasked, Gaeta took the squeaky little plagtic chair a the Sde of her
desk. Suma friadad, he thought. A man could freeze to death in here.

Wunderly projected a set of tables on the blank partition that formed the back wall of her cubicle.
"These are the frequencies of particles bigger than ten centimeters in the brightest belt, the B ring,” she
sad, her voice fla, as unemationd as a machine. "And here are the deviations that they—"

"l don't blame you for being sore a me" he interrupted.

She blinked her big gray eyes dowly, solemnly.

" know you and Kris talked."

"Hally, too."

He conceded with a shrug and a weak atempt at a boyish amile. ™Y eah, and Hally too.”



"And God knows who dse."

"Now wait," he said, raigng a hand defensivey. "It's bad enough, don't go meking it worse than it is”
" don't want to talk about it," Wunderly said.

"l owe you an gpology."”

She glared a him for a moment. Then, "I don't want to talk about it. Ever agan.”

"But I—"

"Never again, Manny!" Her eyes flashed. She meant it, he redlized.

Wunderly took a breath, then said, "Our relationship from now on is gtrictly business. Y ou want to go
skydiving through the rings and | want to draw public atention to the rings. Well work together on this
drictly as professonds. No persond involvement. Understood?”

"Undergtood,” he said weskly.
"With any luck, I'll get abig fat grant to study the rings and youll break your ass.”
Despite himsdf, Gaeta grinned at her. "With any luck," he agreed.

Hally walked dong the culvert to the spot where Don Diego's murder had taken place. As she made
her way down the dirt embankment she looked for Kananga. He was nowherein sght.

He's not here? she wondered. What's going on?

Then she saw his tdl, lanky form, maybe a hundred meters up the embankment, standing there,
waiting for her. As usud, he was dressed completdly in black: tunic, dacks, boots, al dead black.

"Helo," she cdled.

Kananga sarted toward her.

"Thisis the spot, right here" Hally shouted. "By the peach trees up there.”
Kananga cdled back, "Are you certan?'

"l remember every detal.”

He stopped once he was within arm's reach. ™Y ou have an excdlent memory.”

"Photographic,” Hally said. She tried to hide her nervousness, with Kananga towering over her. She
noticed that his boots left printsin the dirt just like the ones at the murder scene.

"And | suppose that spot, there" he stretched out a long arm, pointing, "is where you found the old
man's body."

Hally pointed dightly more leftward. "Over there. That's where it was."



"l see." And he grabbed Hally, one big hand clamped over her face, covering her nose and mouith, the
other arm wrapped around her waist, pinning her ams to her sides and lifting her completely off her fedt.



FIGHT OR FLEE

Can't breathe! Kananga's big hand was clamped over Hally's face, smothering her. She flaled her
feat, trying to kick him, but her softbooted feet merdly bounced off hislong, muscular legs.

Holly's aams were pinned to her sdes as Kananga carried her down dong the culvert. She was
desperately gasping for ar but his hand was gripping her panfully, tighter and tighter.

Holly's right hand brushed againgt Kananga's dacks. Without conscious thought she fdt for his crotch,
grabbed and squeezed as hard as she could. He yowled and dropped her. Hally landed on the bdls of
her feet and whirled to face him. Kananga was doubled over, his face contorted with pain. She kicked
himin the sde of his head with every gram of strength she could mugter.

Kananga went sprawling. Holy jeeps! Hally said to hersdf. | must have had martid arts traning back
on Earth. Kananga was staggering to his knees, groaning. Hally kicked him again and then took off,
racing as fagt as she could adong the doping concrete wal of the culvert, plashing dong the edge of the
stream, getting as far away from Kananga as fagt as she could.

By the time Eberly got back to the adminigtration building, most of his nervousness had abated.
Kanangas killed her. It's on his head, not mine. Nobody knows that | led Holly to him. Not even
Morgenthau knows. If Kananga gets caught, | can distance mysdf from him.

He entered the Human Resources section of the building and walked past the four clericad types
working a their desks. The door to Morgenthau's office was closed; he did it open without knocking.

She looked up sharply from her desk, recognized who had invaded her privacy, and put on asmile for
Eberly.

He glanced around before diding the door shut again and taking the chair in front of the desk. This
used to be my office, he thought, noting how Morgenthau had tricked up the walls with holoviews of
Monet's paintings of cathedrals.

"You found something of Wilmot's?' he asked, without preamble. It was important to make
Morgenthau understand who was the chief here and who the underling. Otherwise sheld flaunt her
connections to the Holy Disciples and try to control him.

"Something that can destroy him," Morgenthau said, smiling devilishly.
Eberly hiked his brows dubioudy. "Redly?"
"Redly."” Morgenthau projected a lig of titles againg a bare spot on the wal. Each title had a il



picture image dongsde it.
Eberly gaped at the pictures.
"Purefilth," Morgenthau said. "He watches these disgudting vids every night before he goes to bed.”
"You're sure?"
She nodded, grim-faced. "Every night. | haveit dl on camera”

Eberly broke into laughter. "We have him!" he crowed. "We have Wilmot in our grasp.” And he
clenched both his hands into tight, painful fists,

"l may have a concusson." Kananga lay stretched out on the sofa in Vyborg's gpartment, long legs
dangling over the sofa's edge, his head thundering with pain. The Sde of his face was swollen.

Vyborg carried a cold towd to the colond, biting his lips to keep from screaming curses a the
blundering idiot. Allowing a little dip of a girl to beat him up! To get awvay! Now she knows for certain
that Romero was murdered. He kept Slent, though. In the foul mood he's in, Kananga might decide to
throttle meif | tdl him what | actudly think of him.

"Where did she go? Where is she now?' Vyborg said, his voice low, shilant. "That's the important
question.”

"Youve got to tdl Eberly."
"I've got to? Why not you? Y ou're the one who alowed her to get avay.”
"You tdl him," Kananga said, his face hard, determined.

Vyborg didn't try to suppress the angry disdain he fdt. Puffing a disgusted breath from his nodrils he
cdled, "Phone! Connect me with Dr. Eberly, wherever he is. Emergency priority.”

Within ten seconds Eberly's face appeared hovering in the air above the coffee table. He was amiling
happily. Vyborg immediatdy saw that he was in Morgenthau's office.

"I'm glad you cdled," Eberly said. "I have important news for you both."

“I'm afraid | have news, dso," said Vyborg. "Bad news."

Eberly's amile faded. Behind him, Morgenthau looked suddenly concerned.

No sense prolonging the agony, Vyborg decided. Come right out with it. "Hally Lane escaped.”
"Escgped? What do you mean?'

"Apparently she is a matid arts champion. She got away from our good colond here" Vyborg
gestured toward Kananga, ill supine on the sofa, "and we have no idea where sheis”

Ebely stared at the three-dimensond image that filled haf of Morgenthau's office: Vyborg standing
tense and obvioudy angry while Kananga lay on the sofa pressng a cold towel to his head.



He glanced a Morgenthau, whose expresson was gradudly changing from puzzZlement to
undergtanding. She's piecing it together, Eberly redized. Now she knows that I'm involved in the attempt
on Hally'slife

Shaking ingde with a mixture of fury and fear, Eberly managed to say, "I want you both a my
goartment in five minutes.”

Hally ran blindly dong the culvert until her lungs burned with exertion. She stopped, bent over, puffing
hard. A glance backward showed nothing. He's not fallowing me, she decided with some rdief. Prob'ly
unconscious, the way | kicked him. Jeeps, maybe he's dead. She draightened up and headed up the
embankment, into the dappled shadows of the orchard. Serve him right, she thought. He tried to kill me.
He must've killed Don Diego.

Kay, she told hersdf. Kananga killed Don Diego. Why? She had no idea. Who do | tdl about it?
Mdcolm?

Then she redlized that Macolm had led her to this meeting with Kananga. Had suggested it in the firgt
place. Mdcolm knew what was going down. He's part of it, whatever "it" is, she redized.

She wanted to cry. Macolm'sinvolved in Don Diego's murder. He wanted Kananga to murder me!

Who could she trust? Who could she turn to? | can't go back to my apartment, they might be waiting
for me there. Krid I'll cal Kris. Or maybe Manny. She thought about it as she hurried through the apple
trees a the far end of the orchard. Ahead lay rows of berry bushes and, beyond that, the endcap.

Not Manny, she decided. | won't go running to him like some helpless little girl asking the big, strong
hero to protect her. He prob'ly wouldn't believe me, anyway. Kris would. Krisll beieve me. But should |
get her involved in this?

She kept on walking toward the endcap, trying to sort out her options and finding there weren't dl that
many options open to her. If Eberly is part of this, whatever it is, tha means Morgenthau and that dimy
Vyborg snake are part of it too.

Under the stand of dms at the endcap, Hally at tiredly on the grass and tried to think. Looking down
the length of the green landscape, the habitat seemed exactly the same as it had been the day she and
Kris Cardenas had stopped here. But nothing was the same, Hally thought, her insdes suddenly hollow.
Her whole world had crashed and burned. | wish Pancho was here, she admitted to hersdf. Panch would
know what to do.

Hadly pulled out her comm unit and stared at it in her hand. No sense cdling Pancho; itd take the
better part of an hour for a message to get to her. And what could | say to her? Help, somebody's just
tried to murder me? What good would that do?

Kris. I'll cal Kris. She said to the comm unit, "Kris Cardenas."
Nothing happened. Hally saw that the screen was flat and dark. The unit wasn't working.

They've deactivated my phone! Why? she asked hersdf. And answered, Because they want me to
useawadl phone, so then they'll know where | am. They're after mel They want to locate me and grab
me



For the firs time, Hally fdt truly afraid.



NANOTECH LABORATORY

"WEell go on the day after we etablish orbit around Saturn,” Gaeta said.

Sitting at her desk in her office cubicle, Kris Cardenas looked far from pleased. "Why so soon? Why
not wait and get more data firg?'

Gaeta amiled a her. "This isnt science, Kris, it's show biz. We go right away, we get a lot more
atention, much bigger audience. We wait until the chingado scientists have dl the data they want, well
be old and gray and nobody'll give a damn anymore.”

Her cornflower-blue eyes snapped. "I'm one of those chingado scientists, Manny."

Purang hislips, Gaeta answered, "Y ou'd be a chingada, feminine. But you're not. It's not a nice word
and you're a nice person.”

Cardenas was not amused. "lsn't it dangerous enough without plunging in there as soon as we arive at
Saurn?!

"Kris, | love you, but | don't think you're ever gonna understand my business. The more danger the
better."

"Until you kill yoursdf."

"I'm not gonnackill mysdlf. Fritz won't let me. It'd ruin the damned suit. He'd kill meif | did that.”
Despite hersdf, Cardenas laughed.

Raoul Tavaera popped his head over the edge of the cubicles partition. "I'm goin’ home now. Okay?"
"Thet'sfine, Raoul," said Cardenas.

An uncertain expression clouded Tavaeraslong face. "You heard from Hally this afternoon?"

“No."

"She sad sheld cdl me. We were goin' to go out for dinner. But | haven't heard from her dl day. And
she's not answering her phone.”

Before Cardenas could reply, Gaeta said, "I thought we'd go out to Nemo's tonight, Kris."
"All right by me" Turning back to Tavdera, "I havent heard a thing from Hally, Raoul.”
"Funny,”" he said. "That's not like her, not caling when she said she would."

"Itisalittle srange" Cardenas agreed.



"Whatever," Tavdera sad. "I'm goin'. The main processor is ill working on the assemblers for Dr.
Urbain."

She nodded. "I know. Switch on the UV's before you leave, okay?'
"Yesh."

"Wdl, where is she?' Eberly demanded.

Kananga was gtting up on Vyborg's sofa now. He had put the cold towd away, but his left cheek
was dightly puffy. "I have my whole gaff searching for her. Well find her within an hour or two."

Eberly paced past Vyborg, who was gtting in the armchair on the other sde of the coffee table. "She's
got to be found. And slenced.”

"Shewill be" Kananga said.
"She can't go far," Vyborg offered. "This habitat is big, but it's not that big.”

Eberly frowned a him. His mind was racing. They've dragged me into this. Now I'm a party to ther
crime, whether | want to be or not. Two blundering oafs; they couldn't even take care of one woman, a
girl, achild redly. He glared at Kananga as he paced across the room. Or maybe they're smarter than |
think. Maybe they planned it dl this way precisdy to pull me into their orbit. How can | hold the old
man's murder over their heads now?

Abruptly he stopped and jabbed a finger a Kananga. "As soon as she's found | want her brought to
me. Do you understand that? No more violence. I'll take care of her."

Kananga's brows knit. "What do you havein mind?'

"That'smy busness. I'll handleit.”

"She can accuse me of murder,” Kananga said.

"And assault, perhaps attempted murder,” said Vyborg. "Certainly attempted rape.”

"You," Eberly pointed a Vyborg, "get every phonein the habitat checked out. | want to know where
she iswhen she cdls, who she's cdling, and what she's tdling them.”

Vyborg nodded and got up from his chair.
Eberly headed for the door.
"Where are you going?' asked Kananga

"To see Wilmot. If we're going to hunt down this woman we must prevent him from getting in our
Ww.II



Hally ducked through the hatch and clambered down a sted ladder to the utilities tunndl that ran the
length of the habitat. Maybe they won't think of looking for me down here, she thought. And even if they
do, | can hide out in this maze for days and days. Long as | have to. Like Jean Vdjean in the sewers. As
she headed down the dlent, dimly lit tunnd, she tried to remember when sheld read Les Misérables.
Pancho had made her read a lot of old quff after she had been reborn from the cryonics tank. Panch
cdled it literature. Mogt of it was pretty boring. But Holly remembered vividy the scene in the sawers
that ran benegath the Paris streets. Did | see avid of it? she wondered. Maybe before | died?

With a puzzled shake of her head she fdt thankful that the habitat's tunnels were dry and there were
no rats. No sewer amel, either. Hally sniffed and smdled nothing. Maybe some dust, and the fant trace
of mechine all or something. Water gurgling through some of the pipes. The ever-present hum of
eectrical machinery.

The tunnd's automatic lights turned on as she waked and off as she Ieft a section. She saw a wal
phone.

| could cdl Kris, she thought. Or Manny. HEd hdp me. HEd beat the crap out of Kananga.

But she hestated in front of the phone. Kanangas in charge of security. He's got the whole warping
security force under his command. And Mdcolm'sin with him. They could say whatever they want about
me, say I'm under arrest or something. Jeeps! They could even say that | murdered Don Diego!

Andif I cdl Kris or anybody else I'd be getting them into trouble. Hally fdt panic surging in her gut.
What should | do? What can | do?

She sagged againg the tunnd's metd wdl and dumped to the floor. Don't do anything, she told
hersdf. You're pretty safe here, at least for the time being. Nobody knows where you are. You can stay
down here until you figure things out.

Or darve to death. She looked up and down the tunnd, darkness in both directions. Good. If
anybody was coming after her, the lights would be flicking on and off.

Food. | was supposed to go to dinner with Raoul tonight. Hell think 1 stood him up.

She pushed hersdf up to her feet. Sorry Raoul, she gpologized slently. Then she grinned. Food. Hally
closed her eyes briefly, picturing the layout of the tunndls. The food processng plants were further down
thistunnd. But if | take the cutoff and head back under Athens | can get under the storage lockers for the
cafeteria. Plenty of food there.

She started off in that direction.



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 18 DAY S, S X HOURS

"What's so important that you have to interrupt my dinner?' Wilmot asked tetily.

Eberly amiled at the older man. He had spent the past two hours watching Morgenthau's recordings of
Wilmot's evening activities. Morgenthau had been disgusted by the professor's choice of entertainment,
but Eberly had watched snatches of the vids, fascinated by their mixture of eroticism and savagery. Now
he stood in Wilmot's living room, facing the professor's sternly disapproving frown.

"We have a serious Stuation on our hands, Professor,” said Eberly. "Well, what isit?'

"One of the Human Resources gaff members has disappeared. | have reason to beieve she's suffered
amentd breakdown."

"What?' Wilmot looked gtartled. "Who is this person?”
"Hdly Lane. Youve met her."
"Have 17"

Ebely was keenly aware that Wilmot had dill not offered him a char. The two men were dill
ganding, facing each other, barely a meter ingde Wilmot's front door. Inwardly, Eberly was amused. He
knew he was keeping the professor from his evening's entertainment.

"l suppose I'm partidly to blame" Eberly said, trying to sound contrite. "I've been protecting her dl
these months. But she's findly snapped.”

Wilmoat looked puzzled, and more than alittle annoyed.

Eberly fished his handheld from his tunic and projected Holly's dosser on the wdl above Wilmot's
sofa

The professor recognized Hally's face. " She's the one you brought with you awhile back."

"Yes" Eberly shook his head sadly. "Asyou can see, she has a higory of emationa dysfunction.” He
had spent hours carefully rewriting Holly's dossier. "As long as she takes her medication she's perfectly
normd. But once she stops..."

Wilmoat studied the dossier briefly, then asked, "Why'd she go off her meds?'

"It's this Diego Romero business. Holly became obsessed by the old man's death. She convinced
hersdf that he was murdered.”

"Murdered?



"It's nonsense, of course. But this afternoon she attacked Colonel Kananga. She tried to kill him, a
exactly the same gte as the old man's death.”

"Good lord! And where is she now?"
"Disappeared, as | told you. Kananga has organized a search for her.”

Wilmot nodded, as if satisfied. "Very wdl. 1t seems that Kananga is doing what he should. But why
have you bothered me about this?"

"Because | want you to appoint me deputy administretor.”

"Deputy? | don't need a deputy.”

" think you do. You will gppoint me deputy administrator so that you can retire from running the
hebitat."

"Retire? And put you in charge? Hah!"
"It's not such aridiculousidea,” Eberly said softly. Y ou will retire and | will take over your duties.”
"Nonsensa!"

"Once retired," Eberly went on, "you can spend dl your time watching your filthy vids, instead of
merely the evenings.”

Wilmat staggered back a step. The color drained from his beefy face.

"This habitat needs strong leadership,” said Eberly. "Especidly with the dections coming up and our
impending arriva at Saturn. Y ou've done your job quite wel, Professor. Now it's time for you to step
adde”

"And turn everything over to you? Never!"

Eberly shrugged. "In that case, well have to make your choice of entertainment known to the entire
populaion of the habitat."

"We? Who do you mean?'

"We don't want to embarrass you, Professor. Smply step asde and dlow me to take control and no
onewill ever know about your perverse little entertainments.”

Wilmoat sank down into the nearest chair, speechless.

Kris Cardenas lay in her bed, trying to decideif she was making another mess of her life What will |
be this time? she asked hersdf: a hardhearted bitch or aromantic idiot?

Her rdationship with Gaeta had started out as a passionate fling, dl glands and heat. Once Hally had
stepped out of the way she dlowed Manny to bed her; she hadn't had so much fun in decades. But then
Kris found out about Nadia It wasn't that Gaeta had been unfaithful to her; neither one of them had
promised anything except fun and games. But the thought that Manny used women that way, dept with a



woman who could hdp him and then moved on to the next, that angered her. Then came his sudden
declaration of love. True lovel Cardenas amog laughed doud at the thought. But whatever it was, she
was overjoyed by it. At my age, she thought, ifling a giggle Score ared triumph for nanotechnol ogy!

As she turned to face her love, though, her thoughts sobered. He's going to get himsdf killed, she
feared. That's the business he'sin, taking congtantly bigger risks. Cardenas hated the public, the audience

of vicarious thrill-seekers who pushed Manny to riskier and riskier stunts until he tried the one sunt that
would kill him.

He lay on his back, blissfully adeep, his rugged, expressve face relaxed, dmost boyish. Cardenas
sudied the dight scars on his brow and dong hisjawline, the dightly pushed-in aspect of his nose.

Stop it! she commanded herself. Y ou're getting soft as a grape. Eveniif he lives through this rings stunt
hell be leaving afterward. Then what will you do? Go traipsing after him like some overaged groupie?

Gaeta opened his eyes, turned toward her, and amiled. Cardenas fdt her heart mdt for him.
"What timeisit?' he mumbled, raising his head enough to see the digita clock.

"Ealy," Cardenas whispered. "Go back to deep.”

"Big test today," he said. "The snowbdll fight."

"Not yet. Go back to deep.”

"Nah. I'm up."

Cardenas reached for him. "Why, so you are," she said, with an impish grin.

The phone buzzed.

"Aw, mierda,” he groaned.

"Audio only," Cardenas told the phone.

Holly's face took shape at the foot of the bed. "Cant tak long. Just gotta tdl you Kananga tried to kill
me and I'm on the run. I'll buzz later when | can.”

And her image winked out, leaving the two of them garing at emptiness.



SNOWBALL FIGHT

"Pay dtention!" Fritz snapped.

Ingde the massve suit, Manny blinked. Fitz was right, his thoughts had wandered. That's the
dangerous part of this love thing, it makes it hard to concentrate on the business a hand. Well be a
Saurn in afew days and 'l do the rings. If it clears enough profit, then fuck Titan and Urbain and dl
those uptight cositas. I'll just take the money and run home,

With Kris? Will she come with me? Do | have the guts to ask her to? He dmost laughed: the most
fearless guntman in the whole solar system and I'm scared to death she'd turn me down. Where's your

cojones, tough guy?

The banging on his suit startled him. Fritz was whacking at the suit's armored chest with the flat of his
hand, as high up as he could reach.

"Wake up in there" Fritz hollered.

"I'm aweke," said Gaeta,

"These days you spend too much timein bed and not enough time degping.”
"I'm awake," Gaeta repeated peevidhly.

From ingde the suit, Fitz looked like a cranky little guy standing out there scowling a him, not even
as tdl as Gaeta's shoulder. Together with the four other technicians, they were sanding in a seded-off
section of corridor that led to one of the habitat's mgor arlocks, big enough to handle bulky equipment.
Gaeta had marched in and, a Fritz's order, turned his back to the arlock hatch. Now he could see,
down where they had sedled the corridor from the rest of the habitat, hdf a dozen fans that the techs had
set up. Three of the techs were lugging heavy pladtic jugs of water and placing them in precisdly marked
spots on the corridor's floor of metdlic squares. Beside each of the fans stood a dark metd tube encased
in a copper-colored magnetic coil, looking to Gaeta like a cross between a laboratory contraption and a
shotgun. The fourth tech was loading the tubes with bal bearings.

"This smulaion will lagt only a few seconds,”" Fitz said, "but it is designed to give you a feding for
what you will encounter in the ring."

"l know dl that, Fritz," Gaeta said impatiently. "Let's get on with it."

As unperturbed as if he had heard not a syllable, Fritz went on, "The water will vaporize into ice
crysas and the fans will blow them at you. The ectromagnetic guns will fire the pellets that Smulaie
larger pieces of ice a gpproximately Mach one point three."

"And | gand here and take it dl inthe face" said Gaeta.



"l trust the suit will not be penetrated,” said Fritz.

"The sdf-sedling gunk will stop any lesks.”

"Temporarily.”

"Long enough for this test.”

"But not long enough to save you once you are out in the ring."

"Which iswhy we're running this Sm, to seeif the suit holds up. So let's get on with it."
Fritz gazed up a him, his expression somewhere between discontent and anxiety.
"Come on, Fritz," Gaeta urged. "Let's get it over with."

With a shake of his head, Fritz led the other techs past the artight door that sealed off the end of the
corridor section. Gaeta saw it close.

"Pumping down the chamber,” Fritz's voice said in his hdmet earphones.
"Pump away," said Gaeta.

The only aspect of his flight through Saturn's B ring that this test couldn't Smulate was the lack of
gravity. Gaeta didn't think that was important; he had experienced micro-g many times, it wasnt a
problem for him. But sanding in the middle of a superblizzard and dlowing himsdf to be pelted by
supersonic sainless sted ball bearings, that was something else. Like facing a firing squad. Yeah, he said
to himsdf, but I'm insde an armored suit. Like Superman. Those bulletsll just bounce off my chest.

He hoped.

James Colerane Wilmat sat done in his living room, garing into infinity. Ruined. Tripped up by my
own stupidity.

He sighed heavily. | could fight him. Most of the population hereisin this habitat because they couldntt
gtand the rules and regulations that were srangling them. So | have rather bizarre taste in entertainment. |
could offer to take counsdling, even psychotherapy. | don't have to knuckle under to this snotty Eberly
and hisclique. Not unless | warnt to.

He thought about that. Not unless | want to. Why should | go through the embarrassment and stress
of public reveation, public ridicule? Accusations and defenses, excuses, pleading for understanding? No,
| won't subject mysdf to dl that. | cant.

In away, actudly, thisis better than ever. Now I'm totdly removed from any semblance of control,
any hint of responghility. The experiment is completely free now from any possible interference. I'll have
to inform Atlanta about thet.

