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      To Robin and Mike Putira
    

  


  


  ONE


  
    

  


  


  
    “I DON’T WANT YOUR CRAPPY LITTLE COMPANY!” said Dan Randolph.
  


  


  
    “The hell you don’t!” Willard Mitchell snapped.
  


  


  
    Dan gave a disgusted snort and leaned back in the stiff unpadded chair. Mitchell glared across the table at him. The two lawyers, seated beside their clients, shifted uneasily in their chairs.
  


  


  
    The room was windowless, deep underground, without even a video screen on the wall. Just bare lunar concrete lit by glareless fluorescents set behind the ceiling panels. Technically, the chamber was not a cell or even an interrogation chamber. It was a conference room where defendants could meet in private with their lawyers.
  


  


  
    Dan Randolph fished a small oblong plastic box from his inside tunic pocket. About the size of his palm, it was a flat gray color with a single row of tiny winking lights set across its face. All the lights were green.
  


  


  
    “No bugs in here,” he muttered, adding silently to himself, At least none that this little snooper can sniff out.
  


  


  
    He slipped the detector back into his pocket and turned his gaze again to Mitchell, still glaring at him from across the wobbly conference table. Randolph was on the small side, but solidly built, a welterweight with sandy hair that was turning gray at the temples. He had a pugilist’s face: strong square stubborn jaw, a nose that had been slightly flattened by someone’s fist a long time ago. But his light gray eyes glinted with a secret amusement, as if he were inwardly laughing at the foolishness of men, himself included.
  


  


  
    Across the table from him Willard Mitchell was scowling grimly. Once he had been lean and athletic, a polo champion at Princeton, a well-known young yachtsman. But years of living in the Moon’s easy gravity had softened him. Now he appeared older than Randolph, bald pate gleaming with perspiration, badly overweight and overwrought. Like Randolph, he was wearing business clothes: a collarless waist-length tunic and matching slacks. But where Dan’s suit of sky blue looked trim and new, Mitchell’s pearl gray outfit was baggy, wrinkled, rumpled; stains of sweat darkened his armpits.
  


  


  
    “This is all your doing, Randolph,” he snarled in a heavy grating voice. “Don’t think I don’t know that you set me up.”
  


  


  
    Dan raised his eyes. to the glowing ceiling panels. “Lord spare me from my friends,” he said to the air. “I can protect myself from my enemies.”
  


  


  
    Mitchell’s lawyer, a sallow-skinned old man with the build and demeanor of a cadaver, dressed in a blue so deep it looked almost black, leaned toward his client and whispered something that Dan could not hear.
  


  


  
    Mitchell scowled at his lawyer, but turned back to Dan and grumbled, “All right, all right, as long as we’re stuck here—what’s your offer?”
  


  


  
    Mitchell was on trial before the Global Economic Council’s lunar tribunal for illegally exceeding his allotted quota of lunar ores. He was guilty. He knew it, his lawyers knew it, and the tribunal had the evidence to prove it. The fine that the tribunal was about to assess would bankrupt him.
  


  


  
    Dan Randolph leaned both elbows on the rickety table and hunched forward in his chair. “First off,” he said, his voice crisp with suppressed anger, “I did not set you up.”
  


  


  
    “The hell you say.”
  


  


  
    “Goddammit to hell and back! The day I turn anybody over to the GEC will be two weeks after the end of the world. If I wanted to grab your pissant little outfit I would’ve done it myself. I don’t need the double-damned GEC to help me.”
  


  


  
    Mitchell fumed visibly, but held back from answering.
  


  


  
    Randolph’s lawyer, a strikingly red-haired young woman new to the Moon, was sitting attentively at her boss’s left. She said mildly, “Mr. Mitchell has asked to hear your offer, Dan.”
  


  


  
    He grinned at her. “Yeah. Right.”
  


  


  
    “So?” Mitchell growled.
  


  


  
    Randolph spread his hands. “I’ll buy your stock at the current market price—”
  


  


  
    “Which is forty percent below par because of this lawsuit.”
  


  


  
    “—and pay the fine that the GEC’s going to sock you with. You continue to operate the company; you remain CEO and COO. You can buy back your shares at market value whenever you want to.”
  


  


  
    Mitchell sank back in his chair, the expression on his fleshy face somewhere between suspicion and hope. “Now, wait a minute,” he said. “You buy my shares—”
  


  


  
    “All your shares,” said Randolph. “Sixty-three percent of the total outstanding, so I’m told.”
  


  


  
    The other man nodded. “You buy the shares. You pay the fine. I stay in charge of the company. And then I can buy the shares back?”
  


  


  
    Randolph gave him a crooked grin. “The harder you work, the more the shares’ll be worth.”
  


  


  
    “Suppose I let the company go to the dogs and leave you holding the bag?”
  


  


  
    Randolph shrugged. “That’s the risk I take. But I don’t see you shitting on your own baby.”
  


  


  
    Mitchell glanced at his lawyer, who remained deadpan, then turned back to Randolph. “I don’t get it. What’s in it for you?”
  


  


  
    Dan’s smile turned dazzling. “A chance to shaft Malik and his double-damned GEC. What else?”
  


  


  


  TWO


  
    

  


  


  
    DANIEL HAMILTON RANDOLPH WAS the richest human being living off-Earth. While there was no dearth of suspicious souls who were convinced that no one could get that filthy rich while staying entirely within the law, for the most part Dan Randolph had earned his wealth legally.
  


  


  
    Once, briefly, he had been accused of piracy. By Vasily Malik, who had then been director of the Russian Federation’s space program. Dan had evaded the charges against him, married the Venezuelan woman Malik was engaged to, and personally broken the Russian’s jaw, together with a knuckle of his own right hand.
  


  


  
    Now, ten years later, Dan’s marriage had long since ended in divorce. The woman he had loved, the woman who had thought she loved him, was now Malik’s wife. And Malik himself had survived the turmoil and treachery in the Kremlin to become the new Russian Federation’s representative on the Global Economic Council.
  


  


  
    In the middle of the twenty-first century, space was becoming vitally important to the Earth’s global economy. Even the United States, which had abandoned its space program decades earlier, was now building factories in orbit and allowing its citizens to operate mining facilities on the Moon. Under GEC supervision, of course. The GEC had legal control of all extraterrestrial operations, from the teams of explorers combing the rusted sands of Mars to the hordes of insect-sized probes examining Jupiter and the outer planets; from the factories and laboratories in orbit around the Earth to the mining operations on the Moon that fed them.
  


  


  
    Dan Randolph had amassed his fortune from space. When America had floundered and waffled, too preoccupied with earthly problems to move boldly in space, Dan had battled his way to a job with the Japanese building the first solar power satellite. “When the going gets tough,” he announced to anyone who would listen, “the tough get going—to where the going’s easier.”
  


  


  
    Not that the going was altogether easy among the Japanese. It was on the Moon, in a brawl with four sneering Japanese mining engineers, that his nose had been broken. But he had won that fight, and won the grudging respect of all his fellow workers. Some of those fellow workers were women, and somehow Dan managed to be highly attractive to them. His rather ordinary features seemed to intrigue them. “Is it my smile?” he once asked a buxom Swedish electronics technician who shared his bed for a while. She considered carefully before she answered, “Your smile, yes. And your eyes. There is the devil in your eyes.”
  


  


  
    By the time he had returned to Earth he was a moderately wealthy man. He started his own company, Astro Manufacturing, and headquartered it in sprawling Houston, where a handful of entrepreneurs were desperately trying to start a new industrial revolution despite their own government’s persistent indifference and occasional outright hostility. Houston, because by then Dan had met Morgan Scanwell, an earnest, incorruptible young politician who had the energy and drive to match Dan’s own. Scanwell helped Dan to make the contacts that funded the fledgling Astro Manufacturing. Dan raised money for Scanwell’s political campaigns. They joked between themselves that one day Scanwell would be in the White House and Dan would be on Mars.
  


  


  
    They made an unlikely duo. Morgan Scanwell was austere, abstemious, a man whose ultimate guide was his deeply held religious faith. Dan Randolph was a hell-raising scoundrel who was out to make as many millions as he could while cutting a swath through the female population of every community in which he lived.
  


  


  
    The glue that held the two men together was Morgan’s wife, Jane Scanwell: a tall, regal woman with long, flowing copper red hair, alabaster skin, and eyes the color of a green icy fjord. Utterly loyal to her husband, Jane had no other goal in life than to see Morgan Scanwell elected President of the United States.
  


  


  
    She was unobtainable. Naturally, Dan fell in love with her. It was impossible; it was sinfully treacherous. But as Morgan Scanwell inevitably abandoned his moral rectitude and succumbed at last to the women who sought to touch his power, Jane came at last to Dan Randolph’s bed. To their mutual surprise, she discovered that she had fallen in love with this scoundrel, her husband’s best friend.
  


  


  
    By the time Scanwell was campaigning for the presidency, Jane had painfully terminated her affair with Dan. She had the strength to end it; the White House was more important to her than romance. “The country needs Morgan, Dan,” she said, convincing herself by trying to convince him. “And he needs me. We can’t jeopardize his chances by sneaking around behind his back. If anyone found out he’d be finished.”
  


  


  
    Morgan Scanwell was governor of Texas then. Dan’s personal fortune was nearing a billion dollars. He knew that Jane’s mind was made up, so he went back to his old ways and became notorious again for his sexual pursuits. While he was squandering his energies on every woman he desired, Jane allowed a compliant Oklahoma legislature to confer a residency upon her, so she could run for vice-president alongside her husband.
  


  


  
    Morgan was elected president, only to face a string of crises that killed him. The Russian Federation emerged from its own desperate internal cataclysms with a new belligerency. After coming so perilously close to dissolution and civil war that the rest of the world expected the tottering new Federation to collapse, the Russians regained control of their sprawling land and peoples. The United States, half disarmed, was suddenly confronted with a resurgent, bellicose Moscow. America had long since lost real interest in space, and had allowed Japan and Europe to take the leadership in space developments. Now the Russians, with the world’s most powerful rockets and still armed with thousands of ballistic missiles, quickly took a stranglehold on all space operations—military as well as civilian.
  


  


  
    The U.S. economy was foundering. The Russians were making demands on an unprepared America. Congress studied opinion polls that showed the American people were in no mood for a war that would rain hydrogen bombs on their heads.
  


  


  
    America bowed. And Morgan Scanwell suffered a fatal stroke. Dan Randolph left Texas when Congress revoked all federal licenses for space operations. Astro Manufacturing moved to Venezuela, and Jane Scanwell became the first woman President of the United States.
  


  


  
    She still held a deep passion for Dan Randolph. But now that passion had turned to hatred.
  


