Theodore Sturgeon

Voyageto the Bottom of the Sea

From the screenplay " Voyage To The Bottom Of The
Sea" written by Irwin Allen and Charles Bennett, and
based on an original story by Irwin Allen.

AT THE END, THE BOTTOM, THE VERY WORST of it, with the world afire and hdll's
flame-winged angdls caling him by name, Lee Crane blamed himsdf. The youngest sub skipper in
history blamed himsdlf for the burning sky and the floods, the droughts and dangers of thet terrible
August when the devil himsdlf brought hisface to the Earth's crust and breathed on it, laughed and
sad, Die. It'smy fault, Captain Cranetold himsdf, which is probably why he did what he did. That he
should fed thisthing isonly ameasure of the man.

It's my fault because | was at the top, that day, and knew it, and told myself so. That wasit:
he had let himsdlf tell himsdlf so. Wll... it takes abig man to be where he was, that day, and only abig
man, with such abig brag in his heart, could have kept it to himself. And it was like him to react with
horror so huge when he caught himsdlf &t it; and only asizable soul could shoulder so much guilt for a
moment of glory.

In histerror and agony, there near the end, he gave himself again the moment of the brag, not so
much to relive the pleasure, but to flagdlate himsdf with his sense of sn and the extremities of his
penitence. Forgive him that. It was atime for extremities.

The Day of the Brag was asunny day, and they stood in the wardroom of the U.S.O.S. Seaview
, Stood, sat, lounged and, as it became one or two of them, postured. The visitors had only just come
aboard from an aircraft carrier lying just off the brim of Earth'sice hat. A huge turbine-powered
whirlybird had gentled them off the flat-top and eased their precious and important presences on to the
broad shoulders of the Seaview just &ft of the conning tower, and from there they were conveyed up
and over and down insde with the smoothness of eggs through acandler.

And with exquisitetiming, if you're building abrag, they were no sooner arranged in the
wardroom with their heart's desire in welcoming drinksin their hands, when the after bulkheed,
between the doors to the Captain's gdley and the radio shack, awall nine feet wide and six feet high,
lit upin ablaze of color and presented to them a TV news show featuring themsalves and their
adventure and, oh yes, their importance. Captain Lee Crane, resplendent in dress blues (atailor had
once remarked of him "the guy's got one-and-a-haf the shoulders and only haf the hipsl™) and with
pleasure watched the show on the screen, and the show of the people who watched the show. The
image on the new wide-screen TV was perfect, the sound was stereophonic, the submarine idied
along with agreased kind of gentleness, the drink was excdlent and so was the weether.

The man on the screen said, "Today's top of the news comes from the top of the world. The
unpredictable Admiral Harriman Nelson has doneit again! Since his retirement from the Navy some
four years ago to enlist in the newly created Bureau of Marine Exploration, the Admiral has been
secretly at work congiructing the first submarine ever built outside the Navy Department. Into it has



gone hisentire persond fortune—you will recall that the Nelsons, with al their past gloriesin the form
of college presidents, Congressmen, State governors and philanthropists, have been an investment
banking family for three generations—and every penny he could scrape up from sources aswiddy
separated as Foundation grants and collections of school-children's pennies. Hisbrainchild, a
fantagtic—"

Here the commentator's well-barbered head gave way to a picture of adetailed model of the
Seaview, which in due course dissolved to a montage of the kedl-laying ceremonies, the launching,
and the commissoning ceremonies of the craft.

"—afantastic atomic submarine with an amazing glass nose—is undergoing fina testsin Arctic
waters, whereit will follow thetral blazed twenty years ago by the first atomic submarine—under the
ice and across the Pole.

"Thissub of the future," the commentator went on, becoming visble again and, Captain Lee
Crane thought, having run acomb through hisfaultlesswaveswhile off camera, "this child of
determined imagination out of the Age of the Compuiter, isthe world's largest mobile oceanographic
laboratory. It was designed to search out the mysteries of the deep as well asto be aresearch center
to test the miracle weapons of tomorrow. To operate this awesome robot, the Admira hasenlisted a
hand-picked crew from former Navy men with long experience on atomic subs. To St in judgment on
these find tests, the Bureau of Marine Exploration has sent itstop officer, the former Vice Admird
B.J. Crawford and the congressiona watchdog of the budget, Congressman Liewellyn Parker, by
carrier and 'copter to rendezvous with the submarine Seaview.”

Lee Crane, lounging against the forward bulkhead, and behind most of the watchers, was
amused to see the dight twitch and erection of the head, the reddening of the ears of the visiting
admira and the visiting penny-pincher, as each in turn their names were cdled. In hismind's eye he
could seetheimp called Vanity winging about overhead, ready to swoop down at the public mention
of any name, to seizeits owner by the ears (hence the reddening) and pull (hence the twitch and
graightening of the neck). The commentator permitted himsdlf to be replaced by afull-color portrait of
Crane's"boss," the driving force behind the Seaview and dl it stood for, Admira Harriman Nelson.
And sure enough, the Admira's ears, herein the flesh, pinkened, and the great bull's head, terror of the
china-shop, twitched and rose.

"And 0 the question of the day comesto this," said the now disembodied commentator, "Will
thefina test onthe U.S.O.S. Seaview turnit into 'Nelson's Fally," or will it be another triumph of an
aready grest man—agreat scientist and inventor, who in spite of what some call an odd-ball
reputation, may yet emerge asthe predominant scientific genius of our time."

Admiral Nelson let hisgray eaves of eyebrows come up anotch, and otherwise held hisface asif
it had been carved there by Gutzon Borglum. But Captain Crane saw the dight turn hisright hand gave
to the Sgnet ring on hisleft, amannerism he had watched for ever since he was aboot a Annapolis
and Nelson headed the Science Department; it meant he was annoyed. Fair enough. Chest-tones and
the safety of astudio four thousand miles away did not quaify aguy with marcelled hair to call thelikes
of Nelson an oddbdll.

Now, Crane thought, comes the dessert. It'stime for a seductive portrait of Dr. Susan Hiller,
some arch remarks about how high this brilliant woman had risen in the ranks of medicine and
psychiatry, and how extraordinary that she should yet be so beautiful—and why the hell not, thought
Craneinirritation: when would the beautiful-but-dumb, brilliant-but-dowdy legend curl up and die?
Could it be that most of the world wanted it dive, and if so, why? And in addition, Crane predicted,



there would be a palite joke (masking some not only impoalite, but downright disgusting implications)
about Dr. Hiller's being the only woman aboard (which she wasn't).

"S0," said the commentator, "Bon voyage, Admird Nelson... hiscrew, and their illustrious visitors
Congressman Parker and Admira Crawford. We will hear nothing of them while they are submerged,
of course, for however many hours, days or even weeks the tests take. They will likewise hear nothing
from us, therefore, if they are listening to me now, I'd like to speek for al theworld, its people, its
scientigts, young and old, knowing that they share my admiration. High ideals, high courage, and high
adventure are their lot, though they find them in avoyage to the bottom of the sea.”

He glanced down and up, wet his careful lips, and began, "In other news around the world, a
dispatch—"

Captain Crane made adight motion with hisfinger and Sparks, standing in the door of theradio
shack, ducked back out of sight. The screen shrank abruptly to a polychrome dot which winked ouit.

Everyone breathed asiif breathing had been forgotten for awhile, everyone found that there was
after dl aglassin hand, everyone drank. Nel son rumbled—sdlf-conscioudy because dl hislife he had
been doing more important things than learning the formalities—"Well, gentlemen... Doctor... modesty
forbids me adding anything to that."

"Chivalry," said asmooth baritone on the port Side, "suggests a sorry omission.” It was " Chip"
Morton, Crane's Executive Officer. Classmates, roommates at the Academy, they had entered the
submarine service together and come dl the way. It was no one's fault—certainly not Lee
Crane's—that they had proceeded singlefile, with Chip in therear. Chip'stone just now was as glossy
as hissharply trimmed black hair. He leaned toward Dr. Hiller and said, "He never even mentioned
Dr. Hiller."

"By her wish and my specific request,” said old "B.J."— Admird B.J. Crawford, head of the
Bureau of Marine Exploration, an old turtleback who, they said, bit the heads off three ensigns each
day before breakfast.

"I've had quite al the publicity | could possibly want," said the doctor in awell-modul ated
contrato. "In this special case, I'm here to observe men under stress, to compare their reactions with
men in other vessdls differently equipped. It'sajob that's best done quietly.”

"You're quiteright, Doctor," Crane said quickly, to nip off anything further Chip might haveto
offer: un-nipped, he would, too, thick, with a broad trowel.

"Let'stake her down, Captain.”

"Ayeaye, ar," said Crane briskly. He wheeled to the bulkhead, palmed the bridge tweeter, and
sad, "Any timeyou'reready, Mr. OBrien." The Dive Officer's voice came back at him out of the grille
asif by speaking Crane had released aspring: "Aye sr!” Crane said, "Shall wedl go up tothe

bridge?"

Drinks were finished, set aside, and Crane led the way forward, followed by Chip, who stepped
over the high slI of the water-tight door and immediately turned to help Dr. Susan Hiller over it, saying,
inthat I'll-take-care-of-you-cookie voice of his, " Ship's etiquette sometimes looks mighty rudeto a
landlubber, maiam. But an officer never letsalady precede him. | guess because it'stoo easy to step
over one of these silisinto abucket.”



"I have been aboard a ship before, Commander,” said the psychiatrist, not smiling at dl, which
amost made the Captain laugh out loud. He stepped aside and let them al come through and mill
around, then touched astud, and the curtain-wall behind him did right and | eft away, and they found
themsalves standing at the aft end of the submarine's unique transparent nose. Like any small boy with
new trainsto show, like any girl with atwo-carat diamond to flash, like—well, any human with
something wondrous to display, he smiled and soaked up the three gasps that came from the guests.
He glanced at Admira Nelson, and saw him eating it with as much rdish ashe was.

And it was asight to come upon without warning. What was called the bridge was the extreme
bows of the huge sub. A single gigantic curved beam connected ked with backbone, swelling at the
dead-forward point to agreat escutcheon of steel, which formed the ram prow up ahead.
Transversaly, thiswas braced by two more curved beams, so that dead ahead one saw a cross of
stedl with the escutcheon at their joining, and the spaces between the arms werefilled with what at first
seemed to be nothing at al. Since the hull was nearly eighty feet high, and the waterline just below the
arms of the cross, one might look down into thirty feet of water, up a the sky, and have sealevel
about at one's shins.

"By... golly,” mumbled Admira Crawford. "Nelson, I'velived with this thing about half aslong as
you have, blueprints on up, and | thought | knew what it would be like. But... you've got to be hereto
bdieveit."

"Those... ports? windows? They're so big!" said the svelte psychiatrist, wonderstruck as any
child.

"Structurdly, they're not windows or ports or anything ese but just plain hull,” sasid Admird
Nelson.

"X-tempered herculite," said the captain. "A process Admiral Nelson developed. And that isthe
right description. They're just oversized hull plates which happen to be transparent.” He stepped to a
console and touched a control. "Deck's clear, Mr. O'Brien?"

"All dear, sr"

"Check your hatch.”

"Dogged down, Sir."

"Makeit ninety feet asadart, and hold it."
"Ninety fest, Sr."

The Congressman was still taring dackjawed at the herculite nose. When he found something to
say, it was, "But the cost of athing likethat..."

The grizzled old Bureau head laughed doud. "The cost was met by Admiral Nelson here, and his
ways and means boys, and severa million school kids, and his own patent and process holdings. She's
bought and paid for, Mr. Parker, and was before he asked to have her commissioned by the
government. We had to start a new Bureau to accommodate her. She's non-Navy, but federa. She's
available for wegpons testing, and for that d one she'sworth her maintenance times fifty—just her
availability. Her red businessisresearch.”

"Research,”" said the Congressman, at last able to fix on something he knew he didiked. He made



the two syllables speak awhole paragraph about blue-sky puttering with useless chemicasresulting in
useless mixtures, invoices for elaborate testing devicesto determine the molecular changesin bread as
it'stoasted.

"Oh—look!" said Dr. Susan Hiller. She pointed downward, and agreat shimmering cloud of
mullet writhed past.

"Research,” said Nelson, and histwo syllables had a sound like akey opening an old lock. "Well
ride herd on those mullet some day, the way old timers did sheep. Maybe some day folksl! live down
there under herculite domes, ranching the fish and farming sea plants. On a planet that's 74 per cent
sea-floor, Congressman, there's an awful lot to be researched out. Research can make thisabigger
world than ever you thought it was. There's minesfor us down there, and oil wells, and hot-ventsfor
power, there's food there and work and study for generations to come.”

Without appreciabletilting, for thiswas not a crash dive, the ship began to go down. So smooth
and slent were the mighty enginesthat their presence was only avague steady tremble. The waterline
crept upward over the giant panes, and the light in the huge chamber took on the blue-green cast of
the silent world. Susan Hiller clasped her dim hands together and stood breethless, moving her head
from sdeto Sdein something like disbelief. The captain, now well on the way to what he later caled
to himsdf The Big Brag, affected astudied professiona boredom which he hardly felt, so acutely did
the awe of the vistors communicateitself. He stood with his back to the wonder of the surging water
ahead, and hiseyesflicked dertly over the " Christmas Tree"'—the banks of lights and repeaterson his
console.

"Run the ship from here, do you?" asked Congressman Parker, whose capacity for awe was
apparently reached.

"Yes, ar," said the Captain. "That is, we can, or it can be run from arather more conventional
control room directly under the conning tower. There are automaticsfor every function from pumping
sewage to changing stereo tapes—and manuasto override them.”

"Deck'sawash," said O'Brien's voice from the console, and amoment later, " Stern gone.”

"Periscope depth,” ordered the Captain. O'Brien responded and the strange light darkened a
shade. The Captain moved some controls. A large screen lit up, and showed a seascape, the sparkling
blue-green of sunlit, deep-water. He turned awhed, and agrid, marked in degrees, began marching
past the picture. "Thisis how we get away from the greasy stick that hangs down in the middle of most
subs," he explained. "We have one'midships, of course, but this repeater magnifies the periscope
image. Standing right here| can turnit any way including up, without marching aroundit inacirclelike
ablind camd pulling buckets out of awell. And if wewant it to, it'l lock on to an object by light or
infracred or radar or sonar, and keep the image right there no matter which way we jump.”

"Must've cos—"

"It did," said the Captain with pleasure, "and it's paid up.”
"What'syour floor?" asked the Admird.

"A thousand, Sr."

"Would that be a thousand feet?"



"Fathoms, Mr. Parker. More than amile."” The Congressman peered downward through the
herculite and looked asif he was suddenly afraid of faling.

"Take her down to two hundred feet,” said the Admira. "All ahead two-thirds, course zero."
"That's due North, isn't it?" asked the psychiatrist, shaking hersaf awvake at last.

Chip Morton answered her; dl thistime he had been gazing a her in much the same way asshe
had been gazing at the ocean, and was apparently as bemused. "Oh you are asailor, aren't you?' he
sad fatuoudy, asif he were talking to an exceptionaly clever five-year-old. She passed him achill
brief glance of barely aroused irritation, which only made him grin at he—alogt grin, for shewas
aready looking the other way.

"Two hundred fedt," said the console.
"Trim her, then two-thirds ahead, course zero."
"Aye-aye, Sr."

"And O'Brien—set loran and asdic darmsfor 200 plus and 400 minus. Well have aroof over
our heads PDQ. And hang 'em on the mike."

"Aye-aye, Sr."
"I heard what you said,” said Parker, "but what did you say?"

"Told him to go under the ice, set our detectors to operate at anything 200 feet over us or 400
feet under, and use them to operate the mike—'lron Mike," that is—pet name for automatic pilot.
Shell run hersalf now until she encounters something she can't handle. Shelll think it over for acouple
of millionths of asecond and then yell.”

"Thismust've cos—"
But thistime the Captain only smiled & him.
"Doctor... gentlemen... would you like to go on with the tour?*

They moved aft. The captain murmured into agrille that he wasleaving the bridge, and joined the
group. They crossed the wardroom, rounded the TV bulkhead and went aft down the central corridor.
The Admiral, inthe lead, turned to adoor on the starboard side and opened it. "Watch your step,” he
cautioned, and went in. Hiswarning was useful for on the other sde of the usua shin-hungry high sill
was asteep flight of steps, virtualy aladder, which twisted downwards into greenish dimness.

Blinking, they found themselvesin a cavernous chamber, stlanding on asted catwalk which ran
about six feet over what at first seemed to be ashiny floor but which, astheir eyes adjusted, they were
able to see was water, because there was a man on it, about chest deep, wearing a rubber suit and
waking dowly. "Hey, Lul" barked the Admirdl.

"Lu?" echoed Admira B.J. Crawford. "That's not—that wouldn't be old Lucius? Lucius Emery?’
"Wadll, B.J., goddam!” cried the man in the tank. "Beg pardon, maam. Didn't seeyou."

"Think nothing of it," said Dr. Hiller calmly.



"Dr. Hiller, Commander Lucius Emery,” said Nelson. "When better ichthyologists are built, they
won't find the likes of old Lu. Come on up and shake everybody's hand, Lu."

"Cant," said the man in the tank. "Y ou wouldn't want my buddy here to drown, would you?'

Dr. Hiller bent over the catwalk rail and peered. "What's he doing?' she whispered to the
captain.

"Waking ashark,” hereplied.

"Oh," she said. She concentrated, and as the man passed under the catwalk, they could make out
the dark shape he propelled through the water, thetall dorsd fin like the sail of agood-sized toy
boat... it must have been al of nine and ahdf feet. "What?' she cried.

Lucius Emery looked up and smiled cheerfully at her. "Put him to deep to make sometests,” he
caled up. "Now | got to walk him until he wakes up, to keep some water going through hisgillstill he
sngps out of it. Who's your other friend, B.J.?"