He hesitated, frowning. Eberly’'s been watching every move | make. Every communication. Even what
| do herein the supposed privacy of my own quarters. He's watching me now.

What to do? Nothing. Absolutely nothing. Atlantawill find out about this power play of Eberly's soon



enough. They mugt have plenty of spies scattered through the population.

Hally had debated for hours about cdling Kris. At last she decided she would do it from a phone up
topside. She didn't want Kananga or anyone else to know that she was usng the underground tunnels as
her hiding place. So just before the habitat's solar windows opened for "sunrisg” she climbed up the
ladder that opened into the cafeterids storeroom. She could hear people dirring in the kitchen, just
beyond: pots danging and voices cdling back and forth. A robot trundled in from the kitchen, rolled right
past her and went to a shdf where it grasped a carton of preserved fruit in its gripper-tipped arms, then
turned a precise one hundred and eighty degrees, rolled past her again, and pushed through the double
doors to the kitchen.

Hally tiptoed to the wal phone near the kitchen door and made her hurried cdl to Kris. Somebody's
got to know that I'm dive and being hunted by Kananga, she told hersdf.

After her swiftly spoken message to Kris, she went back to the trapdoor, down the ladder, and ran
nearly a kilometer dong the main tunnd before dumping down to the floor, panting.

Y ou flaming dimdumb, she said to hersdlf. You were in the warping storeroom and you never thought
to get something to eat. Stupid!

Her somach agreed with a growl.

"She made acdl?' Kananga asked eagerly. "When? From where?'

His aide, wearing the black tunic and dacks that Kananga demanded for his security staff, replied,
"From the cafeteria storeroom, Sir. About an hour ago.”

"An hour ago?' Kananga snarled, rigng from his desk chair.
The womean glanced a her handhdld. "Actudly fifty-two minutes ago, Sr."
"And you're jugt tdling me now?"

"We only had a skeleton gaff on a the time, Sr. They can't monitor every phone in the habitat in regl
time Its—"

"I want an automated program set up immediady. Use her voice-print as the key to trigger an
automatic darm. Immediady!"

"Yesdr."
"Thiswoman is a dangerous psychopath. She's got to be apprehended before she kills someone dsal”
The aide scampered from Kananga's office and his baeful glare.

He dowly settled himsdf back in his chair. The cafeteria. Of course. She's got to eat. Well smply
dake out teams at the cafeteria and the restaurants. Shell be drawn to the food, sooner or later. And



once sheis, well have her.

Gaeta had never been in a blizzard, never tried to trudge through drifts of snow while a cold wind
battered a him and drove flakes of ice dinging againgt his face.

For nearly helf a minute, though, he faced the fiercest maglstrom that Fritz's ingenuity could devise. Ice
crydds flew dl around him, enveloping him in a blinding whirl of gleaming, dlinting white. Sted pellets
peppered him, ratling againg his armored suit so loudly that Gaeta knew it was going to crack. He
worried epecidly about the faceplate. It was bulletproof, he knew, but how bulletproof could it be?

He was being machine-gunned, strafed by supersonic pellets of dainless sed.

Ye he stood it. He remained on his feet and even took a few plodding steps upstream, into the
blinding whiteout blowing a him. The ratling of the pelets was so loud, though, that he had trouble
hearing Fritz's voice counting down the timein his hdmet earphones.

All he could do was stand and take it. And look at the lighted displays splashed across the ingde of
his visor. Every damned light was green, every monitor was showing tha the suit was functioning
normally. Whoops! One went yelow. Nothing important, he saw; one of the knee joints had suddenly
logt lubrication. The backup came on and the light switched back to green.

The noise was damned near deafening. Like a thousand crazy woodpeckers attacking the suit. Why
the hell do | put up with this crap? Gaeta wondered. Why am | spending my life getting the shit kicked
out of me? Why don't | take whatever money | make out of this and retire while I've 4ill got dl my aams

and legs?
The dassic answer rang in his head: What, and quit show business? He laughed doud.

And then it was over. As suddenly as it had started, it dl disappeared, leaving Gaeta danding there
ingde the cumbersome uit, his ears ringing from the pounding bombardment.

"What are you laughing about?' Fritz demanded.

Gaeta replied, ill grinning, "I laugh a danger, Fritz. Don't you read my media releases? | think you
wrote thet line yoursdf."

It took the better part of haf an hour for them to rdfill the corridor section with ar and for Gaeta to
crawl out of the suit.

Fritz inspected it minutely, going over every square centimeter of the hulking suit with a magnifying
glass

"Dimpled, but not penetrated,” was Fritz's estimation.

"Then we can go as planned.”

"Yes, | believe we can."

Gaetas handhdld buzzed. He flicked it open and saw Nadia Wunderly's face on the minuscule screen.

"If you're worried about the test—"



"No, no, no!" she said, brimming with excitement. "l just had to tdl you right away. Y ou're the luckiest
owy inthe solar sysem!”

"Whettaya mean?'

"Thereés going to be a capture event!” Wunderly was amogt shouting. "Three days after we arrive in
orbit Saturn’'s going to capture an asteroid from the Kuiper Belt.”

"What? What do you mean? Sow it down alittle”

"Manny, a smdl chunk of ice-covered rock is gpproaching Saturn from deep in the Kuiper Bdt, out
beyond Futo. It's dready fdlen into Saturn's gravity wdl. I've done the caculaions. It's going to fdl into
orbit around Saturn smack in the middle of the A ring! Three days after we arive in orbit outsde the

ringd
"Three days?' Fritz asked, looking over Gaeta's shoulder at Wunderly's ecstatic face.

"Yed If you delay your excurson for three days, you can be there when the capture takes place!”



BOOK 11

| agree ... in regarding as fdse and damnable the view of those who would put inhabitants on Jupiter,
Saturn, and the moon, meaning by “inhabitants’ animds like ours, and men in particular.... If we could
believe with any probability that there were living beings and vegetation on the moon or any planet,
different not only from terrestrial ones but remote from our wildest imeginings | should for my part
neither afirm it nor deny it, but should leave the decision to wiser men than |.

Gdileo Gdlile.
Letters on Sunspots.

1 December 1612.



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS4 DAYS

Controlled frenzy, Eberly decided. That's what thisis controlled frenzy.

Snce beng named deputy director of the habitat, Eberly had moved his eection campagn
headquarters out of his gpartment and into a vacant warehouse space in the Cairo village 1t was large
enough to house his growing daff of campagn volunteers and ther even-fagter-growing sets of
computers and communications eguipment.

He seldom visted the headquarters, preferring to stay doof from hisfoot soldiers. The less they see of
me, he reasoned, the more they appreciate my rare vidts to them.

This evening before eection day was one of those rare vigts. Sure enough, the dozens of volunteers
swarmed around Eberly as soon as he stepped through the warehouse's big double doors. They were
beaming a him, especidly the women.

He dlowed himsdf to be shown around the makeshift workbenches and shook hands with each and
every volunteer. He wore his best amile. He assured them that tomorrow's eection would be a smashing
triumph for them. They smiled back and agreed that "We can't losg" and "By this time tomorrow youll be
the top men."

Eberly disengaged from them at last, and let Morgenthau lead him to the smdl private office that hed
been partitioned off in the far corner of the warehouse space. He had specified that the office should be
enclosed by true walls that reached the high celling, not merdy shoulder-high dividers. And the wals
should be soundproofed.

Vyborg was gtting behind the desk in the office when Morgenthau shut the door behind Eberly,
Kanangain the chair next to a bank of computer consoles. Both men got to ther feet.

"It'sgoing wdl," Vyborg said as Eberly approached the desk.

"Never mind that," he snapped. "What about Holly? Have you found her?'

"Not yet," Kananga replied.

"It's been two weekd"

"This habitat is very large and | have only alimited number of people to search for her."

"| want her caught.”

"Shewill be. I've staked out dl the places where she can obtain food. Well find her sooner or later.”
"Make certain she's dead,” Vyborg said.



Eberly frowned at that, thinking, They dl professes to be Beievers but they don't even blink a the
thought of murder. And they want to make me a party to their crimes. Then they'll have an even stronger
hold over me.

Morgenthau wondered, "What if she surrenders hersdf in some public place? She might be clever
enough to show up at the cafeteria at lunchtime and offer to turn hersdf in."

Eberly actudly shuddered. "If she starts taking, everything we've worked for could be ruined.”

"But she's been neutrdized,” Vyborg countered. "lI've seen to it that everyone believes she's a
dangerous lunatic.”

With a shake of his head, Eberly replied, "No matter what the people believe, if she decides to start
blabbing in public it could upset the eection. It could throw the dection to Urbain. Or even Timashenko.”

"Tonight is the criticd time, then,” Morgenthau said. "By this time tomorrow the eection will be over."
"l want her found tonight."

"It would be good,” Vyborg said, dmost in a whisper, "if she were found dead.”

Kananga nodded. "I'll put the entire security force on it."

"Has she any dlies?’ Eberly asked. "Any friends that she might turn to for hep?’

Vyborg said, "She phoned Dr. Cardenas.”

"That was two weeks ago," said Morgenthau.

"And only once" added Kananga. "It was too brief for usto catch her.”

"Cardenas?' Eberly suddenly saw the way to catch Hally. "She phoned the nanotech expert?!
" es"

Morgenthau saw the gleam in his eye. "Do you think ...?"

"A nanobug threat," said Eberly. Turming to Vyborg, he commanded, "Put out the news that Holly
might be harboring dangerous nanomachines. Make it sound as if she's a threat to the entire habitat. A
nanoplague! Then every person in the habitat will be on the lookout for her. Kananga, youll have ten
thousand people searching for her!”

The Rwandan laughed ddightedly. Vyborg nodded and scampered to the desktop comm unit. As he
began dictating a news bulletin, Eberly turned to Morgenthau.

"So much for our fugitive Now, what are the latest eection predictions?’

He expected her to give him a rosy forecast for the eection. Instead, her amile faded and a cloud of
doubt darkened her chubby face.

"We may have created a Frankenstein monger in this engineer, Timoshenko,” Morgenthau said,
tuning toward the computer bank.

She cdled up the latest projection, and a multicolored chart appeared againg the bare office wal.

"The blue represents our votes” sad Morgenthau, "the red is Urbain's and the ydlow is



Timoshenko's."
"Werewd| ahead,” said Eberly.

"Yes, but there's a digurbing trend.”" The chart shifted, colors mdting or growing. "If Timoshenko's
people throw their support to Urbain, they could beat you."

"Why would they do that?"

Morgenthau shrugged heavily. "I don't know why, but it's hgppening. Urbain has picked up nearly
twenty percent of the voters who were solidly in Timoshenko's camp only a few days ago.”

"According to your analyses," said Eberly.

"Which are based on extensve palls by our volunteers out there" She pointed toward the door. "I
may be overly darmig, but it might be possible for Urbain to pick up enough of Timoshenko's votes to
win tomorrow.”

Eberly stared hard at the chart, asif he could force the numbers to change by sheer force of will. He
kept his face immobile, trying to hide the anger and terror churning in his gut. | could lose! And then
where would | be? They'll take me back, put me back in prison!

He bardy heard Morgenthau's voice. "Cancd the dection. Youre deputy administrator now.
Wilmot's been neutraized. Cancel the dection and set up the government on your own authority.”

"And have three quarters of the population rebel agains me?' Eberly snarled at her.
"If they do," said Kananga, "youll have the perfect excuse to establish martid law.”

"Then we could control everyone” Morgenthau agreed. "I had the blueprints for neurd probes
beamed here from Earth. Once martid law is established we could arrest the troublemakers and implant
them with the neura controllers. It would be just what we want."

Except that the people would hate me, Eberly thought. They would scheme againgt me. They'd work
night and day to overthrow me.

"No," he said flatly. "I can't rule these people by force. Or by turning them into useless zombies™

"You wouldn't need neurd implants” said Kananga, drawing himsdf up to his ful height. "I could
make certain that they obey you."

And make me dependent on you, Eberly answered slently. 1 want these people to respect me, to
folow me out of admiration and respect. | want them to love me the way those volunteers outside love
me

"No," he repeated. "I must win this eection legdly. | want the people to dect me fredy. Otherwise
there will be nothing but turmoail and resistance to my rule”

Morgenthau looked genuindy aarmed. "Bt if the eection goes againg you? What then?'
"It won't go againg me."
"How can you be sure?’

"Therdly tonight. Il win them over. I'll Solit Timoshenko's supporters away from Urbain's.”



"How?'

"Youll see

Despite the fear that congantly gnawed at her, Hally was dmog enjoying her exile. It's like camping
out, she thought. Not that she could remember camping out from her firg life, back on Earth. Yet she fdt
grangdy free, unattached to anyone or any duties except what she fdt like doing. There were plenty of
unoccupied areas up topside in the habitat, she knew; two whole villages had been set asde for
populaion growth. And when she got tired of prowling through the tunnds she could dways dimb up
into the orchards or farms and degp undisturbed on the soft, warm ground.

As far as she could tdl, no one was weatching her, no one was tracking her. She had made that one
cdl to Kris from the cafeterias storeroom, and sure enough, a squad of Kananga's security goons had
converged on the wal phone within minutes. Holly had watched them from the nearly shut trapdoor in the
storeroom's rear. Flatlanders, she thought. They haven't tumbled to the idea that somebody could live
benegth the ground, in the tunnds. And there's a gaallion kilometers of tunnes down here, she told
hersdf. | could ay for years and they'd never find me.

But aways the redization that Kananga had murdered Don Diego stuck in her memory like a cold
knife. And Macolm'sin on it, somehow. How and why she didn't know, but she knew she couldn't trust
Macaolm or anyone else. Well, you can trugt Kris, she thought. But that would bring trouble down on
Kriss head. They murdered Don Diego and Kananga tried to kill me. Would they try to murder Kris if
they thought she was helping me? Haming yes, she decided swiftly.

As the days spun dong, though, Hally redized she was accomplishing nothing. Kay, it's fun hiding out
in the tunnels and living off the farms and dll that. But how long do you want to go on this way? You can't
let them get away with it, she told hersdlf. And the ection's coming up. Once Macolm's elected chief of
the habitat thingsll only get worse, not better.

You've got to find some way to nal them, she kept thinking. Kananga and fa Morgenthau and the
little snake Vyborg. Yes, and Macolm, too. But how? You can't do it by yoursdlf. You need somebody
... but who?

At lagt it came to her. Of course! Professor Wilmat. He's in charge of everything. At least, until the
eectionisover. Once | tdl hmwhat it's dl about, hell know whét to do.

Jeeps! sheredized. The éection’'s tomorrow! 1've got to vist the professor tonight.



PLANNING SESSION

Gaeta sat flanked by Kris Cardenas on one sde and Fritz von Hdmhaltz on the other. Berkowitz sat
on Fritz's left. Nadia Wunderly stood before them, waving a laser pointer in one hand. We shouldve
worn safety glasses, Gaeta thought. She's gonna zap somebody's eye with that thing if she's not careful.

Wunderly was practicaly bouncing with excitement.

"Heré's the redl-time pogtion of the icebdl,” she said, pointing at the computer display with the laser.
"Right on track for capture.”

Gaeta saw Saturn floating lazly in the dark infinity of space, its rings bright and splendid. A greenish
ovd marked the habitat's current pogition, heading toward an orbit outsde the rings. The tiny red dot of
the laser pointer was on a speck of light that was farther from the planet then their own habitat.

"And here's what's going to happen over the next four days,” Wunderly said.

They saw the habitat moving dowly into orbit, as planned. The icebdl swvung past the planet and
amog completely out of the picture, but then Saturn's gravity pulled it back. The icebdl skimmed past
the rings once, went behind the planet, then svung around again and pulled in tighter.

"Here we go," Wunderly said breathlesdly.

The icebdl entered the wide, bright B ring from the top, popped through to the other side, circled
behind Saturn's massve bulk once more. When it reappeared it was noticegbly dower. Gaeta saw it
tle into the B ring dmost like a duck landing gently on a pond.

"And that's it,” Wunderly said, freezing the image. "Saturn acquires a new moon smack in the middle
of the B ring. Nobody's ever seen anything like this before.”

Berkowitz breathed an awed, "Wow. Every network will carry the capture event.” Leaning past Fritz
dightly, he said to Gaeta, "What a terrific setup for your gig!”

Gaeta grinned a him.

"How will it affect the rings?' Cardenas asked.

Wunderly shrugged. "It's too amdl to have any mgor effect. It's only eight klicks across. Tiny, redly.”
"But it will jostle the particles that are dready in the ring, will it not?" asked Fritz.

She nodded. "Ay-yup, but it won't affect the ring dynamics much. No changes in the Cassini divison
or anything like that. I've done the Sms, the only strong effects will be very locdl.”

"So that's where we want to be when it happens" said Gaeta.



"No!" Wunderly and Cardenas said in unison.
"It's too dangerous,” Cardenas added.
" agree," Wunderly said. "You should wait a day or two, give everything a chance to sttle down.”

"Wont hurt to wait alittle" Berkowitz agreed. "But not more than a day or two. We want to go while
people are dill focused on Saturn and the rings”

Gaeta looked at Fritz, who was intently studying the three-dimensiona image hanging before them.
"What do you think, Fitz?"

"It would be dangerous, but | think within our capabilities. The suit should hold up suffidently. And it
would give us spectacular foot-age.”

Wunderly said, "l don't think—"

"Wouldn't it be a help to you," Gaeta interrupted her, "to get redtime footage of the capture from
ingde the ring itsdf?'

"l can do tha with a few remotes,” she said. "You don't have to risk your neck for the sake of
science.”

"Sll..."

"No, Manny," said Cardenas, quite firmly. "You do what Nadia tells you. Nobody wants to see you
et killed over this. Waiting a day or two won't make the stunt any less spectacular.”

Fritz agreed with aglum, "'l suppose they are right.”
"You redly want to wait?' Gaeta asked his chief technician.
"No sense destroying the suit.”

Geaeta grinned a him, then shrugged. Looking squardly a Cardenas, he said, "Okay, well wait until
the next day.”

"Wl that be time enough for thering to settle down?' Cardenas asked.
Wunderly said, "Two days would be sfer.”
"One day would be better," said Berkowitz, "publicity-wise"

"The next day," Gaeta said, thinking, | can't let Kris run this sunt. | can't let her worries control my
work.

"The next day, then," Cardenas agreed rductantly. She got up from her chair. "I'm going to the big
raly. Anybody €se want to see the fireworks?'

"I've got too much work to do," sad Wunderly.

Geaeta stayed in his seet as he said gently, "Nadia, if you're finished with the pointer, would you mind
tumning it off?"

Only after she did so did Gaeta get up and head for the door with Cardenas.



Gaeta waked with Cardenas up the village Street.

"Are you sure you're not taking too big a chance by going the day after the new moon's captured?”
she asked.

He saw the concern on her face. "Kris, | don't take riks | can't handle
"That's how you broke your nose."

"Theice ded hit arock and | banged my beak on the hdmet faceplate,” he said, with a grin. "Could've
happened in my bathroom, for God's sake."

"Your bathroom ison Mars?'

His grin faded. "Y ou know what | meen.”

"And you know what | mean,” she replied, utterly serious.

"Il be okay, Kris. I'l be fine. Fritz won't let me take chances with the suit.”

She fdl dlent, while Gaeta thought, Jezoo, | can't be thinking about her and her fears while I'm out
there. I've gotta concentrate on getting the job done, not worry about what she's thinking. Surest way to
get yoursdf killed isto let your attention drift away from the job a hand.

They walked up the gently rigng street in Slence toward the apartment building where both ther
quarters were. Through the spaces between the buildings on their left, Gagta could see a crowd aready
dating to gather by the lakesde, where the big dection-eve rdly was scheduled to take place. Eberly
expects me there, he remembered.

"Maybe we oughtta get a quick hite in the cafeteria," he said to Cardenas, "before we go to the raly.”
"I've got some snacks in the freezer. Y ou can nuke them while | change.”

Gaeta nodded and smiled. Women have to change ther clothes for every occasion. Then he thought
about his own pullover shirt and formHitting denims. I'm gonna be on the platform with Eberly, he
redlized. What the hell, thisis good enough. I'm a sunt guy, not avid Sar.

Raoul Tavaera was dtting on the doorstep of their gpartment building, head hanging low, looking
more morose than usud. He rose dowly to his feet as he saw Cardenas and Gaeta coming up the walk
toward him. Gaeta thought he saw the younger man wince with pain.

"Reoul,” Cardenas said, surprised. "What are you doing here?'
"They closed down the lab," he said.
"Wha?'

"About an hour ago. Four big goons from Security came in with their damned batons and told me to
shut down everything. Then they locked everything up. Two of 'em are ill there, guarding the door.”

Cardenas fdt a flush of rage race through her. "Closed the lab! Why? Under whose authority?!



Rubbing his sde, Tavadera answered, "I asked but they didnt answer. Just whacked me in the ribs
and muscled me out into the hdl. Big guys. Four of ‘em.”

Pushing through the building's front door, Cardenas whipped out her handheld as she started up the
dairs. "Professor Wilmot," she snapped at the phone.

Gaeta and Tavdera followed her up the dars and into the gtting room of her apartment. Tavalera
looked gloomy. Gaeta thought idly that he could change his clothes in Kriss bedroom; he had dmogt as
much of hiswardrobe in her closet as he had in his own.

Cardenas projected Wilmot's gray-haired face againg the far wal of the gtting room.
"Professor,” she said, without a greeting, "someone from Security has shut down my |aboratory.”
Wilmaot looked startled. "They have?'

"l want to know why, and why this was done without consulting me firg.”

Brushing his moustache with one finger, Wilmot looked pained, embarrassed. "Um, | suggest you ask
the deputy director about that.”

"The deputy director?’

"Dr. Eberly."

"Since when does he have the authority to shut down my laboratory?"

"Youll have to ask him, I'm afraid. Actudly, | know nathing about it. Nothing at dl."

"But you can tdl him to let me reopen my lab!" Cardenas farly shouted. "You can tdl him to cdl off
hisdogs."

His face dowly turning red, Wilmot said, "1 redly think you should talk to him directly.”

"BUt-"

"It's his show. There's nothing | can do about it."

Wilmot's image abruptly winked out. Cardenas stared at the empty air, openmouthed. “He hung up on
mal”

Geetasad, "l guess youll have to cal Eberly."
Fuming, Cardenas told the phone to contact Eberly. Ruth Morgenthau's imege appeared, instead.

"Dr. Eberly is busy preparing his statement for this evening's rdly,” she said smoothly. "Is there
something | can hdlp you with?"

"You can cdl off the security officers posted a my laboratory and let me get back to my work,"
Cardenas barked. "Right now. This minute

"I'm afrad that can't be done” Morgenthau said, completdly unflustered. "We have a dangerous
gtuation on our hands. There's afugitive loose, and we have reason to beieve she might try to break into
your laboratory and release nanobugs that could be very dangerous to everyonein the habitat.”

"A fugitive? Y ou mean Holly?'



"She's psychotic. We have reason to beieve she murdered a man. We know she attacked Colond
Kananga"

"Hdlly? She attacked somebody?'
Geaeta said, "Holly's never been vidlent before. What the hdll's going on?'

Morgenthau's face took on a sad expresson. "Appaently Miss Lane has stopped taking her
medication, for some reason. Sheis decidedly unbaanced. | can send you her dosser, if you want proof
of her condition.”

"Do that," Cardenas snapped.
" will."
"But | don't see what this has to do with my lab," Cardenas said.

Morgenthau sghed like a teacher trying to enlighten a backward child. "We know that she's been
friendly with you, Dr. Cardenas. We can't take the chance that she might get into your lab and release
dangerous nanobugs. That would be—"

"There aren't any dangerous nanobugs in my lab!" Cardenas exploded. "And even if there were, dl
you have to do is expose them to ultraviolet light and they'd be deactivated.”

"l know that's how it seems to you," said Morgenthau patiently. "But to the rest of us nanomaehines
are a dangerous threet that could wipe out everyone in this habitat. Naturdly, we mugst be extremdy
caeful in deding with them.”

Seething, Cardenas started to say, "But don't you understand that—"

“I'm sorry," Morgenthau said sternly. "The issue is decided. Your laboratory will remain closed until
Hadly Lane is taken into custody.”



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 3 DAYS, 6 HOURS, 17
MINUTES

Gaeta could see that Cardenas was livid, furious. Even Tavalera, who usudly seemed passvely glum,
was glaring at the empty space where Morgenthau's image had been.

"Hally's not a nutcase," Tavalera muttered.
"l don't think so ather,” said Cardenas.

