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ONE

Comie ran down the halway, choking, gasping for bregth. It was dmogt as if she were outside,
on the surface, without a suit. That bastard, she kept saying to hersdlf. That bastard!

She returned to her quarters and dropped onto her bed. She was exhausted. Not only had
she spent days traveling about the Moon on Isaac Simkin's business, she had aso spent two days
digging through musty, dusty old archivesto find the ancient journas Jonathan had wanted.

Exhaused she might be, but the exhaudion was physicd. Her mind was awake, her
nerves jangling. She could dmost fed the dectric currents coursing adong them.

She jumped to her feet and paced about her bedroom. Elena, Elena, she thought. | bet I'm
better in bed than you are. | bet you're like a mannequin.

Connie was no mannequin: she had had endless breathless testaments to that effect from
men.

So why doesn't Jonathan prefer me? she wondered repeatedly and pointlesdy. Elena
doesn't want him. She's frightened of him, of his desre for her. She told me so. Jonathan, what's
wrong with me?

Chrigt, she thought, ligen to me whinel How many other abandoned and rgected lovers
throughout history had asked the same pointless question? What does she have, what does he
have, that | don’t? What's wrong with me?

Wha did Jonathan Holroyd have? Why had she fdlen in love with him? After dl these
years of immunity to that emotion, why had she chosen this man, out of dl of them, to be the
object of her fedings — the one man who, she should have known, was too emotiondly
committed e sawhere to ever want her as more than alover?

“Why, I've been used!” she said aoud. She who had been accused more than once of
usng others sexudly, had been used hersdf! “How does it fed, Connie?” she asked hersdf.
Crummy, Connie, she answered hersalf. Crummy and shitty.

As her emotions camed and objectivity returned, Connie began to fed the effects of her
days of exerttion. Eventudly she pulled of her clothes, did beneath the covers of her bed, and

drifted into deep. Her deep became deep, soothed by cam dreams of waveless seas beneath a
night sky and afull moon.
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T he next day was Fiveday, but Connie went to her office anyway. She had awakened drained of
anger and dso of enthusiasm, but she could think of nowhere dse to go and nothing else to do
but work. She was unsurprised to find Isaac aso a work in his adjacent office.

He heard her enter, and he came quickly through the connecting door. “Connie! Whet're
you doing here today? | thought for sure you'd be taking the day off to recuperate. Thought
you' d probably spend it with Jonathan.”

She dhrugged and avoided his eyes. “Too much to do here. | was feding guilty about
letting it go during the last few days” She could sense Smkin's penetrating glance on her. At
times like these, she admitted to hersdf, his very presence — his big body and powerful
persondity — were abrasive to her.

“What' swrong, Connie?’

She had no intention of tdling him, and she wished he weren't dways so perceptive.
“Nothing, Isaac. | just have al of this to take care of.” She gestured at her desk, on which papers
and computer wafers were piled in random order.

“A lot” he agreed, and then he added, with heavy playfulness, “Too much time with
Jonathan and not enough here a your desk, en?’

Connie forced a smile. “Isaac, when | do get al of this cleared up, I'd like to work
somewhere ese for awhile”

He stared at her, nonplussed. “ Somewhere se?’

“It's not you,” Connie sad quickly. “I've aways loved working for you. You know that.”
Despite her words, she could see the pain in his face. He chose to show no expression to others,
but he couldn’t disguise his fedings from her. “Isaac, | mean that. | just want a change. I've been
here at Mendeleev for eight years already.”

“Take a vacation, then!” Isaac said loudly. “For as long as you want. Go anywhere. Go to
Frontside, go to Earth. Wherever. Rest yoursdlf. Then come back.”

Connie shook her head. “I need more than that. | need ... | want ared change.”

Issac shook his head. “This whole damned place would fal apart without you.” And SO
would I: he didn’t need to say that.

Connie laughed and shook her head. “lsaac! You're fifty-two years old, you're sill as
srong as a bull, and you'll last forever. This place won't fdl apart until you do, and you will
never fal apart!”

Issec grinned back & her. “True enough!” He turned solemn again. “But I'll miss you,
Connie. You can't dismissthat.”

“No.” Connie sighed. “No, | can't, Isaac. But you know, you're settled in what you do.
You've been in charge of everything for a long time, and you have decades more of the same.
I’m not like that. I’ ve enjoyed these years, but it doesn't lead anywhere, doesit?’

Smkin gestured expansively. “You're hdping me to run things, aren't you? It leads to
more of that!”

“Does it? Will you mary me? Make me your co-ruler? And will the governing of the
human race to me in case you die before me?’

Simkin hesitated, searching for words. Connie laughed. “Don’t work so hard at it, Isaac!
Of course you won't. Elena’s your her and successor. I've adways understood that. Always
accepted it, too.”
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“All right, dl right.” Simkin sat on the edge of her desk and looked down at her. He was
inimidating a this near distance. It was one of his favorite tricks, but it had ceased working with
Connie a long time before. “So what about Jonathan, then? You know I've got high hopes for
him, but 1 can't handle him the way he is now. | can tdl he's ressting what we're doing up here.
When you and he— WEéll, | thought that then you' d be able to manipulate him for me.”

Connie amiled sadly. “It turned out that he ended up manipulating me, ingtead. You know
who can handle him, don't you, 1saac? Who can make him do anything you want from him?’

Simkin shook his head. “No, | don't. Who?”

“Elena, of course.”

“Elena? He jumped up and stood besde the desk, drumming his fingers on it. “Elena
Hmm. Interesting.”

Connie grinned a him, a the practicdly visble working of the wheds within his mind.
“Terribly surprised, aren’t you?’

Simkin chuckled. “I admit I'm not.”

“What a poser you arel”

“I don't dlow anyone ese to spesk to me the way you do, you know,” Simkin sad.
“Why is that, do you suppose? Must be your sexy grin.”

“It redly istimefor meto leave, isn't it, Issac?’

Simkin sghed deeply. “And find yoursdf and make your own way in life and sat your
own gods, and so on?’

Connie nodded. “The firgt, especialy.”

“Y ou have somewhere in mind, no doubt?’

“N—" But she did, as she redized a that moment, a the ingtant Isaac asked his question.
How long had her unconscious been consdering the idea of leaving the Moon? “No doubt | do.
SCRS.”

“| beg your pardon?’

“SCRS. Southern Coastal Research Station. Scares, the locals cdll it, so very cleverly.”

“Wherethe Hell isthat?’

“Oh, Isaac!” Connie shook her head in mock disgpprova. “You know so little about the
world you rule.”

“The grand picture, Connie; that’s what | concentrate on. Now tell me about Scares.”

She stood up and turned to the map of Earth on the wall behind her desk. Lander and the
Vdley were in the middle of the map, colored a dark, inviting green. The map shaded quickly to
white both to the north and the south of Lander, denoting the Cold. Africa was to the right sde of
the map, and beyond it lay Mdaya and the surrounding idands. The idand chains were repeated
on the left-hand sde of the map. Connie leaned close to examine the map, and then put her finger
on a point southesstward aong the east coast of South America from the point where the Valey
met the Atlantic. “Here. I've been deding with these people for close to a year, hdping them get
edablished and get the supplies they need. An independent bunch. They don't like Lander, and
I’m not so sure they particularly like you.”