"l beg your pardon, Parker. Congressman Parker, Lu. Come to see how we handle government

"Just like throwing it into the ocean, eh, Congressman? | heard of you." And he laughed—a good
laugh, echoing round and round the big tank.

"What," asked the Congressman tautly, "do you do when he—uh—'snagps out of it'?"
"Go someplacedse," sad theichthyologist.

Admira Nelson laughed. "That Lu... held rather make friends with a fish than be remembered as
one of theworld's great physical chemists, which he aso happensto be."

" 'Remembered' is probably the word,” said Parker swestily.
"Ishethat Emery?' breathed Dr. Hiller.

The Bureau chief began to move down the catwalk. "Look me up later, Lu. Well chew over
someold times. I'll buy the beer."

"That don't sound like old times," said Emery. And the grest, the granite-faced, the cold-eyed
Admira B.J. Crawford, Chief of the Bureau of Undersea Exploration and nightmare to athousand
frightened cadets and j.g.'s, laughed and called him aname, took the impertinence and walked on.

Out again in the centrd corridor, Dr. Hiller paced in puzzled sllence for atime and then said, with
extreme care, "Commander Emery is... uh... very informd, isn't he?'

"What you're asking, maam," rasped B.J. Crawford, "iswhere does alowly superannuated
Commander get off talking to the high brassthat way, isn't it? Or: why isn't the man disciplined for the
way he conducts himsalf with his superiors? Or: doesn't aman like that est away at the discipline of the
other men? Isthat what you wanted to know?"

Dr. Hiller was obvioudy not cowed, and perhaps could not be. "Yes," she said.

"All right,” said Crawford (gpprovingly, the Captain thought). "I'll tell you in case you want to put



it in apsychology book sometime. | was forty-three yearsin the Navy beforel retired and now three
yearsin the Bureau, which isas much Navy as| can makeit. And | likewhat they cdl ataut ship, |
believerank hasits privileges, | believe the man who ranks you is God and the man you rank isdirt,
even by one hdf atemporary stripe. | believe dl that because when an emergency comes up, that'sthe
way you've got to haveit or alot of otherwise good men get dead. And the only way you can have it
that way in emergenciesisto haveit that way al thetime. Men just don't un-relax and tighten up fast
enough; you got to keep them tight dl thetime.”

Dr. Hiller looked perplexed. "But then Commander Emery—"

"Lu," said Admira Crawford, "he unrelaxes fast enough. Statistics being what they are, the law of
averages and dl that; and men being what they are, there never has been one like him before and there
never will again. Right, Nelson?’

"Right," chuckled the other.

"l think," said the psychiatrist with akind of dogged primness, "that you have covered everything
with the possible exception of his effect on the others.”

"They love'im," said the craggy old Admira astonishingly, "which is one other thing | don't
believein but I'm glad it happened once so it can never happen again. Somehow or other anyone who
ever runsinto Lucius Emery knows he can't act like Lucius Emery unlessheis Lucius Emery, and Lu
dready got that dot filled. Right, Nelson?"

"Right,” said Nelson.

"Right," said Dr. Hiller sharply, and then smiled quite the most engaging smile they had yet
shipped aboard that submarine. The two Admirals shared a chuckle, and Crawford, pre-empting the
Captain and outflanking the Executive Officer, Chip Morton, who panted close by, helped her over
the sl into the magazine.

"Remindsyou alittle of the OI' Souf, don't it?", drawled Chip Morton, managing at last to corner
the pretty doctor, and pointing to the close-ranked columns on each outboard bulkhead of the wide
magazine. "I mean those old plantation houses with the rows of columns holding up dl that-all you-dl
prestige.”

"What are they?' she asked, sticking to facts.

"Missiletubes. We could lie on the bottom of the Mindanao Deep, six milesdown, and lob one
of those thingsinto orbit, or drop it down the smoke-hole of a Navao wigwam."

Homing on the warm drone of Chip'svoice, Lee Crane came over to interrupt. "Here's
something new," he said, holding out asmall curved device. "Magnetic hand primers, to fire these
Polaris X'sin case dl this spaghetti—" he waved his hand around at the computer systems—"should
get itsdf tangled on someone'sfork.”

"ltssotiny!”

"It provides exactly the right amount of exactly what's needed. ‘Course, you have to go outside.
Y ou hang it on the warhead, dap her on the nose, and back off alittle. In six seconds, off she goes.”

With awhat'll-they-think-of-next gesture she handed it back, just in timeto see Chip Morton



tossing something to her underhanded. "Here's something new, too,” he said.
Reflexively, she caught it, turned it over. "Some kind of basebal?"
"Well, for redl short games. One hit, no ball park. It's an underwater demolition bomb."

An expression of distaste, absolutely uncolored by fear, crossed her face. "Commander Morton,”
she said quietly, handing the bomb back to him, "I don't like sadistic jokesand | don't like sadists.”
Amid athundering silence she added, "I understand them very well, of course, but | don't like them.”

Without aword, Chip Morton turned away and went to put the bomb away. The girl raised her
unflickering eyes and looked a Captain Lee Crane, asif to accept, quite without chalenge, any
remark he might make and store it away without actually touching it. He said "It couldn't possibly go
off if dropped. It takesafairly difficult two-handed manipulationto amiit.”

"That was perfectly obvious, or he wouldn't have thrown it to me.”
"You don't scare easily.”

"I do if something comes up that's genuinely frightening. For anything ese, I've smply developed
areflex for andyzing what situations are before | react to what they might be.”

"All the same... hewill of course be disciplined for that kind of childishness.”

"He has been,”" she said without smiling, but with an unmistakable twinklein her eye. Y ou may
do asyou like with him, Captain, and of course you will. We each have our own theory of discipline.
With someit's pain for the offender. With othersit's correction, whether or not pain should be
involved." She paused and then said, with arecurrence of that twinkle, "In my opinion Commander
Morton stands corrected. He will never do anything like that to me again, and very probably not to
anyone else. So much for correction. Asfor punishment—"

The captain laughed suddenly. "'I'd hate to make any crime of minefit one of your punishments,
doctor."

Across the compartment, Congressman Perker heaved heartily on adoor dog, which refused to
move. "What'sin here?'

"Davy Jones locker," said Nelson. "That's the escape hatch."”

The Congressman let go the handle asif it had turned into alive mule's hind foot, and stepped
back smartly. The two Admirasdid not smile, but knowing them aswell as he did, Crane could see
that it was not easy. "And that?" asked the Congressman, pointing briskly to cover his embarrassment.

"Minisub," said Nelson, looking upward at the stubby craft. "When you have to go outside and
you're too deep fo—" he waved his hand at a neat, comprehensive row of racks of diving
gear—everything from smple snorkel s to heated wet-suits with self-contained air
recirculators—"those. Y ou enter from below, there, that hatch, seeit? and then it goes up through the
'roof'—alock just forward of the conning tower."

And asthey looked up at the sub, the small round hatch swung downward and g ected apair of
feet, followed by the legs, torso and flaming red head of the young sailor who swung down out of the
Minisub, found himsdf stlanding in the midst of agreat mound of high brassand astrange and lovely



woman. Her neat dark suit, their heavy loads of gold stripes and " scrambled eggs” on their caps, their
epaulettes and the achingly bright shine of their well-turned shoes, dl contrasted noisily with the
redhead's swesat-stained, oil-spotted T-shirt, faded fatigues with one knee out, and knob-toed safety
shoes. The sailor gulped noisily and begged their pardon. Admira Nelson cocked his head and looked
a the young man, Captain Crane smiled, it may or may not have been at the man's discomfiture; in any
case his eyeswere off in the middle distance. Trueto his creed, the superior B.J. Crawford was not
aware that the inferior gob even existed. Dr. Hiller looked straight at the redhead, cool and attentive,
and the redhead, bulging his muscles againgt adirty rag he held behind his back, was apparently trying
to build, with his knob-toed feet, a hatch to fall through.

"Takealook at thislad, B.J. He's Seaman Smith. Recognize him?' demanded Nelson.
Admira Crawford's glance struck the redhead aglancing blow. "Should I?" he asked coldly.
Nelson chuckled. " Seems only yesterday you were bouncing him on your knees."

Crawford'sfrosty eyes siwung around and got afix on the bridge of Smith's nose. Suddenly he
snatched off his beautiful hat and dammed it crudly againgt hisknee. "Smith! OI' Bricktop's son! The

Soittin' image too! "

"His mother wrote me that held finished hishitch in the Navy, so | had him sign up with uson the
double™

"Wadl," said B.J., toning his voice down from bark to growl. He put his hat back on and put out
hishand. "Jmmy, isntit?"

"Yes, gr."

"Minisub man, eh?'

"Yes, gr."

Crawford glanced doft. "Mark VII, isntit? Likeit?"

"Handleslikeadream, gr," said Smith enthusiasticaly. "'l can't wait to wring her out under the
ice"

Nelson began to move off, and said over his shoulder, ™Y ou will!"
Smith looked after him, bright-eyed. "Thank you, Sr!"

Crawford punched the redhead's shoulder. " Good luck, kid."
"Thank you, Sr."

The captain herded Dr. Hiller gently over the sick bay sill and glanced back before he let the
door swing shut. Y oung Smith was looking upward like a chicken-farmer thinking about
sparrow-hawks, and from the little hatch of the mini dangled shoes, shanks, and bony knees, between
which leaned the horse face of the CPO Gleason.

Gleason said, apologeticaly, " Sorry to break in on your socid life, Commodore, but therésan
important matter of operational procedure awaiting your attention.” Suddenly he dropped a can of



metal polish like abomb (Smith caught it) and roared, " Git back to work!"

Y oung Smith got afoot on the top gudgeon of atorp tube and legpt, catching the rim of the hatch
while Gleason rolled deftly out of theway. Sticking the can of polish in hisback pocket, he pulled
himsdlf upward. Gleason's unmusical voice began some sort of chant, the tune of which Crane could
not quite place. He shrugged, smiled, and followed the othersinto the sick bay. "And now,” Nelson
was saying, "see whether or not it's worth-while getting sick aboard.”

Seaview had more hospital space than many aliner, and certainly more than any sub afloat. Dr.
Hiller exclamed in very real delight at the compact dental equipment, complete with X-ray, folded out
of acabinet the size they used, not long ago, for sterile gauze swabs. From asimilar cubbyhole came
an amazingly comprehendve medicd referencelibrary on microfilm, dong with an efficient little
projection system and a quick-finder index. Urged by the Admira to go right ahead, sheinvestigated
the autoclave, the pharmacy, the drugs and stores. She was crossing to the inboard bulkhead, where
stood an adjustable—very adjustable—examining table, when an inner door opened and an officer,
tal, thin, in hismid-forties, walked in. "Admird!... Captain... I'm sorry. | didn't know you were here."

"Dr. Hiller, thisis Dr. Jamieson, our sawbones. Y ou know Admira Crawford. And thisis
Congressman Parker."

Dr. Jamieson barely acknowledged the introductions, barely took his eyes from the woman. "Are
you—that Dr. Hiller? Dr. Susan Hiller?

"l suppose| am..."

"Gentlemen,” said Dr. Jamieson, "we have in our midst avery digtinguished person. Dr. Hiller
wrote—"

Nelson laughed. "We know who sheis, Doc. That's why she'swith us. She's here to do stress
observetions."

"We're very fortunate," said the doctor warmly. "Have you any idea how important to usall these
psychologica observations have been? Why, the size of these cabins, the color of thewals—the air
temperature and humidity, the way food is cooked and served, even the layout of didsand
controls—al| of that, and more, is determined from the analyses of these observationa psychologists
and psychiatrigs. But—Dr. Hiller! Of them dl, to have Dr. Hiller!"

Nelson chuckled. "All right, al right, Doc! Well buy it, and Dr. Hiller too."

"I'm sorry," laughed Dr. Jamieson. "Dr. Hille—Mr. Parker —Admirad—I don't usudly flap off at
the mouth that way. But it would be foolish of meto try to conced my admiration.... | will seeyou
agan, Doctor?"

"Of course. WEIl have quite abit to do together, | should imagine. | couldn't very well do without
your help.”

"Oh, you haveit, you haveit," said Jamieson, watching them leave. Why my God, he's panting,
Crane thought as hewaved and |eft. Not at dl like Chip (who was off somewhere now, licking his
wounds) but still popping off like aschool kid on circus day. To those who knew him well, Doc
Jamieson was a pretty reserved guy too. Twice today, Crane thought, he'd heard that accolade: Are
you that Dr. Emery? Are you that Susan Hiller? Twice... weird, hethought. Heindulgedina
uperdtition: they comein threes.



Somewherein hismind, or perhapsit was from the magazine, he heard atune, and amost called
it by name. He made an effort and hummed asnatch of it, but till he couldn't remember the name.

The Admird and the visitorswere in the mess-hall, which was next to the sick bay—aquiet piece
of planning for any eventudity which would require ward space.

"Ceptain Crane—"
Heturned back. "Yes, Doc."

Jamieson extended ahand and dropped four small objectsinto his pam. "Hang those on the vips
for me, will you, Lee?'

"Oh," said the Captain. "Dosmeters. Sure, Doc.”

"Rank, sheiswonderful," said the doctor. "I can make anyone aboard wear one—in the nogtril, if
| say 0, to boot. Except for just those people who, according to theory, should be protected
most—namely, exactly those who outrank me."

"You'rethedoctor," Crane reminded him with asmile.

"I'm the doctor," said Jamieson ruefully. " Can you see me strutting up to the likes of B.J.
Crawford and saying, ‘All right, mister, produce your dosimeter. What, no dosimeter? Arrest yoursdlf,
miger.'"

Cranelooked into hispalm. "B.J., Parker, and Dr. Hiller. Three. Y ou gave mefour."
"| was being subtle," said the doctor. "Sir."

"Oh," said Crane. Then, just as elaborately deadpan as the doctor, he turned back hislape and
showed the white button pinned there, then roared with laughter. The doctor made a glum motion with
hisforefinger: mark one up for you; and went back to his cave.

Still smiling, Crane caught up with the othersjust asthe Admird was saying, "And now, B.J, let's
have alook at the somach thisfloating army travels on." He turned toward the closed gdley door.

"One moment, Sir," Crane called. He approached and handed the Congressman a dosimeter, his
strategy being that Parker could not be expected to know about them, Susan Hiller would not have
forgotten them and would probably say so, and the Admiradswould dmost certainly have forgotten
theirsaswdl. "Hereyou are, Sr: compliments of Dr. Jamieson and the Seaview.

"What isit?'

"A kind of radiation meter, Sr. It keepstrack of how much radiation you are exposed to. You'll
noticeit'swhite. If you're exposed at dl, it will begin to glow. A little more, and it gets pink. Too much,
and it glows bright red. But of course, that can't happen.”

"Andif it does" said Dr. Hiller composedly, "you would have ceased to care.”

Parker giggled uneasily, and fastened it behind hislapel where Crane pointed. The Captain
added, "Please wear it a dl times, Congressman, and remember to change it every time you change
clothes.” Dr. Hiller had alape too, it happened, and Crane was pleased to note that she had nothing



to say about it as she pinned it on. Admiral Nelson casualy took one and pinned it on, asif needing
one was quite the most naturd thing in theworld. B.J. Crawford bluntly ignored the whole operation,
at which Cranefdt a profound understanding of the doctor's complaint.

"Now thegdley," said Nelson. "Thisisthe mogt—"

He flung the door open and it was, indeed, the most. The well-sedled door had, asit was
designed to do, diminated kitchen noises from the mess. It had probably not, however, been designed
to diminate the shrill piping of amouth organ, the beet of a half-dozen pairs of hands, the chuckles and
dhrieks of aone-eyed parrot named Aggie, constant companion of the chef, and last but certainly not
leadt, the spirited clogging of the dender dark-haired girl who, mounted on the chopping block, was
doinganlrishred.

"Jggers gasped the cook, sdling rapidly back of the preparation tables, "The Admira!"

The hand-pounding stopped abruptly. The accordionist, an enlisted man, was apparently ina
closed-eyes transport, and kept on for perhaps two more bars before the silence overwhelmed him
too. Thegirl, apparently in such deep concentration on her footwork that she noticed nothing else, was
findly reached by the shriek of the parrot, which said, in tones of total panic, "Hide the dames! Ditch
thegrog!"

There was an extended hush. Then the girl started down from the chopping block. Her cheeks
were flushed and her eyesbright.

Thevistors examined this scene, Admird Crawford impassvely, Admira Nelson with stern
disapprova (but then why was he biting the ingdes of his cheeks?) and Dr. Hiller with her—simply
with her examining look.

The Captain took it upon himsdlf to spesk fird. "Miss Connors! ™

The dark girl dropped her eyes.

Congressman Parker said dryly, "Dietician, Admiral? Or dance instructor?”
"Neither,” said Nelson. "She's my secretary.”

Miss Connors spoke up. "'l am very sorry, Sir. It was my fault atogether. My ideg, | mean |
thought of it. Started it."

Captain Crane flicked about him that four-stripe [ook, in which each stripeisawhiplash, that
every enlisted man knows. "Y ou men turn to,” he said levelly, and Cookie and the second chef flew
into the motions of activity, while the others melted away through the far door. Miss Connors edged in
the same direction asthe Admiral passed her, "WEell have alittle talk later, Miss Connors,” he said
without inflection.

"Stand by, Connors," said the Captain, and she stopped in mid-stride, her head humble, asif his
words had the power to switch her off. "Well have our little talk right now."

The Admiralswent out the far door, followed by the Congressman. As she passed him, Dr. Hiller
murmured, "1t only means high morade, Captain.”

"Thank you, Doctor," said Lee Crane coldly. He and Miss Connors waited until the door had



closed behind them, and another interminabl e thirty seconds, while the galley staff succeeded in not
looking at them whilefairly creaking with the effort. At last Crane motioned to the girl and they inturn
went through the door and closed it behind them.