"But Morgenthau does," Gaeta pointed out. "And so does Eberly and the rest of the top brass, |
guess”

Cardenas shook her head angrily. "And Wilmot won't do a damned thing about it."
Gaeta said, "Thisis serious, Kris. They're saying Hally might've killed somebody."
"Who?" asked Tavaera

Striding toward the kitchen, Cardenas said, "The only person who's died recently was Diego Romero.
Drowned.”

"And they're sayin' Hally did it?' Tavaera said.

Cardenas didn't answer. She went behind the kitchen counter and started yanking packages from the
freezer.

Gaeta noticed the message light blinking on her desktop unit. ™Y ou got incoming, Kris™
"Takeit for me, will you?'

It was Holly's dossier. The three of them studied it, displayed againg the Stting room wall.
"She's bipolar; manic-depressive,” Gaeta said.

"But thet doesn't mean she'd become violent,” said Cardenas.

Tavaeramade a sour face. "l don't believe it. She's not like that."

Cardenas looked a him for along moment, then said, "Neither do 1."

"Could somebody have faked her dosser?' Gaeta asked. "Framed her?’

"Theré's one way to find out," said Cardenas. She commanded the phone to locate Holly's dossier in
thefiles of the New Mordity headquartersin Atlanta.



"Thisis gonna take an hour or more," said Gaeta.

"Let's grab abite to eat while we wait,” Cardenas suggested.

"Are we going to therdly?" Gaeta asked.

"After we have Holly's Earthside dossier in our hands" Cardenas replied.

Hadly was waiting for the evening news report while egting a dinner composed of fresh fruits taken
from the orchard and a package of cookies from the underground warehouse that cached the specidty
foods brought from Earth.

She sat cross-legged on the floor of the utility tunnd that ran beneeth the orchard. She planned to go
later out to the endcap and deep in the open, beneeth the trees, safely hidden by the flowering bushes
that grew in profusion there. Don Diego wouldve loved the area, she thought, its unorganized roughness,
alittle bit of wildernessin dl this planned-out ecology.

The phone screen on the wal opposite her showed an educationd vid beamed from Earth: something
about dinosaurs and the comet-borne microbes that wiped them out. Hally thought that it was safe
enough to watch the program; no one could trace a passive use of the phone. It was only if she made an
outgoing cdl that they could track her location.

The ed program ended as she munched on the cookies. A three-note chime announced the evening
news.

Holly's eyes went wide when the newscaster announced that she was not only a hunted fugitive, but a
dangeroudy unbaanced mental case, wanted in connection with the drowning of Don Diego, who might
try to unleash a nanoplague on the habitat.

"You bastards!" Hally shouted, jumping to her feet.

Then the newscast showed a prerecorded interview with Macolm Eberly, who was identified as the
deputy director of the habitat. With convincing sorrow, Eberly said:

"Yes Miss Lane worked in the Human Resources Department when | served asiits chief. She seemed
perfectly normd then, but apparently once she goes off her medication she becomes... wdll, violent.”

"You're flaming right I'm violent!" Hally screeched. "Wait till | get my hands on your lying facel™

Dressed in a sky-blue blouse and dacks, Cardenas came back into the gtting room where Gaeta and
Tavadera were taking together.

"Has her dossier comein from Atlanta yet?' Cardenas asked.

Gaeta shook his head. ™Y our message is probably just reeching them Earthside by now. Were along
way from home, Kris"

Tavderagot to hisfeet. "Therdly's due to start in hdf an hour.”
"St down, Raoul," said Cardenas. "l want to see Holly's dosser before we go."
"Well miss"

"The candidates won't be making ther find statements for another hour, at least,” Gaeta sad. "All
well missisalot of noise the marching bands and dl that crap.”



Sitting back on the sofa, Tavdera said, "I'm worried about Holly. Those goons from Security can be
rough.”

"Where could she be?" Cardenas wondered doud, going to the sofa and gtting beside Tavaera.
Gaeta, in the armchair across the coffee table from the sofa, suddenly it up. "I bet | know."
"Where?'

"Thetunnels. She liked to explore the tunnds that run under the ground.”

"Tunnds?'

"There mugt be a hundred kilometers of ‘'em. More. They'd never be able to find her down there. And
she knows every centimeter of them; hasit dl memorized."

"Then how could we find her?' Cardenas asked.
"Il look for her," said Tavaera, getting up again.

Gaeta reached out and grasped hiswrigt. "Raoul, there's just too much of the tunnels to search. Youll
never find her. Especidly if she doesn't want to get found.”

Tavderapulled free of his grip. "It beats Stting around here doin' nothing,” he said.
"If you do find her," Cardenas said, "bring her here. WEll keep her safe until thisdl gets sorted out.”
"Yeah. Okay."

With nothing ese to do after Tavdera left, Cardenas and Gaeta watched the news broadcast that
showed the crowd building up at the rdly ste beside the lake. The speaker's plaiform was empty, but
severd amdl bands paraded through the gathering throng, blagting out marching tunes and working up the
crowd. They noted that there were plenty of empty chairs spread out on the grass.

"We won't have any trouble getting seats,” Cardenas murmured.

Gaeta got up from the armchair to St beside Cardenas, on the sofa. They watched the video, close
enough to touch. Despite everything ese, Cardenas thought that within a week, two a mogt, Gaeta

would be packing up and preparing to leave the habitat. His torch ship might be dready on the way here,
she sad to hersdf. Should | go with him? Would he want me to?

The phone chimed. Cardenas displayed the message. It was the dossier of Susan Lane, from the files
of the New Mordity headquarters in Atlanta.

"They got the wrong Lane," Gaeta said.

But then the file photo of Hally came up, unmistakable.
"She must've changed her name" murmured Cardenas.
"Isthat a 9gn of ingability?'

They read the dossier, every word and gatidtic.

"No mention of mental or emationd problems,” Gaeta said.



"Or of medications”

"The sonsofbitches have faked her dossier. They're framing her.”

Cardenas recorded the entire fileinto her handheld. Then she popped to her fedt.
"Let's go to the raly and confront Eberly with this" she said.

"Right," said Gaeta.

But when he did the front door open, four burly men and women in the dead black tunics of the
security force were standing in the halway, dim black batons hooked into their belts.

"Colond Kananga wants to tak to you,” said one of the women, who seemed to be ther leader.
"After therdly. He asks that you stay here until he can get to you."

Wordlessly, Cardenas did the door shut and went back to the sofa
"They must know what we've done," Gaeta said.

"They've bugged this gpartment,” said Cardenas, dropping back onto the sofa. "They can hear every
word we say. And they know about Holly's dossier from Atlanta.”

Feding dazed, helpless, Gaeta said, "Then they know that Tavaera's gone to the tunnds to find her.”



THE FINAL RALLY

It was hard to tak with so many people pressng around them. Eberly and Morgenthau were walking
gde by sde dong the path that led down to the lakesde rdly site. Vyborg was dightly behind them,
Kananga and a pair of his biggest men up ahead, dearing a path through the thick crowd of people who
lined the path, shouting and smiling and reaching for Eberly to shake his hand, touch him, get a amile from
him.

He wanted to shake ther hands, smile at them, bask in the glow of their adulation. But instead he
virtudly ignored them as he talked with Morgenthau.

"She'sin the tunnels?' he shouted over the crowd's meaningless hubbub.

Morgenthau nodded, puffing hard despite the fact that the press of the crowd dowed their pace to
little more than a snal's pace.

"Cardenas’s assgtant has entered the tunndls to search for her," she ydled into Eberly's ear.
"' hope he has better success than Kananga's oafs.”

"What?"

"Nothing," he said louder. "Never mind."

"Weve detained Cardenas and the sunt man. They have Hally's origind dossier.”

A shock of darm hit Eberly. "How did they get it?"

"From Atlanta. The New Mordity has dossiers on everyone aboard the habitat, gpparently.”
Wringing his hands in frugtration, Eberly said, "'l should have doctored those files, too.”

"Too late for that.”

"Thisis getting out of hand. We can't keep Gaeta and Cardenas locked up. I've been pushing Gaeta's
gunt as a campaign issue.”

"Vyborg thought it best to keep them quiet until after the election tomorrow."

Eberly glanced over his shoulder. Vyborg. That sour little troll has been the cause of dl thistrouble, he
told himsdf. Once I'm firmly in power, I'll get rid of him. But then he thought, The little snake knows too
much about me. The only way to be rid of hmisto Slence him permanently.

A brass band came blaring up to him, surrounded his little group and escorted them to the speaker's
platform. They were amateur musicians, making up in enthusasm what they lacked in talent. They blew



30 loudly that Eberly couldn't think.

Urbain and Timoshenko were aready seated on the platform, he saw as they approached. The crowd
was cheering wildly, already worked up to a near frenzy. Wilmat was nowhere in Sght. Good. Let him
remanin his quarters, as | ingructed. | want these people to see me as their leader, no one ese.

He dimbed the stairs and took his chair between Timoshenko and Urbain. The severd little bands
clumped together into one large conglomeration in front of the platform and played a fdtering rendition of
"Now Let Us Praise Famous Men." Eberly wondered how the women of the habitat fdt about the sexist
sentiment. The band was so poor that it didn't matter, he decided.

The blaring music findly ended and an expectant hush fdl over the crowd. Eberly saw that fully three
thousand of the habitat's population was sanding on the grass, facing him. It was the biggest crowd of the
campaign, yet Eberly fdt disgppointed, degjected. Seventy percent of the population doesn't care enough
about this dection to attend the raly. Seventy percent! They st home and do nothing, then complain
when the government does things they don't like. The fools deserve whatever they get.

The crowd sat on the chairs that had been arranged for them. Eberly saw that there were plenty of
empties. Before they could begin to get restless, he rose dowly and stepped to the podium.

“I'm a little embarrassed,” he sad as he clipped the pinhead microphone to his tunic. "Professor
Wilmoat isn't able to be with us this evening, and he asked me to serve as moderator in his place.”

"Don't be embarrassed!” came a woman's voice from somewhere in the throng.

Eberly beamed a amilein her generd direction and went on, "As you probably know aready, we are
not going to bore you with long-winded speeches this evening. Each candidate will make a brief,
fiveminute statement that summarizes his pogition on the mgor issues. After these statements you will be
able to ask quedtions of the candidates.”

He hesitated a heartbesat, then went on, "The order of speakers this evening was chosen by lot, and |
won the firg pogtion. However, | think it's alittle too much for me to be both the moderator and the first
speaker, so I'm going to change the order of the candidates statements and go lag.”

Dead slence from the audience. Eberly turned dightly toward Urbain, then back to the crowd. "Our
firg spesker, therefore, will be Dr. Edouard Urbain, our chief scientis. Dr. Urban has had a
diginguished career..."

Hally watched the newscast of the rdly from the tunnd. Professor Wilmot's not there, she thought. |
wonder why.

Then she redized that this was the perfect opportunity to get to Wilmaot without Kananga or anyone
dseinterfering. Hally got to her feet. Just about everybody's at the rdly, she saw, eyes dill on the screen.
Il bet Wilmot'sin his quarters. | could sneak in there and tdl him what's going down.

She turned off the wallscreen and started sriding purposively dong the tunnd, heading for Athens and
Wilmot's quarters.

After a few minutes, though, she turned off into a sSde tunnd that provided access for maintenance
robots to trundle from one main utility tunnd to another. No sense marching straight to the village, she



told hersdlf. Go the roundabout way and look out for any guards that might be snooping around.

So she missed Raoul Tavaera, who came down the utility tunnel from the direction of Athens, looking
for her.

Urbain and then Timoshenko spent their five minutes reviewing the positions they had stressed Al
through the campaign. Urbain indsted that scientific research was the habitat's purpose, it's very raison
d'etre, and with him as director the habitat's exploration of Saturn and Titan would be a great success.
Timoshenko had taken up part of Eberly's origind postion, that the scientists should not become an
exdted dite with everyone dse in the habitat destined to serve them. Eberly thought that Timoshenko
received alarger and longer round of applause than Urbain did.

As Timoshenko sat down, Eberly rose and walked dowly to the podium. Is Morgenthau right? he
asked himsdf. Are Timoshenko's voters switching to Urbain? Are the engineers lining up with the
scientigs?

It makes no difference, Eberly told himsdf as he gripped the edges of the podium. Now is the time to
split them. Now isthe time to swing the overwhdming mgority of votes to me.

"Now isthetime" he said to the audience, "for me to introduce the find speaker. | find mysdf in the
somewhat uncomfortable pogtion of introducing mysdf."

A few titters of laughter rippled through the crowd.
"0 let me say, without fear of being contradicted, that here is a man who needs no introduction: me!”

They laughed. Vyborg and severd of his people began to applaud, and most of the crowd joined in.
Eberly stood at the podium soaking up their adulation, red or enforced, it didn't matter to him as long as
the people down there performed as he wanted them to.

Once they quieted down, Eberly said, "This habitat is more than a playground for scientists. It is more
then a scientific expedition. This is our home, yours and mine. Yet they want to tdl us how we should
live, how we should serve them.

"They take it for granted that we will maintain strict population controls, even though this habitat could
eedly house and feed ten times our current population.

"But how will we be able to afford an expanding population? Our ecology and our economy are fixed,
locked in place. Thereisno room for population growth, for babies, in their plans for our future.

"l have a different plan. | know how we can live and grow and be happy. | know how each and every
one of you can get rich!"

Eberly could fed the crowd's surge of interest. Rasng an am to point outward, he said:

"Cirding around Saturn is the greatest treasure in the solar sysem: thousands of hillions of tons of
water. Water! What would Sdlene and the other lunar cities pay for an unending supply of water? What
would the miners and prospectors in the Asteroid Belt pay? More than gold, more than diamonds and
pearls, water isthe mogt precious resource in the solar sysem! And we have control of enough water to
make us dl richer than Croesus.”



"No!" Nadia Wunderly screamed, legping to her feet from the middle of the audience. "You cant!
You mugnt!"



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS 3 DAYS, 3 HOURS, 11
MINUTES

Eberly saw a sumpy, dightly plump woman with spiky red hair pushing her way to the front of the
crowd.

"You can't dphon off the ring particles” she shouted as the people moved away to clear a path for
her. "Youll ruin theringd Youll destroy them!"

Holding up a hand for slence, Eberly said dryly, "It seems we've reached the question-and-answer
part of thisevening's raly."

Once she got to the front of the crowd, at the edge of the platform, Wunderly hesitated. Suddenly she
looked embarrassed, unsure of hersdf. She glanced around, her cheeks reddening.

Eberly amiled down at her. "If the other candidates don't mind, 1'd like to invite this young woman up
here to the podium to state her views."

The audience applauded: Iukewarm, but applause nonethdless. Eberly glanced at Urbain and
Timaoshenko, Stting behind him. Urbain looked uncertain, amost confused. Timoshenko sat with his arms
crossed over his chest, an expresson somewhere between boredom and disgust on his dark face.

"Come on up," Eberly beckoned. "Come up here and state your views o that everyone can hear
you."

Wunderly hung back for a couple of heartbests, then—her lips set in a determined grim line—she
climbed the platform stairs and strode to the podium.

As Eberly clipped a spare microphone to the lgpe of her tunic, she said earnestly, ™Y ou can't mine the
rings—"

Eberly stopped her with a angle upraised finger. "Just amoment. Tl us your namefirg, if you please.
And your efiliation.”

She swallowed once, then looked out at the audience and said, "Dr. Nadia Wunderly. I'm with the
Panetary Sciences group.”

"A stentig.” | thought so, Eberly sad to himsdf. Heré's my chance to show the voters how
self-centered the stientigts are, how righteous they are, not caring an iota about the rest of us.

"That's right, I'm a planetary scientis. And you can't start mining the rings. Youll destroy them. |
know they look big, but if you put dl of the ring particles together they'd only form a body of ice that's no
more than a hundred kilometers across."



Turning to Urbain, Eberly said, "Would you care to join this discusson, Dr. Urbain?’

The Quebecois got up from his chair and approached the platform, while Timoshenko sat unmoving,
hisarms dill folded across his chest, his face dill scowling.

"The rings are fragile” Wunderly said earnestly. "If you start sedling tons of particles from them you
might break them up.”

Eberly asked, "Dr. Urbain, isthat true?'

Urbain's face clouded momentarily. Then, with a little tug at his beard, he replied, "Yes, of course, if
you continue to remove particles from the rings, a some point you will destabilize them. Thet is obvious™

"How many tons of ice particles can we remove without destabilizing the rings?”
Urbain looked a Wunderly, then gave a Gdllic shrug. "Thet is unknown.”

"| could cdculateit," Wunderly said.

"How many tons of ice are there in the rings?' Eberly probed.

Before Urbain could answer, Wunderly said, "A little over five times ten to the seventeenth metric
tons"

"Fvetimes..." Eberly made a puzzled face. "That sounds like alat, to me"
Urbain said, "It isfive with seventeen zeroes after it."
"Hve hundred thousand million million tons," said Wunderly.

Eberly pretended to be amazed. "And you're worried about our snitching a few hundred tons per
yea?'

A few snickering laughs rose from the crowd.

"But we don't know what effect that would have on the ring dynamics" Wunderly said, amost
pleading.

Urbain added more forcefully, Y ou say afew hundred tons per year, but that number will grow.”
"Yes, but there's five hundred thousand million million tons available™ said Eberly.

Nodtrils flaring, Urbain said, "And once dl of Canada was covered with trees. Where are they now?
Once the oceans of Earth were filled with fish. Now even the plankton are dying. Once the jungles of
Africa were home to the great apes. Today the only chimpanzees or gorillasin existence livein zoos™"

Tuming to the audience, Eberly said in his strongest, most authoritative voice, "You can see why
scientists must not be alowed to run this habitat. They care more for apes than they do for people. They
want to keep five hundred thousand million million tons of water ice out of our hands, when just atiny
amount of that water could make dl of us wedthy."

Wunderly burgt, "But we don't know enough about the ringd At some point you could upset the ring
dynamics so badly that they'll dl go crashing down into the planet!”

"And what would happen to any organismsliving beneath the clouds?' Urbain added. "It would be an



environmenta catastrophe beyond imeagining. Planetary genocidel™
Eberly shook his head. "By taking a hundred tons or so, out of five hundred thousand million million?!
"Yes" Urbain snapped. "I will not dlow it. The International Agtronautical Authority will not dlow it.”

"And how will they stop us?' Eberly snapped back. "We're an indegpendent entity. We don't have to
follow the dictates of the IAA or any other Earthbound authority.”

Tumning again to the audience, he said, "l will establish our government as independent of dl
Earthbound regtrictions. Just like Sdene. Just like the mining communitiesin the Asteroid Bdlt. We will be
our own masters! | promise you!"

The audience roared its approval. Urbain shook his head in bafflement. Tears sprang to Wunderly's
eyes.



PROFESSOR WILMOT'S QUARTERS

Instead of his usud evening's entertainment, Wilmot watched the find rdly. Eberly's a rabble-rouser,
nothing less, he thought. Mining the rings and making everyone rich. What an extraordinary idea
Ecologicdly unwise, perhaps, but the short-term gainswill wipe out any fears of long-term problems.

The scientigs are unhappy, of course. But what can they do? Eberly's got this dection sewed up.
Timoshenko's people will vote therr pocketbooks and go for Eberly. So will a good many of the
scientigs, | wager.

He leaned back in his comfortable upholstered chair and watched the crowd bail up onto the platform
and carry Eberly off on their shoulders, leaving Urbain, Timoshenko, and that pethetic little red-haired
womean sanding there like forlorn children.

Hally knew there was no exit from the utilities tunnd that opened directly into the apartment building
where Professor Wilmoat lived. Since sheld gone into hiding she'd been able to sneak into office buildings
in the dead of night and use ther lavatory fadlities She had even gone clothes shopping in the man
warehouse without being detected. But now she would have to risk coming up into the village and
scurrying along the streets of Athensin full view of the survelllance cameras atop the light poles.

How can | do that without being seen? she asked hersdf as she made her way dong the tunndl. | need
adiguise

Or adiverson, she redized. She stopped and sat on the floor, thinking hard.

Tavdera waked for kilometers dong the main utility tunnd running from Athens out under the
orchards and farms and dl the way to the endcap. No sgn of Hally.

He passed a sturdy little maintenance robot swivding back and forth across aamdl patch of the metd
flooring, its vacuum cleaner buzzing angrily.

Tavdera stopped and watched the squat, square-shaped robot. From his weeks spent with the
Maintenance Department, Tavaera knew that the robots patrolled these tunnels, programmed to clean
any dugt or lesks they found, or to cdl for human hep if they came across something beyond their limited
means of handling. There was some kind of crud at this one spot, Tavaera reasoned. He couldn't see any
dirt or an ail smear. Could it have been crumbs? Could Holly have been edting here?

He looked up and down the tunndl. The robot, satisfied that the area was now clean, trundled off
toward the endcap, deftly maneuvering around Tavaera, its sensors dert for anything amiss.

"Hally!" Tavaera yeled, hoping she was close enough to hear him. No answer except the echo of his
own voice bouncing down the tunndl.



Sitting Sde by sde, Cardenas and Gaeta watched the raly, too, from the enforced confinement of her
apartment.

"Minetherings?' Cardenas gasped a the idea. "Nadias going to have a stroke over that.”

Gaeta made a grudging grunt. "I dunno. Maybe he's onto something. Ten to the seventeenth is a big
number.”

"But dill..." Cardenas murmured.
"You know what the going price isfor aton of water?'

"I know it's more precious than gold," sad Cardenas, "but that's because the price of gold has
collapsed since the rock rats started mining the asteroids.”

"Mining therings" Gaeta scratched at his jaw. "Might be a workable idea."
"What are we going to do about Holly?' Cardenas asked, her voice suddenly sharp.
Gaeta sad, "Theré's not much we can do, is there? We're stuck here”
"For the time being."

o

"There's the phone," Cardenas said.

"Who do you want to cal?'

"Who can help us? And hdp Hally?'

"Quien sabe?"

"Whet about Professor Wilmot?'

"He wasnt at therdly," said Gaeta.

"S0 he's probably a home™

Cardenas told the phone to cdl the professor. No image formed, but Wilmot's cultured voice said, "I
cannot speak with you at the moment. Please leave a message.”

Before Gaeta could say anything, Cardenas said, "Professor, this is Kris Cardenas. I'm concerned
about Hally Lane. I've taken the liberty of accessng her dossier from the Earthside files, and it doesn't
meatch the dossier that Eberly dams is hers. There's no record of mentd illness or emotiond indability.
Something is definitely wrong here, and 1'd like to discuss it with you as soon as possible.”

Once the phone light winked out, Gaeta said, "That's assuming Eberly lets us out of here.”
Cardenas replied tightly, "He can't keep us under lock and key forever.”

"Wl he's got us under lock and key right now."

"Whet can we do about it?" she wondered aoud.



Gaeta reached for her. "W, you know what they say."
She let im pull her into his arms. "No, what do they say?"
Grinning, "When they hand you a lemon, make lemonade.”

She thought about the bugs that Eberly's people must have planted in the gpartment. "They've
probably got cameras watching us”

He grinned wickedly. "So let's give 'em something to see”

Cardenas shook her head. "Oh no. But we could stay under the blanket. | doubt that they've got
infrared sensors planted.”

Hally came up in the adminigration building and dipped dong its empty corridors to her own office.
There was no window in her cubicle so she went to Morgenthau's office and looked out at the street.
Empty. Everybody's ether at therdly or at home watching the raly, she thought. She hoped.

But there are security goons waching the survelllance cameras. Worse, there are computers
programmed to report any anomalies that the cameras pick up, she knew. | bet my description is on ther
lig of anomdies. People can be distracted or lazy or even bribed; the warping computers never blink.

What | need isa digtraction. It won't fool the computers but itll keep the security people busy.
A digtraction.

Hally closed her eyes, picturing the schematics of the habitat's safety systems that she had memorized.
For several minutes she sat a Morgenthau's desk, her face twisted into a grimace of concentration. Then
a lagt she amiled. She activated Morgenthau's desk computer and, recdling the access code for the fire
safety system, began indructing the computer to create a diverson for her.

Tavdera trudged wearily back dong the tunnd he had come down. At least he was pretty certain it
was the same tunnd. He had taken a couple of turns out near the endcap, where severd tunnds joined
together.

No sgn of Holly. Maybe those security goons got her. He fet anger weling up insde him—anger and
frugtration and fear, mixed and churning ingde his guts. And the sullen ache in his Sde where they had
whacked him with their batons.

The bastards, he thought. Hally never hurt anybody. Why are they out to get her? Where could she
be? Is she safe? Have they got her? Where could she be?