“And you want to go change their minds, | hope.”

“No, Isaac,” she sad very serioudy, “I want to go and live with them and help them in
thar work. They're pushing the frontier south, they're studying the sea, and ... they're as far
away from Menddeev and everything to do with it as | can practicaly get.”

Simkin sghed and said again, “1I'll missyou, Connie.”
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She came around the desk and embraced him, burying her head againg his chest. “And
I’ll dways miss you, Isaac. You know that.” And yet she redized it was a lie having made the
decison and chosen her destination, she was suddenly consumed with eagerness to be there and
to be away from this world and this life and these complications and even this overpowering
man.

At rs, the gravity was the hardest part. It made her wonder if she had made aterrible mistake.

Like Elena, Connie had been back to Earth on and off on business. Unlike Elena, she had
never stayed for any longer than necessary. (But | never had Jonathan to stay for, she thought
bitterly.) The gravity, six times what she had become used to a Menddeev, was bad enough for
short periods. She had dways found it impossble to imagine what it would be like to have to
drag her heavy body about indefinitely under that relentless pull. Now she was finding out.

“I used to laugh at people when they arived on the Moon and overdid everything,” she
told Hatmuth. “They take a step, and they bounce twenty feet in the ar. They panic when they
fdl, not redizing they have many seconds before they hit the floor.”

“Wdl, don't jump off any roofs” Hatmuth sad, a bit brusquely. “Down here, you'll
break your legs, or your back, or even worse, and I've received a message from Mendeleev that
if anything bad happensto you, we Il be shut down.”

Connie noticed his sour expresson. “ Signed, Isaac Simkin?’

Hatmuth grunted. “Signed, Director of Mendedeev Observetory. Draw your own
conclusons”

Connie laughed. *Y ou’ ve dready drawn them, haven’'t you?’

Jenssen Hartmuth was tdll, thin, blond, and blue eyed. He was in charge of logidtics at
SCRS, and it was with him that Connie had been dedling for the past year. He put his hand on
Connie's shoulder to steady her, and she clutched a him gratefully for support. “You'll have to
redevelop your own muscles sooner or later,” he told her disgpprovingly. “Might as wdl dart
now. Yes, okay, | drew my own conclusons. They are, that Isaac Simkin takes a specid interest
inyou, o that if | let you come to harm down here, I'll regret it and so will dl of Scares”

Connie looked up a him serioudy. “I'm part of Scares now, Jen. Don't you think | can
protect dl of you?’

“I don’'t know. Can you?’

A brutd question, Connie reflected, but an honest one, and one that struck to the heart of
her new career. “Isaac dill ... regards me highly,” she sad carefully. “I don't have any officid
position up a Menddeev any more, but you don't cancd eght years of hard work and loyalty,
you know.” Although it's hard to say with Issac Smkin, she thought. Does loyaty count for
anything with him?

Hatmuth, though, took wha she sad a face vdue “Wdl, that's something to be
thankful for, anyway. Let's get back to the dining hal, okay? Youve had enough exercise for
today. Y ou need to rest your muscles. From this exercise, anyway. ... *
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“From dl exercise” Connie sad firmly. Jenssen's physica attraction to her had been
obvious from the firda — over the comm, a firg, and then even more strongly when she had
gopeared a Scares in person. But she wasn't ready for another physical reationship yet.
Jonathan was ill with her. In her thoughts, his body dill pressed againg hers, he Hill rested
ingde her. Go away, Jonathan! she thought desperately, sadly. Make way for another man.
Jonathan Holroyd was till her incubus.

Connie moved eadly into her new appointment — arranged by her, while ill a8 Menddesv —
as Scares liaison with the government in Lander.

For quite a while, it seemed strange to her to be dedling from this perspective with people
in Lander and Menddeev with whom she had once dedt from the vantage point of superiority.
Now they made her wait, told her to cdl back repeatedly, brushed her off as inggnificant. In a
farly short time, though, she became used to her new inferior postion and handled her cdls to
Lander or Mendeleev quite routindly.

The only time she fet a momentary pang was when she cdled an old acquaintance at
Mendeleev to try to speed up a request for supplies and was told that from now on, she should
route dl such cdlsthrough Lander.

Is that it? Connie wondered. Am | now reduced to being yet another mud-dug? I'm an
Earthman again! She had worked so hard while in high school and college to get to the Moon,
had even rgected her parents advice that she contact their old family friend Issac Simkin for
help, because she had wanted to get there entirdy by her own efforts, and now she had sunk back
into Earth status again — and by choice, at that. Oh, well, Connie told hersdlf, the Moon wasn't
Peradise either, wasit?

The Moon was where she had found power and fulfillment — and then Jonathan Holroyd
and emptiness. Scares was where she would find herself.

Connie Allendorf has no future on the Moon, she told hersdf. No one has. Mendeleev
can never be more than a temporary thing. Down here is where we can breathe without suits,
where our ancestors evolved. Thisis the future of mankind. Thisis Connie Allendorf’ s future.

Oh, God, she thought, | hope I’'m not just deluding mysdf!
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Two

Six months passed before Connie Allendorf took Jenssen Hartmuth as her lover. He was neither
highly virile nor very imaginative, but his hgppiness and grditude largdy compensated for such
lacks. Connie found that she now wanted affection, companionship, and comfort more than
passion or novelty.

Meanwhile, she had passed from doing dl of the needed liason work with Lander to
unofficdly running the entire ingdlation. Golden Weldner, the nomind Director of SCRS, was
in fact a marine hologist, and she was only too happy to return to that work full time, leaving the
running of Scaresto the newcomer who seemed so much more at home and adept at such duties.

The researchers working a Scares specidized in studying the interface between the land,
the seq, and the Cold. That meant that they willingly exposed themselves to the fierce sorms that
boiled continuoudy adong those interfaces. It was dangerous, but the researchers were willing to
take chances because of what they hoped to discover. “Be more careful, Jen,” Connie would urge
him. He would shake his head. “Too much to find, Connie. That's our job here. That's why most
of usare here. Thedanger’sjust asdeissue.”

Stupid posturing, Connie thought. But apart from the possble danger to Jen and the
others she had come to like so much, it wasn't an issue she could fed very involved with. She
remained more interested in the news, especidly that from Mendeeev, than in locd events.

She noticed that Isaac was coming out of the shadows, asserting his power more openly.
He was becoming a living icon, and the public adulation extended to his family. Indeed, the
publicizing of the doings of hisfamily served to reinforce Isaac’s own larger-than-life image.

In 2083, the marriage of Issac Simkin's daughter Elena to Jonathan Holroyd, escepee
from America, was announced. It was to take place on the 1t of lo of that year. Connie
converted caendars with the help of her computer a Scares. On the pre-Taking caendar, that
was the 5th of November. Why, that's Jonathan’'s birthday, she thought. He had mentioned that
to her once, and she had remembered it, filed it away for future use, liking the sound of the
words, of the strange-sounding month from olden times. She placed a cdl to Issac Smkin and
was refused access.