They found themsdlves in the rdlative privacy of the starboard corridor. "That," said Crane
chillingly, "was quite an act, Connors.”

"Yes'" sheadmitted faintly.
"It will, I'm sure, get afavorable review in the Congressional Record. And say yes, Sir, thistime.”

"Yes, dr." Sheraised her downcast eyes and they were full of laughter, though there was none on
her face as she whispered, "Will they fire me, Captain?'

"They'vefired better men for less. Can you explain thisundignified behavior?'
"l was just showing Cookie how I'll dance & my wedding.”

"Well," said Crane grudgingly, "thet is an extenuating circumstance. In about three weeks, isn't

"...and two days and four hours."
"Hm," grunted the Captain, "And who's the unlucky man?"

Sheraised her eyesagain, and her face, and her arms, and her warm lips met his eagerly and with
joy."OhLee" shesadwith her lipsdill againg his, "l fed likeanidiot.”

"Niceidiot," he chuckled. "I lovetheidiot. But watch it, will you?'

Now it wasin thismoment, with hislips on hers, that there came to him the surge of feding he
was later to identify, derisively, asthe Big Brag. It must be understood that it cameto himin aflash,
and, for al itsintengity, it lasted for the least part of a second. It wasthiswhich, |ater, he came so
bitterly to regret, although the Big Brag was unspoken and no one knew of it but Lee Cranein hisown
innermost secret salf. We al impose guilts upon oursalves, it is one of the pendtieswe pay for
belonging to asocia species—a vague and constant awareness, however far away from the surface,
that we are part of the race, and that for our sinsal mankind might be punished. Had things remained
normal, this passing flash of Lee Crane's may well have disappeared forever into that lightlessregion
into which we dl drop passing thoughts which no longer maiter. But things, of course, were never to
be what the world once called "normd" again....

The Big Brag, coming to aman who ordinarily did not turn his thoughtsinward, and who was not
given to taking stock of himsalf in any way, let a one making mountains of the credit Sde—the Big
Brag, then, suffusing him as he stood in the corridor with the dight strong body of Cathy Connorsin his
ams, ranthus.

Do you know who I am? I'm Crane. Lee Crane. Yes—that Lee Crane. My girl loves me and
her standards are high. Never since grammar school have | been off the honor roll. I'm still the
youngest sub skipper in the country, maybe the world. My crew, every man Jack of 'em, would
jump to sail this ship under the cellar of Hell and torpedo the boilers. So thereyou are: I'm
strong, smart, young and respected, my girl loves me and the world is watching. I'm Crane. Lee
Crane. I'm—that Lee Crane!



The Big Brag—unspoken, but rising up in him in asudden surge that made hiseyes smart. Then
the knob on the door behind them turned and they sprang apart. O'Brien, with hisblack hair and red
eyebrows, emerged: "Beg pardon, Capn.”

"Carry on, OBrien." To Cathy he said gernly, "Well continue this at alater time, Connors.”
"Yes, dr," shesad demurely: and it was over.

The episode was over, but the Big Brag, wrapping itself in a coating like one of those
delayed-action pills, awaited only the right environment to be released. And the world, and space itself
got exactly the right environment ready, by the millionsand millions of cubic miles.

DAY AFTER DAY THEY DROVE NORTH. THE Seaview behaved like adream—the dream of a
hard-headed, demanding, detailed and logica dreamer, which indeed shewas. If ever Admira Nelson
had his Big Brag moments— and heredly rated them—L ee Crane could see no sign of it. Not that he
was ever persnickety—he wastoo big for that. But he ranged the sub from stern to keelson to ssem to
bilge, not so much looking and listening as reading and hearing. Any mere expert can be spoken to by
agenerator or apump or acomputer; Nelson seemed able to have conversations with rivets and the
seam of aweld. In another man, thiswould come out looking like worry, like fear and mistrust of
design and materids. But in Nelson, it was more asif the thousands upon countless thousands of
components making up the submarine were agreat body of friends of his, to each and dl of whom he
had said, "Now if anything ever bothers any of you fellers, you tell me about it, no matter who you are.
That'swhat I'm herefor.” This, to arivet.

A warm friendship sprang up between Dr. Hiller and Cathy Connors; from the second day, it
was"Sue' and Cathy." Dr. Jamieson spent histime in one of the higher levels of heaven, & Dr. Hiller's
beck and call; he admired her with atouch-me-not whole heartedness which, to give her credit, she
took no advantage of. Chip Morton minded his manners and his own business, though anyone who
knew him well—and the Captain knew him very well—was aware of his congtant corner-of-the-eye
awareness of the svelte psychologist, and of tenson like that in a cocked crossbow, as the Executive
Officer searched for achink in the doctor's armor. Lee Crane, however, trusted the laich that held it
cocked. Chip Morton might be headstrong, but stupid he was not.

Staying most of the time at the 500-foot level, the Seaview dipped under the ice on the second
day. For sx more days she cut hersdlf off from the world, traveling north by and large, but zigging and
zagoing, diving, lying doggo, and rehearsing drills: collision, fire, and various breskdowns: air plant,
power, even food shortage. Nelson ran an elaborate series of observations on Earth magnetism and
another on crust temperature on the bottom, either of which would have been full timework for a
specidist in ether field, and il was able to get some deep.

On the ninth day Cathy Connors entered the office of the sick bay with athick folder under her
arm, and found Dr. Hiller transcribing notes from the little book she dways carried, to atiny tape
recorder. "Hello, Cathy. | have some hot coffee here.”

"Hi, Sue. Brought you the personnel file you wanted. Yes, | think | will." She hopped up to Sit on
the edge of the examining table and swing her feet.

Dr. Hiller poured the coffee, handed a cup to Cathy, put her own safely back out of the way and
placed the heavy folder before her. Leafing rapidly through it, she said, ™Y our Captain Craneis



surprisingly young for ajob like this"
"He was the youngest sub captain in the whole United States Navy," Cathy said proudly.

"Hemust have afriend at court," said the doctor, but Cathy knew shewasteasing. "The
Admird?"

"Wrong diagnosis, Doctor. They're dmost like father and son, but the captain earned hisrank.
Neither he nor the Admira would want it any other way. If anything, I'd say it was harder that way
than if they hadn't been so close. The three of them have aways fought hard to keep persondities out
d_ll

"Three of them?"
"Admira Nelson, the Captain, and Chip Morton."
"Oh," said the doctor quietly, "Chip Morton."

"He and Lee—Captain Crane—roomed together at the Academy,” said Cathy. "They were
aways one-two on the honorslists."

"Morton aways second.”
"Well, yes. How did you know?"

"It'swritten al over him. Also that the Captain went through in a breeze and Morton had to fight
about twenty-six hoursin each day to keep up.”

"Lee's never talked about it, but—I supposethat'stheway it was. But that isn't in thefile."

"It doesn't haveto be," said Dr. Hiller. "It'swritten al over them both. Captain Crane accepts
challenges because they're his job and he does hisjob. Commander Morton accepts them because
they're chalenges—I mean, they give him a chance to prove something.”

"Prove what, for heaven's sake? Look where heistoday, a hisage!”

Dr. Hiller shrugged. "Prove hel's as good as the best. It's alittle like my being driven to prove |
was astal asB.J. Crawford." She smiled suddenly "Don't take al thistoo serioudy. Theworld isfull
of Chip Mortons, and whether or not they like it, they make the world's best second-in-commands.
They're exacting of those under them, and extremely watchful of those above.”

Cathy affected ashudder. "Oooh... you strip everybody clear down to their nuts and bolts.”

Dr. Hiller laughed at her "No | don't. | can't. Nobody can. There's dways something else about
people. No matter how you graph and chart and study and ditill, there's dways something else.
Which iswhat makes psychology o interesting—the constant search for that something ese. It'sthe
only field where something elseisawaysthere, you can bank on that.”

"l guessyou could say that about al research—the search for something ese.”
"In the sciences, yes. The search for the something el se that might be there. In

psychology—which isn't ascience, and don't you believeit iseven if apsychologist tells you so—you
know darn well it'sthere.”



"If psychology isn't ascience, what isit?" asked Cathy.

Dr. Hiller laughed. She had agood laugh. She said, "That depends on the psychologist. Some are
datigticians, likeinsurance men. Some are artistss—conscious, cregtive artists, who match and blend
and design to achieve the response they want. And some—well, thereisn't anamefor it. It'san
intuitive something, an ability to know instantly what people are, and if anything iswrong, what's
needed to fix it."

"That would make good psychologists out of alot of priests, cab-drivers, and maiden aunts.”

"Better,” sad Dr. Hiller, "than alot of 'em who have adiplomato hang on their wals" Serioudy
she added, "Theré€'s just one more thing that makes psychology, and especialy psychiatry, such
tremendous challenges. And which separates them from the true sciences. And that isthat the ultimate
indrument, thetool, is after dl only ahuman being. Now abiologist isn't going to let hiswork be
twisted and tilted by awarped lensin his microscope. Before an astrophysicist writes up aweird new
effect from his radio-telescope, hell check out the wiring on hisamplifiers. These people can seea
flaw in their ingrumentsthe ingtant it's there. But a psychologist or a psychiatrist might operate for
years with awobble in hismenta ‘lens and not even know it."

"How can you possibly guard againgt athing like that?"

Dr. Hiller shrugged her dim shoulders. " 'Man, know thysdlf' is one way, though Socrates should
have added "...if thou cangt.’ Otherwise, dl you can do isto judge by the results you get. Which, of
course, you don't get until after the work isdone, and if there are mistakes, they're made and you have
to live with them. And know better next time." She smiled. "But perhaps you seewhy | think it's
interesting.”

"Also scary," said Cathy Connors. "'|—"

Therewas adull boom far away, felt rather than heard. The submarine lifted, tilted, subsided
rocking, while a crunching ramble proceeded upward around them. The constant, amost un-heard
thrum of the motors, the barely-felt tremble of propeller-thrust, ceased abruptly, a change from amost
nothing to nothing-at-al which was as shocking as adynamite blast. Dr. Hiller sat frozen, clutching the
edge of the desk. Cathy Connors sat on the deck, where thefirgt jolt had flung her from her perch on
the examining table, while athread of blood curled downward over her temple where her head had
struck the corner of the desk.

"Damage control!" roared the speaker on the bulkheed, in Crane's voice, but hard, tense, filtered.
"Damage control! Report!" The shrill hooting of the darm filled the ship. They had dl heard it many
times during the past days of drills, but never with such command, such menace.

"We hit something,” whispered Susan Hiller.
Cathy shook her head dazedly. " Something hit us.”

The doctor rose and came around the desk. "Come," she said levelly. "Y ou've been hurt. Let
me—"

Againthat dull boom, thelift and lurch. Dr. Hiller's feet were snatched right out from under her
and she sat heavily next to the admiral's secretary, who said tremblingly, "Well, hello.”

They helped each other up, and the psychiatrist, holding herself tensdly in control, got to a



firg-aid shelf and deftly examined and trested Cathy's cut. "Not much, redly,” she murmured.
"There—the bleeding's sopped.”

"Thanks," said Cathy. "I didn't even know | was hurt. Sue—let's go forward and see what's
happened. Only for heaven's sake remember to keep out from under foot. If there's anything Admiral
Nelson hates in an emergency it'swhat he calls'non-participating personnd.’ "

"I'll be good," said the doctor.

They made their way forward through the centra corridor, making a short-cut through what was
affectionately called the "fishbowl," the catwalk over the three smal tanks and one large one, where
sharksdid ailily. It was here that the submarine took the third impact from below, thisby far the worst
yet. Shelisted dmogt thirty degreesto the accompaniment of shuddering scrapes from outside, dowly
nosed down, rolled back, and then achieved an even kedl again. The water doshed over the edges of
the tanks below, and its surface boiled, lashed by thetails of the frightened sharks. In one of the
smaler tanks—smdler only by comparison, but by no means asmal tank—adark torpedo body
flashed out of the water and boomed against the wire mesh which covered it, leaving it thrumming. The
other tanks, uncovered, seemed to the frightened girlsto be ready to fill the air at any moment with
flapping, snapping sea mongers.

"But you know," said Cathy afterwards, when they had regained the corridor and were moving
forward again, "it was asafer place to be in than your office. I'll take agood strong guardrail on each
dde, any time, even if there are sharkslunging around underneeth.”

"I'll requisition somefor the office" said Susan Hiller.

Twice they stepped aside and flattened against the wall while damage details went by on the
double, and when they reached the wardroom and the door into the observation nose, they moved like
acouple of schoolgirlsvisiting someone el se's school, peeping through each doorway before they went
throughit.

A knot of officers, Captain Crane, Commander Morton, and Admiral Nelson among them,
clustered around the control consolein the after starboard comer. Quiet, tense orders flashed and
crackled between them. Thetelltales and grilles flashed and crackled aswell, bringing information on
pressure, temperature, and the presence outside of huge, hurtling objects....

"Look!" breathed Cathy Connors, pointing forward with ashaking finger.

The big floods were on, for athough the water was clear, their depth of over four hundred feet
put them on the fringes of the lightless deep. And perhaps a hundred yards away, they saw a shape,
like agreat white cloud... no, there was nothing cloudly about it; it was solid, jagged, and seemed to
be moving mgestically, dowly upward through the weter, until the sartled eye redized how far away it
was, and how large: at least as big asaten-story building. Then it was evident that the thing was
coming up with arush, moving far too fast for anything that big. It disappeared above the loom of their
brilliant lights

"Wh-what wasthat?'

"It looked like an iceberg,” Cathy answered. "But icebergs aren't supposed to be down at the
bottom!"

From the console came the shrill reiterated squeal of sonar gear, as one of the officers turned up



the gain. They dl pressed to a cathode screen where aline of light with alittle mountain in the middle
danced in time to the squeak. The squeaks came closer together, faster and faster. Chip Morton
broke away and ran into the transparent bows, pressing his back against the forward plate and looking
down and to the rear. "Give me abeam!™ he shouted. "That'sit... straight down... &ft five... five more...
hold it... Oh my God, it'sright under our kedl..."

"Got therange," barked O'Brien. "Two hundred... one ningty... eighty... One hundred fifty..."
"Both starboard full ahead!" bellowed the Captain. "Both port full astern. Full Ieft rudder!”

The submarine shuddered from stem to stern as the big atomic-fired turbines took hold. She
seemed asif she never would answer, and then adrift could be detected as she began to respond, and
flotsam, caught in the lights, began to stream past from |eft to right. Up in the bows, Chip Morton
made a sound of pure animd terror and sprinted aft, only to stand close to the knot of men, asif their
very presence formed some sort of sanctuary for him. Eyeswide, helooked forward.

With agrinding crunch, the risng iceberg shouldered into the Seaview's bows and lifted them.
The transparent plates took the impact on the under side and to the right, and crushed ice showered
and swirled like smoke. The ship tilted upward and began to roll to the I €eft, then dide backward,
dragging her glass nose down the jagged dope of the ice mountain, cracking, crushing, grinding,
smashing into each rough projection asit rose past.

Cathy Connors and Susan Hiller clung to each other and forgot to breathe. Neither could have
caled the exact figure in pounds per square inch the sub was subjected to at that depth, nor the
terrible over-burden of those sickening blows againgt the transparent nose and the plates around it;
both knew, with nightmare horror and utter certainty, that the punishment it was taking was much,
much more than anyone, even Nelson, could have dreamed that it would ever take.

She listed sharply and suddenly to port, and then, like an obscuring sheet snatched away, the
whitewall was gone. The ship did back and down through the black waters, found her ked, leveled
off and dropped her bows dangeroudy, the whole maneuver precisely like that which aflyer cdlsa
whipstal.

"All dow ahead," rapped the Captain. "Leve her. Hold your turn, then steer one eight oh.”

Admira Nelson moved athwartship, coming quite close to the two girls. He seemed not to see
them; his eyes were fixed on the transparent herculite bows, and roved up and back, back and forth,
down and across. "By God," he said hoarsdly, low: "By God, it held. It held.”

"By God, Admira," said Chip Morton shakily from the other side of the big chamber—he could
not have heard— "it held."

"Hah!" grunted Nelson, amogt jovidly. "Of courseit held!"

Susan Hiller met Cathy Connors eyes and dmost smiled; and in that moment, Cathy understood
much of what the lady-psychiatrist had said about the fascination of psychology.

"What's your course, Mister?' barked the Admird, asif never in hislife before had he whispered,
wondered, or called upon God.

"Oneeight oh, ar.”



"Good." Nelson strode back to the console and barked into the grille, "Damage control: report!”
"Oneeight oh," said Cathy to the doctor. "That's south. We're getting out of this."

The sonar squeded. The men around the console legpt to action. Range—engines—"Hard | eft!™:
atense pulsing moment of silence, and agreat white mountain, mounding up out of the blackness
bel ow, disappearing slently into the darkness above the port bow. And everybody bresthing again.

"What would make icebergs come up from the bottom like that?"
"Tdl mefirst, Sue, what would make them be down there in thefirgt place.”
"No big ones now," said someone at the board.

They looked forward into the green-white glare ahead. Chunks rose—pebble size, football size,
automobile size. They camethickly, astrange dow upside-down hailstorm, kissing and stroking the
deek Sdes of the submarine, knocking impatiently, scraping softly, sometimes like shoes on a coconut
mat, sometimes urgently, like adog which wanted so much to get in.

"Watch your depth,” said Nelson. "It'll hold at about three hundred and then shelve off to gix,
maybe seven. And when it doesyou'll seethe end of that ice.”

"Admira," said the Captain, "if you know anything at al about what's happening here, for thelove
of heavenlet usin onit.”

"I don't know anything,” said Nelson, "but I've been doing the old trick of reading the instruments
for the last haf hour without thinking. That way you get the data that are, and not the ones you think
ought to be."