He stopped waking and looked around the dmly lit tunndl. Pipes and dectricd conduits ran dong the
overhead and both walls

"Chrig," he muttered, "where thehdl am 17"



Monitoring the security cameras was easy duty. Gee Archer had his back to the double row of
aurvelllance screens as he tapped a sylus againg his teeth, planning his next move.

"You desping?' asked Y oko Chiyoda, grinning impishly.
"Thinking," said Archer.
"It's hard to tdl the difference.

She was a big woman, with a blocky torso and thick limbs wedl muscled from years of matid arts
traning. Archer was dim, dmogt ddicate, with dicked-back blond hair and soft hazd eyes. The tabletop
screen between them showed the bettle dispositions of the Russan and Japanese fleets at the Tsushima
Straitsin May 1905. Just to devil Archer, she had taken the Russan side, and was beating him soundly
nevertheess.

"Gimmeaminute" Archer mumbled.
"Youve dready had-"

Seaverd things happened at once. The sprinklers set in the calling began spraying them with water. The
intercom loudspeskers blared, "FIRE. EVACUATE THE BUILDING AT ONCE." Archer jumped to
his feet, banging his shin painfully againgt the play table. Chiyoda sputtered as she got up, blinking against
the spray of ice-cold water drenching her. She grabbed Archer's hand and dragged him limping toward
the door.

Unseen behind them, one of the surveillance screens showed a lone woman walking swiftly dong the
empty street in Athens that led from the adminidration building to the complex of gpartment buildings
further up the hill. The security computer's synthesized voice was saying, "Ninety-three percent match
between the person in camera view and the fugitive Holly Lane. Notify security headquarters a once to
take appropriate steps to apprehend the fugitive Hally Lane. She is wanted for questioning...”

But neither Archer nor Chiyoda heard the security computer. They were dready hdfway out of the
building, drenched, rushing blindly to escape the fire that did not exist, except in the cdircuits of the safety
computer.

Computers are so smart, Hally thought, and so dumb. A human person wouldve looked to see if
there redly was a fire in the building. But give a computer the right set of ingtructions and itll act asif a
fire had truly broken out.

She grinned as she skipped up the steps in front of the gpartment building and tapped out its security
code. The door sghed open and she stepped in, out of range of the survellance cameras a lagt, and
hurried up the gairs to the second leve, where Wilmot's apartment was.

And ran dmog into the ams of the two security officers ganding in the corridor outsde Wilmot's
door.



"Nobody's dlowed to see Professor Wilmot," said the firs one.
"But |—"
"Hey!" snapped the second guard, recognition dawning on his face. "Y ou're Hally Lane, aren't you?'

Hally turned to run, but the guard grasped her arm. She swung on him but the second guard grabbed
her other arm in midswing.

"Come on, now. We don't want to hurt you."
Hally saw it was usdess. She relaxed and glowered at them.

The firg guard banged on Wilmoat's door hard enough to rattle it againg its frame while the second
one spoke excitedly into his handhed:

"Weve got her! Hally Lane. The fugitive. She's here at Wilmot's quarters.”
A tinny voice replied, "Excellent. Hold her there until we arrive.”

Wilmoat opened his door, afuzzy robe of royd blue wrapped around him and tightly tied at the wast.
His eyes widened with surprise as he saw Hally in the grip of the guard.

"Got avigtor for you, Professor,” the guard said, pushing Hally past the startled old man and into his
gtting room. Then he did the door shut again.

"l suppose | shouldn't be astonished that you're here” Wilmot said, sanding by the door. "The
remarkable thing is that you've managed to eude the security people for so long.”

"Not long enough,” Hally said ruefully.
"Well... do gt down. We might as wdll be comfortable. Would you like something? Sherry, perhaps?’

"No thanks" Hally perched on the edge of one of the twin armchairs. She glanced at the closed door.
No other way out of here, she knew. Wilmot sank down into the other armchair with a pained sgh.

"Whatever brought you here, to me?' he asked.

"l wanted your help," Hally said. "Colond Kananga murdered Don Diego and he's after me now.”
"Diego Romero? | thought his desth was an accident.”

"It was murder,” said Hally. "Kananga did it. He tried to kill me when | found out about it."

"And Eberly isinon it, is he?'

"You know about that?' Holly asked, surprised.

His face showing distaste, Wilmot said, "He's put out a dosser that purports to show you are
dangeroudy unbaanced.”

Hally bit back the anger and remorse that surged within her. "Yes. Macolm's protecting Kananga."

"A little earlier this evening Dr. Cardenas sent me your dossier from the files on Earth. Eberly's done
some crestive lying about you."



"Then youll help me?’

Wilmoat shook his head. "I'm afraid I'm not even able to hdp mysdf, actudly. He's got me locked in
here"

"Locked up? Y ou? How could he do that? | mean, youre—"
"It'salong, sad sory," said Wilmaot wezrily.
"Wdl, now he's got me, too,” Hally said.

"Yes, I'm afraid 0."



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS3 DAYS, 45 MINUTES

Eberly frowned as Kananga shooed the last of the well-wishers out of his gpartment. He had enjoyed
histriumph at the raly, gloried in the crowd's adulaion. Carried off on their shoulders! Eberly had never
known such a moment.

Now, as midnight approached, Kananga officdoudy shoved the last starry-eyed young woman out into
the corridor and did the gpartment's front door firmly shut. Morgenthau sat on the sofa, nibbling at one of
the trays of finger food that had been set out. Vyborg hunched by a three-dimensond imege of the
newscast, dready showing arerun of Eberly's minidebate againg the red-haired scienti<t.

"Youve got them,” Vyborg said. "They dl want to get rich. Most of them, at lesst.”

"It was a brilliant stroke,” Morgenthau agreed.

Siill leaning againg the door, Kananga snapped, "Turn that thing off. We've found her."

A surge of sudden fear cut through the dation Eberly had been feding. "Found her? Holly?"

Smiling grimly, Kananga said, "Yes. She tried to snesk into Professor Wilmot's quarters. Looking to
hmfor help, | suppose.”

"Where is she now?"
"Sill there. My people have the gpartment sedled off. | told them to cut Wilmot's phone off, too.”
"What are you going to do with her?' Morgenthau asked.

The euphoria ebbed out of Eberly like water swirling down a drain. Morgenthau had asked Kananga,
not him.

"Well have to diminate her. Permanently.”
"Tricky," said Vyborg. "If she's with Wilmot you can't just go in there and snap her neck.”
"She can dways be killed trying to escape,” Kananga said.

Kananga thought a moment. Then, "Perhaps she runs away from my guards and goes to an airlock.
She puts on a pacesuit and tries to go outside, to hide from us. But the quit is defective, or perhaps she
didn't sedl it up properly.”

Morgenthau nodded.

Spreading his hands in a fait accompli gesture, Kananga said, "Poor girl. She panicked and killed



hersdf."
With a mean chuckle, Vyborg said, "She dways was unbalanced, after dl.”

The three of them turned to Eberly. Thisis getting out of control, he thought. They're making me a
party to their murders. They're forang me to go dong with them. Theyll be able to hold this over my
head forever.

And after tomorrow, when I'm the elected head of the government, they'll dill have power over me.
Il be afigurehead, a puppet dancing to ther tune. Theyll have the power, not me,

Kananga did the door open. Eberly could see that the corridor outside was empty now. It was late.
All his adoring crowd had gone to their own homes.

"Shdl we go pick her up?' Kananga said.

"Il go," said Eberly, trying to sound firmer, morein control, than he redly fdt. "Alone"

Kanangas eyes narrowed. "Alone?'

"Alone. It would be more believableif she escaped from me than from two of your thugs, wouldnt it?"

Before Kananga could reply, Vyborg said, "He's right. Weve got to make the story as plaugble as
posshble”

Morgenthau eyed Eberly carefully. "This young woman is a definite threat to us al. Whether we like it
or not, she's got to be diminated. For the greater good.”

" understand,” said Eberly.
"Good," Morgenthau replied.

Kananga looked less agreeable. He obvioudy wanted to take care of this himsdf. Eberly pulled
himsdf up to hisfull height and stepped to the door. He had to look up to see into Kananga's eyes. The
Rwandan tried to face him unflinchingly, but after a few heartbeats he moved away from the door. Eberly
walked past him and out into the corridor.

Not daring to look back, he strode down the hdlway toward the outside door.

Sanding in the gpartment doorway watching him, Kananga muttered, "Do you think he's strong
enough to carry this out?'

Morgenthau pushed hersdf up from the sofa "Give him a few minutes Then you go to Wilmot's
building and take the guards away from his apartment door. Wait for him and the girl outside the building.
When Eberly brings her out, you and the guards can take over."

Vyborg agreed. "That way he's not party to the killing. Good."

Morgenthau cast him a contemptuous glance. "He's party to it. We're dl party to it. | want to make
certain that the girl is taken care of properly.”



Hally came out of Wilmot's bathroom and sat tiredly on the sofa. The digitd clock showed it was past
midnight.

"My phone doesn't work," the professor grumbled. "They redly want to keep us incommunicado.”
"What's going to happen now?' she wondered.

With asgh that was amogt a snort, Wilmat replied, "That's in the Iap of the gods. Or Eberly and his
cague, rather."

" wish there was some way | could talk to Kris Cardenas.”
"Dr. Cardenas livesin this building, doesn't she?'
IIYaII

Wilmat glanced at the door. "With those two guards outside, | don't suppose wed be able to get to
her."

"Guess nat." The sofa fdt very comfortable to Hally. She leaned back into its yidding softness.
"It's rather late" said the professor. "I'm going to bed. Y ou can dtretch out on the sofalif you like”
Hally nodded. Wilmat got up from his armchair and walked dowly back to his bedroom.

He heditated at the bedroom door. "Y ou know where the bathroom is. If you need anything, just give
arap.”

"Thank you," said Holly, suppressng a yawn.

Wilmot went into his bedroom and shut the door. Hally stretched out on the sofa and, despite
everything, fdl into a dreamless deep as soon as she closed her eyes.

Thinking furioudy, Eberly waked dowly dong the path that led from his apartment building to
Wilmot's

The vating garts in a few hours, he said to himsdf. In twelve hours or so I'll be the head of the new
government. I'll haveit dl in my grasp.

But what good will that be if Kananga and the rest of them can hold their murders over my head?
Theyll be able to control me! Make me jump to their tune! I'll just be a figurehead. They'll have the red

power.

It was enough to make him weep, dmogt. Here I've struggled and planned and worked dl these
months and now that the prizeis a my fingertips they want to keep it from me. It's dways been that way;
every time | reach for safety, for success and happiness, there's someone in my way, someone in power
who puts his foot on my neck and pushes me back down into the mud.

What can | do? What can | do? They've put mein this postion and they'll never let me out of it.

As he came up the wak in front of Wilmot's building he saw that one of Kanangas guards was



ganding outside the front door, waiting for him.

Of course, Eberly thought. Kananga's dready talked to him, told him that 1'd be coming. Kananga and
the others are probably coming up behind me.

And then it hit im. He stopped a dozen metersin front of the black-clad guard. The revelation was so
powerful, so beautiful, so perfect that a lesser man would have sunk to his knees and thanked whatever
god he bdlieved in. Eberly had no god, though. He smply broke into a wide, happy smile, grinning from
ear to ear. His knees dill fdt a little rubbery, but he strode right up to the guard, who opened the
building's front door for him. Without a word, without even a nod to the man, Eberly swept past hm and
started up the steps to Professor Wilmot's apartment.

The knock on the door startled Holly awake. She sat up like a shot, fully aert.
"Hdlly, itsme" came a muffled voice from the other side of the door. "Macom.”

She got up from the sofa and went to the door. Siding it open, she saw Eberly. And only one guard in
the corridor.

Tuming to the guard, Eberly said, "You can go now. I'll take charge here.”
The guard touched hisright hand to his forehead in a doppy sdute, then headed toward the airs.

"Hadlly, I'm sorry it's come to this"" Eberly said as he stepped into the Stting room and looked around.
"Where's Professor Wilmot?'

"Adeep,” shereplied. "I'll get im."

Wilmat came into the room, wearing the same fuzzy robe. Otherwise he looked normd, wide awake.
Not ahair out of place. His face, though, was set in an expression that Holly had never seen on the old
men before: wariness, gpprehension, amost fear.

"May | st down?" Eberly asked politdly.
"l imagine you can do anything you bloody wdl like" said Wilmat, irritably.

Instead of Stting, though, Eberly took an oblong black box from his tunic pocket and swung it across
the room in afull circle, then swept it up and down, from ceiling to floor and back again.

"What're you doing?' Hally asked.

"Exterminating bugs" said Eberly. "Making certain our conversation isnt overheard by anyone d<e.”
Wilmoat brigtled. "Y ou've had my quarters bugged for some time, haven't you?"

"That was Vyborg's doing," Eberly lied smoothly, "not mine"

"Indeed.”

"l want to get thisdl sraightened out before there's any more violence" Eberly said as he findly st in
the nearer of the two armchairs.



"Sodo I, ssid Holly.

Wilmoat sank dowly into the armchair facing Eberly. Holly went to the sofa. She sat down and tucked
her feet under her, feding dmog like a little mouse trying to make hersdf seem as amdl and invighle as
possible.

"You'rein danger, Holly. Kananga wants to execute you."
"What do you intend to do about it?" Wilmot demanded.
"l need your hep," Eberly replied.

"My help? What do you expect me to do?'

"In eghteen hours or so0 I'll be the elected head of the new government,” said Eberly. "Until then you
are dill the director of this community, Sr."

"I'm under house arrest and threatened with scandd,” Wilmot grumbled. "What power do | have?!
"If you ordered those guards away, they would obey you.”

"Would they?'

Eberly nodded. "Yes, providing | second your command.”

III %Il

Hally swiveled her atention from Eberly to Wilmot and back again. Scandd? she wondered. House
arrest? What's going on between these two?

She sad to Eberly, "Kananga killed Don Diego, didnt he?'

"es"
"And he wants to kill me"

"He cartainly does."

"How are you going to stop him?"

"By arresting him," Eberly said, without hesitation. But his face looked worried, doubtful.

"Suppose he doesn't want to be arrested?’ Wilmat said. "He's the chief of the security forces, after
dl"

"That's where you comein, Sr. You ill have the legd power and the mord authority to command the
security officers™

"Mord authority,” Wilmot mumbled.
"WEéll need to arrest Morgenthau and Vyborg as well. They were parties to Kanangas crime”

"Eader sad than done. If Kananga wants to resist, I'll warrant most of the security force will follow his
lead, not mine"

Hdly said, "But the security force is only about three dozen men and women.”



"That's a dozen for each of us™ Wilmot pointed ouit.

"Yes" sad Hally. "But there are ten thousand other men and women in this habitat.”



ELECTION DAY

Kananga looked a his wristwatch, then up at the apartment building. He'd been waiting out in the
dreet with a half-dozen of his best people for nearly an hour.

" don't think she's coming out, Sr," said the team's leader. "We could go in and get her.”
"No," Kananga barked. "Wait."

He yanked his handheld from his tunic pocket and caled for Eberly.

"What's going on?' he demanded as soon as Eberly's face appeared on the miniature screen.

"Miss Lane is going to stay here in Professor Wilmot's quarters for the time beng,” Eberly said
smoothly.

"What? That's not acceptable.”

"Shell remain here until after the eection is finished. We don't want to have anything disturb the
voting."

" don't see why—"

"I've made my decison,” Eberly snapped. "You can post guards around the area. She's not going
anywhere”

Hisimage winked out, leaving Kananga staring angrily at a blank screen.

"What do we do now?"' the team leader asked him.

Kananga glared a her. "You day here. If she tries to leave the building, arrest her.”
"And you, Sr?'

"I'm going to try to get afew hours deep,” he said, salking off toward his own quarters.

The phone woke Kris Cardenas. She sat up groggily and called out, "No outgoing video." Glancng at
Gaeta degping peacefully beside her, she thought that the man could probably snooze through the end of
the world.

Holly's face appeared at the foot of the bed. "Kris, are you there?'
"Hadlly!" Cardenas cried. "Where are you? Are you okay?'

“I'min Professor Wilmot's gpartment, upstairs from you. Can you come up here right away?"



Cardenas saw that it was afew minutes past seven A.M. "There's a couple of security goons outsde
my door, Holly. They wont—"

"That's okay. They'll let you come up here. Professor Wilmot's dready spoken to them.”

Oswado Y afiez woke bright and cheerful. He heard his wife in the kitchen, preparing breakfast. He
showered and brushed his teeth, whisling to himsdf as he dressed.

Breakfast was waiting for him on the kitchen table, seaming hot and looking delicious. He kissed her
lightly on the forehead and said, "Before | eat, | must do my duty as a dtizen.”

He cdled to the computer as he sat across the table from Estela
"Who will you vote for?" she asked.

Grinning, he replied, "The secrecy of the bdlot is sacred, my darling.”
"l voted for Eberly. He makes more sense than the others.”

Y afiez's jaw dropped open. "You voted? Already?

"Of course. As soon as | awoke."

Yahez fdt dl the excitement of the day drain out of him. He wanted to be the firs to vote. It was
unfair of hiswife to sneak in ahead of him. Then he Sghed. At least she voted for the right candidate.

"Youre redly okay?' Cardenas asked as soon as she entered Wilmot's gpartment. Gaeta was right
behind her, looking alittle puzzled.

"I'mfing" said Hally. Turming to Eberly and Wilmat, she said, ™Y ou know everybody, don't you?'
"Of course.

Gaeta fixed Eberly with a pugnacious stare. "Whét's the idea of cooping us up in the agpartment?
What's going on”?"

"We are trying to save Miss Lane's neck," Eberly said.

"Yes" Wilmot added. "We want to avoid violence, but there are certain steps we mud take.”
Hally told them what she had planned, and what she needed them to do.

Cardenas blinked, once she understood. "Posse comitatus?” she asked, unbdieving.

Gaeta broke into a nervous laugh. "Holy Mother, you meen a posse, likein the old westerns?*

"It won't work,” Cardenas said. "These people are too independent to form a posse just because you
ask them to. They'll want to know why and how. They'll refuse to serve”

"l was wondering about them mysdf," sad Wilmoat.
Eberly smiled, though. "Theyll do it. They merdly need a hit of persuasion.”



After a few hours of deep, Kananga stormed into Eberly’'s gpartment. "What are you doing? We
agreed that the Lane woman would be put into my custody.”

Stting bleary-eyed at his desk, watching the three sets of numbers from the early voting returns,
Ebely sad, "I've been up dl night, working on your problem.”

"My problem? She's your problem, too. | want her delivered to meimmediatdy.”
Eberly said blandly, "She will be. Don't get upsat.”
"Where is she? Why isn't shein my hands?"

Trying to control the tenson that was tightening insde him, Eberly said, "She's in Wilmoat's apartment.
She's not going anywhere.™

"What's going on? What are you up to?' Kananga loomed over Eberly like a dangerous thundercloud.

"Wait until the dection returns are in," Eberly said, jabbing a finger toward the rgpidly-changing
numbers. "Once I'm dfficidly the head of this habitat I'll be able to act with red authority."

Kananga scowled suspicioudy.

Hoping he had at least haf-convinced the Rwandan, Eberly got up from his desk chair. "If youll
excuse me, I've got to get some deep.”

"Now? With the voting ill going on?!
"Therés nothing | can do to affect the voting now. It'sdl in the Igp of the gods.”
Despite himsdf, Kananga amiled tightly. "Better not let Morgenthau hear you spesking like a pagan.”

Eberly forced himsdf to smile back. "I must deep. It wouldn't do for the newly-elected head of this
habitat to have puffy eyes when he accepts the authority of office”



SATURN ARRIVAL MINUS1 DAY, 7 HOURS

Edouard Urbain watched the find few minutes of the vating in the privacy of his quarters with a
strange mixture of disgppointment and relief. Eberly had dearly won, that much was certain early in the
afternoon. But Urbain waited urtil the voting ended, at 17:00 hours, before findly accepting the fact that
he would not be the director of the habitat.

He amogt smiled. Now | can get back to my red work, he told himsdf. | will no longer be distracted
by these palitical monkeyshines.

Ye hefdt close to tears. Rgected again. All my life | have been turned away from the top pogtion.
All my life | have been told that | am not good enough to be number one. Even Jeanmarie turned againgt
me, in the end.

And more, he redized. Now | mug face this crazy suntman and his demand to go to the surface of
Titan. Eberly will support his demand, of course. | will have to ask the IAA to inform Eberly that they will
not permit it. | will have to show everyone back on Earth that 1 am not strong enough to keep a smple
adventurer from contaminating a pristine new world.

Tears blurred his eyes as he commanded the phone to contact Eberly. | mug congratulate him and
concede my defeat, Urbain thought. Another defeat. With more to come.

llya Timoshenko had no difficulty making his concesson message. Stting a the bar in the Bigtro
surrounded by a gaggle of supporters— mosily engineers and technicians—he used his handheld to cdl
Eberly.

"Youve won and I'm glad,” he said to Eberly's pleased image. "Now let's get this bucket into its
proper orbit around Saturn.”

Eberly laughed. "Yes, by dl means. We're dl counting on you and the technicd g&ff to bring us into
Saurn orbit tomorrow.”

While Eberly's supporters celebrated his victory with an impromptu picnic out by the lake, Holly was
dill in Wilmot's apartment, usng his computer to comb through the habitat's personnd files It took
severd hours, but at last she had a lig of fifty men and women whom she thought could serve as her

posse.



As she sent the lig to Eberly at his quarters, she wondered how good her idea redly was. Would the
people she had sdlected actudly agree to serve as a posse? It was so hard to pinpoint attributes such as
loydty and responghility from a person's dossier. Most of the people aboard the habitat were far from
being "egtablishment” types. They weren't midfits, as Pancho had caled them, but they were definitdy free
thinkers, self-starters, unwilling to accept discipline imposed by others.

I hope this works, Hally thought. She redized that her very life depended on it.

The victory party was getting rowdy. Severd of Eberly's supporters had brought coolers of
home-brewed beer to the lakeside picnic and now the celébrants were geting noiser and more
obstreperous, laughing uproarioudy a amog anything, doshing beer over one another's heads, even
wading into the lake fully dressed, giggling and staggering like college students.

Normally, Eberly would have basked in the adulation of his supporters. He didn't drink, and no one
dared to douse him with beer or anything else, but Hill Eberly would have enjoyed every millisecond of
the hours-long picnic. Except that he knew what was coming &fter the party ended.

So despite the amile he wore, in the back of hismind he was thinking that he would have to ded with
Kananga, and that was going to be far from pleasant. Dangerous, more likdly.

Morgenthau seemed rather pleased, despite the drunken antics of the staggering, boisterous crowd.
Even snaky little Vyborg chatted heppily with a few of the glowing-eyed young women that clustered
about him, Eberly noted. Power goes to some peopl€'s heads; in other people, power goes sraight to the
groin.

Morgenthau shouldered her way through a throng of well-wishers crowding Eberly, a plagtic cup in
her chubby hand. Nonacoholic, Eberly was certain. Probably lemonade. The crowd mdted away. Are
they being respectful, Eberly wondered, or do they redize that she views dl this frivality with infinite
distaste?

Once the others had moved out of earshot, she quietly asked Eberly, "Enjoying your triumph?' A
knowing amile dimpled her broad face.

He nodded soberly. He had been careful to drink nothing stronger than iced tea dl through the picnic.
"Now our true work begins" she said, in alower voice. "Now we bring these people under control.”

Eberly nodded again, less enthusadicdly. He knew that she meant that he too would be under
control, as wdl. Her contral. I've done dl this work and she thinks she's gaing to be the true power.

He wondered if Wilmot and Hally would turn out to be strong enough to help him.

The following morning, fifty puzzled men and women crowded into the largest conference room in the
adminigration building. Holly, escorted by Gaeta and Cardenas, left Wilmot's quarters to join them, after
adetour to their own gpartments for a shower and change of clothes. They could see Kanangas security
officers fallowing them at some distance, hanging back but weatching their every move as they spoke into



their handhelds for ingructions from Kananga. Holly thought of vids she had seen of hyenas tracking a
herd of gazelles, waiting for a weak one to fater so they could pounce.

Eberly met them a the building's front door and together they waked past the Human Resources
offices, where Morgenthau should have been, to the conference room.

There weren't enough chairs in the conference room for everyone, and the fifty people Haly had
selected were modly on their feet, making the packed room fed hot and sweaty with the press of too
many bodies. And they were decidedly unhappy.

"What's going on?' one of the men demanded as soon as Eberly stepped through the door.
"Yegh, why do you want us here?'
"We're not gonna miss the orbit insertion, are we? It's set for afew hours from now.”

Eberly made a placating gesture with both hands as he squeezed through the group and up to the head
of the table. Hally, with Gaeta and Cardenas il flanking her, waited near the door.