  


  


  
    THREE


    
      

    


    


    
      THE GLOBAL ECONOMIC COUNCIL’S LUNAR tribunal was based in Copernicus City. Like all the other centers on the Moon, Copernicus was deep underground, gouged out of lunar rock to protect its human population from the lethal radiation and enormous temperature swings up on the airless surface.
    


    


    
      Ostensibly, the GEC was politically neutral. It insisted that all lunar habitats be given geographic names rather than being named after national biases. Thus the Russian penal colony was officially titled Aristarchus Center, even though most lunar residents still called it by its older name: Lunagrad. On all GEC maps, the great Japanese manufacturing center was called Alphonsus City, rather than Yamagata Industries Lunar Operation #1. The place where humans had first set foot on the Moon’s dusty surface was still called Tranquillity Base; the American astronauts had, even then, been thinking in non-nationalistic terms.
    


    


    
      The lunar tribunal had all the aspects of a court of law. There was a banc with high-backed seats for three judges, although officially they were titled “conciliators.”
    


    


    
      But as Dan Randolph took his seat among the rows of benches for onlookers, he thought that the conciliators never really reconciled grievances; all he had ever seen them do was take a man’s hard-earned wealth and hand it over to the GEC. He looked with mixed emotions at the sky blue flag of the United Nations standing to one side of the bane. He knew the world could not afford the divisive competition of nationalism, especially when even the smallest nation could manufacture biological weapons that could slaughter millions. But the alternative was a global government to which there was no appeal: a worldwide bureaucracy that was gradually imposing a dictatorship by committee, leveling everything on Earth to the same flat gray dullness. And now they were extending their grip to the Moon.
    


    


    
      There was no jury box in this courtroom. The three conciliators listened to the evidence and made their decision. There was no appeal, either.
    


    


    
      Mitchell and his zombie of a lawyer entered the tribunal chamber from the side door. The robot recording machine said, “All rise,” and the three conciliators trooped in from the door behind the bane. They wore ordinary business clothes rather than robes. Two men and one woman, the chief of the team.
    


    


    
      Dan glanced at his own lawyer, sitting beside him. Katherine Williams was a pert, young, ambitious redhead who had swiftly risen to the top of his legal department despite fierce competition. She knew all the tales about Dan Randolph’s skirt-chasing. When Dan had first interviewed her for a job, she had firmly announced that she did not sleep with the boss. Not yet, Dan had thought, eying her with approval. Now, several years later, she was his top lawyer, and he wondered what her body looked like underneath the tailored royal blue jacket and fitted gold slacks she was wearing.
    


    


    
      “The tribunal is ready to pass sentence,” said the woman occupying the middle chair up on the bane. Her voice was sharp, cutting. “Does the defendant have anything to say in his own behalf?”
    


    


    
      Mitchell’s lawyer got to his feet, a tall scarecrow dressed like a funeral director. With a voice to match, he intoned sorrowfully, “The defendant deeply regrets the actions which have led to this proceeding, Your Honors. He regrets his actions so deeply, in fact, that he has divested himself of all ownership in the company that he has founded and directed, Mitchell Mining and Smelting. His remorse has led him to repudiate the ownership of his own company; this is similar to renouncing parenthood of one’s own child. It is a deeply wrenching emotional …”
    


    


    
      “Counselor,” snapped the chief conciliator, “are you telling us that Mr. Mitchell has sold off his company?”
    


    


    
      “Yes, Your Honor. And I respectfully request that this act of true remorse and regret be considered punishment enough for his mistaken actions of the past.”
    


    


    
      The woman snorted disdainfully and glanced at her two male colleagues. “To whom has he sold his company?” she asked.
    


    


    
      “To Astro Manufacturing, Incorporated, Your Honor.”
    


    


    
      “I see. Is there a representative of Astro Manufacturing in this chamber?”
    


    


    
      Dan got to his feet. “I represent Astro, Your Honor. My name is Daniel Hamilton Randolph.”
    


    


    
      All three judges smiled at Dan the way Torquemada might have smiled at a rabbi. Dan smiled back and said:
    


    


    
      “Your Honors, Astro is quite willing to pay the penalty that you have already decided to assess against Mitchell Mining and Smelting.”
    


    


    
      Dan knew that the penalty was already recorded in their computer file of this proceeding. If they changed it now, because Astro could afford an astronomically larger fine or because they hated Dan Randolph’s guts, it would give Astro’s lawyers a perfect excuse to claim prejudice and demand a new trial.
    


    


    
      The three judges put their heads together and conferred briefly, hands over the tiny microphones imbedded in the desktop before them.
    


    


    
      Finally the chief conciliator, her face grim, leveled a hard stare at Dan. “Mr. Randolph, this tribunal cannot help but believe that your acquisition of Mitchell Mining and Smelting is nothing less than an obvious ploy to thwart justice.”
    


    


    
      Dan put on an expression of injured innocence. “But Your Honor, the truth is exactly the opposite. I’m sure that the fine you’ve assessed against Mitchell would bankrupt his company and drive him out of business. His assets would become the property of the Global Economic Council. The GEC would have to assume the burden of running the mining and smelting operation—”
    


    


    
      “GEC management would see that the operation remained within its allotted quotas,” the chief conciliator snapped angrily. “There would be no attempts to illegally increase profits by dumping excess ores on the world market and driving prices down from their mandated levels.”
    


    


    
      Dan’s smile turned slightly impish. “Yes, we all know GEC operations never show any profits. Somehow, when the GEC takes over a company, it always seems to run at a loss.”
    


    


    
      His lawyer made a polite little cough, a warning to get off that tack. This is no time for sticking the needle into them, she was telling Dan.
    


    


    
      Still facing the judges, Dan went on, “However, Astro Manufacturing is quite willing to pay the fine you’ve assessed. And Astro will manage Mitchell Mining and Smelting at a profit, I’m sure, while staying within the GEC’s mandated quotas. That will generate more tax revenues for the GEC. Everybody gains. It’s a win-win situation.”
    


    


    
      “And what of Mr. Mitchell?” the chief conciliator demanded. “What punishment will he receive for his blatant disregard of the law?”
    


    


    
      Dan smiled his brightest. “Why, he’ll have to work for me. That ought to be punishment enough.”
    


    


    
      

    


    


    
      Dan and his lawyer rode alone in his private trolley back to Astro’s main base at the great ringed plain of Alphonsus, where Yamagata Industries had set up its first and still largest lunar center.
    


    


    
      One of the privileges of great wealth was privacy. Another was convenience. Dan was one of only two men who had a private trolley vehicle on the Moon. The other was Saito Yamagata, once Dan’s boss, for many years now his friend and sometime partner.
    


    


    
      Like cable cars that climb mountains or cross chasms on Earth, the lunar trolleys were suspended from cables made of lunar aluminum and titanium. Cryogenically cooled, the cables carried electricity at low resistance that powered the trolleys swiftly and smoothly ten meters above the battered lunar terrain.
    


    


    
      “You almost blew it, boss,” said his lawyer. She was sitting in a softly yielding padded chair, swirling a drink she had fixed for herself at the minibar.
    


    


    
      Dan looked up from the display screen built into his desktop. “Close doesn’t count, except in horseshoes, Scarlett.”
    


    


    
      “My name is Katherine,” she said, with a slight frown. “My friends call me Kate.”
    


    


    
      “And what should I call you?”
    


    


    
      The frown turned into a grin. They had played this little game a thousand times in the years that she had worked for Dan Randolph. “Ms. Williams will do.”
    


    


    
      “Scarlett,” he said. “With that bricktop of yours, your name has to be Scarlett.”
    


    


    
      She went back to frowning.
    


    


    
      “That is your natural hair color, isn’t it?” Before she could answer, Dan added, “Doesn’t matter. It’s gorgeous. Never change it.”
    


    


    
      She cocked an eyebrow as if she were going to retort, but thought better of it and sipped at her drink. Dan went back to scrolling through the messages that had accumulated during the morning. One of them was from Zachary Freiberg, his chief scientist.
    


    


    
      Dan routed all the other messages to the people he hired to get things done. Zach Freiberg he called himself. The scientist’s message was marked Urgent and asked Dan to call immediately, regardless of time zones on Earth. Dan called out Freiberg’s name to the computer and within seconds his face appeared on the screen.
    


    


    
      “Wha’s wrong, Zach?”
    


    


    
      Freiberg was obviously in his office in California. Tawny brown hills showed through the window behind him, with palm trees and cypresses framing the view. From the angle of the sun Dan guessed it was midmorning in Pasadena. He registered all this during the couple of seconds it took for his words to reach Earth and Freiberg’s reply to return the quarter-million miles to the Moon.
    


    


    
      Zachary Freiberg had one of those faces that would look boyish to the day he died: round apple cheeks, round chin, soft features and soft blue eyes. His wiry strawberry-blond hair no longer flopped over his broad forehead, though; in the ten years that Dan had known Zack, the slow recession of his hairline had been the one sign of aging he could see.
    


    


    
      Zack looked troubled. “Can we go to security mode?”
    


    


    
      “I’m on the trolley, moving too fast for a laser link.”
    


    


    
      Freiberg bit his lower lip.
    


    


    
      “We can scramble,” Dan suggested. “Or wait till I’m back in the office and we can use the laser.”
    


    


    
      “Scramble, then,” said Freiberg two and a half seconds later.
    


    


    
      Wondering what could be making him so upset, Dan typed in his private security code. The screen flickered briefly, then steadied once again.
    


    


    
      “What is it?” he asked.
    


    


    
      Unconsciously, Freiberg hunched closer to his screen, like a man about to whisper a secret in a neighborhood bar.
    


    


    
      “I’ve been looking at the long-term climate trends,” he said. “You remember, you wanted to get a better fix on the greenhouse effect?”
    


    


    
      Dan nodded, glancing at Kate Williams. She was staring through the window by her seat, watching the pockmarked Mare Cognitum whiz by. How big are her ears? Dan wondered.
    


    


    
      “I remember asking you about the long-term effects of the greenhouse warming, yeah,” he replied to Freiberg. “If the sea level keeps rising we’ll have to build a dike around the launching center at La Guaira.”
    


    


    
      “Right.” Freiberg’s round face took on an even more anguished look. “Dan—if what I’ve come up with is right, and I think it is, we’re in for bigproblems. I mean, major catastrophe.”
    


    


    
      “Will we have to abandon the launch center?”
    


    


    
      “It’s worse than that, Dan. A whole lot worse. It’s not just Astro. It’s the whole fucking world!”
    


    


    
      Dan had never heard Freiberg use that expletive before. The guy’s scared!
    


    


    
      Without waiting for Dan to ask, Freiberg went on, “It’s a cliff, Dan. The climate doesn’t change gradually, it all of a sudden shifts and bang!you’ve got the glaciers melting down, Greenland and Antarctica melting down, the sea levels going up thirty meters, rainfall patterns radicallyshifting, all the coastlines on Earth inundated—it’s a mess, a goddamned catastrophe like out of the Bible!”
    