"Threeten, sr," said O'Brien at the depth gauge. "Thirty. Eighty. Four ten. That's not ashdlf, sir,
itsadliff. Holding a four ten, give or takealittle... uh! four sixty. Five. Five hundred thirty... and
holding..."

"And wheres your ice?' asked the old man with something approaching smugness.

All hands swung forward and |ooked—at the greenish blaze ahead, clear water, asudden flurry
of fish.

"Sow ahead, Captain.”
"Slow aheed, Sr." Tothegrille, Lee Crane said, "Slow ahead,” and heard it repested.

"Will you tell us, Sr?" asked the Captain, sounding very like asmall boy whose uncle had just
doneacoin trick.

"I'll check it out. Commander, set up agrid chart on that screen, if you please. | want our
maneuvering areafor the past two hours.”

"Yes, gr." Chip Morton worked expertly with the controls, and in amoment the big central
screen flickered, flared, and settled down to be a sounding map of their area, with isobars drawn at
ten-fathom intervas. It showed deep water, shelving upward sharply to along curved ridge, some of it
no more than forty feet from the surface. Over the whole area was the cross-hatched symbol of



unbroken pack ice,
"Very good," said Nelson.

"A moment, Sir," said the Captain. He spoke into agrille, listened, spoke again. Then, "Damage
control, sr. Hull and seams sound. Cooki€'s cleaning up amessin the galley; his stove guards will
handle athirty-degree list and apparently we did better than that."

"Twice," said Nelson. "What els=?"

"Nothing, Sr. Sheheld up.”

"Of course shedid. Casudties?"

"Commander Emery reports one bruised porpoise.”

Chip Morton laughed abruptly, too loud, and shut it off too quickly. Cathy Connorsthought Dr.
Hiller nodded dightly. Shedid not smile.

"Very good,” said the admiral. "Now, Commander, superimpose our course for the last hour
onto that grid."

"Aye, gr." Chip Morton'sfingersflew over acluster of buttons. The information was extracted
from the course recorder, coded for the flying cathode beam, and placed neatly on the map, ablack,
wavy line, meandering up to theridge, tangling, weaving back down again.

Morton stood back and glanced at it, opened his eyes wide, returned to the controls, and began
fiddling.

"What are you doing, Commander?'

"Must be something wrong with the scale comparator circuits, Sir. That—" he waved ahand at
the map "—that just couldn't be."

"Leaveit done. Just take agood look at it."

"l see what Ch— Commander Morton means, Sir," said the Captain. He stepped close and put
his hand high up on the chart. "The course asindicated here intersects thisridge. Right here the
indicated depth is only six fathoms—forty-two feet. We draw ninety at periscope depth. How could
we have been up in there—with deep water showing under us? Chip—pull the courseimage down
about five degrees.”

"Leaveit whereitis," rapped the old man. "Y ou felows have athing or two to learn, | see. Let
me give you a piece of advice. When you get screwy data, begin by believing it and work from there.
Keep your logic sound and link it through until you have an answer. Only if that answer isimpossble
do you start blaming your instruments. And be damn cautious about what you use that word
‘impossible’ on. Now then: this chart was prepared when?”

"Soundings taken not over ayear ago, Sr."

"Wdl then, |et's hypothesize that something's happened since then to change the depths. Only... |
think well have to guess that whatever happened, happened in the last week. But I'll cometo that.



"Now we assume that these soundings—asdic, | suppose, and sonar—bounced off rock, or
congeded slt—in any case, good honest ocean bottom. But it dso could beice.

"On the ocean bottom, Sr?"

"I know, | know: Icefloats. But what of asituation where the polar currents keep pressing ice
againgt these risng shelves? A hundred-foot berg drifts againgt aforty-foot undersea pesk. Moreice
crowdsit. The pack ice has nowhere to go but up; it piles on top of the berg. And more piles up, and
more. Theweight finally squeezesthe big berg downward, and as more crowdsin, more piles up,
more goes down. Before long you have solid ice, air on top, rock on the bottom... nothing but ice
between. A barrier.

"Just to protect what we are il calling true data, we will assume that this solid barrier extends
over awide area, and has brought ice down three or four hundred feet. We will now introduce awarm
current—avery warm current, and avery fast oneto boot. Well say it locates at about the one
hundred foot level and beginsto dice away at theice barrier. It meltstheicein the middle and leavesit
as pack above and akind of thick paving below."

"A very ungtable Situation, sir, if you'll excuse me. Ice on the bottom like that would soon bresk
up and—oh."

"Oh, Mr. OBrienisright," said the old man with something like glee. "lce on the bottom like that
would soon break up and you would have the impossible circumstance of bergs risng up from the
ocean floor."

"Very ingenious,” said the Captain sincerely, "But Sr—acurrent like that—why, it wouldn't be
warm water, it would be hot. And lots of it. Where would that amount of hot water come from?”

"I return your compliment, Captain. Very ingenious of you to have thought of it. | too have
thought of it. And | can't answer your question. Not yet. | am, however, convinced that there was and
issuch acurrent, that it carved out the middle of the barrier, that we proceeded into the areawhich
recently was solid, and that while we were in there the bottom broke up.”

"It'shard to believe, gr, that such a current—"

"Y ou clock-watchers," said the admird with afine scorn, waving his hand at the wide array of
didsandtdltales, "keep your noses on dl the instruments that ought to apply and on none of those
which actually do apply. Mr. O'Brien, sight unseen, what's the water temperature out there?"

"Usuadly around twenty-eight point—" O'Brien turned to glance at the see-water temp. gauge,
and hisjaw dropped. " Seventy-seven!"

"So there must be something wrong with the temp. gauge,” said Nelson with biting irony,
"because it disagrees with what you think. | tell you, don't think! Read, and stack up your data, and let
them tell you: don't think until the data speak. Y es, gentlemen, the seaaround usredly isat 77°, and it
isat 77 after having encountered an awful lot of cold water and ice. I'd judge it was better than a
hundred and seventy-seven when it first camein.”

"But gr!" Morton dmost wailed, "wheredid it comefrom?'

"That | don't know. Take her up, and maybe well find out.”



"We're under the pack, sir," said Morton timidly.

"Thank you for reminding me," said the Admird caudticaly. "But unless| missmy guesswell find
damn little pack |eft up there.”

"Our schedule callsfor another ten days submerged, Sir,” said the Captain, dmost timidly.

"Our schedule was made during, and in anticipation of, ordinary circumstances. If you regard
these circumstances as ordinary, mister, you may continue to disregard my ordersto take her dammit

up!™
"Sorry, gr," said Lee Crane stiffly. "Take her up.”
"Takeher up," repeated the Diving Officer.

The never-ending soft powerful symphony of the machine changed tempo and key astankswere
blown and the Seaview pressed upward out of the deep. The Admira stepped to the door of the
radio shack and said, " Sparks, release a buoy antenna and warm up your receivers.”

"Buoy, Sr? It won't get past the ice-pack.”

"I have ahunch, migter, that the ice won't bother it much. | have more than a hunch—why, it'sa
downright conviction—that you ought to release a buoy when ordered to do so, or scuttle the ship
when ordered to do so, or put yoursalf under arrest when ordered to do s0."

"Aye-aye, dr," said theradioman, and pulled alever. "Buoy released, sr." He switched on his
receivers and with open rdlief, dove into his headphones.

Crane said, "What do you expect from theradio, Admiral ?'

"Rock-and-roll music, probably. And then perhaps, between choruses, a news announcement.”
Dropping hisviciousirony as suddenly as he had assumed it, he said serioudly, "Whatever thisis, it's
too drastic an effect to be purely loca. Something's happened while we were bubbling around down
herelikefishin aged tank."

"And haven't you any ideaat al what it might be?'

"Not the ghost of aguess,” said the Admira cheerfully. "Which only meansit'stimeto stop
hypothesizing and wait for more data.”

"Two hundred," said O'Brien.
"Ow," said Sparks.

They dl looked at the door of the radio shack. "'In one moment,” said the Admiral, still cheerful,
"Sparks will gppear in that doorway and announce that something iswrong with his gear.”

"One-eighty,” droned O'Brien.

Sparks appeared in the doorway, and blinked when he saw &l eyeson him. "Cap'n," he said
deferentidly, "isanyonelike welding aboard, or something?'

"No, Sparks."



"Or isthe doctor maybe using adiathermy machine?"
"I don't believe he even has one aboard.”

Sparks rubbed his ear and shook his head. The earphones were clamped there ill, pushed
back. " Something wrong some place," he murmured, puzzled.

"Let's hear it, Sparks,” said the Admiral. The operator returned to his shack and threw a switch.
The chamber filled up with an unreadable scratching roar. Sparks, working over his controls, was able
to add a couple of heterodyning whines and shrieks, but that was dl. The sound cut, and Sparks
returned, looking worried. "1 tried 'em dl, Sir, single sideband, FM, the works. There's more grass and
garbageintheair than | ever heard before.”

"Magnetic sorm?"' suggested the Captain.

"No, Sr," said the operator positively. "1 been there, Captain. This soundslike nothing | ever
heard before. Magnetic storms cause fade moren anything else: thisisthe exact opposite.”

"Onethirty," said O'Brien.

"Well bresk surfacein asecond,” said the Admiral, "and then maybe we can locate arelay
satdllite and get something off it on the tight beam. Meanwhile, do what you can, Sparks.”

"Aye, gr."
"Periscope depth,” O'Brien sang out, instantly followed by Crane's "Up periscope.”

Chip Morton switched out the chart grid and replaced it, on the big screen, with the swirling
pattern of the periscope just under the surface.

"Y ou wereright about theice, sir,” said Crane. "But according to al the charts, there ought to be
solid pack here"

"Now what's the matter with the ocean?' breathed the Admiral, glowering at the screen, which,
as daylight brightened there, was taking on a pinkish cast.

"l saw awholelake turn red once, for ten days, Sir,” said O'Brien. "Some kind of aga."
"l think," said the Admird, "I here and now stop thinking again, and just watch.”

Spellbound, they watched. The image wavered as water ran off, splashed on, ran off the
periscope, and gradually cleared, to show them atypical arctic seascape, scattered floeice and wide
patches of open water. But typica only to the colorblind; for in two important respectsit wasdl
wrong. Firg, they would have had to be hundreds of miles south of their present position to find so
little ice. Second, the color was dl wrong—for the ice was pink and the water seemed to befull of
reflected flame.

"Surface, and crack the hatch,” ordered the Admiral. He whedled and walked aft, to central
control and the conning chamber. O'Brien stayed where he was, but the rest followed, Cathy Connors
and the psychiatrist following timidly intherear.

In the conning chamber, the redheaded minisub man Jmmy Smith pulled down alever and from



above, hollowly, came the crack and hiss of the sedl's. Without hesitation, and lithely as ayoungdter,
the old Admira swung up the ladder. Above him came the rumble and clang of the hatch gear, and a
blagt of air.

Codl air.

Those of the crew who had done arctic work before stopped what they were doing, stared
upward, then shared a startled glance. Braced asthey were, al unconscioudy, for that cutting cold
they had known so often, they were unprepared for what fdlt like the gentle airs of amild October
day. The CPO, Gleason, caled to the redheaded seaman, who was pulling heavy parkas and gloves
from alocker, "Never mind, Jmmy."

The Captain wrinkled his brows, shook his head dightly and peered up the ladder. The Admira
was standing on arung near the stop, and as much sky as L ee Crane could see past his bulky figure
seemed to be aflaming orange-red. Crane glanced at hiswrist and then at the chronometer on the
control panel, shook his head again and called up, "What isit, Sr?' and when there was no answer, he
mounted the ladder himslf.

The Admiral was dready out on the deck. Crane ranged up beside him and stood silently,
looking. Someone called from down below, but they both ignored the sound. Presently, "God!" said
Chip Morton from thelip of the conning tower, "The... the sky'son firel™

In abroad arc acrossthe sky, aglaring, flaming band of light lay. It trembled, coruscated,
rimmed itself shiveringly with taiters of light, yellow, orange, flickers of blue coming and going.
Somehow, its most terrifying feature was its silence; athing like that, by rights, should have roared and
crackled, but it did not.

The Admird cleared histhroat. "It would seem,” he said in alow voice, "that something's been
going on behind our backs. Uh... Lee... get a periscope dow-scan on that thing and have Sparkslay it
on the repeater screens in the wardroom and the crew's quarters. They have aright to seethis. And
ask Mr. Gleason to tell off the crew in threesto lay on deck and have alook.”

"Aye, dr," said the Captain, and went to the conning tower to repesat the order to Chip Morton,
who acknowledged and then asked, "But Lee, what in hell isit?"

"Just hdll, | guess," said the Captain. He returned to the Admiral.

"Captain..." said the Admira, and paused. Lee Crane watched that craggy profile, raised to the
burning sky, lit as by an opened furnace door, and waited. He knew that the incredible brain under
that iron-grey thatch was racing: matching, measuring, hypothesizing, testing. He knew, too, that the
way to get hisown head taken off at the collar-button was to interrupt.

At last the Admira shook hishead dowly and turned to Crane and looked a him asif he had just
appeared there and, like the band of firein the sky, had to be explained somehow. "Captain, it isn't
aurora. It'stoo close. It hasto be close because of the hest, and because of those flame movements.
... I think if we get achance to make the measurements, well find that some of the ice-pack melted
down and had alens effect, concentrating hesat at afoca areatwo-three hundred feet down, which
would account for al that hot water. Suddenly created there, that hot layer wouldn't just lie there—it'd
have to move. Just which way would depend on aready existing currents, bottom and under-floe
contours. But move it would. Moveit did." He shook himself suddenly. "Lee, well want aposition,
really exact. Y ou and Chip duplicate a sun-shot and average your readings. | don't think you'll get any



help from radio range but try it anyway. Then drag out your newest ephemeris and seeif you can't get
apassagetime, azimuth and devation for one of the communications satellites. | don't expect athing
fromit either, in terms of re-radiation, but if we can useit passively and bounce atight enough beam
off it, we might jam some sort of asignal through dl thisinterference and get through to the Naval
Observatory. With luck we could listen the same way. They must know about this, they've got to have
some sort of explanation.”

Sensing that the old man had said—or was thinking a oud—all he was going to, the Captain
stepped aft to the conning tower. At the hatch he stood aside while Dr. Jamieson, Dr. Hiller and Cathy
Connors emerged. Thefirgt two did just what he and the Admira had done: stopped dead, wordless
and thunderstruck, then moved to the outside ladder in something like adaze. Cathy stared,
swallowed, then turned terrified eyesto Crane. "What isit?"

"Likethe Admird says," he answered gently, "sometimes you just haveto quit thinking and wait
for information." He squeezed her arm and went below.

The crew moved about their duties, speaking little and that in muted tones. The Captain went into
consultation with the radio operator and then repaired to the nose console, where he and Chip Morton
went to work on the navigation problem.

Ten minuteslater the intercom whuffed and then ddlivered the Admird's bull tones. "Captain, our
sharp-eyed lady psychiatrist has spotted something on anice-floe. | have the glasseson it; it lookslike
aman. Bearing about 53°. Get the scope on it and have alook."

Crane acknowledged and switched the big screen to periscope, turned the bearing control, got a
focus, and then carefully worked the zoom knob. He found the object quickly enough: the old man's
by-guess-and-by-God 53° was within two minutes of being dead right. The advanced photo-multiplier
TV sysem gave an immense amount of magnification, and he was able to develop a picture which
looked asif it were being taken from forty feet away, though it was actudly closeto haf amile. He
grunted and switched the image to the bridge repester.

"Taking it cdmly, isnt he?" murmured the intercom.

Crane nodded asif the grille could see him, and he and Chip studied the picture. It showed a
man in histhirties, dressed in agovernment-issue parka with the front dide open and the hood flung
back. He was sguatting on his heelsin the manner practiced by some Amerindians and most desert
Arabs, a pose which most people find impossble after five minutes but which they can hold by the
day. Hisface, which wasfiery red in theflaming light, red not only from the light but from sunburn and
fever, was otherwise suffused with what could only be called peace—nothing ecstatic or blissful, but

soldy, passively peaceful.

"Rescue detall!" barked the Captain. "Mr. Gleason, blow up adinghy, take three men and go out
and get that man off theice. Jump! It might not be there much longer." Gleason acknowledged.

Chip Morton said, "What's that he's holding?"

"Looks like awet muff," said the Captain, peering. "Muff or busby-hat, it'swagging itstall," sad
Chip. "A dog, by God.... What'swith that guy, anyhow? If it was me, I'd be dancing ajig and hollering
my heed off."

"He could be ddirious."



"Somehow | don't think s0." Crane shrugged the whole matter out of his mind and motioned
Morton back to the ephemeris.

In afew minutes they had aposition, taking their turns at the automatic sextant, and averaging
their caculations with the course computer which, like smilar ones on aircraft, was designed to give
current position no matter what maneuvers had been performed, but which was smilarly subject to
error from unrecognized drift currents. They aso averaged the three chronometersto seven or eight
hundredths of a second, reduced the whole thing to three lines of figures, and passed them to Sparks,
who had aready activated the high-powered satellite search radars. The operator glanced at the
figures, then moved controls which unfolded the big "bedspring” on its telescopic mast abaft the
conning tower, and set it to sweeping the ky in the areawhere, if their computations wereright, the
communications satellite should appear. Warmed up and ready to go were transmitter, receiver, and a
lock-on device which would follow the satellite aslong asit wasin range.

The Admird called from the bridge: "Mr. Crane, have Sparks contact Gleason and have him
report on the condition of that man out there.”

In amoment the speaker roared with static, which changed in tone as Sparks tried to trim some
of it out. The Admira's message went out, and was answered by Gleason on the wakie-takie, barely
readable over the churning interference—at only aquarter of amile—"He must be sick or something,
gr. Hejust dtsthere. If hed come out on that spur we could snatch him off it in aminute now, but |
guesswell haveto go around the other side.”