"Hey, isnt that the fugitive?' someone said, pointing a Holly.
"The security people want her.”
"She must've turned hersdf in”

Hally said nathing, but it frightened her to be considered a fugitive, a crimind who has to be turned
over to the authorities

"What's she doing here?'
"Maybe Eberly's got her to give hersdf up.”
"Then why're we here? What's he want with us?'

Gradudly, they dl turned toward Eberly, who stood in silence behind the unoccupied chair at the head
of the table, his hands gripping the chair back, waiting for their mutterings to cease.

At last he said, "I've asked you here because | need your hdp." Pointing down the table to Hally, he
sad, "Miss Lane has been fasdy accused. Colond Kananga is the one who should be arrested.”

"Kananga?'
"But he's the chief of security!™

"That's why | need you," Eberly said. "I want you to form a committee, a posse. We will go to
Kanangas office and arrest hm."

"M
U

"Arrest the chief of security?’

"This has gotta be some kind of joke, right?*

"What about the rest of the security saff? Y ou think those goons are gonna stand by and let us arrest



thair boss?'

Ebely said, "Thefifty of you should be enough to discourage the guards from interfering. After dl,
they aren't armed with anything more dangerous then their batons.”

"l heard they're dl martid arts pecidigs”
"l don't seewhy | have to get involved in this. Y ou're the chief administrator now. You do it."
"Aschief adminidrator, | am drafting you to serve—"

"The hdl with that! 1'm not going to get my face punched in just because you've got a gripe with the
security chief. Get some other suckers to do your dirty work!™

One of the women said, "Anyway, you're not redly the chief adminigtrator yet, not officidly. Not until
Professor Wilmot swears you in."

"But | need you to arrest Kananga," Eberly pleaded. "It's your duty as citizend”
"Duty my ass! Y ou wanted to be head of this community. Y ou do your duty. Leave me out of it."

"Doit yoursdf," a bellicose red-faced man thundered. "We didn't ride dl the way out here to Saturn
to help you set up a dictatorship.”

IIBut _ll
They turned away from Eberly and began filing past Hally through the door, grumbling and muitering.
"Wait," Eberly caled usdedy.

Hardly any of them even hesitated. They hurried by, leaving the conference room, mogt of them
avoiding Holly's eyes as they |eft.

Eberly stood at the head of the table, watching them leave. Morgenthau has dl the offices bugged, he
redlized. Kanangawill know about this falure before the last of them leaves the room.



SATURN ORBIT INSERTION

Unheeding of politics, uncaring of human aspirations and activities, oblivious to the hopes and fears of
the ten thousand people aboard the habitat, Goddard fdl toward the ringed planet, gripped in Saturn's
massve gravity wdl, diding down into its preordained orbit just outsde the ring system.

Hdf a million kilometers away, a jagged chunk of ice-covered rock hdf the sze of the habitat was
aso fdling into an orbit that would bring it squardly into Saturn's brightest, widest ring.

In the tidy, effident command center, Timoshenko scowled at the data his console screen showed
him.

"We're picking up more dust than predicted,” he sad.
Captain Nicholson nodded, her eyes fixed on her own screens. "Not to worry.”
"It's caudng abrasion of the hull."

"Within acceptable limits. Once we're in orbit well be moving with the dust and the abrasion levd will
go down."

Timaoshenko saw that the navigator and firg mate both looked more than a little worried, despite the
captain's calm assurance.

"If the abrason causes a break in one of the superconducting wires™ the fird mate said, "it could
cause our radiation shidding to fal.”

The captain swiveled her chair toward him. She was a smdl woman, but when her square jaw stuck
out like that she could be dangerous.

"And what do you want meto do about it, Mr. Perkins? Werein free fdl now. Do you expect me to
put her in reverse and back out of Saturn's gravity wel?'

"Uh, no mdam. | was jus—"
"You just atend to your duties and stop being such an old maid.

We cdculated the abrasion rate before we left lunar orbit, didnt we? It's not going to damage our
shidding."

Thefirs mate bent his head to stare a his console screens asif hislife depended on it.

"And you," she turned on the navigator, "keep close track of that incoming icebdl. If theres any
danger here, that's where it is"



"It's following the predicted trgectory to within five nines," said the navigator.

"You watch it anyway," snapped Captain Nicholson. "Agronomers can make dl the predictions they
want; if that thing hits us we're dead meat.”

Timaoshenko grinned sourly. She's atough old bitch, dl right. I'll miss her when she leaves.

And then he redized, When she and the other two leave I'll be the senior man of the crew. Senior and
only.

Vyborg hissed, "He's sold us out. The traitor has sold us out.”

Kananga, watching the red-time display of Eberly's faled meeting with his urwilling posse, laughed
aoud. "No," the Rwandan said. "He tried to sl us out. And failed.”

They were in Morgenthau's office. From behind her desk she turned off the spy cameras display, then
hunched forward in her cresking chair. "So what do we do about hm?' she asked.

"Hes atrator,” Vyborg ingsted. "An opportunistic turncoat who'd sl his mother's milk if he thought
he could make a penny out of it."

"l agree," said Morgenthau, her expression grim. "But what do we do about him?*
Sill amiling, Kananga said, "That's what airlocks are for. Him and the girl, as wel.”

"And Cardenas?' Morgenthau asked. "And the suntman? And Wilmot and anyone else who opposes
lﬁl

Kananga started to nod, then redlized what she was saying. He rubbed his chin thoughtfully.
Vyborg said, "We can't execute everyone who disagrees with us. Unfortunatdly.”

"Yes" said Kananga. "Even my best people would draw the line somewhere.”

"So we have to control them, rather than execute them," Morgenthau said.

"Can we control Eberly now? In afew hours hell be indaled as leader of this community.”

"It means nothing,” Morgenthau assured him. "Y ou saw how those people reacted to his plea for thar
help. These ma contents and freethinkers won't raise afinger to support him againg us”

"They dlected him”"

"Yes, and now they expect him to run things without bothering them. They don't want to get involved
in the messy work of being active citizens™

"Ahh" said Kananga. "'l understand.”
"Aslong as we don't bother the people, they'll let us have a free hand to run things as we see fit."
"So Eberly hasthe title, but we make certain he has no power?”



"Exactly. Hell have to jump to our tune, or dse”
"And Wilmot?'

"He's dready out of the way."

"Cardenas? The guntman?' Vyborg asked.

"The suntman will be leaving after his performance. Hell go out on the ship that's bringing the
scientigts from Earth.”

"Cardenas," Vyborg repeated. "I don't like having her here. Her and her nanomachines.”

"And the Lane girl," said Kananga, touching his once-swollen cheek. "She has got to be put away.
Permanently.”

"She should be executed for Romero's murder,” Morgenthau said.

"Better that she kills hersdf trying to escape,” said Kananga

"Yes, probably s0."

"What about Cardenas?’ Vyborg ingsted.

Morgenthau took a deep, Sghing breath. "I don't like her, either. She could become a troublemaker.”

Then her face lit up. "Nanotechnology! Suppose we find that Dr. Cardenas is cooking up dangerous
nanobugsin her 1ab?'

"She's not."
"But the people will believe sheis. Epecidly if we find that Romero was murdered by nanomachines.”

Despite her reliance on Newtonian mechanics, despite her assurances to Timoshenko and the other
two men of her minuscule crew, Captain Nicholson felt her ingdes tengng as the countdown clock ticked
off thefind seconds.

The screens were dl boringly norma. Nothing seemed wrong with their trgjectory. The dust dorasion
was a worry, but it was only dightly above predicted limits. The approaching icebdl was fallowing its
predicted path, a safe two hundred thousand kilometers away from the habitat.

Sill...
"Thirty seconds to orbital insartion,” said the computer's synthesized voice.

| know that, Nicholson replied slently. | can read the countdown clock as wel as you, you pile of
chips.

"Abrasion levd rigng," Timoshenko called.

It was dill within acceptable limits the captain saw. Y et it was worrisome, despite her assurances.



"Ten seconds,” said the computer. "Nine ... eight...”

Nicholson glanced up from her screens. The three men looked judt as tense as she fdft, dl of them
hunched over their consoles.

What if something breaks down? she asked hersdf. What could | do about it? What could anyone
do?

"Three ... two ... one. Orbitd insartion.”

The navigator looked up from his console, his worried frown replaced by a wide grin. "That's it.
We'rein orbit. On the nosg, to five nines”

Timaoshenko cdled out, "The aorasion rate is decreasing rapidly.”

Nicholson alowed hersdf atight grin. "Congratulations, gentlemen. We are now the forty-first moon
of Saturn.”

Then she got up from her chair, noticing the perspiration that made her blouse gtick to her back, flung
her ams over her head and bellowed a wild, ear-splitting, " Yahoo!"

Like most of the other resdents of the habitat, Manud Gagta watched the find orbita maneuver on
his video. With Kris Cardenas beside him.

"It's redly gorgeous, ignt it?" she murmured, staring at the imege of Saturn with its bands of many hues
swirling across the planet’'s disc, and its rings hanging suspended above the equator, shining brilliantly in
the light from the distant Sun, cagting a deep shadow across the planet's face.

The rings were tilting as they watched, dmogt as if they were coming up to meet the gpproaching
habitat, becoming narrower and foreshortened with each passng second until they were nothing more
then a knife edge dashing across Saturn's bulging middle. STABLE ORBIT ACHIEVED: the words
flashed out over the planet's image. "That's it," Gaeta said. He turned and gave Cardenas a peck on the

lips
"We should do something to celebrate,” Cardenas said, without much enthusiasm.
"They're going to have abig blowout right after Eberly's indaled in office™ Gaeta said, equdly glum.
" don't fed like going out.”

"I know. Having those security mugs tracking us is a pain. Gimme a couple of beers and I'll knock
them both on their asses.”

"No you won't,” Cardenas said firmly. "No acohal for you. Tomorrow you're going out to therings”
"Yeah. Tomorrow."

Neither one of them mentioned it, but they both knew that after Gaeta's sunt in Saturn's ring system,
he would be leaving the habitat and heading back to Earth.



INAUGURATION

"Shels got to be diminated,” Morgenthau said firmly. "And the Cardenas woman, too."

Eberly waked beside her a the head of the procession that wound dong the central footpath of
Athens down to the lakeside, where the inauguration ceremony would be held. Behind them, a a
repectful few paces, strode the tdl, long-limbed Kananga and Vyborg, looking like a hunchbacked
gnome beside the Rwandan. Behind them marched severd hundred of their supporters. Even though
every member of the Security, Communications, and Human Resources Departments had been told to
attend the inauguration, hardly hdf of their staffs had bothered to show up.

"Himinated?' Eberly snapped, trying to hide the fear that was making his indde flutter. "You can't
diminate someone of Cardenass stature. Youll have investigetors from Earth flying out here in torch
ships to see what happened.”

Morgenthau cast m a sddong glance. "Neutrdized, then. | don't want her working on those
damnable nanomachines here.”

Without bresking stride, Eberly said, "You don't want? Since when are you giving the orders here?"
"Snce the very beginning. And don't you forget it."

“I'm the one being inaugurated,” Eberly said, with a bravado he did not truly fed. "I'm going to be
indalled as the leader of this community.”

"And you will do as| tdl you," Morgenthau countered, her voice flat and hard. "We know you tried to
sl usout. You and your posse.” She broke into alow chuckle.

"That was a necessary tactica maneuver. | never had any intention—"

"Don't add another lieto your sins. | could have you removed from this habitat and sent back to your
prison cdl in Viennawith just asngle cal back to Amsterdam.”

Eberly bit back the reply he wanted to make. They had reached the lakeside recregtion area, where
hundreds of chairs had been set in neat rows facing the band shdl stage. A few dozen people were
dready seated there. Professor Wilmat sat done up on the stage, looking somewhere between weary
and bored. The band musicians that were lounging off a one side of the stage picked up their insruments
and arranged themsdves into a ragged semblance of order.

Eberly stopped a the edge of the last row of mogly empty chairs. Everything was as he had planned
it. This was the moment he had worked for ever snce that meeting in Schonbrunn Prison. He had
planned out every detal of this inauguration ceremony. The only thing he could not control was the
yavning indifference of the habitat's people. That, and Morgenthau's hardening atitude toward him. All
the detalls are perfect, Eberly said to himsdf, but the day is an utter failure.



Turming to Morgenthau, he said, "Y oull have to wak three paces behind me”
"Of course,” she said, with aknowing smile. "I know how to play the role of the subservient woman.”

Eberly took a deep breath. It's going to be like this forever, he redized. She's going to make ny life a
hdl on wheds.

Outwardly, though, he appeared to smile and pull himsdf up to his full height. He hesitated at the last
row of chairs until he caught the bandleader's eye. With a nod, Eberly started marching down the centrd
ade between the empty chairs. Hdfway between his second and third steps the band broke into a
halfhearted rendition of "Hall to the Chief."

Hally watched the inaugurd ceremony from her own apartment, deeply uncertain about what her
future had in store. Mdcolm tried to go againg Kananga and got nowehere. What will he do once he's
offiadly ingtdled in office?

What will Kananga do?

Hally decided she couldn't wait for them to make up their minds. She grabbed a few clothes, suffed
them into a tote bag, and headed for the door of her gpartment. 1'd better be where they can't find me,
shetold hersdf, uniil 1 know wheat they're redly going to do.

Her phone buzzed. She put the bag down and pulled out the handheld.

Raoul Tavaeras face appeared on the tiny screen. He looked bone-weary, disheveled.
"Hally? Y ou okay?'

"I'm fing, Raoul," she replied, nodding. "But | can't redly talk with you now.”

"I'm worried about you."

"Oh, for..." Hally didnt know what to say. She fet genuindy touched. "Raoul, you don't have to
worry about me. | can take of mysdf.”

"Agang that Kananga guy and his goons?
She hesitated. "Y ou shouldn't get yourself involved in this, Raoul. Y ou could get into deep trouble.”

Even in the minuscule screen she could see the stubborn set of his jaw. "If you're in trouble, | want to
help."

How to get rid of him without hurting his fedings? Hally blurted, "Raoul, you're redly a specid guy.
But I've got to run now. Seeyou later."

She clicked the phone off, tucked it back into her tote, picked up the bag and left her apartment. |
don't want to hurt him, she told hersdlf. He's too nifty to get himsdf tangled up in this mess.

There were only two security people folowing her as she waked down the empty pah: a
chunky-looking guy and a dim woman who was ether Higpanic or ASan—it was hard for Hally to tell
which, a the distance from which they followed her. Both wore black tunics and dacks, which made



them stand out againg the villages white buildings like ink blots on afidd of snow.
She grinned to hersdf. Il lose those two clowns as soon as | pop down into the tunnéls.

She never noticed the third security agent moving far ahead of her. But he tracked her quite dearly.
Every item of Holly's clothes had been sprayed with a monomolecular odorant that dlowed the agent to
track her like a bloodhound.

"You're missn' the inauguraion,” Gaeta said.
Cardenas shrugged. "So | missit.”

Gaeta's massve armored auit stood like a grotesque statue in the middle of the workshop floor. The
chamber hummed with the background buzz of dectricd equipment and the quiet intengty of specidists
going about their jobs. Fritz and two of his technicians were usng the overhead crane to dowly lower the
bulbous suit to a horizonta pogtion and place it on its eight-whedled transport dolly. It looked to
Cardenas like lowering a statue. A third technician had crawled insde the suit: Cardenas could see his
sandy-brown mop of hair through the open hatch in its back. Off a a console agang the workshop wal,
Nadia Wunderly was tracing the trgectory of the ice-covered asteroid that was making its last approach
to the main ring before fdling into orbit around Saturn. Berkowitz shuttled nervoudy from one to another,
recording everything with his handcam.

Gaeta walked dowly to the diagnostic console and bent over it to sudy rows of steady green lights
intently.

He's redly trying to get away from me, Cardenas said to hersdlf. | shouldn't be here. | shouldn't be
digracting him now. | should leave him to focus completely on his job.

Yet she stayed, shuffling uneeslly, uncertainly, as the men around her went through ther find tasks
before wheding the suit down to the airlock where they would stow it aboard the shuttle craft that would
take Manny to therings.

As Gaeta watched them gently lowering the suit, Cardenas redlized that the contrgption would be his
home for the next two days. Hell have to liveinddeit, work ingdeit... maybe dieinsdeit.

Stop it! she commanded herself. No blubbering. He's got enough to worry about without you crying
dl over him.

It took an enormous effort of will, but findly Cardenas heard hersdf say, "Manny, 1'd better get back
to my gpartment. I—" She stopped, then touched his strong, muscular shoulder and kissed him lightly on
the lips. "I'll see you when you get back," she said.

He nodded, his face deadly serious. "In two days.
"Good luck," she said, bardly able to move her hand from his shoulder.
"Nothing to worry about,” he said, meking asmilefor her. "Thisis gonna be awak in the park."

"Good luck,” she repeated, then aoruptly turned away from him and started waking toward the
workshop door. Her mind kept churning, Hell be dl right. HE's done more dangerous stunts then this. He



knows what he's doing. Fritz won't let him take any unnecessary chances. Hell be back in two days. In
two daysitll be dl over and hell be safe.

Yes, sad avoicein her mind. And then héell leave the habitat, go back to Earth, leave you for good.

"Therefore” Professor Wilmot was saying, "in accordance with this community's Principles of
Organization, | declare the new condtitution to be the deciding law of this habitat. | further declare that
you, Macolm Eberly, having been duly elected by free vote of the population, are now offiddly the chief
adminigrator of this habitat."

The few hundred people scattered among the chairs spread across the grass rose to their feet and
applauded. The band broke into "Happy Days Are Here Agan." Wilmat gripped Eberly's hand limply
and mumbled, "Congratulations, | suppose.”

Eberly grasped the podium's edges and looked out at the sparse audience. There sat Morgenthau, in
the front row, eying him like an dementary school teacher waiting for her pupil to recite the speech she
hed forced him to write. Kananga and Vyborg sat behind her.

Eberly had composed an inauguration speech, liberdly cribbed from the words of Churchill, Kennedy,
both Roosevets, and Shakespeare.

He looked down at the opening lines, in the podium's digplay screen. With a shake of his head that
was vishle to everyone in the audience, he looked up again and said, "Thisis no time for fancy speeches.
We have arived sfely a our dedtination. Let those who are Bdievers thank God. Let dl of us
undergtand that tomorrow our red work begins. | intend to file a petition with the world government,
asking them to recognize us as a separate and independent nation, just as Selene and Ceres have been
recognized.”

There was a moment of surprised slence, then everyone jumped to ther feet and applauded ludtily.
Everyone except Morgenthau, Kananga, and Vyborg.



LAUNCH

Raoul Tavaera watched the orbitd insertion and Eberly's inauguration from his gpartment, athough he
bardy noticed what the images displayed. He was thinking about Hally. She was in trouble, and she
needed help. But when he had offered to help her, she had turned him down fla.

The gory of my life, he grumbled to himsdf. Nobody wants me. Nobody gives a friggin' damn about
me Mr. Nobody, that's me.

He was surprised at how much pain he fdt. Holly had been kind to him, more than kind, snce he had
fird come aboard the habitat. He remembered the dates they had had. Dinners a the Bistro and even
Nemo's, once. That picnic out a the endcap, where she told me about old Don Diego. She likes me, he
told himsdf, I know she does. But now she doesn't want me to be with her. Why?

He tried phoning her again, but the comm system said her phone had been deactivated. Deactivated?
Why? Then it hit im. She's on the run again. She's trying to hide from Kananga and his apes. That's why
she deactivated her phone, so they can't track her.

Sowly, Tavdera got up from the char in which hed been stting most of the day. Hally's in trouble
and she needs hdlp, whether she thinks so or not. My help. I've got to find her, help her, show her she's
not doneinthis

For thefirg timein his life, Raoul Tavalera decided he had to act, no matter what the consequences.
It's time for me to stop being Mr. Nobody, he told himsdf. I've gotta find Hally before Kanangas
baboons do.

Focus, Gaeta told himsdf. Blot out everything from your mind except the job a hand. Forget about
Kris, forget about everything except getting this sunt done.

He stood a the inner hatch of the airlock, surrounded by Fritz, Berkowitz, and Timaoshenko, who
would pilot the shuttlecraft to the rings. The other technicians were behind him, checking out the suit for
thefind time.

Berkowitz had microcams mounted on the wadls around the arlock enclosure, indde the arlock
chamber, even clipped to a headband that matted down his sylishly curled and tinted brown hair.

"How does it fed to be undertaking the first human traverse through Saturn's rings?* Berkowitz asked,
amogt breathless with eager intensty.

"Not now, Zeke," sad Gaeta. "Gotta concentrate on the work."



Fitz stepped between them, a stern expression on his face. "He can't do interviews now."

"Okay, okay," sad Berkowitz amiably enough, athough disgppointment showed dearly in his eyes.
"WEell just record the preparations documentary-style and put in the interviews over it afterward.”

Gaeta turned to Timoshenko. "It's going to be just you and me out there.”

"Not to worry," Timoshenko said, totaly serious. "Il get you to the B ring, then swing through the
Cassini divison and pick you up on the other sde of thering plane.”

Gaeta nodded. "Right.”
"Quit'sdl primed and ready to go," said one of the technicians.
"Any problems?' Gaeta asked.

"The pincer on your right arm is alittle iff. If we had a couple hours I'd break it down and rebuild it
for ya"

"You won't be needing the pincers” Fitz interjected.

"It works good enough,” the tech said. "Jugt isn't as smooth as it oughtta be.”
Gaeta thought, If it's good enough for Fritz itll be okay.

But Fritz said, "I'm going in for afind check."

Gaeta amiled and nodded. He had expected that. There were three standards of acceptability in this
world: average, above average, and Fritz. His chief technician's keen eye and finicky demands had saved
Gaetds life more than once.

Sure enough, Hally duded her trackers after less than hdf an hour in the tunnds She had ducked
through an access hatch, clambered down a ladder, and then scooted light-footedly dong the lower
tunnd until she came to the big vave on the water line. Hally knew that this pipeine was a backup and
not in use except when the man line was down for ingpection or repair. So she tapped out the
combination code on the hatch's dectronic lock and crawled into the dark pipe, dosng the haich after
her without making a sound.

She couldn't stand up ingde the pipe; couldn't even get up to a kneding posture. She dithered dong
on her belly dmog effortlesdy. The pipe was dry ingde, its plastic lining smooth and easy to dide dong.
Her only problem was edimating distance in the dark, so she used a penlight to show her where the
hatches appeared. Hally knew to the centimeter the distances between hatches. When she had crawled
half a kilometer, she stopped and broke open one of the sandwich packs she had brought with her.

As she munched on the sandwich in the faint glow from the pen-light, she fdt dmogt like a little mouse
down inits burrow. There are big cats out there, she knew. But I'm safe enough here. Unless somebody
decides to divert the main water routing through this backup pipdine. Then I'd be a drowned little mouse.



The two black-clad security officers stood uncertainly in the tunnd, gazing up and down dong the
pipes and conduits.

"She just disappeared on us" the man said to the third tracker, who wore a gray running suit. He was
tal, rangy, not agram of fat on him; he looked like an athlete who trained hard every day.

He held the chemicd sniffer in one hand, asmall gray oblong box—the same shade as his running suiit.
"She came this way, definitdy," he said.

"But where's she gone?' asked the woman.

"That's not your problem. I'll take over from here. Y ou can go back and report to the boss."

They were rductant to leave, not so much because they were zedous about thar jobs, as a decided
lack of enthusaam for the prospect of facing Kananga empty-handed.

"You sure you don't need hep?' the man asked.
The gray-clad tracker smiled and hefted the eectronic sniffer. "I've got dl the help | need, right here.”

Gaeta had been in the shuttlecraft before. Fritz inggted that the suntman familiarize himsdf with the
vehide that would carry him from the habitat to the rings. Manny had found the craft to be pretty much
like dozens of others he had seen: utilitarian, austere, built more for efficiency than comfort. The cockpit
hed two seats shoehorned in among dl the flight controls. Behind that was a closet-sized "amenities’ area
with a zero-g toilet built into the bulkhead right next to the food storage freezer and microwave oven. The
snk was there, too. Two mesh deeping bags were pinned againg the opposite bulkhead.

The cargo bay was pressurized, so while Timoshenko ran through his find checkout of the craft's
systems, Gaeta ducked through the hatch to look over his suit.

It stood looming in the bay, so tal that the top of the hemet barely cleared the bay's overhead. Gaeta
looked up into the empty faceplate of the hdmet. Some people saw the suit for the firg time and got the
shudders. Gaeta dwaysfdt asif he were medting his other haf. Alone, each of them were much less than
they were together: the suit an empty shdll, the man a helpless weskling. But together—Ahh, together
weve done great things, havent we? Gaeta reached up and patted the suit's upper am. Some of the
dents from the smulation test they'd done hadn't been smoothed out of the suit's armored chest, he
noticed. Shaking his head, he thought he should speak to Fritz about that. He shouldve treated you
better, Gaeta sad to the suit.