    


    
      Dan sank back in his chair. Kate Williams saw the expression on his face and stared at him.
    


    


    
      “Nobody’s considered the gas hydrates in the deep-sea sediments,” Freiberg was almost babbling, “and under the tundra all across the Arctic. They release methane when they’re disturbed and the pressure conditions—”
    


    


    
      “When?” Dan asked. “How soon?”
    


    


    
      “Soon. A few decades. Maybe as soon as ten years from now.” He ran a hand across his forehead. “I think maybe it’s already started.”
    


    


    
      “You’re sure? Certain?”
    


    


    
      Freiberg nodded unhappily. “I’ve had half a dozen people check it out. It’s real. Floods, killer storms, croplands turned to deserts—the whole thing. All that stuff the environmentalists have been spouting for the past fifty years. It’s all going to happen, Dan. And it’ll happen so fast there’s practically nothing we can do about it.”
    


    


    
      “We’ve got ten years?”
    


    


    
      “Maybe more. Maybe less.”
    


    


    
      Dan sucked in a deep breath. He knew he should feel alarmed, frightened. But he did not. He was more annoyed than anything else. His mind accepted what Freiberg was saying; he knew intellectually that this was a real emergency looming, a disaster of incalculable proportions. But deep in his innermost animal being he felt no terror, no panic. The reality of this threat was too remote, too academic, to spark his emotions.
    


    


    
      And that’s the real danger of it, he told himself. It’s too far in the future to stir the guts, even though it’s close enough to kill us all.
    


    


    
      To Freiberg he said, “Haul your ass up here, Zach. I want to go through this with you inch by inch.”
    


    


    
      Freiberg nodded glumly. “The numbers aren’t going to change, boss.”
    


    


    
      “Yeah, I know. But there must be something we can do about it.”
    


    


    
      “Learn to swim,” said Freiberg.
    


    

  


  


  


  
    FOUR


    
      

    


    


    
      THE GLOBAL ECONOMIC COUNCIL WAS headquartered in Paris, a city just beginning to brighten once again after the turmoil of the past few decades.
    


    


    
      Western Europe had found it much more difficult to digest Eastern Europe than even the most pessimistic economic forecaster had predicted. After more than four decades of stagnation and repression, the peoples of Eastern Europe shouted for democracy and freedom. What they really wanted was the economic well-being of their Western neighbors, the higher standard of living that they saw in the capitalist nations.
    


    


    
      But the capitalist idea of working hard was foreign to them. At first they demanded bread and meat and milk for their children. And they got it, for it was impossible for the West to deny humanitarian aid to their impoverished brethren. But quickly they began to demand the toys and trinkets of capitalist societies—without working to produce the wealth that could pay for them.
    


    


    
      A whole generation simmered in distrust and bitter animosities as slowly, painfully, the peoples of the formerly socialist world learned that it was the capitalists who truly followed Marx’s original dictum: “From each according to his ability; to each according to his work.”
    


    


    
      At last the Poles and Czechs and Romanians and even the Russians learned to work once again, learned to produce the goods and services that paid for their happiness. The Hungarians reasserted their marketing craft. The centuries-old hatreds between ethnic groups were subdued—but not entirely forgotten—in the new rush to obtain expensive gadgets and personal wealth. Now Paris was a happy city once more.
    


    


    
      The economic boom was partially fueled from space.
    


    


    
      Much of the wealth that allowed Europe and the rest of the world to prosper came from the energy, the raw materials, the manufactured products produced in space. From the Moon came raw materials for space construction and isotopic fuel for Earth’s fusion power generators. From factories in space came new alloys and electronics crystals, medicines and vaccines of incredible purity, solarvoltaic cells cheap and efficient enough to turn a family home’s rooftop into a self-sufficient solar energy generator. And hovering in orbit around the Earth, giant solar power satellites converted unfiltered sunlight into electricity and beamed it to energy-hungry cities and factories cleanly, without polluting the atmosphere.
    


    


    
      The economic boom that was just getting started was heavily dependent on this new wealth streaming in from space. Five and a half centuries after Europe began the exploitation of the New World, all of Earth was beginning to benefit from the exploitation of cislunar space—a harsh frontier that was rich in real wealth and entirely unpopulated, except for the ten thousand or so men and women of Earth who went there to find their fortunes.
    


    


    
      Slowly the Earth was healing from the wounds inflicted by the Industrial Age. Slowly the smokestacks were being replaced by fusion or solar energy. Slowly the petroleum-burning engines were converting to methane or synfuels. Slowly the burgeoning population of Earth was stabilizing at the twelve-billion level.
    


    


    
      Too slowly.
    


    


    
      Vasily Malik was not concerned, at this precise moment, with these great questions of wealth and the environment. Head of the Russian Federation’s delegation to the Global Economic Council, Malik was deep in conversation with the woman who had been the chief conciliator at the trial of Willard Mitchell.
    


    


    
      “You have all the necessary documentation?” Malik asked.
    


    


    
      He studied the conciliator’s face while his words headed toward the Moon at the speed of light. She had a lean, hard face, not easily given to smiling. A spinster’s face, Malik thought, knowing that it was chauvinist of him but thinking he was right just the same.
    


    


    
      Vasily Malik was handsome enough to be a video star. He was tall for a Russian, brushing six feet; broad-shouldered and heavily muscled, he kept his body in good trim through a rigid schedule of daily exercise. Once he had worn his golden hair modishly long. Now it was trimmed to an almost military burr. His ice blue eyes could sparkle with laughter, but at this moment they were glittering with hope born of a deep and abiding hatred.
    


    


    
      “Yes,” said the chief conciliator. “He talked Mitchell into selling out to him. If we had known that it would be Randolph we were dealing with we would have tripled the fine. Quadrupled it!”
    


    


    
      Malik’s broad features eased into a relaxed smile. “You did your best. Randolph is a clever rascal, we must grant him that.”
    


    


    
      When his words reached her, she nodded bitterly. “It’s not fair. Mitchell was guilty. He should have been driven out of business. But now Randolph owns his company and he’ll continue to operate.”
    


    


    
      Malik made a few sympathetic noises and ended the conversation by asking her to send all the documentation on the trial to him immediately.
    


    


    
      Then he leaned back in his imposing leather chair, put his booted feet on his immaculately gleaming desktop, and waited for the fax machine to begin spitting out Dan Randolph’s comeuppance. I only wish it were his death sentence, Vasily Malik said to himself.
    


    


    
      Nearly three hours later, at eleven o’clock in the morning, Paris time, the weekly meeting of the Global Economic Council’s executive committee convened in the small conference room down the corridor from Malik’s office.
    


    


    
      Muhammed Shariff Sibuti of Malaysia, chairman of the committee for this session, was already seated at the head of the gleaming table when Malik entered the room. A lightweight, in every dimension, thought Malik. Sibuti looked shriveled and old, too small for the chair in which he sat. His starched white high-collared shirt made his wrinkled dark skin look almost as black as the leather of the chair’s padding.
    


    


    
      “We must begin,” Sibuti said, in a voice that sounded like rusty hinges groaning. “We have a very long agenda. A very difficult agenda.”
    


    


    
      The other committee members were milling around the room, largely ignoring their chairman. Malik saw Jane Scanwell at the long table that had been set out with refreshments and finger foods.
    


    


    
      He went to her, under the pretext of pouring himself a glass of hot tea from the silver samovar in the center of the table.
    


    


    
      “I have good news from Copernicus,” he said softly.
    


    


    
      Jane Scanwell glanced up from the coffee cup she had just filled.
    


    


    
      The former President of the United States was a handsome woman, nearly as tall as Malik in her heels. She was wearing a skirted suit of forest green over a pale green silk blouse. Her richly auburn hair was neatly coiffed up off her long graceful neck. She surveyed Malik with the cool green eyes of a Norse goddess.
    


    


    
      “What did you say?”
    


    


    
      “Good news from Copernicus,” Malik repeated. “Dan Randolph has made one clever move too many. He has fallen into a trap that I concocted for him.”
    


    


    
      Jane’s sculptured face gave no hint of emotion. She merely said, “You must tell me about it, after the meeting.”
    


    


    
      “I’ll be happy to.”
    


    


    
      As the meeting droned on, Malik could barely suppress his eager anticipation. Randolph had bested him in so many ways, over the years. It was Randolph who had broken the Russian monopoly on space industry, after Malik had slaved for a decade to drive all competition out of business. Randolph had married the woman Malik had been engaged to, and even though she had divorced the American eventually and had come back to him, there was no real love in their marriage. Both he and his wife were settling for second best.
    


    


    
      But Randolph had been in love with Jane Scanwell, once. Perhaps he still was. Perhaps that was what destroyed his marriage, really, and gave the impetus to his philandering ways. How ironic for this womanizer to desire the Ice Queen, the immovable, unobtainable Jane Scanwell! How delicious that Jane Scanwell will be the instrument of Randolph’s destruction.
    


    


    
      The meeting ended at last and Malik followed Scanwell to her office. It was a spacious corner room with a view of the Eiffel Tower, no less. Fit trappings for a former head of state.
    


    


    
      Instead of going to her desk, Jane sat in an armchair next to one of the windows.
    


    


    
      “Fix yourself a drink,” she said, nodding toward the bar built into the far wall.
    


    


    
      Malik said, “Thank you. A good idea after such a long and utterly dry meeting. Can I make something for you?”
    


    


    
      “Just a glass of filtered water with a twist of lime, please.”
    


    


    
      Malik found the bottled water and a dish of fresh limes in the little refrigerator. And vodka in the freezer compartment. When he took the two drinks back toward her, he saw that Jane was eying him carefully, her long legs crossed, the expression on her face unfathomable.
    


    


    
      He handed her the water, then touched his glass of vodka to hers. “Zah vahsheh zdahrovyeh,” he murmured.
    


    


    
      “Here’s mud in your eye,” Jane replied, with just the ghost of a smile on her lips.
    


    


    
      Malik took the armchair on the other side of the window and rolled it next to Jane’s.
    


    


    
      “Now what were you telling me about cooking Dan Randolph’s goose?” she asked.
    


    


    
      He grinned at her. “You are full of Americanisms this afternoon.”
    


    


    
      “I’m an American. What about Randolph?”
    


    


    
      “He has just bought out a small competitor of his, a man named Mitchell who owned a mining operation on the Moon.”
    


    


    
      “What of it?”
    


    


    
      “He bought Mitchell’s company because Mitchell was about to be hit with a stiff fine by the lunar tribunal for exceeding his allotment of ores.”
    


    


    
      Jane took another sip of her water, then said, “I see. Dan can afford to pay the fine but Mitchell can’t. So Dan buys him out at a bargain-basement price.”
    


    


    
      “Exactly so.”
    