"Got it, Sr!" Sparks cried excitedly. A secondary screen flickered into life and became a
seascape showing asmall segment of that dreadful firein the sky. Crosshairs gppeared, and at their
junction, thefamiliar slver pip of asatellite. "Locked on, Sr!" called Sparks. " Can you get anything off
it?"

"Just asecond, gir... ah. Ah!" The speaker roared again, and the roar faded under asignd—a
blast of rock-and-roll music. "Pipethat al over the ship,” said the Captain. To Morton he said, "l
imagine the rest of the crew will be asglad as| am to know that nothing has happened to the U.SA."

"After arock-and-roll revival, what e se should happen?’

They watched the rescue operation for afew moments. Gleason was edging his powered,
inflated dinghy in close. He threw the man arope. The man just looked at it. Crane could imagine the
stream of disgusted profanity Gleason was generating.

The Admira appeared in the after doorway. "Where's that music coming from?" he demanded.
"Cant tdl yet, Sr. Maybe they'll announce a the end of the number.”

Themusic dammed and tinkled.

"Of dl thetimesto be broadcasting that," growled the Admird.

"Itsasgnd,” shrugged Morton.

The music clanked to aclose, and ahoarse, Satic-drenched voice said tiredly, asif repeating a
phrase repeated already so often it had become meaningless, "Caling the U.S.O.S. Seaview. Thisis
the Bureau of Marine Exploration, calling Admiral Nelson Comein, Seaview."



"That'smore likeit. Transmit, Sparks. Which mikeis hot here? Eh? This one? Good.” Into the
mike he said, alittle dowly, and enunciating with care, "Admira Nelson here, aboard U.S.O.S.
Seaview." Heread the coordinates of their position, and the identity of the satellite on which they were
beamed. "We don't read you too well. Please tighten your beam if you can, and increase power. We
would like to contact Ingpector Bergen if heisavailable." He glanced at the big screen, either to
observe the rescue or to permit himsdlf to believe that that incredible sky till roofed them. Then, ™
Seaview, sanding by."

What came over the air then was devoid of officialese, crackling with weary intengity, and
carrying an undercurrent of hysteria. It was Bergen himself, specid officer in charge of the entire
Seaview operation, whose cracked tones came out of the speaker: "Nelson! Thank God. Thank God!
Haveyou seenit?"

The Admird's eyebrows came up, but without hesitation he answered, abandoning dl the
identifications, stand-bys, and other rituas of radio. Y ou mean the sky. What isit?"

"I was afraid you'd ask that," said Bergen desperately. "'l was hoping you'd have an answe...
sorry, Admiral, but we've been depending on you so much..." (A ghost of Bergen's usua humor crept
into hisvoice, got cold, and fled again as he said) "The pendty of your reputation, Admird. Thewhole
world's been hunting for real operating geniuses, and | guess you were the only one we know of we
haven't been able to reach. | guessalot of peoplefelt you could wave your hand and put that fire
out... or at least tell uswhat it is" He paused, but they could hear the hum of his carrier and could
sense his conscious, forcible effort to pull himself together. "All right, Admird, here are thefacts.
About fifty hours ago it jus—happened. That band of fire, or whatever it is, appeared inthe sky. As
far aswe can find out, it appeared first over the Pacific about 4 A.M. asaglowing yellow-and-red
patch. Ingde of fifteen minutes it acquired those flame-like streamers and began to stretch out east and
west, oh, like aforest-firein ahurricane wind. And north and south, dower... anyway, just over seven
hours later the two growing ends of the fire joined together on the other side of the world. The band
liesroughly over the equator, though it tends alittle south over west Africaand alittle north over
south-east Asia, around the Cambodian peninsula. Then it began to grow wider, until it averaged
about four degreesin width. It stopped widening about twenty-eight hours ago, thank God; for awhile
we thought it would englobe the planet.... Are you reading me?”

"Much better now," said the Admiral, and indeed it was; the boys at the Naval Observatory must
have been knocking themselves out over the tranamitters. "What's the altitude of
this—ah—phenomenon?"

"Near aswe can check it, an average of three hundred miles. The margins shift al the time; some
of those flameslick down to two-twenty or closer, and you'll find about the same variation outwards.
Itsdl of ahundred and fifty milesthick.”

Nelson pursed hislips. A band of fire nearly 28,000 mileslong, athousand wide, and a hundred
and fifty thick, was something to think about dowly, takein small bites. He said, "Any ideawhat
darted it?’

"Just theories. There was a certain amount of meteoric activity just then, but we haven't been able
to check onit. | mean, by the time we got to that stage, communications were so garbaged up that it
got usdlessto try. Were hoping some of the people who first observed it will reach here soon with
some data. In the meantime we can only wait and try to think. Communications are redlly shot—there
aren't many tight-beam set-upslike ours, you know."



"What's the public reaction?' asked the Admiral.

"What you'd expect from flood tides on every seacoast, out-of-season hesat, and panic. The
seismologists are walking around scared. There have been one or two quakes but as yet nothing
serious, yet they tel me microsaism activity isup five, Six per cent. The earth's beginning to quiver like
abowl of jelly on amotor hous ng—not much, but al the time. The seailsmologists are afraid of
fault-lines everywhere, that what could dip will dip, what could crack will crack. We haven't heard
from Antarcticafor more than aday, but their observations showed ameasurable rise of that
continent. Which only meanstheiceload ismelting off fast. Too fast. How's your ice?"

"What thereisof it isgoing fast. We have aboat out now picking up aman off afloe. Youll have
achart, handy, Bergen. Isn't Station Delta supposed to be in this areanow?'

"I'll get acheck onit. | hope they got everyone off before the planes were grounded.”
"Grounded?'

"Admira, there's nothing flying anywhere. Even the birds hardly try. Y ou know whét the shade
temperature is here? One thirty-one. And therma windsthe like of which you wouldn't believe. No,
nothing'sflying. Nothing." Onthe Seaview, the listeners shifted and tensed; the tone of hysteria kept
coming up and faling off in Bergen's exhausted voice. "Here's your information... yes, youreright in
the area of Ddltaslast known station. Thank the Lord you're there to pull 'em out.”

"Pull him out. Therésonly one, Bergen."
"Dear God.... Admira, can you get here for the meeting?”’
"What megting?'

"I'm out of my mind; | didn't tell you. Weve convened an emergency meeting at the UN. The
best scientific brainswe can get from dl over... oh, man, you wouldn't believe how internationa
politics went by the board; blockades and bottlenecks nobody has been able to solve for yearsjust
disappeared. Meshikov is coming by ship, Dobrovny, Itanzio, Fittar, Zucco, Charbier—everyone.
Half of them are dready here and hard at work. Harriman, you've got to get here.”

"When do you start?'

"Weve garted, | tell you! Weve got al the equipment, computers, staff, everything that any of
‘em name. We're trand ating everything, processing al datasix ways from the middie of any way
anyone can suggest. The one thing we don't have isideas, more ideas, new ideas. Admira, we need
you."

"I'll bethere asfast asthe Seaview will take me. Meanwhile | wish you'd synthesize whatever
you have as soon as you can. Codeit for the HS 17 and we'll set up a schedule so we can surface and
receive it when the satellite says we can.”

"I'm one up on you: got asynthes's coded up to an hour ago. Admira, when | said we have
facilities now, I'm not kidding. Kind of thing we used to dream about. Though I'd happily giveit dl
back if | could wake up and find thiswasn't redl.”

"Ship methe synthess,”" said the Admird, and there was aworld of encouragement in histone.
"When shall we schedule another contact?’



"Got it right here." Suddenly the strained voice uttered what can only be described asagiggle. "l
wish you could see me, Harriman. | got six people standing around me while | talk, they've practically
got their track shoes on. Y ou mentioned schedule, | held up onefinger, one of ‘em took off likea
Polaris Eight. Here he comes back again. (... Thanks.) Admiral? Y ou see, al calculated up: says here
you'l have ausable satdllite trangit at 14:37."

"Seven hours... but | don't intend to be around here by then. Correct for 30 knots average,
course 173°."

"Make that one-seven-four and | dready did. And your dtitude bearing will be 12°, azimuth 94."

Nelson chuckled. "I see what you mean, Br'er Bergen. More room service than the Wal dorf
Towers. All right, 174° it is. Be seeing you, fela" He put down the mike and called, " Stand by for HS
transmission, Sparks."

"Standing by, gr."

The radio burped the bewildering chatter of HS—highspeed—transmission. Information
cascaded onto the ship's tape recorders, where, dowed down, it would dole out information on call.
Then the tight-beam carrier from the Observatory cut out and was replaced by the random roar of
tortured radiations from the burning sky.

"Take her down," rapped the Admiral, and turned away from the console, to step painfully on the
instep of the man behind him. "Eh! Sorry, Emery."

"That'sal right, Harriman—I got another one," said the biologist. He had hisold pipein his hands
and kept pulling out and replacing the stem. This, like Harriman Nelson'stwigting of hissignet ring, was
asure sign of worry, though he might not show it in any other way. Hiswrinkle-framed eyeswere
alight and interested, and his smile was aways there or about to be. He clapped the older man on the
shoulder and together they walked aft, with Cathy Connors bringing up the rear. Behind themin the
nose console, then ahead in the main control room, sounded the controlled bedlam of ordersand
meachines which formed a part of undersea navigation—pumps, engines, acknowledgments of virtualy
encoded shouts.

Emery sang aphrase of an old song about not wanting to set theworld on fire, and laughed.
Then, quite soberly, he asked, "And what by the way the hdll isit?"

Nelson shook his head. "Theré's something about the position of that ring of fire that nigglesme
‘way back in here somewhere," he answered, touching himself on the back of the head.

"Just over the equator...?"
"Itisn'tjust over. It'scanted alittle.”
"Magnetic equator,” Emery suggested.

"By God," said the Admird in tones of revelaion. At this point they stepped into the main control
room, just under the conning tower, and paused.

Therewas atight cluster of personnel there, those not directly concerned with the dive staring
upward. Two submariners were guiding the feet of aman on the ladder; above the man, two others
held him from above. "The man from theice-floe" said Nelson.



"Easy there." 1t was Dr. Jamieson. Nearby stood Dr. Hiller, as dwayswatchfully sudying faces.
The man was brought to deck level. He stood wavering for amoment, and they had an impression of
heavy brow-ridges making black caves of the eyes, cavesin which, far back, smdl lightslike fires
burned. The face was flushed and feverish. Dr. Jamison took one of hisarms, the CPO Gleason the
other, and they turned him aft toward the sick bay. Jamieson looked at Susan Hiller. "Doctor—you
might be ableto help here”

"Glad to," said the psychologist, and followed the castaway as he was led aft.
"How'dit go, Jmmy?'

The redheaded seaman swung around and blinked shyly as he found himself face to face with the
Admird. "All right, dr, fine. HESin pretty good shape, except...”

"Except what, Immy?'

"Except hesbuggy, sr.” Theyoung sailor blushed suddenly. "I mean heswdll, buggy.”
"Buggy, likewith two wheds and a buggy-whip?' Emery twinkled.

"No sir. | mean, when we threw him arope he just squatted there and looked at it."
"He's not what you might cal in the pink of condition.”

"No, gr, he's not, but he'swell enough to lay hold of arope. He just doesn't give adamn, excuse
me sr—maam," he added, catching sight of Cathy Connors, who smiled.

"He say anything?' asked Emery.

"Yesdr. Hesad it wasthewill of God."

THE SUB PRESSED SOUTH AND A LITTLE EAST, dl four propellers straining just under
cavitation point, theinvisible eyes of their asdic and sonar gears peering ahead. They kept at a safe
thirty fathoms, for though there was far less pack ice, there was correspondingly more berg danger.
They surfaced once to get the latest synthesis from the UN, and athough they had closed the gap
gppreciably, they found reception lessthan haf as good and worsening by the moment.

On the third day the Captain posted double watches on the seeking gear, double lookouts on
deck, and proceeded on the surface, where it was possible to squeeze another fifteen knots out of the
big submarine. It was quickly found that the deck watches had to be changed every two hours—this
was Dr. Jamieson's recommendation—and then every hour: Dr. Hiller's. For not only wasthe air
insufferably murky and hot, and the direct radiation from the sky unbearable, but the presence of that
great curving bridge of fire overhead was something aman could hardly bring himsdlf to be done with.
Berkowitz, one of the torp men, showed signs of being a problem; hiswife was expecting, and the
lack of communications was a dreadful burden for him. Admiral Nelson, on their third radio
rendezvous with Bergen, was able to get some information about the torpedo man's wife: that shewas
in good shape, that she wouldn't expect the baby for another two, possibly three weeks. asmall thing,
but enough to smother Berkowitz's potentia explosion and cheer up the whole ship aswell. There
were times—Ilong hours, even— when routine conquered dl, the talk was about shore leave, and
things seemed normdl. Then aman would come ssumbling down the hatch, relieved from lookout,



flushed and red-eyed, and fear would tighten itself around morae like aboa condtrictor.

It was the morning of the third day when Cathy Connors came stretching and blinking out of her
cabin and turned toward the mess, only to meet Cookie carrying atray.

She glanced at the thick chinamugs, the traditiond tin can of sugar and the other one of
evaporated milk. No food. "Don't tell methey're ill at it."

"All they est for twenty-four hoursis coffee and pencils,” nodded the cook.

"| fell gpang adeep with my chinin my notebook," said Cathy ruefully. "The Old Old Man booted
me out and told me not to report for twelve hours.” (Ason all ships, the Captain was the Old Man;
here, the Admira had become the Old Old Man.)

"They doing any good in there?" asked the cook anxioudly.

She touched him on the shoulder. "Don't worry, Cookie. If there's anyone on earth who can do
something about it, it's Nelson. How's the little dog?!

The cook smiled widely. "Oh, he'sfine. Y ou'd never guess held spent four days floating around
last on anicefloe. Except for his sunburn.”

"A dog with sunburn?'

"Y eah, we noticed he was tender when we patted him. Thought at first it wasinterna injuriesor
something. Then | thought to look between his fur, you know, and darn if hisskin wasn't dl red, just
like sunburn. But he's getting over it."

She shook her head in amazement and went aft to the mess. She ordered coffee from the
messman, and was just starting on it when Susan Hiller opened the door from the after end and
sepped inover the high 4.

"'Morning, Sue."

"Isthat what it is?" amiled the psychiatrist. She came and sat opposite. "It getsalittle hard to tell,
doesnt it?'

"To some peopleit doesn't seem to matter. Do you know the Admiral hasn't had any deep since
we picked up that castaway?"

"I know," said Dr. Hiller. "I worry about him."

"Dont," said Cathy positively. "There's one set of rulesthat appliesto human beings and one
to—"

"Admirds?'

"No. Just Admiral Nelson. Proof: B.J. Crawford istrying to keep up with him but dl he can do
now is sprawl on the Admiral’s settee with one eye closed and grunt 'Y es when Nelson calculates
something. The Congressman gave up long ago.”

"Here's one Congressiona junket helll never forget.”



"Don't betoo hard on him, Sue," Cathy said warmly. "1 was ready to agree with the rest of the
world, that Parker istypecast for the headline-hungry, penny-pinching politician, but I'll give him credit.
He hasn't panicked; he has a good head—you don't fumble around federal budgets for as many years
as he has without learning something about math—and he puts it absolutely at the Admira's disposal.
At the sametime, he operates on a'lf you can't help, don't hinder' basis; when he can't help, he has
sense enough to stay out of the way."

"Good to hear," nodded the psychiatrist. " And—where do we stand on that—that thing up
there?'

"Theonly thing I can tell you—and I'm not pulling security!—isthat for some reason which
nobody but possibly Nelson understands, the band lies over the earth's magnetic equator, not its

geographic one."
"Well, I—I hopethat helps.”

"Don't worry, Sue. Werein good hands."

Dr. Hiller smiled. "Oh, my desar, | know we are. And with al due and deserved credit to your
admired Admird, | think | could say that even if hedidn't exist."

"l couldnt,” said Cathy immediately.

"l can,” sad Dr. Hiller serioudly, dl teasing gone from her voice. She glanced around her, a
meaningful gesture; it said things about the crew, about tight mouths, pale sweeaty brows, cautious
fearful looks at the TV repeaters, which instead of feeding entertainment and enlightenment, stared out
a everyone like the cataracted eye of acorpse. "Ther€salot to be afraid of," she said quietly, "but |
amnot afraid. | have asort of ... secret weapon. | wish | could shareit.”

"What isit?" asked Cathy, prepared for some subtle psychologica revelation.

"Do you remember the names of the men Bergen read over the radio that first time—the
scientistswho are mesting a the UN?"

"I remember enough to be alittle awestruck ill. Fittar, Dobrovny, even Meshikov. Charbier.”

"I know Charbier," said Susan Hiller. "He was at the big symposum in Athenstwo years ago. It
was asymposium on psychiatry and he's most famous as a chemist, but the paper he read there was
the main thing that happened there. Chemothergpeutics—that is, drugs for treatment of psychic
disorders—went ahead twenty years just from that one paper. Then | met him—he's the most
charming, uncomplicated, modest human being you could imagine. But he's not my secret weapon.
Zuccois”

"Zucco? |—well, of course I've heard of him, but | don't know as much about him as perhaps |
should.”

"Emilio Zucco," said Dr. Hiller, and her eyes glowed. "He's not by any means an old man, you
know, but already he can take his place in the company of the world's universal geniuses. Like
Franklin—scientist, statesman, diplomeat, author. Like Leonardo da Vinci, who, while being artist
enough to paint the Last Supper, was atechnologi<t five hundred years ahead of histime. Y ou know
of Zucco probably asatheoreticd mathematician in Eingein'sleague—"



"Ohyes, and apractica scientist too—didn't he design the big radio telescope at Altamont in the
Andes?'