“Just leave my name,” she pleaded with the software congtruct on the screen.

The congtruct was femde and caity. “I redly doubt that he'd be interested in taking to
you, uh, Allendorf. HE s avery busy man.”

Maybe it's not a condruct, Connie thought. Maybe it's red. Maybe she's my
replacement. She examined the face on the screen carefully. She saw a young, fresh face, a
lovdy woman. A lot prettier than me, Connie thought resentfully. Then she laughed at hersdf.
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You've left, Allendorf! she reprimanded hersdf. Did you redly think Issac would mourn you for
long?

“Just leave my name,” she repeated doggedly.

“Oh, yes, I'll do thet,” the beautiful face said.

And then the screen cleared doruptly, and Issac was looking out a her — as
afectionately as she remembered, but with an unusud hint of concern in his face. “Conniel How
ddightful!”

Connie found hersdf grinning foolishly. What a comfort this man was, in spite of dl she
knew about him. “Hello, Isaac. | wanted to convey my congratulations— to you and to Elena.”

“And to anyone =7’

Connie shook her head, her grin fading.

“I'll tell her that you caled. She'll be happy.” He paused, and then asked gently, “Now
tell me, how are you doing down there, my dear?’

“The work’s ... fulfilling. Wéll, it's ussful, anyway. | fed I'm doing more for the future
here than | was before.”

“Yes yes” Isaac sad dismissngly. “Fulfilling, finding yoursdf, and so on. But are you
happy?”

“Oh, is that why we're put on Eath? Connie asked sarcadticaly. “1 aways thought it
was to help our fellow man.”

Isaac grinned. “ So, are you doing even that?’

“One of them, & any rate.”

Isaac laughed. “Oh, Connie, you never change. When do | receive an invitation to your
wedding?’

When do | receive one to your daughter's? Connie asked slently. “I'm not redly that
kind of woman, Isaac.”

“No,” he said thoughtfully, “I suppose you're not.” There was a long, empty pause. “Was
there something else, Connie?”’

No, Isaac, that's dl there is. The old ease and intimacy were gone, the old comfort she
could expect from him. He had assumed the role of uncle and then of older brother early in her
life, and later, dmogt, something more. Now, that seemed nothing but an old memory — a was
and a might-have-been. “Theré's no news from here, Isaac. Things don't change much down
here. The excitement liesin new discoveries at sea or dong the shores of the Cold. That'sal.”

| saac nodded. “ About the same here, too. Cdl me if anything does happen, okay?’

“Of course” And then a blank screen, epitomizing a suddenly blank period in her life. It
might as well never have been, Connie redized. Those years of looking up to Issac and confiding
in him and leaning on him — and letting him lean on me ... What' sl eft of dl that?

Jenssen came into the cabin. The wind roared in behind him, scattering papers, until he
managed to close the door. He pushed back the hood of his Cold suit. “More new life formg” he
sad enthusiasticaly. “Get dressed and come and look. The sed's redly coming back to life. You
know what this means, don’'t you? That it was never redly dead. A lot more must have survived
beneath the ice layer than we had hoped. Come on, come and |look!”

Connie made hersdf grin the carefree, toothy grin that she knew he loved. “Another dead
fish, Jen?’

“A dead shark, Connied Think what this must imply about the whole food chain leading
up to the shark. Thisisthe biggest find in years— in my lifetime!”
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Connie laughed and put on some warm clothing and went outside to look at the carcass
Jenssen and his team had brought back from their latest expedition. It was rotting and it stank,
but it redly was a hammerhead shark, and Connie managed to look suitably astonished and
intrigued and to express wonderment to a degree that made the Scares team happy. Simple
pleasures for smple minds, she thought scornfully.

Unfar, she told hersdf. It redly is a find of greaet Sgnificance. It's me | can't get excited
about anything any more.

Jenssen was beaming a the decaying shark body. He looked from it to Connie and
laughed at the disgust she couldn’'t quite keep from her face. His gaze drifted from her face to the
hazy sea horizon. “What else is out there?” he sad wonderingly. “What's been waiting for us
under the ice?” His face wore such a look of wonder and ddight and longing that Connie amost
loved him.

Two years later, in 2085, Jenssen Hartmuth went out to look for more dead sharks or
other fish in the sorms aong the watery edge of the Cold, and he didn't come back. One of the
expedition’'s two boats overturned, and, weighted down by their Cold suits, the crew sank
beneath the dmost freezing water and disgppeared. Jenssen was on the other boat, but he
foolishly, bravely legped into the choppy sea, ill wearing his own Cold suit, to try to rescue his
friends. The surviving boat circled the areafor hoursin the clammy mist, but found nothing.

Connie fet guilty that she didn't fed more of a sense of loss. But that's because | dready
log everything when | left the Moon, three years ago, she told hersdf. Tha argument helped
dightly.

Jonahan and Elena Holroyd's first child, Catherine, was born a month later. Connie followed
the news of the birth with morbid interest, trying to tdl hersdf that there was some sort of
mystical  connection between the child's birth and Jenssen’s deeath, but not believing it. It was
ease to beieve in a mydicd connection between the child and Connie hersdf: with a different
twig to dl of their lives, the baby would have been hers and Jonathan’s.

Jonathan’s and Elena's second child was born three years later. After that, there was no
more news about the couple or their children, and Connie tried to concentrate fully on her new
life

In 2088, Golden turned sixty and immediately retired on hdf-penson. She announced
that she was moving to Mdaya to enjoy the remainder of her life sudying sea life in the form of
ingredients in recipes and that she was urging Lander to gppoint Connie as her successor.
“You've been doing the work in fact for the last five or sx years” she told Connie. “Why
shouldn’t you dso have the title and sdary? Oh, yes, and the prestige. | forgot about that.”

Connie laughed. “A lot of that, is there?’

“No, actudly, dmost none. Moglly lots of abuse and complaints. But you know about
that by now. For me, there was dso the constant smdll of fish — dead ones. But not any more.”

“I thought you loved your work,” Connie said, surprised. “I remember you wanted to be
free to sudy fish, when | first got here.”
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Golden sighed and shook her head. She had been born with a thick fuzz of golden hair,
prompting her parents to give her her name. Now her thick bush of hair was mostly white, but it
dill glowed with golden highlights here and there in the bright light of her office She was a
short, stocky woman, ill vigorous and hedthy thanks to the active life mandaied by the
scientific field she had chosen. “That was Hill true, back then. Something's happened during this
last year or so, though. | don’'t know what. Suddenly, | just find it dl disgusting. Maybe I'm just
tired.” She shook her head again. “All that hard work and studying when | was young! | did it al
0 enthusadticdly. And | did my job enthusiadticdly for years — decades. And then it suddenly
al went away from me. Just dipped away. | don’t understand it mysdlf.”

Because nothing lasts forever, Connie thought. Not purpose, and not dedication, and
certainly not love.

Nor Golden Weldner. Only four years later, Connie received word that the older woman
had died suddenly and unexpectedly of a heart atack in Mdaya. Even though the two women
had been out of touch during those four years, Connie fdt Golden's loss more than she had
Jenssen’s.