    


    
      “So how does that get Dan in trouble?”
    


    


    
      Malik’s grin spread into a broad happy smile. “We passed a regulation last spring to the effect that any attempt to subvert or avoid the rulings of the GEC is punishable by confiscation.”
    


    


    
      “We did?” She looked surprised.
    


    


    
      Malik made an expansive gesture. “Oh, the wording is rather obscure, something about ‘joint and several liability.’ The lawyers worked very hard to phrase it so that no one would notice it. And the regulation was buried among several dozens of other minor changes to existing rules. But the regulation was passed; it exists and it is legally binding.”
    


    


    
      Jane’s eyes seemed to focus beyond Malik, as if she were looking at something that was not physically in the room with them.
    


    


    
      “Do you mean that you can use that regulation to confiscate Dan’s holdings? All of them? All of Astro Manufacturing and everything else he owns?”
    


    


    
      Malik nodded. “He stepped into my trap and I intend to snap it shut on him.”
    


    


    
      “Lots of luck.”
    


    


    
      “You don’t believe I can do it?”
    


    


    
      “I believe that Dan is very resourceful, very powerful, and very stubborn. He won’t give up easily.”
    


    


    
      “You can be of great help in this.”
    


    


    
      “I can?”
    


    


    
      “Yes,” said Malik, pulling his chair even closer to her. “It will be easier to deal with him here on Earth, rather than on the Moon. He has too many friends there, too many places where he can hide himself away while his lawyers try to find loopholes he can escape through.”
    


    


    
      “You don’t intend to jail him, do you?” For the first time a hint of emotion showed on Jane’s face. Malik could not decide whether it was fear or anger. Or something else.
    


    


    
      “It would be better,” he said slowly, “if he were … under protective custody, let us say. Someplace where he can be held incommunicado—only until the confiscation orders have been processed and carried out, of course.”
    


    


    
      “That’s not legal.”
    


    


    
      “Not in America, I realize that. But the Global Economic Council’s regulations do not include a Bill of Rights, you know. And there are many nations on Earth where he could be held indefinitely.”
    


    


    
      Her face hardened.
    


    


    
      “Oh, I don’t mean to put him in a dungeon,” Malik said, smiling easily. “A small island, perhaps. Some tropical paradise where he can have everything he wants: wine, women and song.”
    


    


    
      “Everything except his freedom.”
    


    


    
      “And his holdings.”
    


    


    
      Jane thought a moment, then smiled back at the Russian. “I know just the place: a coral atoll out in the middle of the Pacific. A very romantic spot, as a matter of fact.”
    


    


    
      “Excellent!” Malik resisted the urge to rub his hands together gleefully. Instead, he asked, “Is this a place you know from personal experience?”
    


    


    
      “My husband and I honeymooned there, a thousand years ago,” said Jane.
    


    


    
      That took Malik aback. But only for a moment. “I see. Do you think that you could somehow get him to meet you there?”
    


    


    
      She nodded. “I’m sure he’d come if I asked him to.”
    


    


    
      Yes, Malik thought. Dan Randolph would come flying to this woman. What hatred she must have for him! To turn the site of her honeymoon into a prison for her former lover. Ah, women! They are far fiercer than men.
    


    


    
      

    


    


    
      “There is no sense getting angry at me,” said Napoleon Bazain, over the muted roar of the plane’s engines. “I am merely a messenger. A middleman.”
    


    


    
      Sergio Alvarez stared down his patrician nose at the Frenchman. “You are a parasite.”
    


    


    
      Bazain smiled blandly. “No, I work for a parasite.”
    


    


    
      “It is all the same to me,” Alvarez muttered.
    


    


    
      The twin-engine plane was cruising high above the Madeira River, an hour out of Manaus. Below them, where there had once been pristine forest there now stretched long ugly brown gashes of bare ground, scars left by the timber companies and the landowners who had chased away the native Indians in the vain hope of turning the area into grazing land for cattle.
    


    


    
      Up front in the cockpit sat the pilot and the ecologist, a young university graduate who still had stars in his eyes. Back here, sitting on bare bucket seats amid the big tanks of seed and fertilizer, Alvarez faced reality.
    


    


    
      “Why be angry?” asked the Frenchman. His smile was still showing, but his eyes looked uneasy, as if he were worried that this hot-blooded Castilian might toss him out of the plane in a fit of righteous anger.
    


    


    
      Bazain was small, light of frame, almost delicate. His face, though, was fleshy with the beginnings of jowls. His thinning hair was slicked back as if he were about to go out on a date. He wore a custom-tailored silk business suit. As far as Alvarez could tell, he was unarmed.
    


    


    
      Sergio Alvarez, regional director of the GEC’s reforestation program, looked every inch the grandee from Madrid. Thin aristocratic nose, sculpted cheekbones, hair as silver as a newly minted coin. Yet he wore a faded windbreaker and chinos that had lost their crease years ago.
    


    


    
      “Listen to reason,” Bazain said, almost pleading. “The very fact that I’m on this plane with you proves that we have no intention of doing harm.”
    


    


    
      “Not yet.”
    


    


    
      “Not at all—if you simply divert the funds as you’ve been asked to do.”
    


    


    
      Alvarez felt his blood seething. “That money is for the reforesting of this jungle! How dare you and your … your thugs—how dare you demand extortion money from this program?”
    


    


    
      Bazain hunched forward in the bucket seat, rubbing his palms on the knees of his expensive trousers. “It’s not, me. I only work for them.”
    


    


    
      “The Mafia.” Alvarez spat the word.
    


    


    
      “That’s an old-time phrase. Nobody uses that term anymore.”
    


    


    
      “Whoever they are, they are crooks.”
    


    


    
      “They are businessmen.”
    


    


    
      “Who want to steal money that is needed to bring this rain forest back to health!”
    


    


    
      Bazain sighed deeply. Then, with obviously strained patience, he explained once again, “What does it matter if we get a share of the program’s money? The money comes from the Global Economic Council, doesn’t it? And where do they get it? From taxes. They take it from all the national governments in the world, and from the big multinational corporations.”
    


    


    
      “It doesn’t matter where the funding comes from.”
    


    


    
      “Certainly it matters! They collect billions, hundreds of billions. Every year! So you siphon some of the money they give you to us. All you have to do is go back and tell them that you need more funding.[bookmark: 62974]
    

  


  
    

    

    Tell them that the program is more expensive than you had thought it would be. That’s what everybody else does.”


    “I will not?’ Alvarez snapped. “Every centavo given to this program will be spent on reforesting the jungle.”


    Bazain shook his head sadly.


    “Don’t you understand?” said Alvarez. “The world is being choked to death by the greenhouse effect. The best way to reverse the greenhouse is to plant trees. Billions of trees! Replace what has been cut down and then go on to plant still more. Others are seeding the oceans to grow more algae; they take up carbon dioxide and . . .”


    “Spare me!” Bazain raised his hands.


    “You don’t want to understand, is that it? You don’t want to know.”


    “You must understand something,” said Bazain, his voice taking on a hard edge. “Unless we get our share of your money, you will be killed. That is the message I was told to give you. My superiors have been very patient, but their patience is finished. You pay or you die. This plane will be blown out of the


    air. Your young scientist up there will be killed. Maybe your wife and children, too. They are capable of it.”


    Alvarez said nothing. He was panting, his nostrils flaring like a thoroughbred racehorse’s.


    “And if such violence happens,” Bazain went on smoothly, “what will come of your precious program then? Even if the GEC presses on with it, it will cost much more, won’t it? Dealing with us is far cheaper. And safer.”


    Alvarez had no answer.
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    DAN RANDOLPH STOOD at the long, sweeping glassteel observation window that curved across the far end ofAlphonsusCity ’s main dome. Away from the GEC tribunal and the need to be dressed respectably, he wore his usual sky blue coveralls, faded from long use, wrinkled and comfortable. No name patch on its breast; merely the sturdy simple logo of Astro Manufacturing. He had no need to be recognized.

    
      “The people who know who I am don’t need to be reminded,” he often said. “The ones who don’t, don’t need to know.”

      
        The great ringed plain of Alphonsus was so wide that Dan could not see its far side from the observation port where he stood. The Moon’s abrupt horizon cut across the tired old ringwall mountains like the brink of eternity, nothing but utterly black sky and solemn unblinking stars hanging beyond its edge.

        
          The floor of the plain was dotted with lunar factories, open to vacuum of course, tended by sterile robots under remote control by sweaty, breathing humans sitting safely underground in their offices inside Alphonsus City . Each factory was protected from the occasional meteoroid by a gracefully curved roof of light honeycomb metal. Most of the roofs bore the flying-heron symbol of Yamagata Industries. A few were marked with the more prosaic STRO logo of Dan’s company.

          
            On the other side of the ringwall, Dan’s company ran a fleet of automated vehicles patiently plying the Mare Nubium, scooping up the top layers of the lunar regolith the way a herd of cows grazes a field. There was oxygen in the powdery upper layers of the lunar soil, and aluminum, titanium, plenty of silicon and even some iron. But the most precious element in the regolith was an isotope of helium—helium-three—born in the Sun and carried across interplanetary space on the solar wind to be imbedded in the porous regolith over long eons.

            
              Helium-three made fusion power practical on Earth. Lunar fuel was beginning to light the overcrowded cities of Earth, cleanly, cheaply, with minuscule pollution and radioactive waste.

              
                It was making Dan Randolph a new fortune.

                
                  If he had thought about it, he would have grinned at the cosmic justice of it. Helium-three was created in the Sun by the fusion processes that made Earth’s daystar shine. Some of it was wafted off into space; a scant fraction of that found its way to the Moon. Humans mined the stuff and shipped it to their home world, where it was used to power fusion generators: man-made artificial suns that generated the electrical power to run an overpopulated world. It was elegantly beautiful. And profitable.

                  
                    But Dan was thinking of other things as he waited for the shuttle to land. In the hip pocket of his

                    
                      coveralls was a message from Jane Scanwell inviting him to meet her at Tetiaroa. No reason given. Just a one-line note, as impersonal as a bill of lading:

                      IMPERATIVE WE MEET AT TETIAROA AS SOON AS POSSIBLE. JANE.


                      
                        Imperative, Dan repeated to himself. What could be so imperative? Why Tetiaroa, way out in the middle of the Pacific? Why won’t she answer my calls to her? What’s happening down there that she has to see me as soon as possible?

                        
                          A flicker of light caught his eye.

                          
                            Craning his neck, Dan could just make out the angular ungainly shape of the shuttle falling like a rock in slow motion. Another puff of its retros, the cold gas glittering briefly in the sunlight, and the

                            
                              spraddle-legged vehicle slowed. It seemed to rock slightly, then squirted several brief jets of retro fire as it steadied and settled down softly on the landing pad, a full kilometer out on the floor of the plain from the edge of the dome where Dan was standing.