"Launch in five minutes”" Timoshenko's voice came through the open cockpit hatch. "Youll have to
strap down."

Gaeta nodded. With a find look at the suit, he turned and went back into the cockpit to start his
journey through the rings of Saturn.

Kris Cardenas tried to keep busy during the last hours before Gaeta's launch. Eberly had lifted the



ban on her nanolab, so she had gone to the laboratory, where she had red work to do. It was better than
gtting in the gpartment trying to keep hersdf from weeping like some helpless femade who was supposed
to stand by bravely while her man went out to do battle.

It annoyed her that Tavadera wasn't at his job, until she redized that he probably didn't know the lab
had been dlowed to reopen. She tried to phone him, but the comm system couldn't find him and his
persond handheld had been deactivated.

That's not like Raoul, she thought. He's always been rdiable.

She went through the motions of designing repair nanos for Urbain's Titan lander, then findly gave it
up dtogether and turned on the vid.

"Thereis the shuttlecraft,” Zeke Berkowitz's voice was poised on the edge that separated authoritative
self-assuredness from excited enthusiasm. "In precisdly fifteen seconds it will separate from the habitat
and begin the journey that will carry Manud Gaeta into the rings of Saturn.”

Cardenas saw aview from the exterior shdl of the habitat. She knew that Berkowitz's newscast was
being beamed to dl the media networks on Earth. She could hear the computer's voice counting down
the find seconds.

"Three ... two ... one ... launch."

The shuttlecraft detached from the habitat's huge, curved surface, looking like a squarish metdlic flea
hopping off the hide of an eephant. Agang the iridescent glowing disc of many-hued Saturn, the
shuttlecraft rose, turned dowly, and then began dwindling out of Sght.

"Manud Gaetaison hisway," Berkowitz was announcing ponderoudy, "to be the fird man to traverse
the mydterious and fascinating rings of Saturn.”

"Goodbye Manny," Cardenas whispered, certain that she would never see him again.



INTO THE RINGS

Even though she knew that the backup pipdine was perfectly safe, Hally began to get a little edgy
about gaying init. In her mind's eye she saw some maintenance engineer casudly switching the habitat's
man water flow from the primary pipeline to the backup. Just a routine operation, yet it would send a
flood of frothing water cascading down the pipe toward her, enguifing her, sweeping her dong in its
irresdtible flow, drowning her as she tumbled over and over in the roaring, inescapable flood.

Dimdumb! she snapped a hersdf. Y ou're scaring yoursdlf like somelittle kid afraid of monsters under
the bed. Yet, as she crawled dong the perfectly dry pipdine, she kept ligening for the teltde rush of
water, feding with her fingertips for the dightest vibration of the pipe. And the pipe wasn't perfectly dry,
a that: here and there amdl damp patches and even actud puddles told her that water had been flowing
not so long ago.

She had thought she'd stay in the pipdine until it made its big U-turn, up near the endcap. Well, maybe
not dl the way. 1t'd be good to get out and stretch, be able to stand up again. So she dithered further
aong the pipe, even though the lingering fear of drowning dill gnawed at her.

The tracker reached the hatch where Hally had entered the pipeline easily enough. The dectronic
giiffer in his hand followed the scent trail she had Ieft quite easlly. My fathful bloodhound, he thought,
with a crooked amile.

Now he had a decison to make. Should | go into the pipe and follow her, or stay outsde? He
decided to remain outside. He could make better time walking, or even jogging, than he could crawling
indde the dark pipe. She has to come out sooner or later, and when she does the siiffer will tdl me
which hatch she used.

But which direction did she go? She was heading away from the village, toward the endcap, he knew.
Il follow that vector. The chances that she'd double back toward the village are pretty scarce. Sll, he
phoned Kananga to report the Stuation and advise him to have a few people sanding by at the pipdine
hatches near the village.

"Il do better than that," Kananga said, grinning fiercely. "I'll order maintenance to run the main water
flow through the line. Thatll flush her out.”

Tavdera bicycled out to the endcap dong the path that meandered through the orchards and



famlands. He I&ft the bike at the end of the path, then followed the waking tral that led through the
woods at the endcap. It fdt strange: He could see he was dimbing a decent dope yet it fdt as if he were
going downhill; the gravity diminished noticesbly with every step he took.

At lagt he reached the little spot in the woods where he and Hally had once picnicked. | can't search
the whole habitat for you, Hally, he said slently, so youll have to come to me.

Tavdera sat down and began to wait for her to show up. It was the best course of action he could
think of.

Gaeta fdt the same pulse of excitement that dways hit im once he was sedled ingde the auit, with dl
the systems turned on and working. Not merdly excitement. What he fdt was power. In the suit he had
the strength of a demigod. The suit protected him againgt the worgt that the universe could throw at him.
He fdt virtudly invulnerable, invincible

Keep thinking like that, pa, and youll end up dead, he warned himsdf. Take a deep breath and get to
work. And remember that it's damned dangerous out there.

Sill, he fdlt like a superman.

"Approaching insertion point.” Timoshenkao's raspy voice came through the hdmet earphones.
Gaeta nodded. "I'm sedled up. Open the cargo bay haich.”

"Opening hatch.”

Gaeta had been through this many times. He dways fdt athrill when the hatch did open and he could
look out at the universe of endless black void and countless brilliant stars.

But this time was different. As the hatch opened the cargo bay was flooded with light, overpoweringly
brilliant light. Gaeta looked up at an endless fidd of gleaming, dezzling white, as far as his eyes could see,
nothing but glittering sparkling light. It was like looking out at a titanic glacier or a fidd of gligening snow
thet extended forever.

No, he redized. It's like looking out a a whole world made of diamonds. sparkling, glittering
diamonds. They're not just white, they gleam and glow like diamonds, hundreds of millions of hillions of
bright, beautiful gems spread out from one end of the universe to the other.

His breath caught in his throat. "Jesus Crigto,” he muttered.
"Whet was thet?" Timoshenko asked.

“I'm going out,” Gaeta said.

"Your trgjectory program is operative?"

Gaeta cdled up the trgectory program vocdly. It splashed its colored curves on the ingde of his
faceplate.

"Operative.”



"Reedy for insartion in eight seconds. Seven...”

Gaeta had to make a conscious effort to concentrate on the task ahead. His eyes kept wandering to
the endless fidd of dazzling gems dretching out before him.

They're just flakes of ice, he told himsdf. Nothing more than bits of dust with ice covering them.

Y eah, answered a voice in his mind. And diamonds are nothing more than carbon. And the Mona
Lisa is nathing more than same dabs of paint on a chunk of canvas.

"..one... zero. Launch," said Timoshenko.

The suit's master computer ignited the thrusters in the backpack and Gaeta fdt himsdf pushed gently
out of the cargo bay. Now he was looking down on the endless fidd of gleaming gems and beginning to
drift toward them.

How fucking beautiful, he thought. How incredibly fucking beautiful!

"Say something!" came Berkowitz's voice, relayed from the habitat. "We need some words from you
for posterity.”

Gaeta licked his lips. "This is the mogt incredibly beautiful Sght I've ever seen. It's ... it's ... beyond
description. Words just can't capture it.”

For some minutes Gaeta just drifted dong above the ring plane, dlowing the computer to guide him
automaticaly aong the preset trgectory. He knew the cameras in his hdmet were recording it dl, o
there wasn't much for him to do at this point in the trgectory. He Smply gaped, awed by the splendor
that surrounded him.

"It's like something out of a fary tde" he sad, hardly redizing he was spegking doud. "A fidd of
diamonds. A whole world of diamonds spread out below me. | fed like Sinbad the Sailor and Marco
Polo and Ali Baba, dl rolled into one."

"That's great,” Berkowitz's voice answered. "Great."
"Have any particles hit you?' Fritz asked.

"No, nothing that the sensors have picked up," Gaeta replied. "I'm dill too high above the ring." Good
old Fritz, he thought. Trying to bring me back to redlity.

Ancther gentle push of thrust at his back and Gaeta began to come closer to the ring. Within minutes
he would be going through it. That would be the dangerous part of the stunt, barging in there among all
those hits and chunks while they're whipping around the planet in their orbits.

He could see now that the ring wasn't a solid sheet. It was dearly made of separate, individud rings,
braiding together and unwinding even while he watched. He could see stars through the ring, and the
ponderous curve of Saturn with its colorful bands of clouds.

"Looks like a cydonic sorm down in the southern tropics,” he reported.
"Never mind that," Fritz said. "Pay attention to the rings.”
"Yes, mader.”

"What about the spokes?' Wunderly's voice, trembling with exhilaration. "I can see them in your



cameraview. One of them is gpproaching you."

Gaeta redized that there were darker regions in the ring, undulaing like a wave made by fans a a
sports arena.

"Yegh, heading my way," he said.

Looking closer, he saw that it was dmogt like a cloud of darker bits of dust rigng up from the ring
plane and sweeping dong the brighter suff of the ring's man body. And he was approaching it a a farly

rapid dip.
"I'm going to duck into it," he said.
Fitz warned, "Wait. Let us examineit firs."
"Itll pass me I'll missit.”
"Therewill be others"

Gaeta didn't want to wait for another spoke to swing by. He pulled his right arm out of the suit deeve
and tapped in a maneuver command for the navigation program.

"Here we go," he said as the it tilted and dove into the gpproaching cloud.

Fritz muttered something in German.

"It'sdudt,” Gaeta saw. "Sort of gray, like ther€'s no ice coating the particles.”

"Adjust your approach vector," Fritz snapped. "Don't go plunging headlong into the cloud.”

"Il just kim dong it," sad Gaeta, enjoying himsdf now. "Doesn't look thick enough to cause any
problems. | can see right through it."

Wundely sad, "Seeif you—" Her voice broke up into crackling gtetic.
"Say again," Gaeta cdled. "Y ou're bresking up."

No answer except hissng dectronic interference. Gaeta was barely touching the cloud as it swept
dong the ring. He caled for a sysems check and the displays on his faceplate showed everything in the
green, induding the radio.

Outsde interference, he said to himsdlf. Something in the dust cloud screws up radio communications,
The cloud raced past him, swinging aong thering far faster than Gaeta's leisurely pace.

"..off the scde” Wunderly was shouting excitedly. "That proves the spokes are driven by
electromagnetic interactions.”

"I can hear you agan," Gaeta said. "Whatever it was that blocked the radio is gone now."

"It's the spokes!” Wunderly said. "Welve jus proved that high-powered dectromagnetic fidds drive
them!”

"And interfere with radio links" Fritz added camly.

"It didn't mess up anything ese in the suit," Gaeta said.



"The auit is heavily shielded,” said Fritz.

"Yeah." Gaeta saw that he was approaching the ring particles pretty fast now. Like diving into a fied
of diamonds, he thought, chuckling.

"What is funny?' Fritz demanded.

" was thinking | shoulda brought a big bucket to haul back some of these diamonds™

"They are not diamonds. They are dust particles covered with ice”

"But the onesin the spokes don't seem to have ice on 'em.”

"Thet isamysery for Dr. Wunderly to ponder. For you, you should be adjusting your velocity vector

to make it as close to that of the ring particles as possble. Tha will minimize impacts and aorasion
problems™

It was dl in the automated nav program, Gaeta knew, but he checked his approach veocity agangt
thering particles and saw that he could notch down his approach a hair. Thatll give me more time in the
ring itsdf, he thought. Good.

Then he saw a bigger chunk of ice tumbling dowly through the ring, dlittering brilliantly.
"Hey, see that one? It's big as a house™

"Stay away fromit," Fritz commanded.

"Can you get close enough to measure its Sze precisdy?' Wunderly asked.

Gaeta laughed again. "Right. Stay away and get close. No swest, folks™



CAPTURED

Crawling dong the pipe on dl fours, Holly's right hand splashed into a shdlow little puddle at precisaly
the same indant that her left hand fdt a dight vibration aong the pipe's curved interior surface,

She froze for an indant, ligening for the rush of water, then decided, By the time | hear it, itll be too
late to do anything about it.

She had passed a hatch about five minutes earlier. That meant the next hatch would be roughly five
minutes ahead. Which way is the water coming? she asked hersdf. Doesn't matter, came the answer.
Y ou've got to get your butt out of here. Now!

She scurried forward, feding like a mouse in its burrow, scampering as fast as her hands and knees
would carry her. She heard a rumble from somewhere behind her, thought it might be her imagination
overreacting, then fdt the unmigtakable shudder of water rushing dong the pipe. By the time she reached
the hatch she could hear the flood roaring down toward her. With trembling fingers she opened the hatch,
crawled out of the pipe, and dammed the hatch shut again. Water thundered past, some of it splashing
through the hatch before she could sedl it properly.

That was close!

Holly's legs wouldn't hold her up. She did to the metd flooring of the tunnd and sat in the puddle
benegth the hatch.

They knew | wasin the pipe! she redized. They knew and they tried to drown me.

The tracker was loping dong the tunnd, running eeslly dongside the pipdine. He could hear the water
gushing through it but, careful man that he was, he jogged down the tunnd on the chance that his prey
hed gotten out in time. Take no chances, don't give the prey a chance to get away.

He was an Ethiopian who had dreamed of winning Olympic gold medds for long-distance running
until the Olympic Games were inddfinitdly postponed. He had supported himsdf, his parents, and his
younger shlings on a policeman’'s meager salary. Even that failed, however, when ardative of a palitician
from the capital was handed his position and sdary. Faced with starvation, he accepted a postion on the
outbound Saturn habitat, on the condition that his sdary be sent each month to his parents. Once aboard
the habitat, he was befriended by Colonel Kananga and given a soft post with the Security Department.

This job of tracking was his firg important duty for the colond, after so many months of routine
Security patrols in a habitat where there were no red criminas, only spoiled, independent-minded sons
and daughters of the wedthy who acted like children that didn't have to grow up.



He had no intention of failing this assgnment. He wanted to please Colond Kananga.

“I'm getting pinged,” Gaeta said.

He was dill a consderable distance above the ring, but particles of dust were dready impinging on his
auit, according to the sensors on its outer shell. No problem, Gaeta told himsdf. Not yet. It1l get worse in
acoupla minutes.

It was hard to estimate distances. He was looking down at a dazzing fidd of white, glaing light, like
floating down in a baloon to the top of an enormous glacier. Yet the ring wasn't solid; it was composed
of millions upon millions of particles, like dl the shiny bright marbles in the universe had gathered
themsdlves together here. The house-sized chunk of ice had passed by, tumbling end over end, vishly
banging into the smaller particles that swarmed around it.

Fritz's voice, cdm and assured, said, Tour velocity vector is good. The impacts should be a minima
energy.”

"Yeeh," Gaeta agreed, drifting closer to the vast sea of dlittering particles. "I don't fed anything yet."

"We're getting 9ze estimates for the particles” sad Wunderly. "There doesn't seem to be anything
above afew millimeters now." She sounded disappointed.

"You want me to look for bigger suff?'

"You jug gtick to the planned trgjectory,” Fritz said diffly. "No adventures, please."”
Gaeta laughed. No adventures. What the hell do you call this?

Wunderly came back on. "The new moon has settled into its permanent orbit.”
"Can't seeit from here”

"No, it's on the other Sde of Saturn. I'm getting video from the minisat in polar orbit.”

The particles were noticesbly thicker now. Gaeta fdt as if he were dowly dnking into a blizzard:
whirling snowflakes gligening dl around him, swirling, dancing on an invisble wind. They seemed to be
moving away from him dightly, making room for himin their midst.

"l know thisis crazy," he said, "but these flakes are moving away from me, looks like"

He could sense Fritz sheking his head. "It's merdly your perspective. They're moving around Saturn in
their own orhits, just asyou are.”

"Maybe, but | could swear they're kegping ther distance from me."
"Can you grab any of them?' Wunderly asked.

Gaeta worked his keyboard, then wriggled his arms back into the suit's deeves. "I've opened the
collection box, but | don't think any of ‘em are getting caught init."

He heard Fitz chuckle dryly. "Do you think they're avoiding you? Perhaps they don't like your smdl.”



" don't know what to think, pal. It's asif—" Gaeta stopped as a red warning light suddenly flared on
the inner surface of his faceplate. A shock of darm raced through his nerves.

"Got ared light," he said.
"Sensors down,” Fitz said, his voice abruptly brittle, tense. "No immediate problem.”

Scanning his hdmet displays swiftly, Gaeta saw that four of the sensors on the suit's skin had gone
blank. Two on the backpack and two more on his left leg. He knew it was impossible to see his legs
from indde the suit but he tried anyway. All he could see through the faceplate was the tips of his boots.
They seemed to be rimed with ice.

He raised both arms and saw that they too were covered with a thin layer of ice. As he watched, he
saw the ice moving dong each arm.

"Hey! I'midng up. They're covering mewith ice”
"That shouldn't happen,” Wunderly said, sounding dmost annoyed.
" don't give a shit what should happen. These little cabréns are covering me up!”

More red lights flashed on his faceplate. One by one the sensors on the skin of the suit were going
down. Covered with ice.

"Can you 4ill move your ams and legs?' Fritz asked.

Gaeta tried. "Yeah. The joints are running a little iff but they gill—uh-oh.” Severd particles of ice
attached themsdlves to his faceplate,

"What's the matter?"

"They're on my faceplate,” Gaeta said. He stared at the particles, more fascinated than frightened. The
little fregados are crawling across my faceplate, he redized.

"They're moving,” he reported. "They're wakin' across my faceplate!
"They can't wak," Wunderly said.

"Tdl it to them!" Gaeta answered. "They're covering up my faceplate. The whole suit! They're
wrapping me up inicel™

"That'simpossble”
"Yeah, sure”

Whatever they were, the tiny particles were crawling over his faceplate. He could see it. More of
them were coming in, too, covering more and more of the visor. Within minutes Gaeta could see nothing
of the outside. His quit was completely encased inice.



PRISONERS

Wunderly was in her own cubbyhole office, a pair of video monitors on her desk, trying to watch
Gaeta on one display screen and the new moon that had joined the main ring on the screen besideit.

All she was getting from Gaeta was data from his suit's interior sensors and his own excited report that
the ice particles were encaang the auit. They can't move, she told hersdf. They're not dive, not matile,
They'rejudt flakes of dust covered with ice.

But what's making them cover Manny's suit? Electromagnetic attraction? Temperature differentid?

She was running through possibilities that grew more and more fandful while she absently switched to
the spectrographic sensor from the minisaidlite that was watching the newly arrived moonlet on the other
gde of the ring. Wunderly frowned & the display. It didn't look right. She called up the spectrograph's
ealier data. The moonlet was definitdy icy, but laced with dark carbonaceous soot. Yet the red-time
spectrogram showed much less carbon: it was practicdly dl ice. Where did the carbon get to?

Intrigued, she switched back to the minisat's visud display. And sank back in her little chair, gasping.

The moonlet was in the center of what looked like a maglstrom. A whirlpool of ice flakes was swirling
around the moonlet, like a huge family enguifing a newly arrived member.

"My God dmighty, they're divel" Wunderly shouted, legping out of her chair. "They're divel"

Gaeta had learned long ago that panic was the worst enemy. Even with his faceplate covered so
thickly that he could see nothing outside, he kept cam as he checked the suit's systems. Life support
okay, power okay, communicationsin the green, propulsion ready. No need to push the red button yet.

"Try rubbing the ice off your faceplate,”" came Fritz's voice, dso cdm, methodical.
Fritzll keep on recommending different fixes until 1 go down in flames, Gaeta knew.

"I've done that," he said, rasing his left am to wipe at the faceplate again. The am fdt suffer than it
hed just a few moments earlier. "They just come back again.”

As he spoke, Gaeta rubbed the pincers of hisleft arm across the faceplate. They scraped some of the
ice off enough o that he could see more particles rushing toward him. Within seconds the faceplate was
covered up again.

"No joy," he sad. "They just swarm in and cover everything. It's like they're dive. | can see them
crawling across my faceplate."



"They are dive" Wunderly broke in, her voice gill with exhilaration. "Get some in the sample box!"
Gaeta huffed. "Maybe they're gonna get mein their sample box."

He wondered how much thickness of ice it would take to block his antennas and cut off
communications. I'm getting freeze-wrapped like a Chrigmeas turkey and she's worried about getting
samples to sudy. He checked the temperature insde the suit. The disolay was normd, dthough Gaeta
thought it fdt chillier than normd. Just my imaginaion, he told himsdlf. Y eah. Sure.

He cdled to Fritz, "'l think maybe | oughtta light off the jets and get outta here.”

"Not yet!" Wunderly pleaded. "Try to collect some sampled”

FritZs voice, icy cam, said, "Y our suit functions aren't being impaired.”

"Not yet," Gaeta agreed. "But what chingado good am | gtting out here, blind as a bat and covered
with ice?'

Wunderly asked, "Can you at least wait urtil the minisat swings over to your side of the planet, so |
can get spectrographic readings on the ice that's covering you?'

"How long will that take?" Fritz asked.

A pause. Then Wunderly answered, her voice much lower, "Eleven hours and twenty-seven minutes.”

"The auit is designed for a forty-eight-hour excurson,” said Fritz.

"But if the ice covering continues to build up, his communications and propulsion functions might be
dissbled.”

Before Wunderly could reply, Gaeta said, "I'm okay for now, Fritz. Let's see what happens.”

Berkowitz spoke up. "Thisis terific Suff, people, but dl your suit cameras are covered up. Were
getting nothing but audio from you, Manny. If we can get outside video from the minisat, well be golden.”

Gaeta nodded ingde his hdmet, thinking sardonicaly, And if | get killed, the ratingsll be even better.

Feding shaky after her near drowning, and even shakier knowing that somehow Kanangas people
were tracking her, Holly walked as fast as she could to the end of the tunnd, climbed the metd ladder
that led up to the surface, and pushed open a hatch disguised to look like asmdl boulder. She was at the
endcap; she paused for a moment and took a deep breeth of ar. It seemed fresh and sweet. The entire
habitat spread before her eyes, green and wide and open.

She pulled hersdf up from the hatch, swvung the plagtic boulder shut again, and started across the
oringy green grass toward the grove of young dms and maples sporouting farther up toward the
centerline,

Somebody was aready there, she saw as she approached the woods. Lying stretched out on the
maossy ground in among the trees.

Hally froze, feding like a deer that's spotted a mountain lion. But the man—she thought it looked like



aman—seemed to be adeep, or unconscious or even dead. He wasn't wearing the black outfit of the
Security Department, either; just tan coverdls.

Cautioudy, Hally approached near enough to make out his face. It's Raoul! she redized. What's he
doing out here? A thought stopped her in her tracks. Is he working for Kananga? Is he part of some
search group, looking for me?

Then she redlized she was standing out in the open, perfectly vishle to anyone within a kilometer or
more. Raoul wouldn't go over to Kananga, she decided. He's afriend.

She went to him, feding alittle safer once she was within the shadows of the trees.
Tavdera dtirred as she approached him, blinked, then sat up so abruptly it startled Hally.
He blinked again, rubbed his eyes. "Hally? Isit you, or an | dreaming?'

She amiled warmly. "It's me, Raoul. What are you doing dl the way out here?"

"Lookin' for you," he said, getting to his feet. "Guess | dozed off. Some searcher, huh?' He grinned
sheepidhly.

"You're just going to get yoursHf in trouble, Raoul. Kananga's people are falowing me. I've been
trying to stay ajump ahead of them.”

Tavderatook in a deep breath. "I know. | came to help you."

Hdlly thought that if Raoul knew enough about her to wait for her here a the endcap, Kanangas
people must have figured out her habits, too.

"Weve got to find someplace to hide" she said. "Someplace where well be safe”
"It'stoo late for that," said anew voice,

They turned and saw atdl, lanky young man whose skin was the color of smooth dark chocolate. In
his hand was the smdll eectronic sniffer.

"Colond Kananga wants to see you, Miss Lane," he said, his voice soft, nonthrestening.

" don't want to see Colond Kananga," said Holly.

"That's unfortunate. I'm afraid | must ingst that you come with me”

Tavdera stepped in front of Holly. "Run, Hally," he said. "I'll hold him off while you get away."

The black man smiled. Pointing out beyond the trees to atrio of black-clad people approaching them,
he said, "There's no need for violence. And there's no place to run to."



RING CREATURES

Wunderly could barely contain her excitement. She was bouncing up and down in her little chair as
she watched the ring particles swarming over the new moonlet.