Work, Connie told hersdf. That lasts, because there's dways more of it to do. It never
goes away. It just keegps coming, every day, every morning. | can depend onit.

She threw hersdf into the work with determination, and Scares grew and prospered, and
years passed. She focused on the Earth and the sea and forgot about the Maoon.

And then, in 2093, Isaac Smkin died.

T he news arived indirectly. Conni€'s secretary rushed into her office without knocking and
gasped, “He' sdead! Did you hear it?’

Connie difled her anger a the interruption and turned away from her computer keyboard.
Overly ambitious expeditions and a series of paticularly bad storms had resulted in the loss of
three young marine scientigts within only the last twenty weeks. With each such desth, Connie
found hersdf less upsat and more angry. Why couldn’t the young fools stay on land when the
westher was bad? “Who isit thistime, Al?’

Watanabe sad, “Simkin. Issec Simkin. There was a news bulletin just now from
Mendeleav.”

Connie dared a him uncomprehendingly. “Menddeev?” She fdt suddenly utterly
bewildered. Mendeleev died? she asked herself. How can that be?

“Of course, Connie. Where ese would it come from? You used to work up there, didn’t
you? Did you know him?’

Redization forced its way through the fog. “Issac Smkin? He's dead?’ She licked her
lips and waited for the world to end.

“Wake up, Connie! What'swrong?’

“Go away,” Connie whispered. “Close the door behind you.”

Al Watanabe stared at her for a moment, astonished at being spoken to this way. Then he
shrugged and left the room, pulling the door to behind him with a bang.

“Isaac,” Connie said doud. “Uncle Isaac.” She dmogt expected him to answer.
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Much later in the day, Connie found the dtrength to ligen to a news broadcast from
Lander. What little entertainment broadcagting there was had been suspended in favor of long
retrogpectives on the life and work of Issac Smkin, and speculations about his death. The young
man on the smal screen in Conni€'s cabin at Scares seemed more excited than sad as he read the
gory adoud. To him, Connie redized, Issac Smkin must have been a remote power figure, a
demigod living on the Moon, and Smkin's death was a welcome disruption to the boredom of
reading production and colonization figures every evening. The reporter’s dtitude should have
made her angry, she redized, but she fdt unable to react in any way. She fet deadened by the
loss.

“ ... falure of the seds of his surface suit,” the reporter was saying, seeming to relish the
details. “Once again, an investigative team is being formed a Mendeleev to try to determine how
this could have happened and whether any changes need to be made in the maintenance schedule
for the surface auits a the observatory. It appears that Director Simkin was in violaion of safety
rules he himsdf had indtituted some years ago, first because he walked out of line-of-gght of the
observatory, and second because he was done. The footprints indicate that, despite his age, the
Director managed to run a least two hundred meters toward Menddeev Rim before collgpsing
and suffocating. Technicians a the Observatory speculate that he could not use his suit radio to
cdl for help because his suit was evacuated and he was holding his bresth as he ran.”

“Oh, God,” Connie moaned. “Isaac! Oh, God, |saac!”

“Coming up,” the reporter sad, “Sixty-Three Years of Service the Life of Isaac Smkin.
Repeating our bulletin, Issac Simkin, Director of the Mendeleev Observatory, died early today
when the seds of his surface suit suffered a Smultaneous falure. Maintenance negligence has
not been ruled out. In accordance with his will, the Board of Governors of the Observatory have
gppointed his daughter, Elena Holroyd, as Director of the Observatory.”

Through the night, Connie lay on her bed, deepless, ligening to the voices from the
screen repedting the nightmare until she could see it happening in her mind's eye as dearly as if
she had been there.

In the morning, she called Elena

The dazed look, the reddened eyes told Connie that this was no construct. Had Elena introduced

such mgor changes into Menddeev dready? Perhaps the computer that normdly handled
incoming comm calls was down.

“Who?’" the young man asked, his attention elsawhere.

Definitdly not a congruct, Connie thought. Ther progranming never incudes human
fralties. That's one of the main things that gives them away. She wondered briefly why it was 0
important to her to be ale to tdl the difference. “Connie Allendorf,” she repeated with
diminishing patience Was she going to have to go through this every time she cdled
Menddeev? The irritation brought a wave of anger that pushed her grief away. Surely the place
hadn’t been so inefficient when she was there!

“I'm sorry, but the Director is accepting no cals except official ones.”
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“How long have you been working there?” | haven't been away tha long! Connie
thought bitterly.

The young man didn't hear her question. He was scanning something on his screen, so
that he seemed to be looking over her shoulder, his eyes moving from Sde to sde. His lips
moved dightly, repegting the words. “Connie Allendorf,” he muttered. “Oh, I'm terribly sorry.
Your name is on the lis. Just a moment, please” His image faded, and the screen became a
uniform gray.

The frudration of deding with ineptitude, Connie thought, is the surest cure for grief. By
the time the screen cleared again to show Elena seated behind a desk, Connie fdt camer and
more in control of hersdf than she had since firgt hearing of Isaac's degth.

Elena's face was pae and lined. She dared blankly a the screen for a moment, tears
rolling unnoticed down her cheeks.

“Hello, Elena”

Elena jumped at the sound of Conni€'s voice. “Con— Connie! Oh, Connie, how kind ...
Her voice traled away, the conventiondisms dying out. She put her hands over her face. She
sad, her voice muffled, “Thank you for caling. | gppreciateit.”

“Do you want me to come up there? Would that help?’

Elena shook her head. She dropped her hands to the desk. “Nothing will help.” She
reached out of camera range and drew her hand back bearing a paper tissue, with which she
wiped her eyes and then blew her nose. She crumpled the tissue up and let it fall from her hand.

Connie waitched its dow fdl with fascination. After al these years, she had forgotten the
world of low gravity. She noticed other movement on the screen and pulled her eyes away from
the tissue, but she was a moment too late. She had the impresson of a human figure, a man,
coming into camera range and then jerking himsdf quickly out of it again. She had no doubt who
it was.

“Yes, there is, as a matter of fact,” Elena was saying. “It's Cathy. I'm just— | just can't
give her the attention she needs right now. There are surrogates avalable here, but | fed ... that
she needs ared mother, and just now, I'm not it. Could you ... 7’

“Take care of her for you?’” Chrigt, Connie thought, what do | know about kids? “She's
eght, right?’ she asked, gdling for time. “What about Andy?’

Elena waved her hand. “He's only five. He doesn't redize what's going on, yet.” She
managed a tremulous smile. “Andy never does quite redize what's going on around him. Cathy’s
a lot more aware, though. It's not just what | sad — that she needs someone to be her mother.
It's dso that | want to get her away from this atmosphere. It's gruesome up here now, Conniel
Everyone's waking around crying dl the time, and | just can't sop crying mysdf, even though
they're al looking to me to take charge and put everything in order, and | ... “ She put her facein
her hands again and sobbed without restraint.