                              
                                Half an hour later, Zach Freiberg lay sprawled across the couch in Dan’s office, a morose expression on his boyish face. In the ten years Dan had known Freiberg , it still surprised him to realize how tall the scientist really was. Zach gave the impression of being a small, soft pooh-bear of a guy. But when they stood face-to-face, he was several inches taller than Dan.

                                
                                  “It’s real, boss,” he was saying mournfully, his head resting on one arm of the couch, his booted feet on the other. “I’ve had the best people in the business check out the numbers.”

                                  
                                    Dan, seated tensely behind his desk, said, “Now let me get this straight. You’re saying that the greenhouse effect is going to hit suddenly, within ten years. Right?”

                                    
                                      Freiberg stared up at the paneled ceiling. “It’s already hitting, Dan. You know that. Droughts in the middle latitudes; floods in the tropics. Killer storms getting worse every year.”

                                      
                                        “Yeah, but you were saying that the ice caps-“ “Will melt suddenly, right. Not gradually. Ten years from now the Antarctic and Greenland caps will start to melt down. Ten years after that, sea levels all around the world will be five-ten meters higher than they are now.”

                                        
                                          “Fifteen to thirty feet?” Dan’s voice sounded hollow, even to himself. Freiberg nodded.

                                          
                                            “What can we do about it?” “Not a helluva lot,”Freiberg said. “There must be something!”

                                            
                                              Freiberg pulled himself up to a sitting position and faced Dan. He had been a planetary geochemist ten years earlier, when Dan had hired him. Since then he had been forced to dabble in so many disciplines that now Dan thought of him as Astro’s resident genius: a man who understood what made planets work.

                                              
                                                “Dan,” he said slowly, “it’s taken a couple of hundred years for the greenhouse effect to make itself felt.

                                                
                                                  It’s an accelerating phenomenon. Every year it goes faster. It builds and builds. And then it hits a discontinuity. In ten years it’ll reach the point where the ice caps start to go.”

                                                  
                                                    “But I thought the greenhouse was mostly due to industrial pollution: carbon dioxide and other crap that we pour into the atmosphere.”

                                                    
                                                      Freiberg nodded.

                                                      
                                                        “Then, if we stop polluting the atmosphere,” Dan said, “won’t the greenhouse effect stop, too?”

                                                        
                                                          The nod turned into a weary shake of his head. “Nice try, boss. But there are two problems with it: One, the greenhouse effect is already here. Global temperatures are already high enough to cause disastrous changes in climate, worldwide.”

                                                          
                                                            “Yeah, I know,” said Dan impatiently. “But if we stop” Pulling himself up to a sitting position,Freiberg said, “That’s the second problem.” His round-cheeked face went tense, grim. “How the fuck are you going to stop twelve billion people from shitting up the atmosphere? In ten years or less.”

                                                            
                                                              Dan leaned back in his chair, shocked at the younger man’s sudden fury.

                                                              
                                                                “I’ve done my homework, boss,”Freiberg said. “I’ve gone through the numbers. You know what we’re up against? We’d have to cut down on the cee-oh-two we put into the atmosphere by ninety percent.

                                                                
                                                                  Ninety percent! For starters?’

                                                                  
                                                                    “Well,” Dan said weakly, “I didn’t say it would be easy.”

                                                                    
                                                                      Freiberg’s anger dissipated. He went back to being melancholy. “It can’t be done, Dan. There’s nothing that you or I or anybody can do. Mother Nature’s going to solve the problem for us—by killing several billion people.”

                                                                      
                                                                        But Dan said, “Goddammit to hell and back, I’m not going to sit here and watch the world drown! There must be something we can do!”

                                                                        
                                                                          “Like what?”

                                                                          
                                                                            “Shut down all the goddamned factories. Move ‘em into orbit.

                                                                            
                                                                              Stop burning fossil fuels. Convert every motor on the planet to electricity. Use fusion and solar power. We’ve got the technology, for god’s sake!”

                                                                              
                                                                                “How’re you going to get the whole flipping world to change over in ten years?” “The Global Economic Council,” Dan said. Then he snorted with disdain.

                                                                                
                                                                                  “The GEC? Don’t make me laugh.”

                                                                                  
                                                                                    “They’re the only organization in the whole world that has anywhere near the clout to get the job done. You’ve got to show findings to them.”

                                                                                    
                                                                                      “I already have.”

                                                                                      
                                                                                        “Huh? What’d they say?”

                                                                                        
                                                                                          “They laughed in my face,”Freiberg said. “What?”

                                                                                          
                                                                                            “I said they laughed at me. Their scientists told me I’m crazy.” Dan felt the breath rush out of him. “Son of a bitch,” he said slowly.

                                                                                            
                                                                                              Freiberg inhaled. “Maybe they’re right. Maybe I am crazy.” Dan shook his head. “If I have to choose between them and you, I’d say they’re the ones who’ve nuts.”

                                                                                              
                                                                                                “I did have all this checked out by the best people I know,”Freiberg said.

                                                                                                
                                                                                                  Dan rapped nervously on his desktop with his knuckles. “No. If the GEC refuses to listen to you, it’s for some reason.”

                                                                                                  
                                                                                                    “They can’t want half the world to drown!” Dan said nothing; he was thinking furiously. “Can they?”Freiberg asked plaintively.

                                                                                                    
                                                                                                      “We’ll find out,” said Dan. Leaning across his desk, he said to his computerized communicator, “Get me on the next flight to Sydney . Book it under the name of Maxwell E. Rutherford.”

                                                                                                      
                                                                                                        “Maxwell E. Rutherford?”Freiberg asked.

                                                                                                        
                                                                                                          Dan grinned at him. “Never let the authorities know what you’re doing, if you can avoid it. I want to see what’s going on down there before I meet with Jane or anybody else.”

                                                                                                          
                                                                                                            “Does the ‘E’ stand for Einstein, maybe?” “Could be.”

                                                                                                            
                                                                                                              Freiberg almost smiled. There’s nothing that Dan or anyone else on Earth can do, he realized. But still he felt an illogical glimmer of hope that Dan was gearing up for battle.
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    DAN WAS ABOUT to leave his office on the way to the launch facility when his desk phone buzzed. The screen spelled out: URGENT.

    
      Grumbling slightly, he pulled his personal phone from the breast pocket of his coveralls and flipped it open. As he dashed through his outer office, past his lone human secretary and out to the electric cart waiting to whisk him through the tunnel out to the launch site, he told the phone to pick up Yamagata ’s call.

      
        Nobuhiko Yamagata’s angular, high-cheeked face appeared in the phone’s tiny screen. He looked solemn, very unlike his usual cheerful smiling self.

        
          “Nobo, what’s wrong?” Dan asked as he clambered aboard the little cart. His single travel bag was already sitting next to the driver, a tong-legged mestizo with raven-black hair, beautiful enough to be a video starlet back on Earth. She had been raised on the Moon because her parents had suffered terribly from allergies in the smog and grime of their native Caracas .

          
            
              “My father,” said Nobuhiko gravely. “He is dying.” “What! Sai?”

              
                With a barely perceptible nod, Nobo said, “The cancer has returned. It is spreading through his body. There is no longer any hope.’

                
                  “Oh for god’s sake,” Dan muttered. All the medical advances that they’ve made, he said to himself, and still cancer cuts us down. It’s been getting worse, seems like. More people die of it every year.

                  
                    He asked aloud, “How long..?”

                    
                      “My father has decided to end it himself. He “Nobuhiko faltered, swallowed, then went on, “He asks that you assist him.” “Me?”

                      
                        Nobo nodded, eyes closed.

                        
                          Saito Yamagata had been Dan’s boss, back in those early days on the Moon. Dan had battled for respect from the Japanese, and Sai had rewarded his toughness and drive by protecting him from the chauvinists and sadists who looked on an American as fair game for bullying—and worse. They had become friends, and together built the first of the giant solar power satellites that eventually made Japan independent of Middle Eastern oil. When Dan had gone into business for himself, Sai had backed him with investment capital. Eventually they became more than friends: associates, equals, even business partners on more than one venture.

                          
                            Dan had known Nobo from the day of his birth in the orbital infirmary attached to their construction center. Nobo with his father’s power behind him—had rescued Dan from certain death at the hands of Vasily Malik, ten years earlier. Saito’s political connections and economic strength had helped Dan to break the Russian stranglehold on space industries.

                            
                              “How soon?” Dan asked the tiny image on the hand-held phone. “Tomorrow, just after sunset,” Nobo replied.

                              
                                “Where?”

                                
                                  “At the family home in Kyoto .” “I’ll be there,” Dan said.

                                  
                                    There was no need to change his flight to Sydney . Maxwell E. Rutherford would ride the high-boost rocket from Alphonsus to the transfer station in low Earth orbit. There Rutherford would clear customs and immigration, and hop aboard the shuttle to Sydney . Once in Australia he would take a commercial hypersonic transport to Tokyo , where a security team from Yamagata Industries would take him to Saito’s estate.

                                    
                                      And then Dan Randolph would help his old friend to die.

                                      
                                        Hell, thought Dan. Sai’s not that much older than I am. He’s too young to die.

                                        
                                          Jane Scanwell hosted a party that evening. Although her home was still in Texas , as the head of the American delegation to the Global Economic Council she spent so much time in Paris that she had leased an apartment in the embassy district, out past l’Etoile and the Arc de Triomphe, within walking distance of the Bois de Boulogne for a long-stridingTexas woman.

                                          
                                            This evening, though, she felt a far distance from Texas . Almost all her life had been spent in politics, and she knew that more could be accomplished at a social gathering than in a committee meeting. But she felt weary of it all: the posturing, the jockeying for position, the constant competition to get your point across, your program adopted, your pork barrel filled.

                                            
                                              What have we accomplished? she asked herself as she looked across the roomful of guests. The women wore knee-length frocks decked with jewelry, the men Western business suits no matter what their native tradition. They stood and chatted and laughed, sipped drinks and nibbled canapes.

                                              
                                                But what have we accomplished? Jane asked silently once again. I’ve been to a thousand parties such as this, ten thousand. I’ve spent my life in politics. So has almost everyone here. Is the world any better off? Are the people happier, healthier, richer?

                                                
                                                  She shook her head slightly. There are certainly more people than ever before. Twelve billion of them. Maybe we’ve stabilized population growth. That would be a major accomplishment. Stabilized it at a level where half the world is constantly hungry and the other half resists helping them with every ounce of their strength. At least we’ve stopped the wars. I suppose that’s something to be proud of. We have famines and droughts and floods and millions killed by storms each year—but at least we’re not killing each other anymore.

                                                  
                                                    “You seem troubled.”