"Yeshe did. He's an astronomer, cosmologist, physicist. But I'll bet you didn't know heisa
superb artist, acomposer aswell; he plays piano quite well enough to have been a concert performer.”

"I didn't know that. What | have heard mostly about him is that anyone who gets between Zucco
and what he wants, gets a Zucco-sized hole through him.”

Dr. Hiller laughed. "That's very well put. And pretty closeto the truth. But it kind of standsto
reason, doesn't it? He's so often right—one could say, always—that it'salittlefoolish to sand in his
way. Dr. Zucco ismy ideaof the ultimate proof of the old saying that when history needs a giant,
mankind produces one. Our world isalot better placeto live in because that manisdive.”

"I wouldn't doubt it. I could have nightmares, though, about what could happen if aman with that
much reputation and that much drive ever should be wrong about anything important.”

"Seeptight,” smiled Susan Hiller, "and dream pretty: that is one nightmare you don't have to
bother yourself with. | don't know what that firein the sky is, but one thing | am sure about: Zucco will
know what to do about it."

"If anything can be done about it."

"If nothing can be done abouit it," said Dr. Hiller with absolute certainty, "Emilio Zucco will make
away."

"Wél," said Cathy Connors, finishing her coffee and getting up, "'I'm mighty glad to have him on
our team. But if it'sall the sameto you, I'll stick with the Admira.”

"I'm glad to have him on the team,” said the psychiatrist, smiling up at the secretary. "But heis,
after dl, only atechnologist.”

"Only? Why—"

"Oh please—please, don't be angry! That wasthe wrong way to put it, | know. It touches on
one of my pet peeves, that'sal. I've admitted my own field isn't a science and never will be. 1 go
againg thosein my own field who try to call it one, or makeit one. | go against those—and therearea
lot of them—who want to make atechnology out of it, too. Y ou've got to understand me—I don't
look down on science and technology—I envy them! | wish | could get the kind of measurementsthey
Oet, predict results the way they do! But to my mind science is pioneering, discovery, the finding of
new paths. Technology is exploitation—the making of six-lane superhighways out of those pioneered
paths. I'm redlly sorry, Cathy—I shouldn't have said Admira Nelson was only atechnologigt. It was
quite wrong of me. But | do stick to the statement that while he isthe best technologist in the whole
wideworld, heisnt ascientist like Dr. Zucco. Will you forgive me?"

Stll angry, Cathy Connors found it possibleto laugh. "1 tell you what—you let Dr. Zucco save
your world and I'll let the Admiral save mine. Then | don't think it matterswho doesit; it'sthe same
world, isntit?"

"Sureitis" amiled the psychiatrist. "Meanwhile—I'm not afraid, and | wish | could sharethe
reason. Isthat clear now?”'



"l seejust what you mean,” nodded Cathy. "I'm not either, and when | see thesejokers around
here getting all tensed up, it just makes me mad. It only meansthey don't know the man."

"Exactly, exactly, exactly what | wastrying to say!"

"But not about the same man.”

"That'sright. But—you're not angry?"

"Of course not. Y ou—just don't know the man." She waved and went aft to the Admira's suite.
"Comein!" he caled to her knock. She did.

Wl used to the Admira and hisways, she still stopped and amost rocked back from the impact
of disorder in the suite. Itstwo rooms, barely separated by alarge archway, were carpeted by a
veritable snowfdl of torn paper, except for atrack from apoint near the door to a point in the other
room by the bed—Nelson's "pacing” path. It had been said of him that he did not think on hisfeet, but
with them. In the past thirty-six hours he had probably logged more than a hundred miles, back and
forthin the little rooms. Except for agrizzled stubble on his chin and arather unusud brilliance of
eye— the brightness one associates with fever or fatigue—Ne son seemed unaffected by his marathon
think-session.

On the settle was B.J. Crawford, one foot on the cushions, one on the floor, one eye open and
attentive, the rest of hisface adeep. On the desk-side chair was Congressman Parker, shaved,
starched, combed and pressed. Across the desk and on bookcases and shelves were dide-rules, a
portable computer, drawing instruments, charts, maps and grids, and reference books, some wearing
so many crumpled book-marks that they looked like the ruffles on alamb chop.

"Ah, Cathy, comein, comein. Congressman Parker just got here." Which explained apuzzle.
"Get somedegp?’

"Yes, gr, thank you, sr. Did you?'
"Later. Now then. B.J., where's that doughnut?’

Admira Crawford, without opening his other eye, dowly raised one hand and pointed, then let it
fal. From the high shelf indicated, Nelson took down a square of cardboard on which rested alarge
doughnut. "Remarkabl e technique that man has," said Nelson, nodding toward the settee. "He's tuned
out everything but the matter at hand. Show you what | mean. B.J.," he barked, "how do you like the
L.A. Angedsthis season?’

B.J. Crawford lay like a corpse, the one eye fixed unfocussed on middle distance. "And mind
you," said Nelson, “there lies the nation's number one Angels baseball fan. Now watch. B.J., what do
you suppose caused thisfirebet?”

"Solar flare" B.J. responded, mutteringly, but distinctly, moving nothing but hislips, and ingtantly
relaxing them into their former dackness.

"Remarkable man," said Nelson admiringly. "Cathy, you couldn't have got here a a better time. |
was just about to explain my theory to the Congressman here, and | want you to listen too. You and
he aretheided audience. Intelligent and uninformed. Don't get mad: | mean it kindly. It'sthe most
useful you could be.



"Tdl you why. When we get to New Y ork it isn't going to be what you'd expect—anice quiet
technica discussion among scientific bigwigs, with some bright newspaper men to trandate and
interpret for the wire services. There won't be time. We have a program, acurefor thisthing, and well

haveto—
"We have?' cried the Congressman and Cathy in unison, and Cathy added "...5r?"

"Oh sure,” said Nelson, brushing aside their hopeful astonishment; he didn't quite say, "What
else?' but histone did. "But we haven't time for presentation plus discussion plus persuasion in the
scientific area, and then trand ation into plain American and the whole thing all over again to the public.
We haveto hand it over to everybody al a once with no gobbledegook, because from the looks of
things we're going to have to do everything at adead run or not at al. So you two are to be the guinea
pigs, right? I'll make my little pitch and if there's anything you don't understand for Pete's sake sound
off and say so, because when | get up there and spout, | have to be sure my nozzle's adjusted
somewhere between needle-jet and dense fog. Right? Right.

"This" hesaid, holding up aping-pong bal, "isthe earth.” He held up the doughnut. Thisisthe
Van Allen radiation belt." He pushed the ball into the hole in the doughnut and held them together.
"This, roughly spesking, isthe way the Van Allen belt surrounds the earth. Are you with me?”

"What," demanded Congressman Parker, "isthe Van Allen belt? | mean, what'sit made of 7'
"Good," sad the Admird disarmingly, "that'swhat | want, Stupid questions.

"TheVan Allen beltisan area of radiation, varying in intensity, formed, asfar as anyone knows,
of free eectrons from the sun trapped in the Earth's magnetic field. Now you'll notice that the belt
impinges on the earth here, in the hole of the doughnut, at about 50° north of the equator and 50°
south of the equator. (It's the magnetic equator I'm talking about, by the way.) Right? Right. Well then,
just because | show it to you thisway doesn't mean that'stheway it is. To explain that irritating
remark, I'll have to cut thismodd through the middle.”

He made a cutting motion at the doughnut with a letter-opener, and then threw opener and
doughnut asde. He fumbled for alarge square of paper—it was a navigation chart—iflipped it to the
blank sde and stuck it to the inboard bulkhead with cellophane tape. "I hope the UN can get me
something fancier than this" he grumbled as he worked. He scrabbled through the mountain of detritus
on hisdesk and miraculoudy found a black felt marking pen. Quickly he drew acirclein the middle of
the paper. "Thisisthe ping-pong ball, or the Earth. And here—" He sketched, using awavery broken
stroke, acrescent with its pointsimpinging on the circle about 50° above and below the horizontd, its
inner diameter about the same asthat of the "earth,” and its outer diameter about athird larger. Using a
pencil rather than the black, bold marker, he shaded the crescent so that it was darkest whereit was
thickest. "' So your doughnut turns out to be a hollow shdll, with athick wall on the outsde,” he said.
"The radiation's most intense out here where it's thick, and tapers off to nothing about athousand miles
up, over thefiftieth meridians north and south. That's the outer Van Allen belt. Y ou with me so far?”

"How far out isthe belt?' Cathy asked.

Nelson pointed to the thickest, darkest area of the crescent. "The area of greatest intengity is
about ten thousand miles out. From there it just tapers away to nothing, in every direction." At her nod,
he continued. "Now theinner belt— and thisis the one that's giving us the trouble.” Closeto the
surface of the "earth” he drew a smudge, asort of curved oval, the inner curve of which was pardld to
the curve of the earth. Thistoo he shaded to be darkest at its middle, which lay on animaginary line



extending the equatoria center-line of the earth. "Thisistheinner belt. The center of intensity is about
2,000 milesfrom the surface. It too tapers away to nothing, down at about the 450- or 500-mileleve.
Which happensto be the accepted average of the topmost layers of our atmosphere—that is, anything
above that istoo rarefied to be called an atmosphere.

"Now afunny thing happened afew years ago, and al credit to B.J. here, who without moving
anything but his brains, managed to remember it. On the ninth day of November in 1960—he even
remembered the date—the entire outer belt disappeared. In just about an hour it was gone, for no
reason anybody could figure a thetime. In afew daysit was back again. Right? Right. Now in the
same month, maybe coincidence, maybe not, something dowed up one of the fird—"

"Thefird," said B.J. from the depths of the settee.

"Thefirg passve communications satellite, aballoon type called Echo. Hereit was sailing dong
at over 900 miles, and suddenly there was enough atmosphere to dow it down. Why? Wdll, the best
theory anyone could come with was that due to an increase of solar activity—and that November is
gtill famousfor that kind of sun stuff—the atmosphere under the edges of the outer Van Allen belt
became heated. The heated air then rose so high that it was able to interfere with Echo inits orbit
nearly athousand milesup. Am | beginning to make some sense here?’

"The Van Allen bet can heat the atmosphere, then!" said Cathy.

"It can. It did. All right. One more point, and then | think we've covered Phase one: wha
hoppen. Phasetwo is, of course, what can we do about it.

"Wha hoppen isthat ameteor shower—a cloud of dust, mostly, with somerocksin it, but they
don't matter: adense cloud of interstellar dust, fine enough to be able to be pushed around by the likes
of our magnetic field and the Van Allen belt, suffused the outer belt. Now you can see by the crescent
shape of the cross-section that it's something like a parabolic lens. If we grant that it has become
lens-like enough to focus the sun'srays at a point three hundred or so miles off the surface, it'safair
assumption that you could get a pretty awesome concentration of energy. That level happensto bethe
so-cdled ozone layer aswell—alot of free oxygen atoms running around wanting to combine with
something. Y ou heat the whole mess, and enough air risesinto the ozone layer to giveit plenty to
combine with. It does—it burns. The more it burns, the more it heats, the hotter it gets, the more fuel
comesuptofeedit.”

"Good God," murmured the Congressman.

"So much for Phase One. Now, Phase-what-do-we-do-about-it. Let's recall again what
happened on the ninth of November ‘way back in 1960. All of a sudden, without warning, the entire
outer belt disgppeared. Within amatter of minutesit just—wasn't. Now, what could do that to a
hollow doughnut in space 24,000 milesin diameter, 10,000 milesthick and with a hole 6,000 miles
across? Even granting that the huge thing is made of nothing but e ectrons trapped in amagnetic
fidd—agood way of saying it's made of nothing at dl, practicaly—you'd think it would teke alot to
make athing that Sze just disappear. And you'd think wrong!

"That's the trouble, the sheer size of the thing. It overawes your thinking processes. Now you
must remember that on the day that thing broke up, there were no magnetic disturbancesin the earth's
fidld. It was Dr. James van Allen himsalf who reported this breskdown, mind, and he made aspecia
point of this. So whatever broke it down wasn't some gigantic force canceling out some gigantic force.
It was somelittle thing, no larger in itsdlf than aplague germ isto aman, or that one extra neutron that



brings about an atomic exploson. Well, you might say, whét little thing wasiit?

"A patch of dust, | might answer. But apatch of dust bearing the right eectric cargo. Aslong ago
asthe eighteenth century, it was known that there are two kinds of stetic e ectricity—it was Benjamin
Franklin who wroteit up. Rub silk with aglassrod and you get one kind. Rub flannel with acarbon
rod and you get another. Substances charged with the same kind repel one another; charged one with
one, one with the other, they attract each other. They were called, for convenience, ‘positive and
'negative—meaninglessterms, actudly, but... well... convenient.

"Now the Van Allen belts are made up of charged particles, and theimportant thing isthat these
particlesdl carry the same charge. At the sametime you have aforce, the earth's magnetic field,
confining these particles within acertain area. All the particleswant to repel one another, yet they'redl
held together. Theresult isthat each takes up a station at a distance from the others—a distance which
isacompromise between confining and repelling forces. A homely exampleisthe process cdled
‘flocking', which you've al seen, oftenest on record turntables—away of coating ametal surface with
avelvety, fibrous coating. The way that's doneisto lay on an adhesive, and when it'stacky, spray the
fibres on with a high-pressure air-gun. And just as they |eave the gun, they're charged with gtatic
eectricity. They plungeinto the adhesve, which sticks them head-firt, but in their electrical effort to
get away from the fibre next door, which hasthe same charge, they stand straight up. Millions of them,
forced to be close together, standing straight up to present as little contact with one another as

possible.

"So with the electrons, and with the charged dust particles which have been forced into the same
position by the Van Allen forces. Now if we can collapse the field, we will have dispersed the
dust—or rather, it will disperseitsalf, become random, and in amatter of minuteswill scatter enough
so that the field, restoring itself in aday or two, can't possibly collect enough of them to resume the
damaege.

"And that, my friends, you will be glad to learn, isal the background | need to state, and you to
understand. Now we can be specific and say what can be done.

"We need only to seed the outer Van Allen field with eectrons of opposite charge to those
aready there. And it isnot as big ajob as one might at first suppose. It is not necessary to reverse the
charge of every particle out there— that would result in exactly the same Situation as we dready have.
No: we need only to approach the theoretica Stuation of reversing the charge of half of them. The
gability of the whole field would then be upset; particleswould collide, merge, fuse, and generaly
achieve the random effect that we need so that they can free themsalves from the Van Allen area.

"Further, we need not even achieve that theoretica hdf; for if we could get this effect on avery
smal number of them, the disturbed particles would cause change in other particles by induction. The
only critica thing isto make these changesin the right place. And it redlly would take very few charged
particlesto turn the trick—the effect then would be very like seeding rainclouds with silver iodide, a
fraction of an ounce of which issufficient, in the right circumstances, to release thousands of tons of
water.

"But the seeding must be done in the right place, or like rainmaking, it just won't work. Theright
place for our problem is, according to my caculations, long a parabolic curve which will enter the
outer Van Allen field at its closest to the earth, pass through the dense center 10,000 miles out, and
return to the other hemisphere, coming out where again the field thins out near the surface. In other
words, recalling that the cross-section of our hollow doughnut is acrescent, the line will enter onetip
2,000 milesfrom the earth, pass through the center, or thickest part of the crescent, and come out



through the other tip.

"The description of such aparabolaisthe description of the insrument which cantravel it—a
missile. According to my calculaionsit will be sufficient to charge two hundred pounds or less of fine
dust— | suggest lampblack, asit is easy to come by and the particles are smal—and trail it out along
that line, and it will dispersethe Van Allen field and the cosmic dust with it. No more lens, no more
heat, no morefire. Y ou have aquestion, Congressman?”'

"Actudly, | have" said Parker. "What would such amissle cost, Admird ?"

Nelson burst out with aroar of laughter so sudden and so loud that Cathy actually squesked with
fright (though was of course unheard) and even B.J. Crawford twitched. Nel son exhausted the mighty
bellows of hislungs and sank down on the chair behind his desk to get air. Once hislungswerefull, he
rel eased another thundering pedl of merriment.

"Oh, I'm sorry, Parker, honest | am,” he gasped at lagt, "I'm not laughing at you, Congressman. |
admire you—I can't tel you how much | admireyou. | like aman who decides what he's going to be
and then be's it, come hdll high water or the sky onfire." Serioudy he then assured the Congressman,
"Not one dime will it cost that hasn't already been paid. Right here aboard we carry six Polaris XII's.
Lampblack is, as| said, easy to come by, just by burning stale bread or old stockings, though welll
surdly find some more scientificaly respectable way to manage it. Asto charging it, well have the
engine-room run us up alittle van de Graaf generator which will do thetrick nicely. No charge, Mr.
Parker: it'sall bought and paid for.

"The one criticd thing, though,” he resumed, more than serioudy—gravely—"Iswhere we launch
thisthing from, and when." He picked up a sheaf of scribbed sheets, riffled rapidly through them, and
let go the ones he did not want asif they had ceased to exist, which they did not, but instead settled
about his ankles and added themselves to the drifts aready there. He struck the paper in his hand.
"I've calculated that and cross-checked it in every possible way. Reception is getting worse by the
minute, but on our last exchange with the Nava Observatory | was ableto give them figureson this
problem and have them run through the Big Brain computer at Princeton. Y ou may be surethey're
right. Without dragging you through the details, please accept my word that the only placeto launch
the seeding missilefrom ishere." He pointed to a spot on the world map north northwest of Guam,
near the Marianas. "'Launched about east by north, a an elevation of about 45°, the missile will drag
an optimum section of the condensed heart of the outer Van Allen field, with the rotation of the earth
giving it just enough extra push. So much for where.

"Asto when, I'll guarantee these figurestoo, and | wish | couldn't. I've gone through them till I've
worn atrail, but therés no arguing it. It hasto be done at 4 P.M. on August 29, or not at al.”