Connie shook her head dightly. You're in charge of the whole damned human race, now,
Elena, and I'm dill being asked to take care of you! “Yes, Elena, of course. Of course I'll help. |
don't have any experience with kids, you know, but ... Hell, it's an interesting place down here.
We'll keep Cathy entertained. Send her down.”
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The feding of being imposed upon disgppeared immediately when the helicopter from Lander
arived four days later and disgorged the smal, fral, blonde child. She was bewildered,
frightened, and not dressed for the wegather.

Connie rushed forward and picked Cathy up and managed to wrap her own heavy coat
around the child. “Oh, baby,” she crooned, “don’t worry about a thing any more.”

Good God, she thought in amazement. Is this what I've redly been looking for after dl,
al these years? To be someone' s mother?
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THREE

Press ploughed his way dowly and doggedly through the muck. At each careful step, a smal
cloud arose and hung in place, staying behind as he moved on. He had left a trail, samdl puffs of
surface maerid sHtling dowly, doudets of diminishing heght dispersng, fading away behind
him. Sweat ran down his forehead and into his eyes, but al he could do dout it was squeeze his
eyes shut very tight and hope that would force the sweet out of them. Locked in his suit, he could
not reach his forehead to wipe it. Cooling system in these suitsisn't worth a damn, he thought.

This whole leg of the trip was uphill. The dope was extremely gradud — not even
visble to the naked eye, epecidly given the limited vishility — but Press could fed it in his
legs.

The ar indde his suit grew congantly thicker. He had been told innumerable times that
the samdl was dl in his mnd — that a man quickly became so used to his own body odor,
concentrated in the ar ingde the suit, that he ceased to be aware of it. Press knew that was
nonsense; he knew the smell wasin his nose.

This was dl such dupid, pointless menia work anyway! Press kicked the ground
angrily. A fine cloud erupted upward and surrounded him, paticles scintillating in the beam of
his hdmet light. He was enclosed in a glowing migt, nothing else visble in whatever direction he
turned. Oh, that's great, he told himsdf. Now you're stuck in one place until it al settles. It's a
good thing Evelyn can't see you. As he sood there, waiting for vishility to return, he imagined
wha Evdyn would sy if she had seen this little episode. Something to the point and
embarrassing, but amusng as well. And undeniably correct. His annoyance with himsdf and his
Stuation disgppeared as he thought about it.

When his hdmet light a last began to show something more than drifting particles, Press
moved on again cautioudy. His daydream had cheered him. The work, though, was ill menid,
and he il fdt thet it was beneath him.

He could fed through his feet that he was gpproaching the vent. Being aware of that
vibration was a vitd skill that Marshans who worked outsde developed early. After a few more
minutes, the thick column of rigng bubbles began to show fantly in Press hdmet light. The
vibration he had fet through his feet grew into a sound that penetrated his suit, and then into a
steady roar. It surrounded and engulfed him, throbbing through his bones and blood.

The vent was a mongter. Nothing like it was recorded from before the Exile. As far as the
Marshans could tell, Ridge activity was more violent in generd now. Evelyn was convinced that
this was due to greater surface pressure, which was in turn, she said, due to the weight of the ice
on the ocean surface. Other Marshans ridiculed that idea Press didn't redly care. Or as he had
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once incautioudy said to Evelyn, “I redly don't give a shit. Just get me outta this place” “Tha's
‘out of,”” Evelyn had replied swesetly. “MARSH is dready filled with cretins. Don't join them.”

Blasphemy, Press thought. They may be cretins, but they're the only life left on Eath. A
worm, she said. Be sure to get one of the big worms. Okay, worms, show yourselves.

Just ahead of him, one did. It emerged from the ground less than a meter in front of him,
and Press gasped and jumped backward, drifting up off the ground and floating back a meter.

The worm was a monster. It oozed dowly from the ground, reaching upward, many
meters in length, a least hdf a meter in diameter. Its blind heed, little more than a gaping mouth
aswide asits body, turned toward Press.

Ground-sucker, he thought in relief. 1t was one of the chain-bottom species.

This one normdly did dong the ground around the vent sucking in the bottom muck, as
well as any plants it happened on, or smdl animas tha didn't move fast enough. It processed
this conglomeration as it passed dong its length — which was nothing but a series of somachs
— extracting whatever nutrients it could. The unused result spilled out of the worm's rear end,
which was a hole as wide as its mouth. “Elegant smplicity,” Eveyn had once cdled it.
“Disgudting,” Presshad said.

It was chain-bottom because it was near the bottom of the food chain that had established
itdf dong the Ridge snce the Exile Despite its fearsome sze and mouth, it was harmless to
anything more than a couple of centimeters across. It was, in fact, easy prey to many of the
predators that had been showing up during the last century. Evelyn and the other Marshans who
worried about such things were convinced that the larger worms would either disappear soon or
develop amor — or perhaps develop into predators themsdves. “Evolution in action,” she liked
to tel Press. “And extraordinarily fast! Think how privileged you are to seeit.”

What little mind this worm had, Press knew, was probably devoted to finding food and to
ecaping becoming food. It had probably detected the vibration of Press boots and was trying
ineffectudly to escape him. For a moment, he was tempted to let it go.

“Don’'t worry,” he sad doud. “I'm not a predator.” He sghed. “Wdl, | guess I'm lying.
I'm here to take you back for pickling and dissection. We won't est you, but that’'ll make little
difference to you.”

He trudged forward. As he did so, with one hand he pulled his specimen bag open, letting
the flow of water caused by his motion keep it open. In his other hand, he hed his pincer
outstretched. Y ou are a big mother, he thought.

As the pincer touched the wdl of the worm, it automaicadly dretched its two ams
further and further open. At the touch, the worm tried to squirm away and move faster. Now
Press was close eough to see the hole it was oozing from. At least three meters of it were now
above ground, and ill it did from its hole. Go back! Press begged it. Don't try to run. Hide in
the ground.

The pincer ams extended suddenly, shot around the worm’'s body, and locked tight on it.
Press gasped in sympathetic pain and let go of the pincer’s handle.

The worm thrashed in desperate struggle, but it was a dow movement, a duggish fight. A
mindless predator itsdf, the pincer extended more ams and began methodicdly to gather the
worm to it. Ground muck began to drift up, clouding the struggle. The lights set into the pincer’s
handle came on, blinking brightly so that Press would not lose sght of it.

It was unlikely that he would, even though he wanted to. He watched in horror as the
pincer geadily crumpled the length of the worm's body into a compact bundle ignoring its
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druggles, crushing it into a smal space. Blood filled the water. The worm was a tangled bal of
flesh less than two meters across, organs oozing from the burst skin, parts of it dill rippling in
hopeless protest.

The pincer turned itsdlf in the water, searching. It homed on the transponders dong the
rim of the specimen bag and jetted toward it. It deposited the worm into the bag, which shut itsdf
tightly, and then the pincer turned itsdf off and settled to the sea bed, ready for its next task. The
bag moved ever s0 dightly, ether from dray currents in the water or from the dying worm’'s
find druggle to live The drifting surface materiad and worm blood floated dowly away from
Pressin the sed’ s uncertain currents.