                                                    
                                                      Startled out of her reverie, Jane saw that it was Rafaelo Gaetano who had spoken to her. Young, tall and slim as a cypress tree, darkly handsome, Gaetano was the chief of the Italian delegation to the GEC. The youngest member of the GEC board. And the most ambitious. He was rumored to be strongly linked to the international crime syndicate, especially since his first official act upon joining the GEC board had been to propose that the organization move its headquarters from Paris to Palermo , in Sicily . Since that day, almost everyone in the GEC sniggered that Gaetano was “the Mafia representative.”

                                                      
                                                        Whether it was true or not, whether he heard the whispers or not, Gaetano remained a smiling, hardworking, thoroughly charming member of the GEC board.

                                                        
                                                          “A lady as lovely as you, my dear Jane, should never have to frown,” he said, handing her a tulip glass of bubbling champagne. His voice was a deep baritone, melodious. “Tell me what dragon is annoying you and I will go forth and slay it.”

                                                          
                                                            Despite her cares, Jane Scanwell smiled back at him. “I wish it were that simple, Rafe. I really do.”

                                                            
                                                              Gaetano gently took her arm and led her toward the ceiling-high windows of her own living room. “Look,” he said softly. Yet his voice penetrated the background babble of the crowd. “All of Paris is out there. You should be enjoying yourself. This is the city of romance, you know.”

                                                              
                                                                She arched a brow slightly. “I’m getting a bit too old for romance, Rafe.”

                                                                
                                                                  “Nonsense! You are in the prime of your life.” “I wish that were so.”

                                                                  
                                                                    “Let me prove it to you,” he said, running a finger across his pencil-thin moustache.

                                                                    
                                                                      She looked at him. Is he serious? she asked herself. He gazed back at her, smiling a smile that might have been amorous, or just friendly. Or perhaps it was the self-confident smile of a healthy young male with a sensitivity for lonely older women.

                                                                      
                                                                        “There are plenty of younger women here,” Jane said at last. “Yes, that is true,” he admitted, somewhat ruefully. Then his grin returned. “But it took you several moments to arrive at that conclusion. I consider that a good sign.”

                                                                        
                                                                          Then he moved away, without another word. Jane stared after him. What’s he after? she heard a voice in her mind ask.

                                                                          
                                                                            And she replied to herself silently, Jane Scanwell, you’ve been in politics too damned long if you’re automatically suspicious of some good-looking young Italian making a pass at you!

                                                                            
                                                                              Trying to force Gaetano’s suggestion to the back of her mind, Jane busied herself attending to her guests. Malik had showed up without his wife, as usual. And, as usual, he was the center of a cluster of admiring women of all ages. Jane made polite conversation, saw that the robots weaving through the crowd with trays of drinks were functioning properly, and tried to avoid whichever part of the big, high-ceilinged room Gaetano happened to be in. Eventually, inevitably, she slipped out of the crowded

                                                                              
                                                                                living room and strode swiftly down the hall to her cubbyhole of an office. Closing the door firmly behind her, she leaned across her desk and swiveled the phone screen around. She touched a couple of keys and her messages scrolled silently across the screen.

                                                                                
                                                                                  There! Dan’s reply to her invitation:

                                                                                  
                                                                                    ON MY WAY. YOU-KNOW-WHO.

                                                                                    
                                                                                      Jane crossed her arms over her chest and frowned at the screen. Damn you, Dan Randolph. Just like him. “On my way.” Doesn’t say when he’ll arrive. Doesn’t even say where he’s going, although it’s bound to be Tetiaroa. The big oaf wouldn’t even sign his name. What’s he afraid of?

                                                                                      
                                                                                        But then she realized that Dan Randolph had much to be afraid of. She was luring him into a trap, not a romantic rendezvous. She was going to defeat him, crush him, once and for all.

                                                                                        
                                                                                          She fought back the tears that were welling in her eyes.

                                                                                          
                                                                                            An earthquake shook the Tokyo airport just as Dan was being greeted by the head of the Yamagata security team, a bone-thin man of about fifty, dressed in a severe suit of dead black, who bowed to him and asked:

                                                                                            
                                                                                              “Mr. Rutherford-san?”

                                                                                              
                                                                                                Dan started to return the bow when the floor beneath him rippled. The crowd streaming past, coming off the plane from Sydney , seemed to freeze and draw in its breath as if preparing to scream. A deep rumble filled the air, like the drawn-out thunder of a dragon lurking beneath the ground. The long decorative streamers hanging from the ceiling high overhead swayed back and forth. Beyond the heads of the people facing him, Dan could see through the big windows on the other side of the terminal that the planes out there seemed to bob up and down, like ships on a choppy sea. Then it was over. The rumble died away. Before anyone could scream. Before Dan had fully registered that an earthquake was happening. It was over. The floor became solid again. The planes outside were still, as if they had never moved at all. The streamers fluttered only slightly, as if a passing breeze had briefly disturbed them. The crowd flowed back into motion, babbling and chattering. “Mr. Rutherford-san,” the security man repeated, his immobile face showing neither anxiety nor relief, “your transportation is waiting for you.”

                                                                                                
                                                                                                  “Dorno arigato,” Dan replied. He had not spoken Japanese in years, but he had spent his time on the spacecraft and hypersonic transport from Sydney listening to newscasts from Tokyo to revive his ear for the language.

                                                                                                  
                                                                                                    “You have luggage, sir?” the man asked, switching to Japanese. “Only this.” Dan hefted his soft-sided travel bag. Originally dead black, it looked gray and threadbare from much use.

                                                                                                    
                                                                                                      “This way, please.” The security man did not offer to take Dan’s bag. He’s not a porter and he wants to have both his hands free at all times, Dan told himself.

                                                                                                      
                                                                                                        Glad that he had kept up his daily regimen of exercises while on the Moon, Dan followed after the security man on legs that felt only slightly rubbery in the heavy gravity of Earth. He looked around for the rest of the team. The terminal was crowded, abuzz with hundreds of conversations in a score of different languages. People scurrying everywhere: mothers dragging crying children, red-faced businessmen rushing to their heart attacks, tourists looking sweaty and lost. Half a dozen younger men and women hurrying along the terminal corridor looked as if they might be security types, but it was impossible to single them out from the rest of the crowd. So far so good, Dan told himself. Nobody but Sai’s people knows I’m in Japan . I’ll have my Caracas office contact Jane and tell her I’ll be a day or two late for Tetiaroa. Give them a bit of time to check out the island, too.

                                                                                                        
                                                                                                          Abruptly the security man opened an unmarked door along the corridor and brusquely gestured Dan to step through. The door snapped shut behind him and four husky young men in coral pink coveralls bearing the flying-heron symbol of Yamagata Industries snapped to spine-popping attention.

                                                                                                          
                                                                                                            Escorted by this new team, Dan followed the black-suited man through another door to the concrete apron outside the terminal. A palpable wall of noise slammed his ears. An executive-style helicopter stood waiting some twenty meters away, its turbine engine whining, its twin rotors already spinning blurrily. Jet airliners screamed and thundered, making the very air quiver as they swooped in for landings or roared up in takeoffs every few seconds. Planes taxied along the concrete guideways, giant, busy, purposeful aluminum ants directed by the traffic controllers at the hub of this vast nest of humans and machines.

                                                                                                            
                                                                                                              The noise actually made Dan tremble. I’ve been away from all this crap too long, he thought as he clambered up the metal stairs of the copter. It’s so peaceful on the Moon, I’d forgotten how “. raucous things are down here.

                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                He turned as he stepped through the hatch and shouted, “Thank you for your help,” to the security man. The man bowed and said something in return, but it was lost in the uproar of the airport. At least the interior of the chopper was quiet, once the hatch was closed. Good acoustical insulation muffled the helicopter’s engines to a soft purr. Dan sank gratefully into a thickly padded seat and automatically buckled his safety belt as the copter lifted quickly into the busy afternoon air.

                                                                                                                
                                                                                                                  He was alone inside the luxuriously appointed passenger compartment.

                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                    The two pilots sat up front, separated by a thick slab of clear plastic. Like a New York taxicab, Dan said to himself. But cabs all over the world now isolated their passengers from their drivers. Violence and crime were no longer confined to one city alone. Even in London the streets were no longer safe after dark.

                                                                                                                    
                                                                                                                      He took a deep breath, then remembered that he was rushing to the side of his dearest and most trusted friend in order to help him commit suicide.

                                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                        Dan shook his head angrily. “The hell I will,” he muttered.
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    “THE MAN IS a menace,” said Vasily Malik. “He must be brought under control.”

    
      Rafaelo Gaetano smiled lazily at the Russian through a haze of cigarette smoke. “Yes, perhaps. But how?”

      
        The two men were sitting on a park bench on the right bank of the Seine , having walked leisurely from the GEC headquarters up the river until they were almost opposite Notre Dame. Without a word of discussion between them, they sat on the bench, overlooked by the towers and flying buttresses and stone gargoyles of the massive cathedral. Gaetano had immediately pulled a silver cigarette case from his inside jacket pocket and offered one to Malik. The Russian had refused with a shake of his head.

        
          “Noncarcinogenic,’.’ Gaetano had said. “Guaranteed.”

          
            “No, thanks,” Malik replied. “I broke that habit once. I have no intention of starting it again.”

            
              It was slightly past noon . The sun felt warm, boats slid by on the ancient river carrying luncheon customers, men and women were picnicking here and there on other benches. The hum of automobile traffic behind them was muted by the thick walls containing the sunken highway, but the stench of petrol fumes fouled the pretty afternoon.

              
                “I have a plan in mind,” Malik said. “About what?”

                
                  “Randolph. What else?”

                  
                    Gaetano had spread his arms along the back of the bench and stretched his legs out so that people walking along the paved path had to detour around his gleaming leather oxfords. He smiled from behind his cigarette at the women who passed by.

                    
                      Suppressing his annoyance, Malik said, “This is extremely important, you know.”

                      
                        “I know,” Gaetano said without taking his eyes off the passing parade. “You hate this man Randolph.”

                        
                          “This is far more important than a personal matter,” Malik snapped. To himself he added, I am not some petty Sicilian chieftain pursuing a vendetta.

                          
                            “Destroying Randolph is of great importance to you,” Gaetano said mildly. “Stopping Randolph is of great importance.”

                            
                              “Whichever.”

                              
                                “It should be important to you, too!” “And why?”

                                
                                  Malik leaned forward, elbows on knees, and forced himself into the Italian’s field of vision. “You are the representative of United Europe on the GEC board of directors. What is the most important problem United Europe faces?”

                                  
                                    Gaetano turned his head slightly to look at the Russian. “The most important problem? That’s easy. We need to lower the taxes the GEC imposes on us.”

                                    
                                      “Very well.” It was not quite the answer Malik had expected, but it was close enough to work with. “How can you expect lower taxes when the Africans and Latin Americans are starving? Even in India there is renewed threat of famine. To say nothing of Bangladesh .”