It's food for them! she told hersdf as she switched from visud to infrared and then to the
spectrographic disolay. She wished there had been room in the minist for ultraviolet and gamma ray
sensors. What we need is an active laser probe, she thought, then immediatdy countered, But that might
kill the particles. Particles? No, they're living creatures. |Ice creatures, surviving at temperatures of minus
two hundred Cedus and lower. Extremophiles thet thrive in a low-temperature environmen.

The mystery of Saturn's rings is solved, she thought. The rings aren't just passive collections of ice
flakes. They're made of active, living creatures! They grab anything that fals into their region and take it
apart. Aderoids, little ice chunks, it's dl food for them. That's how Saturn can maintain its ring system.
Itsdive

Let's see, she thought. Saturn has forty-two moons that we know of. Every so often an asteroid or an
ice chunk from the Kuiper Bt wanders into the ring system and these creatures chew it up. Therings are
condantly losng particles, having them sucked down into Saturn's clouds. But the rings keep renewing
themselves by devouring the incoming moonlets that stray into their grip.

Suddenly she looked up from the displays. Manny! Theyll try to chew up Manny's suit. They could
kill him!

Sheydled into her comm link, "Manny! Get out of there! Now! Before they chew through your suit!”

Fritz's voice replied coldly, "I don't know if he can hear us. | haven't had any word from him for nearly
haf an hour. The ice mugt have built up too thickly over his antennas.”

Hadly watched the three black-clad figures gpproaching, dimbing the grassy rise toward the copse
where she and Tavdera stood with the Ethiopian tracker. He had his comm unit to his ear, nodding
unconscioudy as he ligened to his orders.

At last he said, "Colond Kanangais on hisway. He wants to meet you by the centrd airlock, here at
the endcap.”

Tavdera suddenly lunged at the tracker, shouting wildly, "Run, Holly!" as he tackled the Ethiopian.

The two men went down in a tangle of arms and legs. Hally hesitated an ingtant, long enough to see
that Raoul was no fighter. The Ethiopian quickly recovered from his surprise and threw Tavadera off his



back, then scrambled to hisfeet. Before he could do anything, Hally launched hersdf in a flying kick that
caught the tracker in the ribs and knocked him down again. Tavaera got up and grabbed for her hand.

The balt of a laser beam knocked him down again. Tavdera grabbed his leg with both hands as he
rolled on the ground in pain. "Shit! The same friggin' leg!”

Hadly froze into immohbility. Raoul's leg wasn't bleeding much, but a pinprick of a black hole
smoldered hafway up histhigh.

The Ethiopian got dowly to his feet as the three other security officers ran across the grassy rise
toward them.

"How'd they get weapons into the habitat?" Hally asked, snking to her knees beside the writhing,
cursing Tavdera.

"Cutting tools" Tavaera grunted, grimacing. "They must've adapted laser tools into Sdearms.”

The leader of the three newcomers looked over the Stuation. "Good work," he said to the Ethiopian.
Geguring to his two underlings, he said, "Haul this one to his feet and drag him dong.”

They grabbed Tavdera, not gently at all.
"Come dong,” the leader said to Hally. "Colond Kananga wants to see you at the central airlock.”

The only thing that truly worried Gaeta was being cut off from communicating with Fritz. The suit was
holding up dl right, dthough the interior temperature had definitdly dropped nearly three degrees.

Gaeta was thinking of his possible dternatives as he drifted, wrapped in ice, mummified cryogenicaly.
Wunderly thinksthe ice partides are dive. Maybe she's right. They sure looked like they were crawling
across my faceplate. So maybe they're trying to eat me, eat the suit. Can they eat cermet or
organometalics? Jezoo, | hope not!

Wait for another eeven hours, so they can get video of me? | could be dead by then.
But if 1 bug out now, there won't be any video to show the nets.

Funny, he thought, how the mind works. Right here in the middle of this mierda what does my brain
come up with? He who fights and runs away lives to fight another day. These rings have existed for
thousands of years, millions more likdy. They're not going away. | can come back. With better
preparation, better equipment. And better video coverage.

That decided him. Gaeta pulled his right arm out of its deeve and set up the thruster program. I'll be
flying blind, he redized. He had logt dl sense of where he wasin rdation to the habitat or to Timaoshenko,
waiting for himin the shuttlecraft. The suit's navigation program was useless now. Better take it dow and
easy. Fird priority isto get your butt out of this blizzard. But don't go blasting off to Alpha Centauiri.

He touched the keypad that fired the thruster jets. Nothing happened.



Eberly had taken over Professor Wilmot's old office, now that he was dfficidly the habitat's chief
adminigrator. Hisfirg offida act was to send Wilmoat's suffy old fumniture to storage and replace it with
deek modernigtic chrome and plastic bleached and stained to look like teak.

He had hardly sat a his gleaming desk when Morgenthau pushed open the door to his office and
stepped in, unannounced. Dressed in a flamboyant rainbow-hued caftan, she looked around the offices
bare wdlswith a smug, salf-satisfied amile that was close to being a amirk.

"Youll need some pictures on these walls" she said. "I'll see that you get some holowindows that can
be programmed—"

"l can decorate my own office Eberly snapped.

Her expression didn't change at dl. "Don't be touchy. Now that you have the power you should
surround yoursdf with the proper trappings of power. Symbols are important. Just ask Vyborg—he
knows dl about the importance of symboliam.”

"l have alot of work to do," Eberly said.

"You have to meet with Kananga."

Eberly shook his head. "It's not on my agenda.”

"He's walting for you at the central airlock, out at the endcap.”

"I'm not going—"

"He has Hally in custody. He wants you there for her trid. And execution.”



DRUMHEAD

Blinded by the ice coating his suit, his communications antennas blocked, the temperature insde the
auit dropping, Gaeta mulled over his options. The thrusters wont fire, he redized, and | don't know why.
The diagnodgtic display splashed on the insde of his faceplate showed the propulson sysem was in the
green.

"Engineer'shdl,” he muttered to himsdf. "Everything checks but nothing works.”

The suit's diagnogtics were bare-bones. Fitz had a better idea of what was going on than he did,
Gaeta knew. He's got the detalls. He's even got the positioning data that feeds my nav program; dl I've
got isacomm link that doesn't work.

Gaeta had one lagt trick in his repertoire. If this doesn't work Il be a frozen dinner for these
chingado ice bugs, he told himsdf. He popped the slit's emergency antenna. The Spring-loaded
Buckybd| wire cracked through the ice shel and whizzed out the full length of its hundred meters. Gaeta
fdt the vibration indde the suit, like the faint buzz of an eectric razor.

"Hitzl Can you hear me?' he caled.
"Manny!" Fritz's voice replied immediatdy. "What's your situation? The diagnogtics here are ablur.”

"Qlit antennas iced over," Gaeta replied, dipping automaticdly into the clipped, time-saving argot of
pilots and ground controllers. "Thrusters won' fire"

"Life support?'
"Okay for now. Thrusters, man. | gotta get outta here.”
"Have you tried the backup?'

"Of course I've tried the backup! It's like everything's frozen solid." Wunderly's voice interrupted,
"Crank up your suit's heaters.

"The heaters?'

"Run them up as hot as you can dtand it she said. "The ice bugs probably dont like high
temperatures.”

"Probably doesn't sound like much hdp," Gaeta said.
"Try it," Fritz commanded.

Gaeta knew the auit's eectricd power came from a nuclear thermionic generator: plenty of eectricity
available for the heaters.



Reductantly he said, "Okay. Going into sauna mode."

Hally was more worried about Tavaeras leg than her own prospects. Two of the black-clad security
people were dragging Raoul up the dope toward the centrd airlock. He looked to be in shock, his face
white, his teeth gritted. It was foolish of him to try to help me, Hally thought. Foolish and very brave.

With the Ethiopian in the lead, they dimbed the gentle rise, feding the odd decrease in gravity as they
got closer to the habitat's centerline. Holly wondered if she could use the confusng loss of gravity as a
weapon, but there were four of Kananga's people and only hersdf and the wounded Tavaera to counter
them. She couldn't leave Raoul in their clutches, no matter what lay ahead.

"Why are you teking us here?' Holly demanded.
"Jud falowing orders," said the burly leader of the security team.
"Orders? Whose orders?’

"Colond Kanangas. He wants to meet you at the centra airlock."

Eberly groused and grumbled, but he redlized he had no choice but to accompany Morgenthau to this
mesting with Kananga. What dse can | do? he asked himsdf. I'm nothing more than a figurehead. She
holds the red power: she and Kananga and that viper Vyborg. If it hadn't been for him and his stupid
ambition, none of this would have happened. I've won power for them, not mysdf.

He meekly followed Morgenthau to the bike racks outsde the adminidration building and mounted
one of the dectrically powered bicycles. From the rear, Morgenthau looked like a hippopotamus riding
the bike. He noted that she hardly pedaled at dl, even on the fla; instead she let the quiet little eectricd
motor propel her dong. | hope she runs out of battery power by the time we have to start dimbing,
Eberly thought vicioudy.

But she madeit dl the way to the endcap and the haich that led to the centra arlock, Eberly dutifully
falowing behind her. They left the bikes in the racks at the hatch and entered the cold, dimly lit sted
tunnd thet led to the airlock.

As the haich swung shut behind them, Eberly looked over his shoulder, like a prisoner taking his last
glimpse of the outside world before the gates close on his freedom. He saw a smdl group of people
trudging up the dope toward the hatch. Three of them were in the black tunics of the security forces. The
tdl dim figure in their midst looked like Holly. He didn't recognize the even tdler man in a gray outfit
waking up ahead of the others. Two of the security people were dragging a man who was dealy
injured.

Then the hatch closed, and Eberly fdt the chill of the cold sted tunndl seep into his bones.
"Come dong,” said Morgenthau. "Kananga's waiting for us a the airlock. Vyborg is there, too."
Wondering what else he could do, Eberly followed her like a desperately unhappy little boy being



dragged to school.

Gaeta blinked swesat from his eyes. He had reded in the emergency antenna and fired it out again,
twice. Each time it had given him about five minutes of clear communications before the ice crestures
coated it so thickly that the radio link began to break up.

His faceplate displays were splashed with ydlow as he diverted dectricad power from the suit's
sensors and even the servomotors that moved its arms and legs to pour as much energy as possible into
the heaters. The arms were getting too Hiff to move even with the servomotors grinding away. Christ
knows how thick the iceis packing up on them.

Trouble is, he knew, the auit's skin isthermdly insulated too damned well. The suit's built to keep heat
in, not to let it lesk outside.

That gave m an idea. It was wild, but it was an idea. How long can | breathe vacuum? he asked
himsdf. It was an old daredevil game that astronauts and stuntmen and other crazies played now and
then: vacuum bresthing. Y ou open your suit to vacuum and hold your breath. The trick is to sedl up the
Uit again before you pass out, or before your eyes blow out from the loss of pressure. A lot of people
cdamed the record;, mogt of 'em were dead. Pancho Lane had a reputation for being good a it, he
remembered, back in the days when she was an ass-kicking astronauit.

Thered question, Gaeta redized, is How much air does the suit hold? And how fast will it leak out if
| pop one of the andl hatches, like the onein my deeve?

He wished he could check it out with Fritz, but even the emergency antenna was out now; the last
time he'd used it, it got too thickly coated with ice to red it back in.

Y ou're on your own, muchacho. Make your own caculations and take your own chances. There's
nobody left to hep you.

Kananga looked cdm and pleased, standing tal and amiling in front of the inner hatch of the airlock. It
was an oversized hatch, wide and high enough to take bulky crates of machinery or other cargo, as wel
asindividuds in spacesuits.

Vyborg was fidgeting nervoudy, obvioudy anxious to get this over with, Eberly thought.

On the other dde of the sted-wadled chamber stood Hoally, trying to look defiant but clearly
frightened. A young man who identified himsdf as Raoul Tavderalay at her feet, grimading in pain and
anger. Eberly remembered him as the astronaut who had been rescued during the refuding at Jupiter. The

Ethiopian tracker and the three security team people were further down the tunne, blocking any attempt
to run away.

“I'm pleased,” said Kananga, "that our newly inddled chief adminigtrator could take the time away
from his many duties to join us here & thistrid."

"Trid?" Eberly snapped.



"Why, yes. I'd like you to serve as the chief judge”
Eberly glanced uneesily a Holly, then quickly looked away.
"Who ison trid? What's the charge?"

Extending a long pointing finger, Kananga said, "Hally Lane stands accused of the murder of Diego
Romero."

"That's bullshit!" Tavadera shouted.

Kananga stepped toward the wounded young men and kicked him in his ribs. The breath rushed out
of Tavaderaslungswith a painful grunt. Holly's hands baled into figts, but Kananga turned and struck her
with a vidous backhand dap that split her lip open. She staggered back afew steps.

"This court will not tolerate any outburss,” Kananga said severdly to the gasping, windng Tavaera
"Since you have aided and abetted the accused, you stand accused dong with her.”

"If I'm the judge here," Eberly said, "then I'll determine who can speak and who cant.”
Kananga made a mock bow. "Of course."

"| assume you are the prosecutor,” Eberly sad to the Rwandan.

Kananga dipped his chin once.

"And who is the defense attorney?"

"The accused will defend hersdf,” Morgenthau answered.

"And the jury?'

Vyborg said, "Morgenthau and | will serve as the jury.”

Eberly thought bleakly, A drumhead military trid. They're making me part of it. Il never be able to
deny thet | took part in Holly's execution, they've seen to that. The best | can do is see to it that this
drumheed trid follows some kind of legd order. Theresult is as clear as the fear in Holly's eyes.

He sghed deeply, wishing he could be somewhere else. Anywhere else, he thought, except my old
prison cdl back in Vienna

"Very wdl," he said at lagt, avoiding Hally's eyes. "Thistrid is cdled to order."



EXECUTION

Usang the auit's internd computer, Gaeta made some rough cdculations. The temperature indde the
auit was dill anking even though he had the heaters up full blast. Make up your mind while you've dill got
some heat indde the sit. Otherwise you're dead.

He made his decison. Gaeta pulled both arms out of the it deeves. Getting his legs out of the suit's
legs was more difficult. Shoulda taken those yoga lessons they were offering last year, he told himsdf as
he strained to pull out one leg and fold it beneath his buttocks. The other leg was even more difficult;
Gaeta yelped with pain as something in the back of his thigh popped. Curang in fluent Spanglish, he
findly managed to pull the other leg up into the suit's torso. Panting from the exertion, feding his thigh
musdle throbbing panfully, he sat indde the suit's torso in a ludicrous parody of a lotus position.

"Okay," he said to himsdf. "Now we see how long you can breathe vacuum.”

"l didn't kill Don Diego," Hally inssted, dabbing at the blood from her salit lip. With her other hand
she pointed at Kananga. "He did. He admitted it to me."

"Do you have any witnesses to that?' Eberly asked, ddling for time. He didn't know why. He knew
there was no hope. Kananga was going to "convict" Hally of the murder and execute her, with Tavaera
adongsde her. Airlock justice.

Hally shook her head dumbly.

Kananga said, "She's lying, of course. She was the lagt one to see Romero. She daims she discovered
the body. | say she murdered the old man."

"But why would | do that?' Hally burst. "He was my friend. | wouldn't hurt him."

"Perhaps he made sexud advances a you," Eberly suggested, dutching at straws. "Perhaps the killing
was self-defense. Or even accidenta.”

Morgenthau, sanding to one sde beside Vyborg, muttered, "Nonsense.”
"You'rethejury," Eberly said. "You shouldn't make any comments.”
"She's guilty,” Vyborg snapped. "We don't need any further evidence."



Let the heat out of the suit and maybe itll drive ‘'em away, Gaeta told himsf. If it doesn't, I'm dead.
So what've | got to lose?

He nodded insde the ice-covered hdmet. So do it. What're you waiting for?

He refigured the control board ingde the suit's chest to pop the access pands in both the suit's ams
and both legs. The four keypads glowed before his eyes. The four fingers of hisright hand hovered above
them.

Do it! he commanded himsdf.

Squeezing his eyes shut and blowing hard to make his lungs as empty as possible, Gagta jammed his
fingers down onto the keypad.

And counted: One thousand one, one thousand two, one thousand three...

In his mind's eye he saw what was hgppening. The suit's heated ar was rushing out of the open access
pands. The ice creatures should fed a sudden wave of heat. Maybe it would kill them. Certainly it should
meake them uncomfortable.

...one thousand eight, one thousand nine...

Gaetds ears popped. He couldn't hold his breath much longer, but he didn't dare open his eyes yet.
He remembered tdes of guys who'd been blown apart by sudden decompresson. The whole suit's
ingdesl| be dripping with my blood and guts, he thought.

...one thousand twelve, one thousand...

He banged the keyboard and fdt the access panels dam shut. Opening his eyes a dit, he hit the ar
control and heard the hiss of ar from the emergency tank refilling the suiit.

But his faceplate was ill completely iced over. In find desperation he banged on the thruster firing
key agan.

It was like lighting a firecracker under his butt. The thrust of the jets caught him completdly unaware.
He yowled in amix of surprise, delight, and pain as the suit jetted off. He was flying blind, but at leest he
was flying.

Morgenthau and Vyborg didn't even have to look a each to agree on ther verdict.
"Guilty,” said Morgenthau.

"Guilty as charged,”" said Vybrog. "And her accomplice, too."

"Accomplice?' Tavaera blurted.

Kananga kicked him again.

"The jury has found you guilty,” Eberly said to Hally. "Is there anything you wish to say?'
"Menty,” Hally spat. "But nothing you'd want to hear.”



Morgenthau stepped in front of Holly. Pulling a palmcomp from her gaudy caftan, she said, "There is
something | would like to hear. | want you to confess that you and your friend here were working with
Dr. Cardenas to develop killer nanobugs.”

“That's not truet” Hally said.

"l didn't say it had to be true," Morgenthau replied, with ady smile on her lips. "I merdy want to hear
you say it."

"l won't."
"Nather will 1" Tavderasad.

Kananga looked down at the wounded, besaten engineer, then turned to face Holly. Smiling wolfighly,
he said, "l think | can convince her."

He punched Hally in her midsection, doubling her over. "That's for the kick in the face you gave me"
he sad, fingering hisjaw. "Theres alot more to come.”

Fritz had been gtting tensdy a the main control console for hours, not speaking, not moving. The
other technicians tiptoed around him. With ther communications link to Gaeta inoperative, there was
nothing they could do except wait. The missornHtime clock on Fritz's console showed Gaeta dill had
more then thirty hours of ar remaining, but they had no idea of what shape he wasin.

Nadia Wunderly came into the workshop and immediately sensed the funerd-like tension.
"How ishe?' she whispered to the nearest technician.

The man shrugged.

She went to Fritz's Sde. "Have you heard anything from him?'

Fritz looked up at her, bleary-eyed. "Not for two hours.”

"Are those ice flakes actudly dive?' Fritz asked.

"l think s0," she said, with the accent on the I. "WEell have to get some samples and do more studies
before it's confirmed, though."

"They're actudly edting the new moonlet?'

Wunderly nodded somberly. "They're swarming dl over it. I've got the indruments making
measurements, but itll be some time before well be able to measure a decrease in the moonlet's
diameter.”

"l see. You've made a great discovery, then.”
"l wish | had known about it before Manny went out—"
"Hey Fritzl" the radio speaker crackled. "Can you hear me?'



"Manny!" Fritz jerked to hisfeet. "Manny, you're divel”
"Yeeh, but | don't know for how long."



RETURN

Alonein the cockpit of the shuttlecraft, Timoshenko had listened to the chatter between Gaeta and his
technicians, then grown morose as Gaeta fdl dlent. So the scientists have made a great discovery, he
thought. They will win prizes and drink champagne while Gaeta is forgotten.

That's the way of the world, he thought. The big shots congratul ate one another while the little guys die
aone They'l do some video specids on Gaeta, | suppose: the daring suntman who died in the rings of
Saturn. But in afew weeks héll be totdly forgotten.

Timashenko had programmed the shuttlecraft to ease through the Cassini divison between the A and
B rings and take up aloitering orhit at the gpproximate postion where Gaeta was programmed to come
out below the ring plane. He knew that the suntman wasn't going to come out a that precise spot, not
with what had happened to him. Probably Gaeta would not come out a dl, but ill Timoshenko
remained where he had promised he would be.

"Hey Fritz! Can you hear me?'
Fritz blurted, "Manny! You're divel"

The sound of Gaeta's voice dectrified Timoshenko. He stared out the cockpit's port a the gleaming
expanse of Saturn's rings, so bright it made him blink his eyes tearfully. Then his good sense got into gear
and he checked hisradar scans. There was an object about the Sze of aman hurtling out of the rings like
arifle shot.

"Gagtal" Timaoshenko shouted into his microphone. "I'm coming after you!"

It took Gaeta a few seconds to recover from the shock of the thruster's sudden ignition. He had no
control over it; he banged at the keyboard in desperate frudtration, but the rocket smply blasted away
untl it ran out of fud and abruptly died. Only then did Gaeta try hiscomm link. He got Fritz's voice in his
earphones, the chief tech sounded stunned with surprise and dation, something that was o rare it made
Gaeta laugh. The old cabrén was worried about me!

"What is your condition?' Fritz asked, getting back to his normd professond cool. "The diagnogtics
we're getting are il rather muddled.”

Waiching ice particlesfly off his faceplate, Gaeta said, "I'm okay, except | don't know where the hell
I'm going. What's my podtion and vector?"

"We're working on that. Y our thruster has burned out, gpparently.”



"Right. I've got no way to dow mysdf down or change course.”
"Not to worry," came Timoshenko's voice. "l have you on radar. I'm on a rendezvous trgjectory.”

"Gregt," sad Gaeta. The faceplate was dmogt entirdy clear now. He watched one little ice flake
scurry around like an ant on amphetamines and findly disappear.

"S0 long, amigito," Gaeta said to the particle. "No hard fedings | hope you get back home okay,
litle guy.”

Pain! Haly had never known such white-hot pain. Never even dreamed it could exis. Kananga
punched her again in the kidneys and fresh pain exploded insde her, searing, devastating agony that
overwhdmed dl her senses.

"A dmple statement,” Morgenthau was saying, bending over her. "Jugt a angle sentence. Tdl us tha
you were heping Cardenas to develop killer nanobugs™ She jabbed the pdmcomp under Holly's nose.

Hally could bardly breathe. Through lips that were puffed and bleeding she managed to grunt, "No."
Kananga put a knee into the amdl of her back and twisted her left arm mercilesdy. Hally screamed.

"It only gets worse," Kananga hissed into her ear. "It keeps on getting worse until you do what we
want you to."

Hadly heard Eberly's voice, miserable, pleading, "Y ou're going to kill her. For God's sake, leave her
done”

"You cdl on God?" Morgenthau said. "Blasphemer.”
"Youll kill her!"

"She's going to die anyway," Kananga said.

"Work on the other one" Eberly pleaded. "Give her arest.”

"He's unconscious again. Hally is alot tougher, aren't you, Hally?' Kananga grabbed a handful of har
and yanked Hally's head back so sharply she thought her neck would snap.

"If we had the neurd contrallers,” Vyborg said, "we could make her say anything we wanted.”

"But we don't have the proper equipment,” Morgenthau said. She sSghed heavily. "Bresk her fingers
Oneat atime”"

Timaoshenko swung the little shuttlecraft into a trgjectory that swiftly caught up with the hurtling figure
of Gaeta.

"I'm gpproaching you from four o'clock, in your perspective,” he cdled. "Will you able to dimb into
the cargo bay hatch once | come within a few meters of you?'



Gaeta answered doubtfully, "I dunno. Got no propulson fud left. Nothing but the cold-gas attitude
microthrusters; dl they can do isturn me around on my long axis"

"Not so good." Timashenko looked through the cockpit port. He could see the tiny figure of a man
outlined againg the broad, brilliant glow of Saturn's rings

"Ow!" Gaeta yipped.
"What's the matter?' Fritz's voice.

"l pulled amusdle when | got my legs outta the suit legs,” Gaeta answered. "Now I'm putting 'em back
inand it hurtslike hel.”

"If that's your worst problem,” said Fritz, "you have nothing to complain about.”

Timaoshenko couldn't hep laughing at the technician's coolness. Like a painless dentis, he thought. The
dentist feds no pain.

Gaeta said, "I'm not gonna be much help getting aboard the shuttlecraft. I'm just barging dong like a
fuckin' meteor. Got no more propulsion, no maneuvering fud.”

"Not to worry," Timoshenko said. "I'll bring this bucket to you. I'll bring you in like a man on the high
trapeze catching his partner in midair. Like a balet dancer catching his balerinain her leap. Judt like that.”
He wished he truly fdt as confident as he sounded.