Press closed his eyes tightly and tried to bring his churning somach under control. How
could anyone even get any useful information out the worm after what the pincer had done to it?
He opened his eyes again and looked at the pincer, lying on the ground like any harmless, amora
tool. Press had learned the rule in childhood: never vomit in your suit; you'll choke to desth —
and ruin the equipment.

His stomach lurched, and he held his nausea back with difficulty.

He drew a deep breath, bent, and picked up the pincer. His bag was full — no more room
for any other specimens. Surely he could head back to MARSH now.

Gingerly, Press touched the specimen bag. At least it was o longer moving. He pulled at
it experimentdly. Automaicdly, it inflaed ar bladders set into its skin to cancd the worm’'s
weight, so that it floated just above the ground. Overcoming the inertia of the mangled corpse
within it was Press’ problem, not the bag's.

The ULW light insde his hedmet began to blink.

Press tongued the radio switch. “ Stevens. What?’ He could smdll the vomit on his breeth.

The voice that answered sounded offended. “Don’t blame me for your problems.”

“Sorry, Vanda. I'll explain later. What do you want?’

“You, of course. Back here, | mean. Big things are hagppening. Drop what you're doing
and get back as quickly as you can. We're cdling everyone in for this Full meeting in the
auditorium as soon as the dowest guy gets back here, which isyou.”

“And that' s dl you're going to tel me? Just leave me hanging like that?’

“Oh, it'sjust too juicy. | want to surprise you with it.”

“On my way.” Poor Vanda, Press thought. Wanting everyone in Marsh, and getting no
one. He heaved on his specimen bag, sdtting it in motion, his feet dipping on the soft sea floor.
“Come on, you cretin,” he said, addressing the worm. “I’m taking you home to your comrades.”

Vandawaswaiting for himin the airlock. “Well, here you are. Y ou certainly took your time.”

Press let his heavy, white suit fal to the floor of the arlock. Seawater dribbled from its
crevices, and a sty smdl rose from it. “You try waking fast out there, especidly dragging a
specimen bag filled with crushed worm.”

Vanda's face wrinkled in disgust. “I never wak outsde, ether dow or fast. And | much
prefer normal-sized worms to monster ones.”
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Press laughed, a sudden, explosve sound. “You adways cheer me up with your one-track
mind. Now tell me what’'s so important.”

“The ice is bresking up,” Vanda Michadson sad smply. He waiched the disbelief fill
Press face, and then the ddight that followed it, and he grinned. “That's right. Something big is
going on up there. Want to find out more, or would you rather go outsde and collect more
specimens?’

Press looked down a the smaler man with growing anger. “Chrigt, Vanda, it's not dl
some kind of joke. Be serious for achange.”

“Serious is dl | ever am, Press” Vanda sad solemnly. “You just refuse to take me that
way.”

“Oh, Jesus, come on, lef's go.” Vandas problem, his unfulfilled desres, touched Press,
but it dl seemed trivid to him in the light of Vanda's news. “l want to find out everything there
is aout this. We Il drop the bag off dong the way.”

Vanda sighed and, without being asked, began to roll the specimen bag out of the airlock.
It rolled unevenly, squelching, leaving adamp, pink trail.

Press picked up his suit and followed. In the smdl room outsde, while Vanda spun the
whed that dogged the lock closed, Press hung his suit from one of the hooks provided for the
purpose, and then he ran a quick check of its systems, looking for any damage that might have
occurred unnoticed during his trip outsde. Some rules and procedures aways applied, no matter
how dartling the latest news might be.

Al but a few of the three-hundred and twenty citizens of the habitat were assembled in the

auditorium when Press and Vanda arrived. Along the way from the airlock, Vanda had added a
few detalls.

“It was that surface-measuring junk,” he explained. “You know, the stuff that was put
here when MARSH was firg established. Good equipment. Just keeps on humming aong. Never
gives up. Unlike most men. Does't wilt, doesn't say it stired, doesn't — “

“Come on, Vandal”

“Sure, okay. Wel, anyway, the machines did kegp running, following their old programs,
looking for changes in the distance from the ground to the surface, on the dert for anomdies.
Which it found: phase changes, dso the standing waves broke up. So the computer sent out
dams Of course, no one's redly pad any atention to its little darms snce the ice formed. This
time, though, Marge Bontemp saw the sgnificancein it.”

“She would. She's such a detail type. Couldn't there be other explanations, though, like a
gas cavity developing between the water and the iceright in the path of the sgnd?’

Vanda nodded. “That's what most of us think happened. But it is exciting, isn't it?” For a
moment, Vanda's mask of flippancy vanished. “After a hundred years, we might be able to see
out into the universe again.”

Press dhrugged. “Very briefly, though. Water ether evaporates or freezes in a vacuum.
The upper layers of the sea under the ice are close to freezing dl the time, anyway, so it would
just freeze over agan — probably in a matter of hours” The more Press thought about it, the
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more his earlier excitement drained away. Probably just a gas cavity, anyway, he thought. How
could the ice break up?

No one knew how thick the ice layer atop the ocean was, nor how thick the layer of
frozen gases lying above it was — the gases that had once been the atmosphere of the Earth. All
the Marshans knew was that while their ancestors were going about their daly work in their
undersea research establishment, looking forward to getting back to dry land and their waiting
relatives and lovers, something had destroyed the sun.

The adminidrative center a the naval base in Norfolk had sent them one short, panicky
message, something garbled about an dien race and the sun. To the demands from the MARSH
adminigration that the research center personne be evacuated back to land immediady, there
had been no officid reply.

Officid communications had been cut off. MARSH's only link to the world had
congsted of one of the operators in the ultra-long-wave dation in Norfolk. An orphan, he had no
family to go home to; he fdt closer to the scientists and engineers marooned on the floor of the
Atlantic Ocean than to anyone dse. Ther long-distance friendliness toward him paid off, for he
dayed a his post and told them what was happening to their world. He dso told them of the
rumor circulating a Norfolk that an dien race were responsible for the sun’'s disappearance. His
transmissions ended with the find war, the war at the end of the world, the war that ended what
little spark of civilization and reason il survived on the rapidly freezing Earth.

After that, the ice that had formed over the sea had seemed a protective blanket to those
in MARSH, rather than a prison door. Beyond it, there was only desth, while in the warm depths
of the Atlantic, there were life and a future.

And yet here we are, thought Press, being excited and happy about this. Even if there
were a hole in the ice, and the frozen gases above it weren't there, and the ocean didn’t evaporate
awvay — even 0, what good would it do us? We don't have spacesuits or spaceships. We il
couldn’'t escgpe. We're Hill only safe down here. And I'm ill stuck here forever, for the rest of
my Goddamned life.

M age Bontemp was on the sage, dong with dl of the current members of the committee,
when Press and Vanda findly arived a the auditorium. The chairs were ill stacked dong the
walls of the room, and the crowd seemed to prefer it that way. The Marshans were gathering in
groups and arguing with each other, and others were yeling questions a the group on the stage.
Cline Bdlman, the committee chairman for the second quarter of 2081, looked tired and worn
and, to Press’ eyes, glad that his term as chairman was dmost over.