"But that's barely amonth away!" cried Cathy.

"Tdl that tothe Van Allenfield,” said the admird gruffly. "Ligten: if the average temperature of the
earth continuesto rise a its present rate, it'll beat 175° by the end of August, and you can write off life
aswe know it. But that isn't al. Once it reaches that temperature, the whole process will accelerate,
warm currentsrising into the burning zone, bringing more fuel and more oxygen with them. On the 2nd
of September you can expect the band to become aglobe. By the 10th, the oxygen will be depleted
and | supposethefirewill go out. Not that it will matter ahoot to anyone. So to sum it up: we haveto
get to the Marianas by the 29th, we have to firejust that missle just that way, and if we don't, weve
hadit."



"But that's thousands of miles—thousanddl" said the Congressman.

"We can do it, even with this stop-off at the UN. I'd liketo avoid that but | can't. Thelast |
heard, someone or other has advanced a hands-off policy, on the theory that the fire-band will burn
itself out. Thisisatempting thing to believe, because it sounds asif dl anyone hasto doisto muddlie
through, stay dive until the worst comes and then passes, and after that everything will be okay again.
I'm tempted myself. Only thing wrong with the theory isthat it isn't s0." He dapped his sheet of figures.
"I know it isn't so. | think we have aduty to go to New Y ork and present this materid. It could be
unpopular, but I know there are enough sound heads around to calm people down while we're on our
way. And onceit'sunderstood, it at least gives the world a sure out, and not a wait-and-hope
dtuation. That might be good enough for some folks, but it's enough to drive alot of othersout of their
minds. The one thing the world can do without right now is panic. The one thing we can do about that
isto givethe world aconcrete hope." The Admira held them with his eyesfor amoment, then with an
oddly dramatic, very dight gesture, he tossed the paper to the cluttered desk. "Wdll," he said, "d'you
likeit?'

"Il buy it," said the Congressman.
"Who could quegtion it?" asked Cathy Connors.

"Right," said the Admira, and began issuing orders. "B.J., get out of here and get some degp. On
second thought," he said, gazing at the recumbent and exhausted officer, "Stay where you are and get
somedeep. You'redoing it already.” And indeed, B.J. Crawford's other eye had snapped shut the
instant the Congressman had approved Nelson's plan. " Cathy, shove aside some of that mess and type
me up astatement of everything | just said, the whole project. If you get stuck, ask me. Writeit more
or lessasif it was a gpeech, because that isjust what it isgoing to be. | want to walk in there, speak
my piece, clear out and get going. And Cathy— Congressman—do me afavor. Keep thisto yoursalf
until I goon TV with it. Beforewe leave New Y ork I'll give any of the boys shore furlough if they want
it, but I don't want them buzzing and worrying about it beforehand. All right?"

"All right, Admira," said the Congressman. "My congratulations, by the way, and thanks for your
confidence. Y ou can count on me for anything you may need.”

"Thank you, Sr: and may | say at thistimethat it's a pleasure to know you and twice thet to have
you aboard?"

The Congressman smiled—Cathy hadn't known he could do it—and went out.

The ingtant he was gone the Admira's shoulders dumped. "I... wish | could be as sure as|
sound..." he murmured.

Cathy looked up a him with startled eyes. Nelson met them wonderingly, and then seemed to
comprehend. "Good God, girl, Parker | mean. It's Parker I'm not too sure of. Not the seeding shot.”

Cathy smiled and sighed smultaneoudly. "Y ou threw me ascare, Sr. | guess1'm one of those
who would panicif | wastold to wait and see. | like theidea of doing something. Especidly if it
works."

"It work," said the Admirdl.



THE EAST RIVER, THAT LIMB OF THE mighty Hudson which makes of Manhattan anidand, had
been dredged five years before to permit the largest ships afloat to take advantage of the gigantic new
pier at the United Nations. Gigantic isthe term for what it was, but by no meansfor what it appeared
to be. The pier had (at long last) been designed to make awaterfront be what it should be—the
richness of land meeting the vital fluid which makesit rich. Broken at last was the unwritten law which
dictatesthat a civilized waterfront must befilthy, ugly, and unhealthy, the haunt of people of the same
description. The long curved mole, and the straight jetty which bordered its upstream end, enclosed a
safe harbor for smal craft, and the high swell of the mole was undercut so asto be able dmost to
conceal an ocean liner moored there. The mole, on its broad high green back, bore asmall farmhouse
and aherd of blooded cattle, awarm and whimsical touch most successfully, because of itssmplicity,
in keeping with the bald modernity of the towering, dab-sded Secretariat and the low, domed, curved
Genera Assembly Building. Under the green acres of farmland, degp down in carefully engineered
corridors and vaullts, lay an organized—one might even say orchestrated—complex of ship-fitting,
cargo handling, and storage facilities, a comfortable and superbly equipped quarantine, and a
concourse lined with jewd-like displays of the very best of each and every one of the United Nations
had to offer. The pier even had asmall train, like afuturist's dream of roller-coaster cars, which
traveled from atermina hard by the UN Plazato the main deck of the pierhead.

Sghtseeing, however, wasfar from the minds of the smal detachment which left the Seaview and
hurried to the waiting Assembly. Admiral Nelson's hooded eyes seemed reserved for some inner
reading, probably the speech he was about to make. B.J. Crawford, resplendent in the trappings of his
rank, was as craggy and unperturbed as ever. Commander Emery, like some goodnatured shaggy
animal, cocked an observant eye on the world asif to say that even at the best of timesit was
interesting: now it was downright fascinating. Cathy Connors, trim and starched, bodyguarded the
Admird'sdim digpatch case. Finally, Congressman Parker dternately studied Admiral Nelson and his
own immeaculate fingernails, and otherwisg, like the Admird, silently consulted something within
himsdlf.

They entered the Generadl Assembly building.

Aboard the Seaview, Dr. Hiller, dressed now in asvelte grey suit and init looking like quite a
different person from the dacks-and-shirt clad girl who had so familiarly covered the ship, sat
transcribing her notes. At the end of the desk in the doctor's ante-room stood her three small
expensve pieces of luggage; she even wore ahat. Captain Lee Crane, passing outside and glancing in,
stopped, amused at himsdlf, grinned, and stepped inside.

"You know | actually thought we had astranger aboard for a second. I'm not kidding. | glanced
in at you and said to mysdlf, ‘Now, who'sthat? "

"Clothes," said Dr. Hiller sagdly, "make the stranger.” She laughed. "Away down under al this,
I'm ill SueHiller.”

"Well missyou," said Cranewarmly. "'l hope you've found the vist worth your while."

She tapped the open recorder-tape case beside her. "I've used dl but two redls," she said by
way of answering.

"Find out anything?"

"In my businessyou don't redly find out anything until you gather dl your data, cook it, srainit,
and let it settle. I'll tell you this, though. Y ou have agood and loyd crew here. And they can take



thingsin stride. | don't know that I've ever seen acomparable group.”

"I like'em. Well..." the Captain added, "1 should, | suppose; | picked 'em. Some of those boys
saw action with me, some were recommended by friends of mine. | have 'em wet behind the ears, like
young Jmmy Smith, right out of school, and old shellbacks like Gleason. | have ano-brain geniusin
Cookie, who thinkswith his hands and his nogtrils, and an dl-brain specimen like Emery.... A good
bunch.”

"It would take something pretty specid,”" she agreed, "to cause any kind of trouble with them."

He nodded. "More bad breaks than ought to happen, plusa specidist in mutiny.” He noticed her
eyesstraying tothe TV repeater in thewall behind him and turned to faceit. She touched aknob and
let the sound come up.

The screen showed what the old-timers recalled as the " dust bowl"—rows of cindered corn, a
foot high whereit should be five, and fine dust blowing endlesdly, drifting like snow. Cars crept dong
with their lights on at high noon, highway drift fences were erected to keep theroads clear. The
camera devated to show the sun asablurred disc, and then swung over to show the fireband,
obscured by the pd| of dust, and somehow all the moreterrible for it. "Like the dustbowl of the
‘thirties" said the voice behind the screen, "—timesten. That'swhat one old-timer called it. Thisfiery
sky isthreatening to strike amortal blow at the heart of the midwest farm belt. In [taly—"

The screen cut to ascene of the immense square fronting . Peter's Cathedra in Rome, one
solid mass of screaming, gesticulating people—amillion and ahdf, there must have been.

"Inltaly, dl roadsleading to Rome and the V atican have been jammed for two days. From all
over Europe the faithful have been streaming toward . Peter'sto pray for deliverance from the
catastrophe which has struck the earth. And here—"

The picture reveded a picture of the earth, from outer space, with the dreaded girdle of fire
endrdingit—

"—hereisthelast picture we were able to get from our television satellite camera. No words of
mine could add to what you see here.”

The picture held and held, and held. The Captain and the psychiatrist were captured by it like
birds faced by the traditional snake. Then at last the frightful scene faded and was replaced by the face
of ayoung man, hollow-eyed, hislips occasondly twitching as he spoke. Y et hisvoice was admirably
steady and controlled.

"This program originates a the United Nations, New Y ork, and is emanated continuoudy for the
orientation of newcomersto the Scientific Conference. Broadcasting was discontinued the day before
yesterday, as interference from the firebelt—and, as the scientists have informed us, from the
breakdown of much of the sheltering effect of the higher amaospheric layers and the resulting intensity
of solar radiationsin the radio bands—makesimpossible to receive wirdess sgnds. Those of you who
are at distant locations will have noticed increasing interference even on these wire transmissions.
Underground and submarine cables are as yet unaffected.

"Of the many effects of this emergency, this breakdown of communicationsis possibly the most
distressing. We can assume of course that other groups al over the country and al over the world are
working feverishly to find answers, but it isnow assumed that even if some other conference should
come up with an answer, it would remain unknown until news of it camein from someone who had



personally brought the news. Therefore the highest hopes are that the Conference here will produce a
solution. Thearriva afew minutes ago of Admira Harriman Nelson may provide aturning point. We
shall of course bring you the proceedings at the Assembly Building when he beginsto spesk. Inthe
mean time, we shal show more film of the catastrophe. In India—"

Susan Hiller cut the sound. "1 thought for amoment some of that wasdirect. | hadn't redized
things were so bad.”

"We haven't been able to get through for days, even by tightbeam,” said Crane gravely. "Oh my
God... how can there be a country without communications? Banking—ailroads—"

"No schools, no... oh, therell befood riots..."
"And even if an answer isfound—how will anyone know?"

They looked at each other, appdled. Presently Crane shook himself and said grimly, "If only the
Admird'sright."

"About what?'

Crane glanced at the TV screen and then back at the psychiatrist. "Theoretically I'm not
supposed to say anything about this yet, but you'll hear it in amoment anyway. Admiral Nelson hasa
plan to disperse the outer Van Allen belt and release the polarized particles which make agreat big
lensout of it. If he'sright—and if he's successful—the news will get around dl right. Thefirebelt will
amply collgpse—foosh! —it just won't be there any more. | don't think you could get the news around
any quicker than that.”

"Y ou don't know that he'sright.”

"I'm not Harriman Nelson,”" said the Captain. "Onething | do know: he sayshe'sright. And that's
quite enough for me."

"I likeyour attitude, Captain. All theloyalty in theworld, and al the respect for truth in the world,
and I'm in no doubt as to which way you'd jump if you had to choose between them."”

"Nelson and the truth are old friends and close companions. They roomed together in
kindergarten,” smiled the Captain. "It'sachoice | won't have to make. But—why do you say I'd
choose the truth—if that's what you said?'

"It'swhat | implied,” smiled Dr. Hiller, "and only because you said'If only the Admird'sright.’
Y our fiancée fedsthe same way, but without theif."

"Oh, heré's Nelson's speech,” said the Captain. The doctor quickly turned up the gain. Crane
said, "If you'll excuse me, Doctor, I'll go forward now. | want to seeto it that the crew hear this. Then
weéll have alot of sorting out to do. Some of the boys have to have furloughs—most want 'em. And
therés your man Alvarez to make arrangements for.”

"My men Alvarez?'

"What's wrong with that joker isstrictly in your department. No man in hisright mind liesflat on
his... burk... letting things happen to him and saying it'sthe will of God.”



"He might disagree with you, Captain.”
"He's hardly an expert.”
"He's an expert on what Alvarez believesin.”

"I haven't time to argue the point with you, Doctor. All | know for sureisthat he gives methe
cregpsand I'm glad he'sgoing over thewdl. Herésthe Admird."

Nelson's great stone face gppeared on the screen, quietly waiting for astorm of agpplauseto die
down. The Captain waved cheerfully and went forward.

In the wardroom most of the enlisted men were sprawled around and over the tables watching
the large screen there. Crane wagged a negative finger at young Smith asthe kid saw him and was
about to call for attention, and passed quietly behind the listening sailorsto the forward corridor.
Nelson's voice was on the intercom aswell asthe TV sound systems, and echoed about him,
sometimes near, sometimes distant as he walked, but always there, everywhere. His voice describing
his project filled his submarine from frame to paint-job... and so, thought the Captain, it should be.

In the observation chamber in the nose the officers were watching the big screen.
"Chip," said the Captain quietly.

The Executive Officer detached himsdf from the group around and over the tables watching the
large screen there. 'Y ou don't haveto hear it dl over again.”

"What'sup?'

"It'shard to say, Chip. The Admira's done acouple of littlethings | can't quitefigure, but I do
know he's aman who doesn't do things, even little ones, without areason.”

"Likewhat?'

"Like replacing stores amost before we looped aline on abollard, and then claiming the stores
had priority on the hatchway and nobody could go ashore until he got back. | know he wantsto head
for the Pacific fast, but you'd think he was getting ready to scald out of here like panic.”

"Y eah, and the shore leaves. The boys don't like that— holding up everything, including so much
asaphonecdl, until he gets back. Berkowitz ishaf out of hishead, wanting to get through to his
wife"

Crane shrugged. "When wefind out why, it'll make more sense.”

"I guess so. Meanwhile, the shore party's got their shoes shined and their pay in their pocket.
That deadhead Alvarez is asready as he can get, and Dr. Hiller's al packed and purty.”

"I saw her," nodded Crane. "WEell miss her around here, especidly you."
"Boy, that's one professionad who can shrink my head al the way down to thetonsl| leve."

"You got ahead start,” said Crane. "Try to keep your hands off her tail feathers when she goes
up the conning ladder.”



"Ah shucks, Cap'n, isthat an order? I've been planning that ever sincel saw her. Not even alittle
down?'

"It wouldn't pay you, Chip. You'd never get to makethefirst instalment." Over the Exec's painful
groan, Crane said, "Will Sefior Alvarez be good enough to climb out, or will you havetorigading?'

"Hell walk. He'snot agin us, Lee. He just don't give adamn. Stand him up and give him a push,
and hell walk. Only you haveto steer him. Tak to him, hell listen. Ask him, helll answer. It'sjust that
by himsalf hewon't walk or talk or even eat. According to him, since God showed His hand up there,
nobody hasto do anything any more. Everything's aready done. Like badly. Mene mene tekel
upharsin, likeit saysin the Good Book: weve been weighed in the balance and found wanting.”

"Y egh, that waswrittenin letters of firetoo, as| recal. Jesus: if mankind had dwaysfigured like
that it wouldn't have got so far asto crawl out of the drink and breathe air. The hell with him.”

"The hdl, he says, with usdl, and herewe go."
"Y ou seem to've spent alot of timelistening to him."

Chip Morton shrugged. "Man's got to do something with these long winter evenings when the
boss saysyou can't collect tail feathers.”

"Ohwell," said the Captain, giving back the shrug and agrinto go with it, "I guess he can get you
into less trouble than the good doctor would.”

"Now that," said Morton, "isfor damn sure.... hey: what's happening?”

It was happening on televison: Admiral Nelson, having reached the point in his speech in which
he announced hisintention to go to the Marianas, leaving immediately. Off camera came loud shouts of
“No! No!"

The cameraremained fixed on Nelson's surprised face and there must have been some frantic
work inthe TV booth while they got another cameratrained in the unexpected direction. Then the
scene cut to along shot of the Assembly chamber, and aburly figurein black plowing down the center
ade, trailing anumber of gentlemen enthusiagtically echoing the burly ones big negative bellow.

"That seemsto be" said the announcer off camera, "yes, it is, Dr. Emilio Zucco. Y ou will recdl, if
you have been following these sessons, that Dr. Zucco heads abody of opinion, an overwhelming
body, | may add, which holdsthat the dynamics of the firebdlt are such that it is self-cancding. It
would seem that Admiral Nelson's proposal to seed the Van Allen field with charged carbon particles
isdirectly opposed to Dr. Zucco's theory.” The announcer's voice issued a polite chuckle. "Dr. Zucco
is—ah—not usualy opposed.”

The Assembly president was whanging away with hisgave; criesof "Quiet” and "Order" were
themselves enough to make his criesfor quiet and order inaudible. The camerareturned to Admira
Nelson, who filled hislungs and shouted in what was called, by his crew, the Old Old Man's
"hurricane" voice, "Mr. President! Let Dr. Zucco speak! | have no objections!”

The president rose and spread out his arms, pounded twice, spread his arms again. The chamber
rumbled to something like quiet.

"Admira Nelson yiddsto Dr. Zucco," caled the President.



"For aquegtion,” amended the Admiral.

Zucco came snorting and steaming up to the rostrum. He was a black-browed, black-haired
man, with burning, deep-set eyes and, under a nose as straight and sharp as an axe-blade, awide,
lipless mouth so cast that it showed arow of straight, white, strong lower teeth and the uppers not at
al. Hisvoicewas as heavy and, initsway, asblack ashis hair and his suit. He spoke with the
suggestion of an Austrian accent, or the lack or accent: the too-perfect sound of the acquired tongue
and abrain behind it which did dl things perfectly.