Hally lay crumpled on the sted! flooring of the airlock chamber, unconscious again.
"She'sfaking,” Morgenthau said.

"For God's sake, let her be" Eberly begged. "Push her out the airlock if you want to, but stop this
torture. It's inhumen!"

Vyborg said, "We have enough recordings of her voice to synthesze a statement againgt Cardenas.”
"l want to make certain,” Morgenthau ingsted. "'l want to hear it from her own lips”

Kananga nudged Tavaderas inert body with a toe. "I'm afrad some of his ribs are broken. He's
probably bleeding pretty heavily interndly. Perhaps a lung's been punctured.”

Morgenthau planted her figs on her wide hips, a picture of implacable determination in a ludicrous
rainbow-striped caftan.

"Wake her up," Morgenthau commanded. "I want to hear her say the words. Then you can get rid of
her."

"One hundred meters and dogng." Timoshenko's voice in Gaetals hdmet earphones sounded cam,
completely professond.



He couldn't see the gpproaching shuttlecraft in his faceplate, so Gaeta spent a squirt of minithruster
fud to turn dightly. There it was, coming on fagt, its unganly form looking as beautiful as aracing yacht to
Gaetds eyes. The cargo hatch was wide open, inviting.

"You look awful damn good, amigo,” Gaeta said.
"I'm adjusting my velocity vector to match yours™ Timoshenko replied.

Fritz's voice added, "Your fud supply is reaching criticd. Instead of trying to return to the man
arlock, it will save fud if you comein to the centrd 'lock at the endcap.”

"Isit big enough to let me squeeze through in the suit?" Gaeta asked.
"Yes" sad Fritz. "Aim for the endcap's centrd arlock.”
Gaeta said, "Lemme get aboard the shuttleboet firgt, men.”

Timaoshenko nodded his slent agreement. Get safely aboard the shuttlecraft. Then we can head for the
arlock that's eesest to reach.

Deftly he tapped out commands on the control panel, edging the shuttlecraft closer to Gaeta
Timoshenko knew that if hed had the time he could have set up the rendezvous problem for the craft's
computer and have it dl done automatically. But there was no time for that. He had to bring Gaeta in
menudly. He dmogt amiled a the irony of it. The computer could solve the problem in a microsecond,
but it would take too long for him to set up the problem in the computer.

There was no way to match their velocities exactly. He had to close the distance to Gaeta, move the
shuttlecraft on a trgectory that would intersect Gaeta's path at the smdlest possble difference in velocity.
Timoshenko wiped sweet from his eyes as he stared at the radar diplay. Ten meters separated them.
Eight. Six.

Gaeta saw the cargo hatch inching closer and closer. Come on, pa, he encouraged slently. Bring it in.
Bring it in. He wished he had some drop of fud Ieft in the propulsion unit; even the tiniest nudge of thrust
would close the gap between him and the cargo hatch.

"Almog there” Timoshenko's voice sounded tense, brittle.

Gaeta raised both ams and tried to reach the hatch's rim. Less than a meter separated his
outstretched fingertips from safety.

"Get ready,” Timoshenko said.
"I'm reedy.”

The hatch suddenly lurched toward Gaeta, enguifing him. He dammed into the cargo bay with a thump
thet banged the back of his head againgt the insde of his hdmet.

"Welcome aboard,” said Timoshenko. Gaeta could sense the huge grin on his face.
"A little rough, but thanks anyway, amigo."
They both heard Fitz bresthe an astonished, "Thank God."



AIRLOCK JUSTICE

Fritz and the three other technicians, accompanied by Wunderly and Berkowitz, raced out to the
endcap to meet Gaeta and Timoshenko when they docked. Much to Fritz's amazement, pudgy, wheezing
Berkowitz kept up with him as they pedaled madly dong the length of the habitat. Even Wunderly was
not far behind, while his technicians lagged farther dong the bike path.

He waited impatiently for them &t the hatch to the endcap's central airlock, thinking, Il have to see
thet they get consderably more physica exercise. Watching how they panted and sweated, he shook his
head. They've turned into putty globs since we've been aboard this habitat.

Flanked by Wunderly and the dill-puffing Berkowitz, with the technicians behind him, Fritz marched
dong the sted-walled tunnd that led to the airlock. They got as far as the chamber tha fronted the
arlock's inner hatch. A trio of black-clad security people stopped them. A tdler black men in gray
coverdls was with them.

"Thisareais redtricted,” said the guard leader.

"Redtricted?’ Fritz spat. "What do you mean? A shuttlecraft is going to dock at this airlock within
minutes"

The guard drew his baton. "You can't go inthere. | have my orders”” A woman's scream rang off the
ged walls, curdling Fritz's blood. "What the devil is going on in there?' he demanded.

As Timoshenko guided the shuttlecraft to the endcap airlock, he cdled to Gaetain the cargo bay. "Do
you want to get out of your suit? | can come back and help you."

"No can do," sad Gaeta. "I've got this hijo de puta pulled musde in my thigh. I'm gonna need a
couple guysto hdp pull me out.”

Timashenko shrugged. "Hokay. Well be at the airlock in less than ten minutes”

But when they reached the habitat and Timoshenko mated the cargo bay hatch to the airlock’s outer
hatch, his command screen showed, AIRLOCK ACCESS DENIED.

"Access denied?" Timoshenko grumbled. "What stupid shit-for-brains has put this airlock off-limits?"
"Try the emergency override," Gaeta suggested.
Timoshenko's fingers were dready dancing across his keyboard. "Y es, good, it's responding.”



He got out of the cockpit chair and ducked through the hatch into the cargo bay. Looking at Gaeta in
the massive auit, he grinned. "At least | can enter the habitat in shirtdeeves.”

"Tdl you the truth, amigo, the way my fregado leg feds, if | weren't ingde this suit | wouldn't be able
to walk without somebody propping me up.”

Through a haze of agony, Hally forced her mind to center on only one thought. Don't give them what
they want. Don't let them drag Kris down. I'm adready dead, I'm not going to let them kill Kris, too.

One of her eyes was swollen shut, the other down to a mere dit. She fdt a hot breath on her ear.
Morgenthau's voice, heavy and dark, whispered, "This is nathing, Hally. If you think you've fdt pain, it's
nothing to what you're going to fed now. So far welve merdly given you a begting. If you don't speak,
well have to start tearing up your insdes”

Hally concentrated on the pain, tried to use it to keep the fear out of her mind. They're going to kill
me, whatever she says, they're going to kill me. All the pain in the world isn't going to change that.

Someone shouted, "The airlock's cyding!™
"Impossble. | gave orders—"

"Look at the indicators." That sounded like Eberly's voice. "The outer haich is opening.”

Ingde the bulky suit Gaeta watched the tdltdes on the airlock’s inner wal flick from red through
amber to green. Jezoo, he thought, itll be good to get out of this suit. | must smdl to high heaven by now.

Theinner hatch did open dowly, ponderoudy. Gaeta expected to see Fritz and the techs waiting for
him. Instead, he saw a group of strangers. Eberly, he recognized after a disoriented moment. And those
others—

Then he saw two figures on the floor. Bloody. Beaten. Jesus Chrigt dmighty! That's Holly!
"What the fuck’s going on here?' he demanded.

Gaetas voice boomed like a thunderclap in the stedl-walled chamber.

Eberly blurted, "They're trying to kill Holly!"

Morgenthau whirled on Eberly, hissing, "Traitor!"

Kananga stepped in front of the huge suit, looking amogt fral in comparison. "This doesn't concern
you. Get out of here immediately."

"They'rekilling Hally!" Eberly repeated, even more desperately.
Kananga caled up the tunnd, "Guardd Take thisfool out.”
The three security personnd raced toward him, but skidded to a stop at the 9ght of Gaeta's uit,



looming like some mongter from a folk tale. A tdler man in gray coverdls hovered uncertainly behind
them.

"Shoot hm!" Kananga bellowed. "Kill him!"

From ingde the suit, Gaeta saw the three guards drawing laser cutting tools from ther belts. Behind
them, Fitz and the others came up cautioudy. His eyes returned to Hally, lying on her back on the floor,
her face bloody and swallen, one arm bent a a grotesque angle, the fingers of her hand caked with
blood.

The guards fired their lasers a him. They're trying to kill me, Gaeta redized, as if watching the whole
scene from afar distance. The sons of bitches!

The red pencil lines of three laser beams splashed againg the armor of the suit's chest. With a growl
that the suit amplified into an artillery barrage, Gaeta pushed Kananga asde and advanced on the three
guards. One of them had the sense to am at his faceplate, but the heavily tinted visor absorbed most of
the laser pulse; Gaeta fdt a searing flash on hisright cheek, like the burn of an eectric shock.

He barged into the guards, smacking one backhanded with his servo-amplified arm, sending the man
smashing into the wall. He grabbed the laser out of the hand of the woman and crushed it in the pincers of
hisright hand. They turned and fled, running past Fritz and his openmouthed companions. The guard that
Gaeta had hit lay crumpled on the floor, unconscious or dead, he didn't care which.

He turned back toward Kananga, who was staring at him with wide, round eyes.
"Trying to kill Holly," Gaeta boomed. "Besting her to deeth.”
"Wat!" Kananga shouted, retresting, holding both handsin front of him. "I didnt—"

Gaeta picked the Rwandan up by the throat, lifted him completdy off his feet, and carried him back
through the open hatch of the airlock. With his other arm he banged the airlock controls. The hatch did
shut. Kananga writhed in the merciless grasp of the pincers, choking, pulling usdesdy at the cermet claws
with both his hands.

"We're gonna play alitile game" Gaeta snarled a him. "Let's see how long you can breathe vacuum.”

The arlock pumped down. Gaeta kept his the pincers of his left hand firmly pressed agang the
controls, so that no one outside could open the hatch. He held Kananga high enough to watch his face as
the Rwandan's terrified eyes eventudly rolled up and then exploded in a shower of blood.



EPILOGUE: SATURN ARRIVAL PLUS9 DAYS

Professor Wilmot sat gernly behind his desk, wishing desperately he had a glass of whisky in his
hand. A Hiff drink was certainly what he needed. But he had to play the role of an authority figure, and
that required absolute sobriety.

Sitting before his desk were Eberly, Morgenthau, Vyborg, Gaeta, and Dr. Cardenas.

"They made me do it," Eberly was whining. "Kananga murdered the old man and they made me Stay
quiet about it."

Morgenthau gave him a haughty, disgusted look. Vyborg seemed sunned into passvity, dmost
catatonic.

Pointing to Morgenthau, Eberly went on, "She threatened to send me back to prison if | didn't do as
she wanted."

"Prison would be too good for you,” Morgenthau sneered.

For more than an hour Wilmot had been trying to piece together what had happened at the airlock.
Part of the background he already knew. Gaeta had fredy admitted to killing Kananga; Cardenas cdled
it an execution. Wilmat had gone to the hospitd and was thoroughly shocked when held seen Hally Lane,
her face battered dmost beyond recognition, her shoulder horribly didocated, her fingers methodicaly
broken. Tavdera was in even worse shape, broken ribs puncturing both his lungs Dr. Cardenas hadn't
waited for permission; as soon as she learned what had happened to them she had rushed to the hospita
and began pumping both of them full of therapeutic nanomachines assemblers, she cdled them. Drawvn
from her own body, they were programmed to repair damaged tissue, rebuild bones and blood vessdls.

Wilmat agreed with Cardenas. Killing the Rwandan was an execution, nothing less.
"Colond Kananga ddliberately murdered Diego Romero?" Wilmot asked.

Eberly nodded eagerly. "He put Kananga up to it he said, jabbing a thumb toward Vyborg. "He
wanted to be in charge of the Communications Department.”

Vyborg sad nothing; his eyes barely flickered a Eberly's accusation. Wilmat remembered Eberly's
ingstence that Berkowitz be removed from the department.

"And dl thiswas part of your plan to take control of the habitat's government?' he asked, dill hardly
ableto beieveit.

"My plan," Morgenthau ingsted. "This worm was nothing more than a means to that end.”

With an incredulous shake of his head, Wilmat said, "But he was dected to the office of chief
adminigrator. Y ou won the power in a free eection. Why dl the violence?"

Before Eberly could frame a reply, Morgenthau answered, "We didn't want to have a democréticdly



run government. That was just atactic, afirs step toward acquiring tota power.”

"Tota power." Wilmot sank back in his chair. "Dont you understand how ungtable such a government
would be? Y ou saf-destructed within hours of being inddled in office.”

"Because of his weskness," Morgenthau said, again indicating Eberly.
"And this digudting torture of Miss Lane? What good did that do you?"

"We had to get rid of dl traces of nanotechnology in the habitat,” Morgenthau said, with some heat.
"Nanomeachines are the devil's work. We can't have them herel”

Bridling, Cardenas said, "That's idiatic. If you redly believe that, then you mugt be an idiot."
"Nanotech isevil," Morgenthau ingsted. " You are evil!"

Cardenas glared a the woman. "How can anybody be so stupid? So sdf-righteoudy supid that
they're willing to commit mayhem and murder?’

Morgenthau glared back. "Nanotechnology isevil,” she repeated. "Youll pay for your Sns, sooner or
later.”

Wilmat had his own reservations about nanotechnology, but this Morgenthau womean is a fanetic, he
redized.

He turned to Eberly. "And you just stood there and let them torture the poor girl."
"l tried to stop them," Eberly bleated. "What could | do?!

Wishing more than ever for a whisky, Wilmot took in a deep breath. Tricky waters here. They dill
have those foolish entertainment vids hanging over my heed.

"Vey wdl," he said. "My course seems clear enough. Ms. Morgenthau and Dr. Vyborg will return to
Earth on the ship that brings the scientigts here”

"We don't want to go back to Earth," Morgenthau said.
"Neverthdess, that's where you're going. The two of you are banished from the habitat. Permanently.”

"Exiled?' For the firg time Morgenthau looked alarmed. "Y ou can't do that. You haven't the authority
to do that.”

" do," said Eberly, breaking into a amile. "I think exile is a perfect solution. Go back to your friends in
the Holy Disciples. See how they reward falure”

Morgenthau's eyes flared. Y ou can't do that to me!"

"I'm the duly eected chief adminidrator of this community,” Eberly said, obvioudy enjoying the
moment. "It's wel within my power to exile the two of you."

Vyborg findly stirred from his stupor; suddenly he looked startled, frightened. Wilmot was focused on
Eberly, however. Can | drike up an dliance with this man? the professor asked himsdf. Can | trust him
to run the government properly?

"Yes, you are dfficdly the chief of government,” Wilmot agreed reluctantly. "But we're going to have



to find some way to get the entire population involved in the running of your government.”

"Univarsd draft," Cardenas said. "It's been done in Sdene and some countries on Earth; seems to
work pretty wdl."

Wilmoat knew the concept. "Require every dtizen to spend at least ayear in public service?' he asked,
ful of skepticism. "Do you actudly think for one ingant that such a scheme could be made to work
here?'

"It's worth atry,” Cardenas replied.
"The people here will never go for it," Wilmot said. "Theyl laugh in your face.
"Il go for it," said Gaeta. "It makes good sense to me, getting everybody involved.”

Wilmoat raised an eyebrow. "What does it matter to you? Youll be leaving on the same ship that
brings the scientigs in.”

"No | won't,” Gagta said. He turned toward Cardenas, suddenly shy, dmogt tongue-tied. "I mean,
|—uh, | don't want to leave. | want to stay here. Become a dtizen.”

"And quit being a guntman?' Cardenas asked, obvioudy surprised.

He nodded solemnly. "Timefor me to retire. Besides, | can hdp Wunderly explore the rings. Maybe
even get down to Titan's surface one of these days, hdp Urbain and the other science jocks.”

Cardenas threw her arms around his neck and kissed hm soundly. Wilmot wanted to frown, but
found himsdf amiling at them instead.

Stting in the chief scientig's office, Urbain and Wunderly watched once again a replay of the new
moonlet's ariva in the man ring. They saw the ring's bright icy particles swarm around the newcomer,
covering its darker irregular formin glittering ice.

"Remarkable,” Urbain murmured. He used the same term each time they had watched the vid. "They
behave like living creatures.”

"They areliving creatures,” Wunderly said. "I'm convinced of it."

Urbain nodded as he smoothed his hair with an automatic gesture. "Too big a legp, Nadia The
particles are dynamic, yes, that much is obvious. But dive? We have much work to do before we can
state unequivocdly that they are living entities”

Wunderly grinned a him. He said we, she thought. He's on my side now.

"Already many academics have spoken againg your interpretation,” Urbain pointed out. "They refuse
to believe the ring particles are dive”

"Then well have to get the evidence to convince them,” said Wunderly.

"That will be your task," Urbain said. "Mysdf, | will return to Earth on the ship that brings in the other
sientigs”



Wunderly was shocked. "Return to Earth! But—"

"l have thought it dl out very carefully,” Urbain said, with afinger upraised for emphasis. "You need a
champion back on Earth, someone who can present your evidence and argue your case agang the
skeptics”

"But | thought you'd stay here.”

"And play second fiddle to the newcomers?' Urbain forced a amile, and she could see there was pan
behind it. "No, | return to Earth. | have never been any good at pushing my own career, but | believe | ¢
an be ferocious defending yours. For you, and your ring creatures, | will be atiger!”

Wunderly didnt know what to say. Every young scientis with an unorthodox new idea needs a
champion, she knew. Even Darwin needed Huxley.

"Beddes," Urbain went on, "my wifeison Earth. In Paris, | believe. Perhaps... perhaps | can impress
her enough to come back to me"

"I'm sure you could,” Wunderly said gently.
"S0o the decison is made. | return to Earth. Y ou will bein charge of dl work on the rings”
“In charge...?"

He smiled widdy. "I have given you a promation. The team coming in from Earth has only three
researchers interested in the rings, and they are dl junior to you, dill graduate students. | have named you
as chief of the ring dynamics study. They will work for you."

It was dl Wunderly could do to refrain from hugging the man.

Hally flexed the fingers of her right hand, holding the hand up before her eyes as she sat in the hospitd
bed.

"Good as new, dmog," she said.

Cardenas amiled satidfiedly. "Giveit afew days. Even nanomachines need some time to put everything
right.”

Gaeta was gtting beside Cardenas, the two of them perched on little plastic chairs, close enough to
touch each other.

“I'm gonna use nanos the next time | go into the rings,” he said.

"Even Urbain is loang his fear of nanomachines” Cardenas said. "He came into my lab this morning
and didn flinch once!”

All three of them laughed.

Then Holly grew more sober. "Manny, | want to thank you for saving my life. Kananga was going to
kill me"



His face hardened. "I let him off too easy. Back in the barrio we would've done to him just what he
did to you and Raoul. And then dropped him on the freeway from an overpass.”

"You guys takin' about me?'
Tavderawheded himsdf into Holly's room and pulled to a stop on the other sde of her bed.
"l was going to comein to look you over," Cardenas said. "How are your lungs?'

"Okay, | guess. The medics examined me this morning. They looked kinda surprised I'm hedin' so
fadt."

"Rebuilding your lung tissue is going to take severa days" Cardenas warned. "Theribs were eader.”
Tavdera nodded. "It's funny. | think | can dmost fed these little bugs workin' ingde me™"

"That's your imaginaion.”

"I must have a good imaginaion,” he said.

"Reoul," sad Hally, "you were redly wonderful, trying to protect me"

Hisface reddened. "I didn't do you much good, though.”

"You tried,” said Hally. "When | needed help the most you were there trying.”

"And | got a body full of nanobugs to show for it."

Cardenas caught his meaning. "Dont worry, I'll start flushing them out of your system in a few days.
Youll be able to go back home. You won't have any trace of nanomachines in you by the time you get
back to Earth."

"Y ou're gonna hafta to go back by yoursdf, amigo,” said Gaeta. "I'm saying here permanently.” And
he did an am around Cardenas's shoulders.

Hally saw thelight in Cardenas's eyes. "But what about your technicians?' she asked. "Will they stay,
too?'

With a shake of his head, Gaeta said, "Naw. Fritz wants to go back to Earth and find a new pendejo
to make into a media gtar. But I'm keepin' the suit. That baby ismine”

Tavderalooked pengve. "l been thinkin' about thet too."
"About what?' Holly asked.

"Stayin' here"

"You have?' Hally asked, her eyes widening.

"Yeeh. Sort of. | mean ... it an't S0 bad here. In this habitat, y'’know. | was wondering, Dr. C, could |
keep on workin'in your lab? As your assgant?'

Cardenas answered immediady, "I need your help, Raoul. | was wondering what | would do after
you left.”

"l wanna day,” Tavadera said, glancing at Hally.



She held out her hand to him. As he took it in his, she warned, "Not too tight, Raoul. It's sill kind of
tender.”

He grinned and let her hand rest atop his.

Cardenas got to her feet. "I've got work to do. Il drop in on you two later this afternoon. Come on,
Manny."

Gaeta leaned back in the creaking little chair. "I've got no place to go. I'm retired, right?"
Cardenas grabbed him by the collar. "Come on, Manny. I'll find something for you to do.”
He let her haul him to his feet. "Wdl, if you put it that way..."

They left. Hally lay back in the bed. Tavderadill clasped her hand lightly in his.

"Y ou're not staying because of me, are you?' she asked him.

"No, not—" He stopped himsdf. "Yeah, | am. | redly am daying because of you,” he said, dmost
bdligerently. "That's the truth.”

Hally smiled a him. "Good. That's what | wanted to hear."
He grinned back at her.

Hdly caled out. "Phone! Connect me with Pancho Lane, a Astro Corporation Headquarters in
SHene"

Tavderale go of her hand and started to back hiswhedchair away from the bed.

"Don't go away, Raoul," Hally said. "l want my sSster to meet you.”

Professor Wilmot sat in his favorite chair, gently swirling the whisky in the glass he hdd in his right
hand. Although his eyes were focused on the report he was dictating, he was actudly saring far beyond
the words hovering in mid-air before him, looking with his mind's eye into the events of the past few days
and trying to foresee the shape of the events to come.

For along while he sat there, done, dowly swishing the whisky, wondering what he should say to his
superiors back on Earth, how he should explain what had gone wrong with the grand experiment.

"Actudly,” he said at last, "nothing has redly gone wrong. This experiment was intended to test the
adlity of a sdf-contained community to survive and develop a vidble socid sysem of its own.
Unfortunately, the socid system they began to develop was definitdy not the type that we expected or
desired. It was based on violence and deception, and it would have led to a rather harsh, redrictive
authoritarian regime. On the other hand, such systems are inherently unstable, as the events of the past
few days have proven.”

He sat in slent thought for long moments. Then, taking a sip of hiswhisky, he continued, "We are now
entering a new phase of the experiment, an attempt to develop a working democratic government. The
quedtion is, are the people of this community too lazy, too sdfish to work a governing themsdves? Are
they nathing more than spoiled children who need an authoritarian government to run things for them?



Only timewill tell.*

He thought of Cardenas's suggestion of a universd draft: require each ditizen to serve a certain portion
of imein public service. It's worked elsawhere, Wilmat said to himsdf. Perhaps it could work here. But
he had his doubts.

He took a longer pull on the whisky, then spoke the find section of his report to the leaders of the
New Mordity organization in Atlanta.

"You have provided the mgor funding for this expedition to ascertain if a gmilar sdection of
individuas could serve as the population of a misson to another star, a misson that would take many
generations to complete. Based on the results of merdy the firg two years of this experiment, | must
conclude that we smply do not know enough about how human societies behave under such stresses to
make ameaningful judgment.

"In my persond opinion, we are not ready to begin planing an interselar misson. In fact, we are
nowhere near the understanding we will require to send a geneticaly viable human population out on a
dar flight that will take many generations to complete.

"That is disgppointing news, I'm sure, but it should hardly be surprising. This is the firg time an
atifiddly generated human society has been sent on its own so far from Earth. We have much to learn.”

He drained the whisky, then continued on a brighter note, "On the other hand, this group of
cantankerous, squabbling, very bright men and women has accomplished some dgnificant successes. We
have made it to Saturn. We have avoided fdling into the trgp of an authoritarian government. We have
found a new lifeform in the rings of Saturn, possibly. We are preparing to study the moon Titan with
surface probes and, eventudly, with a human presence on the surface of that world.

"You of the New Mordity may not like everything that we have accomplished, and you may not agree
with everything we plan to do— induding usng nanctechnology wherever it is appropriate. But you can
take comfort in the fact that your generous funding has helped to establish a new human outpost twice as
far from Earth as the Jupiter ation; an outpost that is prepared to explore Saturn, its rings, and its
moons.”

Wilmot amiled at the irony of it. "In avery red sense, you have shown the rest of the human race how
to escape the limits of the Earth. For that, no matter what you think or what you believe, you will gain the
eternd thanks of generations to come.”
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