As Press and Vanda stood in the doorway looking a the chaos, reluctant to enter and
become pat of it, Evdyn Trevethan caught dght of them. She extricated hersdf from the
argument she had been part of and came to the doorway and glared up at Press. “You took your
time!”

“Hessodow,” Vandasad. “1 dwaystdl him that.”

Evelyn's glare widened to include Vanda. Before she could say anything, however, Cline
Bdlman leaned forward, put his mouth close to his microphone, and bellowed, “ Shut up!”
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The roar of garbled, distorted sound was scarcdly intelligible, but the shock of its volume
brought silence to the room.

Cline leaned back again and spoke more quietly. A short, stocky, bading man, he had a
voice that was normdly powerful and resonant, but his time as chairman had worn and fatigued
him so that now he sounded wesk and strained. Without the microphone, he would have been
inaudible. “The committee has solicited technicd opinions from our best minds” he announced,
while the other five members of the committee nodded their agreement.

There was another outburst of shouting, conssing mogly of various Marshans ydling
that they hadn’t been consulted, and what was wrong with their minds?

Cline gave it time to die down into discontented mutterings. “Marge only came to me
with her data a couple of hours ago,” he said in a reasonable, caming tone. “I could scarcely tak
to dl of you in tha time. | should have said, ‘ some of our best minds.””

There were more mutterings and angry headshakings, but no outburst.

Cline grasped the moment quickly. “And | didn't want to put this meeting off. Who
knows what might be happening up there? He gestured upward with his thumb. Miles above
your heads, the gesture said, up there at the surface.

Press noticed the others glancing up & the celling of the auditorium. The sea above them
was something they never thought of normaly; it was just there. MARSH and the sea around it
— that was their world, not the lost one beyond the ice. Now, thanks to that smple gesture, the
imprisoning sea and its deadly tons of pressure were very much present.

“Marge?’ Cline sad. “The honor should be yours.”

Marge Bontemp stood up, pushed her chair back, and stepped briskly to the front of the
table, so that she faced the crowd and looked down on them.

Press examined her admiringly, unaware of Evelyn's amused glance a him, or Vandd's
sad one.

Marge was one day older than Press. She was short, dender, dark, and wiry, and she
radiated an dectric energy. Other young men of ther generation were frightened away by her
energy and her high intellect, but both traits excited and attracted Press.

“The generd opinion,” Marge said, projecting her clear, firm voice out over the room,
“seems to boil down to four man posshilities. One is that there€'s been some sort of tectonic
event, probably adong the Ridge, that we somehow didn't detect, and the pressure wave that
generated cracked through the ice right above us. Think about the size the tectonic event woud
have to be, and then ask yourself how we could not have detected the event itsdf.”

There was an angry objection from somewhere in the crowd. Press recognized the voice
as that of May Tdlerman. So that's who came up with that tectonic theory, Press thought,
grinning. Beside him, Evelyn muttered, “Right. Tl the bitch, Marge”

“Second idea,” Marge sad, pacing back and forth dong the front of the stage, capturing
the crowd's interest dl the more, “is a meteorite, a redly big one, hitting the ice right above us,
breaking it up and evaporating a big part of it. Same problem: why didn’t we detect the pressure
wave from the impact?

“The third one is even worse. This hypothesizes some sort of huge vent opening adong the
ridge, and dl the hot water it generates somehow rose up in a curved path and ended up above
us, where it melted the ice. And once again, not only did al of this hgppen in just the right way,
but we didn't even detect any direct effects from it. Until now, | actudly believed we had alot of
competent scientists down here.”
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This time, there were more voice raised in protest than just Mary Telerman's. Press
laughed and shook his head. Vanda said, “Girl’s going to need a bodyguard. Press, why don’t
you volunteer?’

“I won't even bother,” Marge shouted. Her voice penetrated the noise even without
amplification, and the noise died down dightly. “I won't even bother,” she sad again, “spending
time on the other serious suggestions from our best minds. My favorite one is that the diens who
destiroyed the sun have found out we survived, and now they've come back to finish the job.
They're peding away the ice and then they’'re going to reach right down here through the
Atlantic Ocean and get us.”

There was much amused laughter a this, and it served to dissipate the hogtility Marge
had aroused earlier. But to Press ears, the laughter sounded forced; there was real fear benegth
it.

“The fourth main ideg,” Marge sad, “is the only one that, er, holds water. That's the
suggestion that a gas bubble has been building up dowly between the ice and the sea surface, and
it just recently reached some sort of critical Sze, changing the radio reflection. That's not a bad
one,” she sad reluctantly. She sat down abruptly.

Cline Bdlman jerked as if suddenly awakened from a heding deep. “Uh, thank you,
Marge. Henry?’

The committee member to his left dood up to address the gathering. This was Henry
Rerce, a tdl, handsome man of thirty, and another admirer of Marge Bontemp. Press felt inferior
to him in looks and intelligence, and he feared that somehow Henry's extra five years of age and
meaturity gave him unfair advantage in ther rivary. Press glared a him. Henry spoke out with his
usuad imperturbable sdf-confidence. “The committee has agreed thet whether the ice redly is
bresking up or it's just a bubble forming up there, the gStuation is of consderable scientific
interest to MARSH — and may turn out to be of more than just scientific interest. Therefore, as
suggested by one of our,” he amiled disamingly a Marge, “finest minds, we ve decided to send
up an ar-filled balloon, carrying TV cameras and avariety of sensors, to see what's what.”

Discussons broke out dl over the auditorium again, but Press was interested only in the
warm, grateful look Marge Bontemp was giving Henry Pierce. Evelyn sad conversationdly,
“Actudly, the fine mind in which that suggestion originated was mine” But Press couldn't hear
her over the grinding of histeeth.

Five days later, even Press Stevens forgot about Marge Bontemp and stared in fascination at the
temperature graph.

They were in the auditorium again, dl of them. The stage was now occupied by man-high
screens on duminum stands. One displayed the water pressure measured by the probe; no
aurprises here, and so it was of little interest. Another, in split-screen mode, showed the view
from the televison cameras set around the baloon’'s equator, amed outward. At this point, there
was little to see but an occasond dender body darting into the field of the probe's lights, then
flashing as the sea creature darted away again. And a third screen, currently the most interesting
one of dl, displayed a running graph of temperature plotted againgt dtitude above the sea floor.
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After the abandonment of MARSH and its inhabitants, as the sea began to freeze from the
surface downward, the usud temperature distribution of the ocean had become inverted. Instead
of the warmest layers of water being at the surface and the coldest at the bottom of the sea, now
the warmest water was at the bottom, thanks to hesting from the Earth itself and especidly from
the vents dong the Mid-Atlantic Ridge, while the uppermost layers of the ssawere solid ice.

Thus the temperature readings being transmitted back by the baloon rigng above them
should have been fdling congtantly. At first, that had been the case. But now, as the baloon
gpproached the surface ice, the line on the greph Press and the others were watching with such
fascination had stopped faling and was holding steady.

Vanda Michagson broke the slence. “Why, of coursel It's the gas bubble. There may be
a whole dream of large gas bubbles, conssting of heated gases, and the baloon's rising through
them. See, it ssmple!”