                                      
                                        Gaetano took a deep puff on his cigarette. “Raising taxes on us will only spread the poverty to Europe .”

                                        
                                          “But we need more money for the poor sections of the world,” Malik said. “The southern hemisphere regions are desperate.” Blowing smoke into the air, Gaetano said, “Obviously you have a solution in mind.”

                                          
                                            “Yes. Increase the taxes paid by the space industrialists.” “Good idea—if you can get away with it.”

                                            
                                              “They make enormous profits,” Malik pointed out eagerly. “Their tax rates are much lower than comparable industries’ on Earth.”

                                              
                                                “The reason they always give is that they take much greater risks, up there on the Moon and in their orbiting factories. And they claim that they plow most of their profits back into expanding their operations.”

                                                
                                                  “Randolph and his ilk live like bloated plutocrats! They think they can hide themselves away from the public eye, living on the Moon or on their enormous private estates, as Yamagata does.”

                                                  
                                                    Gaetano flipped his half-smoked cigarette into the river, smiling.

                                                    
                                                      “I know you have tried very hard to expose Randolph in the media. Wasn’t it you who sent that investigative reporter to the Moon?” Malik frowned. “The bitch jumped into his bed the instant Randolph crooked his finger at her.”

                                                      
                                                        “Now she’s a vice-president or something for the Lunar News Corporation, isn’t she?” He’s baiting me, Malik realized. This oily Sicilian puppy dog is making jokes at my expense.

                                                        
                                                          The Russian forced himself to an icy calm. “Whatever Randolph has done in the past is of no consequence now. He may have managed to elude justice, but this time I have him where I want him.”

                                                          
                                                            “Really?”

                                                            
                                                              “Really. His own greed has tripped him up. He bought out a smaller competitor when the other man was facing bankruptcy over a fine imposed by our lunar tribunal.”

                                                              
                                                                Gaetano’s eyes narrowed. “That new set of regulations you pushed through last winter...” “Precisely.” Malik’s appreciation of the Italian went up a notch.

                                                                
                                                                  Hardly anyone on the board had bothered to read all the fine print in what was supposed to be a dry revision of technical safety specifications.

                                                                  
                                                                    “How could a man so smart fall prey to such a trick?” Gaetano wondered aloud. “Surely he has lawyers who would protect him.”

                                                                    
                                                                      “Greed,” Malik answered. Then, unable to hide his delight, he smiled and added, “And lust.” “Lust?” Gaetano’s heavy dark brows rose. “Ah—the lawyer he used was a woman.”

                                                                      
                                                                        “A very clever woman,” said Malik, “who will soon be employed by the GEC in San Francisco , which is her hometown, I believe.”

                                                                        
                                                                          Gaetano considered this for a few moments, absently brushing his thin moustache, then said, “So you can confiscate Randolph ’s entire empire, then. Congratulations, I suppose.”

                                                                          
                                                                            “Not only Randolph ’s company,” Malik said. “Any corporation that is linked to Randolph by partnership agreements is also subject to confiscation.”

                                                                            
                                                                              “Really?”

                                                                              
                                                                                “The regulations provide so.”

                                                                                
                                                                                  “That means that you can start proceedings against Yamagata or anyone else that Randolph has links with.”

                                                                                  
                                                                                    “Precisely so.”

                                                                                    
                                                                                      Gaetano gave a low whistle. “I am impressed.” Malik inclined his head in a brief nod of acceptance. “What more do you need?” Gaetano asked.

                                                                                      
                                                                                        He is no fool, Malik conceded. Aloud, he replied, “I intend to-ah, sequester—Mr. Randolph while we

                                                                                        
                                                                                          move through the legal procedures of confiscation. Everything will go much more smoothly and quickly if he is not available to interfere.”

                                                                                          
                                                                                            The Italian said nothing, but his expressive features showed that he was paying full attention. “It is possible, however, that Randolph ’s lawyers-”

                                                                                            
                                                                                              “His other lawyers’?”

                                                                                              
                                                                                                “Yes.” Malik grinned. “His other lawyers may appeal directly to the GEC board on this matter, whether Randolph is available to direct them or not.”

                                                                                                
                                                                                                  “If they make such an appeal, you will need a simple majority of the board to reject them, no?” “Yes. A simple majority. Five members.”

                                                                                                  
                                                                                                    “Who do you have with you already?”

                                                                                                    
                                                                                                      Malik gazed up at the bright blue sky. “Oh, I think I can safely count on India and Black Africa.” “And the Russian Federation , of course.”

                                                                                                      
                                                                                                        “Of course.Latin America ’ is doubtful; much of Randolph ’s operations on Earth are still headquartered in Caracas .”

                                                                                                        
                                                                                                          “Greater East Asia ” “Yamagata still controls them?”

                                                                                                          
                                                                                                            “I see. What about the Islamic League.”

                                                                                                            
                                                                                                              “That old fool Sibuti will jump in whichever direction he thinks will be the winner. He won’t cast his vote until he sees what the others do.”

                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                “That leaves North America —and Europe .” “North America will vote in favor of confiscation.”

                                                                                                                
                                                                                                                  Gaetano looked impressed. “You are certain? I thought that Jane Scanwell was—well, you know.”

                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                    “She will vote my way.”

                                                                                                                    
                                                                                                                      “That gives you four assured votes.”

                                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                        “You could be the final nail in Randolph ’s coffin.”

                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                          With a smile, Gaetano asked, “What’s in it for United Europe?” Malik noticed that the Italian was delicate enough to refrain from asking for a personal reward, although both men knew what his words actually meant. And, the Russian also noted, Gaetano was no longer watching the women strolling past.

                                                                                                                          
                                                                                                                            His eyes were locked on Malik’s, hot with ambition.
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    DEAN INGERSOLL LOOKED up from his desktop display screen and gazed out at the floor of the power plant, two stories below his office window. He smiled to himself.

    
      Spend so much time looking at the damned screen, you can forget what the hell the numbers are all about.

      
        He got to his feet, a solid square-shouldered man of middle years, slightly graying, his face weathered from spending as much time up in the hills as he could possibly spare from his work and family.

        
          The fishing had gone all to hell years ago. Acid rain had devastated the woods and poisoned the lakes. There were the snowmelt streams in the spring, of course, but the state only stocked them once a year and the next day the stream banks were wall-to-wall with once-a-year fishermen who left a midden heap of beer cans and other trash after they drove back to their condos and tract houses.

          
            Besides, the past three years in a row there had been so little snow that the streams were too feeble to be stocked.

            
              No, Ingersoll went up into the hills to dream about how all the forest and the deer and even the fish would come back one day. He hoped he lived long enough to see it.

              
                What was going to make this miracle of regeneration possible was the shining, nearly silent machine he was watching now, smiling like Moses must have when he saw the Promised Land.

                
                  Beneath his appreciative eyes the fusion power generator hummed to itself as it transmuted deuterium from the sea and helium-three from the Moon into pure energy. Fusion was the hope that made Ingersoll smile. Fusion power was beginning to replace fossil fuels and even the old uranium-based fission plants. The hope of the future, Ingersoll told himself. Maybe my grandchildren will be able to see the woods in bloom again.

                  
                    He took his windbreaker from its peg on the back of his office door and headed out for the parking lot, where his electric bike waited. It was his own design. You pedaled most of the time, using the little electric motor only to help you up hills. Charged up the battery while you were pedaling. Clean and efficient, as long as you lived close enough to the office.

                    
                      The night shift was coming in as he left; all four of them.

                      
                        Ingersoll’s fellow day-shift workers were kibitzing with them as he waved to them all and went out into the late-afternoon sunshine.

                        
                          There’s a fusion generator for you, he said to himself as he squinted through the bare threes at the westering sun, red from the dust and pollution of the city down in the valley. Been shining for five billion years and has at least five billion more to go. Talk about reliability.

                          
                            Don was at the parking-lot gate, trudging slowly back and forth across the entrance with a new sign. NO MORE NUKES, it said, just like the tattered old one Don had carried for so many years that it had become practically illegible.

                            
                              Ingersoll pedaled up to the lone demonstrator and stopped, one booted foot lightly touching the paving. “Hey, Don, how’s it going?”

                              
                                Don Knight was Ingersoll’s age. They had gone to kindergarten together. But Don appeared much older, perhaps because of the long gray beard he had allowed to grow down his chest. He had always looked frail, ascetic, but he had never been sick a day in his life, as far as Ingersoll knew.

                                
                                  “Not bad, Dean. Nice day, huh?”

                                  
                                    Ingersoll looked around at the dead trees and the pale sky beyond them. “Guess it was. I wouldn’t know. Been inside all day.”

                                    
                                      “Thought I saw a robin,” said Don. “Going home now?”

                                      
                                        “Might as well. Want a lift in my car? We can stow the bike in the backseat.” Ingersoll shook his head. “You still driving that gas-burner?”

                                        
                                          “Nope. My royalty check finally came in. I bought a new Barracuda.” “Another gas-burner? Why didn’t you get one of the electrics?”

                                          
                                            Don made a face from behind his beard. “No zip. No fun to drive.”

                                            
                                              “Don”—Ingersoll had asked the question hundreds of times before, maybe thousands, but he had never been satisfied with the answer—“why in hell do you still tromp around here? I mean, nobody pays any attention to you at all.”

                                              
                                                “That’s not entirely so,” Knight replied, not in the least defensive. “Last August the TV news people came out for the anniversary of Hiroshima .”

                                                
                                                  “But this is a fusion generator. It’s got nothing to do with Hiroshima .” “It’s nuclear, isn’t it?”

                                                  
                                                    “So’s the Sun, for god’s sake!”

                                                    
                                                      Don shook his head. His beard swayed back and forth like a horse’s tail. “My father was anti-nuke. My mother was anti-nuke. I know that there’s hardly any of us left, but somebody’s got to keep the protest going.”

                                                      
                                                        “Why? It’s wrong. It’s stupid.”

                                                        
                                                          Don did not get angry. Instead, he smiled benignly, like a saint listening to the foibles of a sinner. “Nuclear power is wrong, Dean. Radiation is bad. I don’t care what you think or what the rest of the world thinks. I know what I believe.”

                                                          
                                                            Ingersoll shrugged. He had been through this with his old friend since boyhood.

                                                            
                                                              “Want to have a beer down at Suder’s?” “Good idea,” said Don.

                                                              
                                                                “See you there.”

                                                                
                                                                  The nuclear engineer got on his bike. The protester ambled to his shining new convertible, tossed his sign in the backseat and took off with a roar and a cloud of exhaust gas.

                                                                  
                                                                    The Yamagata family estate was set on a rugged hillside high above the towers and apartment blocks of Kyoto . Built like a medieval Japanese fortress, the solid yet graceful buildings always made Dan think of poetry frozen into shapes of wood and stone. Much of the inner courtyard was given to an exquisitely maintained sand garden. There were green vistas at every turn, as well: gardens and woods and, off in the distance, a glimpse through tall old trees of Lake Biwa, glittering in the sun.

                                                                    
                                                                      The helicopter settled down, screeching, turbines in the outer courtyard. Dan unbuckled from his seat and was through the hatch before the pilot was able to stop the rotors. Squinting through the dust kicked up by the downwash, Dan saw Nobuhiko waiting at the gate to the inner courtyard. Saito Yamagata’s only legitimate son was wearing a Western business suit of pale blue. His lean, angular face looked solemn as Dan approached him.

                                                                      
                                                                        By damn, he must be nearly thirty-five by now, Dan thought, struck all over again by how much Nobo looked like his father did when they had been building the first solar power satellite. But almost a foot taller. It always surprised Dan to realize that Nobuhiko was taller than he was himself, by several inches.

                                                                        
                                                                          The two men bowed simultaneously, then grasped each other’s hand. “Nobo, how is he?”

                                                                          
                                                                            The younger man made a tight smile. “Drinking sake and complaining about the GEC’s new tax ruling.” “He’s not in pain?”

                                                                            
                                                                              “He doesn’t show any pain.”

                                                                              
                                                                                They walked along a path of stones set in the carefully raked sand garden. Dan noticed that a few new rocks had been placed off in one corner of the garden, by the miniature olive tree he had given Sai many years earlier. Half the year the tree was covered by a transparent plastic dome, heated and protected from the winter wind.

                                                                                
                                                                                  “How are you?” Dan asked.

                                                                                  
                                                                                    Nobo’s nostrils flared slightly. “I am going to miss him.”

                                                                                    
                                                                                      They removed their shoes at the open door to the main house. A woman in a carnelian red kimono silently took Dan’s travel bag the instant they stepped inside: a servant or a family member, Dan could not tell which. Doesn’t matter all that much, he knew. The servants have all been part of the Yamagata family for generations.

                                                                                      
                                                                                        He heard Saito from halfway down the hall. The old man’s rasping voice made the shoji screen walls quiver.

                                                                                        
                                                                                          “Stop looking so morose! I want to see happy faces, not these long sad frowns. Must I bring in a band of geishas to please me? Can’t I have pleasant looks around me on my final day?”

                                                                                          
                                                                                            Women were scurrying along the hall, some bearing trays of food, others jars of sake. They all looked distressed, close to tears. Two men in business suits backed out of the room at the end of the corridor, bowing so deeply Dan thought they could wipe their noses on their kneecaps.

                                                                                            
                                                                                              “Where is that idiot who calls himself my personal attorney?” Saito was shouting. “With all these papers I have to sign, why isn’t he here to witness my signature?”

                                                                                              
                                                                                                The two business suits nearly bumped into Dan and Nobuhiko, they were in such a hurry to get away from their master. Flustered, they bowed again, bobbing up and down several times. Nobo gave them a single curt nod of his head; Dan bowed with more respect. Then they stepped through the open doorway.

                                                                                                
                                                                                                  “Ah! My son and heir,” said Saito. “And Dan, you are here at last.”

                                                                                                  
                                                                                                    Saito Yamagata scrambled to his feet and came around the low, paper-cluttered table at which he had been sitting to grip Dan’s outstretched hand. His kimono was deep blue, decorated with white herons. Strangely, Sai looked ten years younger than he had the last time Dan had seen him. The cancer had burned away the fat that had accumulated over the years of rich living. He was almost as lean as his son, though considerably shorter.

                                                                                                    
                                                                                                      Dan searched his old friend’s eyes. There was no pain there, not even anxiety.

                                                                                                      
                                                                                                        “Sai . . .” Dan’s voice nearly broke. Surprised at his own emotion, he swallowed tears and forced a cheerful “By damn, Sai, you look better than I do.”

                                                                                                        
                                                                                                          “I feel well,” Saito said, gesturing Dan to the low lacquered table. The three of them sat on the tatami floor mats. Saito pushed aside a small mountain of paper and poured sake into delicate little cups that had tiny whistles built into their lips so the drinker could show his appreciation by making as much noise as possible. “Is there anything I can say,” Dan asked, “that will talk you out of this?”

                                                                                                          
                                                                                                            Sai drained his cup, whistling thinly, then banged it down on the table. “You would prefer that I die in agony?”

                                                                                                            
                                                                                                              “But if you feel so good, why end it now?”

                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                “It is only a matter of time before the damnable tumors begin to torture me to death.” Saito’s face showed no fear, only resolution.

                                                                                                                
                                                                                                                  “I must make an orderly transition of all my holdings, so that my son can step into my place with a minimum of difficulties.”

                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                    “Yes, but ...”

                                                                                                                    
                                                                                                                      Saito made a noise that might have been a grunt. “The only regret that I have is that my son has not yet seen fit to present me with a grandson. It would be a great relief to me to know that the family will go on for another generation.”

                                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                        Nobuhiko kept his face immobile and said nothing.

                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                          “However,” Saito sighed heavily, “there are some things that even the most devoted father cannot do for his son.”

                                                                                                                          
                                                                                                                            Dan felt a slight nervousness inching through him. “Sai—what am I supposed to do here?”

                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                              “There are several documents you must sign. Do you realize we are still in partnership on three separate operations?”

                                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                                “Three? I know there’s the solar power company and the water production factory at Alphonsus. What’s the third?”

                                                                                                                                
                                                                                                                                  Saito rummaged through the stack of paper on the corner of the table, muttering, “With all the advances in computers and information storage, still the lawyers demand signatures in ink on sheets made by killing trees.”

                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                    Dan felt himself grinning. The paperless office had been promised for more than a century, yet there was always more paper.

                                                                                                                                    
                                                                                                                                      “Ah, here remember this?”

                                                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                                        Dan took a stapled sheaf of papers from his friend’s hand and flipped through the first two sheets. “By double damn! The asteroid retrieval operation. I haven’t even thought about that since ...” “Since all that trouble with Malik was resolved, ten years ago,”Yamagata said.

                                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                                          Nodding, Dan said, “That chunk of rock is still in the orbit we left it in; maybe we ought to go out and start mining it, after all.” “There is not much of a market for asteroidal metals,” Nobo said. “Lunar resources are cheaper.”

                                                                                                                                          
                                                                                                                                            “Yeah, sure,” Dan said, growing excited. “But the Moon doesn’t have anything heavier than iron except where meteorites have hit, and most of them are buried too deep to be profitable.”

                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                                              “You would like to mine the asteroids?” Saito asked.

                                                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                                                “We’ll have to, one day.” Dan kneaded his thighs; he was unaccustomed to sitting cross-legged. “There ought to be enough gold and platinum in that one asteroid to pay for a dozen flights.”

                                                                                                                                                
                                                                                                                                                  “The GEC has set a firm price on precious metals,” Nobo pointed out.

                                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                                    Dan felt his spirits sink again. “The goddamned GEC. What a pain in the butt those bastards are.” Saito laughed. “You haven’t changed at all, Dan.”

                                                                                                                                                    
                                                                                                                                                      Dan grinned back at him. Then he remembered why he was here. “Okay,” he said. “What do you want me to sign?”

                                                                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                                                        Ruffling through the papers again, Saito replied, “Our partnerships are personal arrangements, legally. Since Nobuhiko is going to take charge of Yamagata Industries, it will be necessary for you to sign new agreements with him.”

                                                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                                                          They spent the next several minutes in silence, Dan signing almost blindly where Saito indicated, Nobuhiko adding his signature with a felt-tipped pen both in Roman script and Japanese hiragana characters.

                                                                                                                                                          
                                                                                                                                                            “Good,” said Saito, when they finished. He glanced out the window at the miniature garden and the reddening sky beyond.

                                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                                                              “Now we can have dinner and then . . .”

                                                                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                                                                “What am I supposed to do?” Dan asked. “How are you going to do it?”

                                                                                                                                                                
                                                                                                                                                                  Saito smiled at him. “There is nothing for you to do except to wish me a pleasant journey. The doctors will take care of every thing. All is prepared and ready.”

                                                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                                                    Feeling somewhat relieved, Dan asked, “You’re not going to slice your belly open?”

                                                                                                                                                                    
                                                                                                                                                                      For the first time in all the years that Dan had known Saito Yamagata, the man looked surprise. Stunned with Nobuhiko said, “What do you think my father is going to do?” “End it,” Dan replied. “That’s what you told me. Harakiri.” Saito burst into uproarious laughter. Even Nobo laughed until tears streamed down his cheeks. Dan felt like a dolt, staring at them. “You mean you’re not...?”

                                                                                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                                                                        Shaking his head, barely able to control his voice, Saito said, “Dan, my old and dear friend, you’ve always had a flair for the dramatic. I am honored that you were willing to help in a ceremony that is so far removed from your own culture. You are truly a brave man, Dan. And an honored friend.”

                                                                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                                                                          “Well, what in hell’s going to happen?” “Cryonics,” said Nobuhiko.

                                                                                                                                                                          
                                                                                                                                                                            “I am going to have myself frozen,” Saito explained. “I have not worked in high-technology industries all my life without absorbing some faith in the future.”

                                                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                                                                              “Frozen.” Dan felt as numb as if he were on ice.

                                                                                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                                                                                “Yes! My condition is incurable today. But tomorrow, perhaps ten thousand years from tomorrow, medical science will conquer cancer. Then I can be revived and returned to health.”

                                                                                                                                                                                
                                                                                                                                                                                  Dan sank his head in his hands. “Cripes almighty. I thought maybe you wanted me to whack your head off with one of those Samurai swords.”

                                                                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                                                                    Father and son laughed. But after several moments the laughter quieted.

                                                                                                                                                                                    
                                                                                                                                                                                      “I will be leaving you,” Saito remarked. “Just as though I were going to die. I might never be revived. Or it might be so far in the future that neither of you will be alive. We are truly departing from one another, my friend.”

                                                                                                                                                                                      
                                                                                                                                                                                        Dan let a grin creep across his face. “I’ll be waiting for you, pal. If it comes to that, I’ll have myself frozen, too. We’ll see the future together, Sai.” “I would like that.”

                                                                                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                                                                                          “Damned right!”

                                                                                                                                                                                          
                                                                                                                                                                                            Dinner was long and filled with laughter and reminiscences. Saito regaled his son with tales of Dan’s first days on the Moon, his battles with his fellow workers, his pursuit of the few women living on that rugged frontier.

                                                                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                                                                                              “Do you still chase the women?” Saito asked.

                                                                                                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                                                                                                Dan shrugged. They were sitting at a Western-style table on elegant chairs of Philippine mahogany:Yamagata ’s concession to the comfort of his friend.

                           