Some heads nodded, but Evelyn sad, “In that case, why is the baloon’'s dtitude
increasing steedily? Why didn’t it change suddenly when the baloon encountered the bubble?”

“Becauseit’ salarge bubble, and the baloon’srising with it,” Vanda said quickly.

“Or the bubbles are dl smdl,” someone dse sad eagerly. “Big enough to affect the
temperature readings, but not big enough to change the balloon’s motion.”

The happy agreement from dl around surprised Press, but then he redlized what must be
behind it. They're dl afrad that something has changed fundamentdly, he thought. And they're
al eager to find explanaions for any anomay that will fit into our old picture of the sea and the
ice a the top. This was, once again, the view of the ice layer as a protective blanket. “Sorry to
burst your bubble” he said cheerfully, “but in ether of those cases, we'd be able to tdl what was
going on from the televison picture, and that has't changed a dl.”

Evelyn nodded gpprovingly a him. But then Vanda said, “But it has changed. Look: it's
getting lighter.”

Perhaps the light in the water had been growing for some time, hidden from them by the
brightness of the probe bdloon's own lights Now that Vanda had pointed it out, it was
unmistakable: a red glow in the background, growing stronger by the minute, grikingly different
from the white of the baloon’s own lights.

Then Press gasped, and Evelyn shouted, “That’ s not icel”

She was looking & the top of the screen, which displayed the view sraight upward from
the balloon. There the light was brightest, and now they could see the shadows of ripples. Second
by second, as the baloon rose, it became more obvious that they were looking up at the turbulent
surface of the sea And through the shifting layers of hazy, glowing water, they could tdl that the
light from above wasn't diffused at dl: it was concentrated amost & the zenith in acircular light.

The balloon broke through. Water cascaded off the camera lenses, and they saw the sun.

| wish Andy would come and see me sometimes,” Connie said, trying to hide the wistfulness.
“You can't do anything to help him,” Cathy sad. “If you'd stayed up a Mendeleev, he'd
be hanging around his beloved Aunt Connie dl the time” She hed her hand up quickly. “And
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don't say anything hackneyed about how cynicd | am for one s0 young. | get enough of tha
from Matushka.”

In fact, Connie had been about to remark that Cathy reminded her more of Jonathan every
day, but she obeyed Cathy by saying nothing &t al.

“That boy's such a leshbot,” Cathy said angrily. “He's a void, he's a nothing, he's a
vacuum, and yet he manages to lick Dad's boots dl the time as well. | can't figure it out. | know
he wasn't like that when he was smdll. | used to like the kid back then.”

Connie wisdly kept to hersdf what she had observed over the years — the extent to
which Cathy’s own persondity, and her developing strength of will and closeness to her father,
had led to Andy’s retreast into whining. The clearer Jonathan made it to his children and the
world he ruled that his daughter was his choice to succeed him, the more his son begged for his
atention and help with sdf-destructive acts. Connie had watched Andy change from a bright and
loving child to a dependent sdf-pitier. All she sad, and in a mild tone, was, “He spent his last
vacdion here, and we had a good time” Away from the res of his family, and in the rugged
environment of Scares, he had shown signs of developing into what he might have been. Not
enough time, Connie thought. HEd need another twenty years to undo the damage of the first
twenty.

Cathy shrugged. “Good. That's nice for him. Ligen, Auntie, I've found the perfect man
for you.”

Connie burst out laughing. “Oh, Cathy, when're you going to give up on that? I'm happy
the way | am. Anyway, I'm more concerned about your emationd future than mine. Why, when
| was your age— "

“Y ou were screwing every man on the moon,” Cathy interrupted. “Right?’

Connie turned away and looked out over the sea. The breeze gusted suddenly, and she
pulled her ankle-length coat tighter, hugging hersdf. On the horizon, the eternd storm clouds
churned. “There redly weren't dl that many men on the moon in those days” She was unaware
of thefant smile on her face,

Cathy noticed it, though, and grinned. “Wdl, Auntie, right now | have my own wild oats
to sow. One of these days, Dad will have his way and get me to move permanently to Mendeleev
and settle down forever. There salot | want to find out about before that happens.”

Connie began waking dowly dong the beach. Cathy waked besde her, Hill taking with
her characterigtic odd mixture of forcefulness and childishly unredigic enthusasm. “But | can
tell how lonely you are, and | want to arrange your happiness, too, before | do what Dad wants
meto.”

“You can't arange everyone slife dl the time, you know,” Connie said.

“Rubbish. Why not? Anyway, if his Dad has his way, that's exactly what I'll end up
doing for the rest of my life— arranging everyone dse' sl”

Now it wasn't Jonathan spesking through his daughter: now it was Cathy’'s grandfather,
Issac Simkin. Connie grimaced. She knew she wasn't redly innocent of wanting to arrange the
lives of others, ether. Her secret wish was to introduce Cathy to a man, for love of whom Cathy
would decide to stay on Earth and build a life of her own ingead of the life Jonathan wanted for
her. Nor did Connie wish to do this because of her maternd love for Cathy and a consequent
wish to see her happy. That was part of it, certainly, but a much larger part was Conni€'s wish to
sabotage Jonathan' s plans.
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She often thought how ironic it was that it was Jonathan who had first exposed her to the
idea tha Smkin's dictatorship was mordly wrong and that it was time for mankind to
reestablish democracy — Jonathan Holroyd, now the most powerful dictator in the hitory of the
human race, now her enemy both persondly and politicaly.

Connie stopped and face the seaagain. “I’m married to that, now,” she said suddenly.

Cathy looked bewildered.

“It was just a job when | came here. No, it was more than that. But | didn't come here
because of the romance of the ocean, or anything like that, but for other reasons. But I've been
here for more than twenty-five years now. The sea has taken my friends away from me, and my
lover. In return, it's given meaning to my life”

Cathy put her am around the smaler woman's shoulders and hugged her gently. “You
know, Auntie, that makesno senseto me at al.”

Connie laughed. “You don't have to unders¢and me Just don't reassgn me when you
take over. If | haven't retired or died by then.”

“You're going to live forever,” Cathy assured her, trying to reassure hersdf. “Of course |
won't reassgn you. Besdes, | want to know what’s going on out there, too. You'll Say in charge
of Scares s0 that | can have someone down here who's as determined as | am to find out
everything there is to know about the sea”

“I don’'t know if we'll ever do that, Cathy.”

“Nonsense. Of course we will. It's just water, you know, and it's finite. There are a finite
number of facts to know about it, and we're determining the facts at a finite rate, so sooner or
later we' Il know dl thereisto know about it.”

“Sounds smple enough,” Connie said with her face kept carefully straight.

Cathy nodded. “Exactly. | want to know what’s out there,” she repeated.

Out there, dmost fifteen hundred kilometers away from the coadline where the two
women stood watching the thunderheads towering into the sky, a huge bdloon, built of materids
mined from vents adong the grest undersea ridge, and covered with measuring instruments and
televison cameras, was walowing in the heavy seas and rapidly being torn apat by wind and
water.