"Go right ahead,” invited the Admiral, and one could seethe wind leave the scientist's sails. The
momentum of some as yet unexplained fury had carried him up here, and it took amoment for him to
readjust to something like politeness.

"Well," hesaid at length. He looked the Admiral up and down and said it again. Then heturned
to the Assembly and spoke.

"Mr. Presdent. Members of this distinguished gathering. Admiral Nelson: Y ou will forgive any
words | choose, knowing that they are not directed at you personaly, but at the pre... pos—terous
suggestion you have just made. Isit possible, Admiral, isit possible, Mr. President, ladiesand
gentlemen, isit remotely possiblethat |, Emilio Zucco, might have overlooked the possibility the
Admiral suggests? It isnot possiblel | too have studied the Van Allen belt and its condtitution; | agree
perfectly, asyou dl know, with the Admird's conclusions asto what thisfirebet isand how it began. |
too made the hypotheses made by the admira about seeding and collapsing the belt. And | have given
these consderations the treatment they deserve: | have lined my waste-basket with them." He paused
dramaticaly and shot aglance of fire at the Admiral, who smiled pleasantly and cocked his big head to
onesde.

"If," continued Dr. Zucco, "there was any merit in such aludicrous procedure, who here would
dare suggest that it would have been discarded? Further: if the Admird's preoccupation with military
toys and games had led him to such an experiment, and if it were only usdess, and if, oh especidly this
if it pleased him, for heisaworthy gentleman deserving of some pleasures, if it pleased himto take his
large shining submarineinto the far Pacific in this rendezvous with hisnonsensical theory, in order to
delight himsdlf with his expensive pyrotechnica displays, | would bedl for it. It isabasic premise,
gentlemen, of human freedom that the pursuit of happinessis adesderatum, and dl of us, even our
admirals, should be permitted, even encouraged, to take what pleasure we may find, wherever and
however it may be found —providing only that no one eseishurt by it. [Laughter, moderate]] This
premise of ethical behavior was clearly enunciated by one of your American savants, | believeit was
Mr. Will Rogers, who said, 'Y our freedom to swing your fists ends where my nose begins.' [Laughter,
immoderate.] In short, gentlemen, | should encourage the Admira in the pursuit of his spectacular
hobbies, for to know of the happiness of so worthy aman would give me warm fedings. | should
encourage him even knowing that what heisdoing isusdess. | should favor it if it were usdlessand
aso harmful to him, if it made him happy and hurt no one else. But | will not countenance anything he
does, or anyone else does for pleasure, if it endangers anyone ese: and gentlemen—if this
be-ribboned example of every small boy's notion of anational hero is permitted to indulge this... this
whim... hewill kill usall!"

The shift from light-hearted invective to thefind, dreadful charge, was as deft and dramatic as
anything ever seen on the sage. There was an ingtant of frightened slence, while the impact of the
scientist's words reverberated through the audience like abell tone. Then when Admiral Nelson
stepped forward, alow, hushed rumble wafted over the chamber, originating in hatred and far back in
the animd part of men'sthroats. It was athing which could not have happened in norma times, but



which had to happen to men in danger who until now had been given no specific enemy to hate. Pent
fear turnsreadily to anger.

Nelson waited patiently for silence, and amoment longer for full attention. He then spokeina
voice which, for its quietness, was even more shocking than Zucco's terrifying shout. He wore the
dight, casud smile which men under him had for years known meant important trouble; it wasasmile
which preceded the kedlhauling of some poor unfortunate who had been, not careless, not even
disobedient, but willfully antagonistic to Nelson when Nelson knew he wasright.

"A persond attack," he began quietly, "isawonderful rdlief to the fedings and a greast amusement
to the bystander. However, whether it is of any red usein ameatter of truth isanother question. It is, of
course, awegpon of wide use and great antiquity, and has been used against monogamy, the law of
gravity, evolution and the sphericity of the earth. Gradually through the years, a percentage of the
population has cometo realize that to discredit the proponent or atruth may hurt the man, may even
destroy him; yet it has no effect whatever on the truth.

"Now, gentlemen, | have no wish at thistime to return disfavor with disfavor. My regard for Dr.
Zucco and his past achievements remains high, in harmony with what | have just said: no amount of
bad manners on my part could change the worth of the things he has done. In that light, | should liketo
continue this discussion and discover what isit about my hypothesiswhich Dr. Zucco consders
mistaken, where the mistake, if any, lies, and what he consdersthe result might be."

The Admird's quiet, dmaost gentle tone, his unshaken dignity, and the inescgpable fact that
everything he said about the worth of Zucco's past performances could be applied to his, did not
escape hislisteners. Back on the submarine Dr. Hiller nodded her head in recognition of the feat: one
up for the Admira whilein the observation nose, Chip Morton frowned. "Seemsto methe Old Old
Man stepped back a pace.”

"You dways do," said the Captain, "before you uncork aroundhouse.”

Dr. Zucco looked the Admiral up and down in that scathing, scanning way he had, and then took
the rostrum. "To aman of the Admird's many accomplishments;" he hissed, "the error should be
obvious." The reaction of the audience, amurmur, a half-heard boo, the shuffling of feet, apparently
told him that he had gone far enough with his sarcasm. In suddenly matter-of-fact language, he said,
"My closest cdculationsinform methat on the 29th of August, when the ambient temperature reaches
one hundred sixty seven degrees Fahrenheit, the firebelt will have exhausted its avail able oxygen and
will collapse of its own accord.”

"And mine" said the Admira quietly, "inform methat on the 30th, at about 10:37 A.M.
Greenwich time, therewill occur an irreversble reaction which will cause the firebdt to widen and
englobe the earth.”

"My figures" said Dr. Zucco with stedly patience, "indicate no such thing. By that timethe
emergency will beover."

"My figures" said theadmirad, "after original computation by myself, Admird Crawford, and
Commander Emery, were checked by the master computer at the U.S. Naval Observatory.”

"My figures," said Dr. Zucco icily, "were computed by mysdlf, and checked by mysdf, in order
to diminate errorsintroduced by—what is your saying?—too many cooksin the broth."

"Dr. Zucco," said the Admird, after along dow breath drawn, apparently, to refill his patience



tanks, "this—ah, discussion of oursthen resolvesitself to amatter of checking figures. Thiswill, | think,
be alengthy process, and would be in any circumstances; with communicationsin their present ate, |
think it fair to assume that by the time the argument was settled, it would no longer matter to anyone.”

"Atlagt," said Dr. Zucco, "we agree on apoint.”

"Therefore" said Nelson, "I shdl smply announce my intention to leave immediatdy for the South
Pacific. If you areright, | shal have had my trip for nothing. If on the other hand | am right—and | am,
you know," he interjected, suddenly smiling so engagingly that the smile was repeated al over the
hall—"I shall bein aposition to do something about it."

The answering of that sudden smile seemed to fuse something in Dr. Zucco, and the fuse was fast
and very short; he exploded:

"Mr. Presdent! Delegates! In the name of science, in the name of humanity and its eternal war
againg bungling and ignorance; this man must be prevented from doing any such dangerousthing!” His
voice then dropped to a hoarse whisper; he had apparently learned from the Admira, inthelast few
minutes, the little-known fact that a quiet voicein anoisy room is more commanding than anoisy voice
inaquiet one. "Do not be led astray by his assertions. What he says about communications, and the
length of time necessary to check thefigures, istrue, and | am convinced he brought it up at dl only in
hisway, shrewd as arodent, in order to ram his mad plan down your throats." He let hisvoice come
up, and bugled out, smiting hischest. "But I, |, Emilio Zucco, am hereto tell you that heiswrong, and
I will tell you what will hgppen if thisevil and foolhardy planisfollowed. The cloud of charged particles
which he proposes to scatter in the outer Van Allen belt will have the reverse effect to that which he
predicts. Rather than disspating the field, it will momentarily intengfy it. The lenseffect will increase,
and for atime—two, perhaps three hours—the concentration of energy from the sun will increase
many-fold. Theincreased heat will bring hot atmosphere up into the burning zone at an accel erated
rate, the firebelt will indeed widen and englobe the earth—prevented at the last possible ingtant from
doing what | predict it shall do—collgpse of its own accord. Thisis madness—crimind, irresponsible
madness, and you must under no circumstances permit it." He was panting now. He paused for breath
and then shouted, "If this argument has reduced itself to astaking of my reputation againgt this, then so
beit. Let me hear your voices: if you agree with me, cal my name!™

Zucco! roared the assembly. ZUCCO! After which was a scattered chattering of Nelson...
Nelson... The scientist had indeed bound them in his spell.

The Assembly President committed the precedent-shattering act of leaping up, standing on his
table. He waved both hands and shouted against the roar of comment and argument that swelled up,
and at last succeeded in being heard. As he spoke, the audience gradually quieted to hear him.

"I will have order in the chamber or | shdl indefinitely adjourn this meeting, and | need not remind
you that adjournment at this moment may be avital matter, affecting the lives of usal. Order! Order!"
He paused, and when it seemed possible to be heard at last, he lowered himself to the floor and sat
before his microphone.

"Dr. Zucco," he said flatly, ™Y ou must be reminded that thisis not the time nor the place for
higtrionics. Thetruth, when we find it, is more e oquent than any man, and more moving than any man's
passion. If truth be on your side, it will speak for you. If not, it will speak against you, and with more
power than even you, Sir, can command. | must further remind you, Sir, that you exceed your authority
when you cal for avote in this chamber, this being the prerogative of the Presdent.” He fixed Zucco
with acold glare, which was returned by a hot one; yet Zucco had presence of mind enough to



mumble what might have been an gpology. Having done o, the flashing glance he threw acrossthe
chamber and back, and the wolfish grin with which he turned to Nelson, said as clearly aswords that
he felt he had won, and an gpology to the chair for atechnicality was something he could essily afford.

"The parliamentary Stuation,” said the President, at |ast able to speak in normal tones, "isthat
Admiral Nelson hasthefloor, having yielded only for aquestion. Admird?'

And abruptly anew face wasinjected into the scene. "May | have the permission of the chair,
and of the speaker, to make a statement at thistime?' And into the rostrum area stepped the usually
waspish, diffident, round-shouldered figure of Congressman Parker. Now, however, hisface was
pink, his shoulders square, his eyes, behind the usudly cold rimless glasses, flashing.

"Y ou may not!" roared the chair.

Admira Nelson, standing too far away from the Congressman to be able to speak privately with
him, turned eyes like two radar beams on him. Parker gazed back. What passed between them is hard
to say, unless one believesin telepathy. It may have been that other mysterious power, the ability of a
man to sSize up aman. It could bethat in this species of mental magic, both were adepts.

"Mr. President,” said the Admira, hiseyes ill on the Congressman's face, "with your permission,
gr, | will yield to Congressman Parker."

"Mr. President, | protest!" shouted Dr. Zucco.

The President ignored him and asked, " Congressman Parker, | must demand to know why you
wish to gpesk at thistime.”

"Mr. President,” said the Congressman, as respectfully asif he were addressing the President of
the United States instead of the chairman of ameeting, "I venture to say that my speaking will resolve
this question for good and dl.”

"Andyouyidd, Admird?'
"Yes, dr, | do."
Zuccoydled "1—"

"Take therostrum," said the President. Parker did so, and turned to face Nelson. "Isthere the
dightest doubt in your mind, Admira, that your calculations are correct and that to implement your
plan you must leaveimmediately?"

"They are, and | mugt,” nodded the admird.

"And you are avare, are you not, how an American citizen getsinto Congress?' And before
Nelson could answer, if indeed he was going to answer, Parker swung about and turned his back. He
put his elbows on the lectern and |eaned forward confidentidly. "My friends," he said confidentialy,
"thirty years ago, when | was ayoung man with the paint wet on the sign on the door of my law offices
back in Springfidd, | had little thought that the day would come when | would find mysdf sanding
herein such distinguished company. | love Springfield, mind you; why, oneday | said to my wife,

‘Mrs. Parker,' | said—(1 used to call her Mrs. Parker)— ‘Mrs. Parker, | love Springfield, and | don't
ever want to leaveit.' And she said, 'Mr. Parker'—she didn't always call methat; just when | called
her Mrs. Parker—'Mr. Parker,' she said, 'One day you will leave, no matter how much you love



Springfield. And that will be the day you find out how much Springfield lovesyou." And for the longest
time| didn't know whatever in the world she meant by that, and when I'd ask her sheld just smile.
Wéll, gir, the time came when | was a candidate, and it was the vote of my own home town that swung
the balance and sent me to Washington. Then | knew what she meant. And that'sastory | tell you with
humility, gentlemen, not with pride.”

One of Zucco's younger and noisier supporters shouted, "Get to the point!™

The President rapped sharply, and the young man subsided. Parker gave him along, gtill stare,
holding it until he heard the first impatient murmur and foot-shuffling, and then went on:

"| took the floor today, thanks to the courtesy and kindness of the speaker and of the President
there, promising you that by my doing so, you would see aresolution of this unfortunate deadlock.
And seeit you shdl, for in my thirty yearsin Congress—and mind you, in thirty years you makealot
of enemies—thereisonething | may say in dl humbleness| am known for, and that isthat | am aman
of my word.

"Now this deadlock hereis not one whit different from the deadlock over theissue of the Public
Hedth Bill in the 89th Congress. Let me sketch briefly theissues. Here we are engaged in amatter of
life and death—we were there dso. Hereit isaquestion of—well, not law, not precedent, but what's
the human thing to do. Back therein Washington, D.C., we faced the same grave question. Now this
bill, this public hedth measure, was—"

Back on the submarine, Chip Morton, having dowly reached a profound scowl which had begun
with a puzzled frown when the Congressman began to speak, growled, "Now what the hell isthat old
windbag up to? He's sitting smack on the ways, holding up the whole shebang.”

"I don't know, said the Captain. "There's something here that doesn't quite meet the eye. | fed
likel just got aletter | knew wasimportant but it waswrittenininvisbleink.”

"Aw, Parker just couldn't resst the sight of alectern.”

"Chip, you may not like him—naot many folks do—but you never heard of him doing anything
without areason. | never heard him talk unless he had something to say.... Wheresthe O.0.M.?"

They peered at the screen, where the Congressman was asking his audience to bear in mind the
point he had just made, and, " On the other hand, certain pressure groups in the pharmaceutical
industry, of course from the best of motives—I never doubted that they were honorable men—"

"| thought | saw those five stripesto the left of the picture, but | sure don't now,” said Chip
Morton. "I wish they'd give us another cameraangle...”

Asby magic, hiswish was granted. The director in the TV booth, having tired of the head-on
view of Congressman Parker, cut to aprofile. Behind him could be seen afew officids and some
empty sedts.

"He'sgone! TheresB.J., but Cathy's not there, nor the Old Old Man!"

Crane grabbed the exec's biceps so hard that Chip yelped. "Chip!" rapped the Captain. "How
doesacitizen get into Congress?”'

"Herunsfor it. What's that got to do with—Oh, Holy sweset Petel”



The Captain shouldered past him and dove to the console. He palmed the klaxon, snatched up
the P.A. mike and roared, " Condition yellow! Condition yellow! Now dl hands, hear this! Mr.
Gleason, lay up on deck with adetail and cast off bow, stern and both spring lines. Everything but the
gangplank. On the double, man, jump! Once your lines are off, bring al handsinboard and you
persondly stand by the hatch control. Engines!™

"Engines," the speaker acknowledged.
"Stand by for full operation. Mr. OBrien!"”
"OBrien here, gr."

"Watch your trim, mister. Call for what way you need, but hold her where sheis, to the eyelash.
A yard out and you'll carry away the gang plank: that must not happen. Dr. Jamieson!™

"Sick bay: Jamieson.”

"Doc, isthat castaway fit to go ashore? Can you get him on the dock in thirty seconds?!
"Not in thirty seconds, sir."

"Thenforget it. Dr. Hiller!"

The clear cool voice came floating out of the speaker: "Y es, Captain Crane."
"Get ashore. Y ou have twenty seconds. Goodbye."

"Gleason reporting, Sr. All lines off.”

"Good. See anybody on the dock?"

"Yes, gr. UN Security guardsisal.”

"How many?

"Sx, gr."

"Very good. Chip, put ascanner on Number Two screen for me, and let's have alook at the
gangplank and the dock area."

"Aye, gr."

The Captain looked anxioudy at the big screen, where Parker was holding forth about acitizen's
group, agrass-roots group, un-financed, small, weak, but gentlemen, citizens, at loggerheads with the
big drug combines. And gentlemen, the little man hasto be heard, or you don't have ademocracy at
al.

The Captain wagged his head and barked, "Where the hell's my dockside scanner?”

"Engine-room's got 'em al locked up, Cap'n,” said Chip. "O'Brien'susing al the eyes he can get
to hold her steady and spare you your gangplank.”

"Third. Where the hell's the—oh, there you are, Hodges. Go sguat in the nose there and get afix



on apiling. If she so much as cregps an inch, sing out which way and how much." Asthethird officer
sprinted into the glass bows, Crane turned to the console. "O'Brien!”

"O'Brien here, gr."

"Turn loose ascanner for me. I've got Hodges watching in the bows and helll report if she shifts
adl"

"Aye, gr."
"Okay, Chip, get methat dockside pic."

The smaller screen flickered and then spread out a picture of the wide apron of the pierhead. In
the foreground could be seen the shore end of the gangway. Six UN guards lounged about, two at the
gangplank and the other four back near the far side of the wide apron.

The Congressman's voi ce continued to drone out of the TV. Crane grinned up at theimage
admiringly, and wasin time to see Zucco rising like athunderhead. “"Mr. President!" he roared.

The Congressman stopped politely and cocked his head, birdlike.

"Mr. President,” bellowed the scientist, "may | ask the interminably sesquipedalian legidator to be
kind enough to make his point and let us get on with the day's business?'

Instead of attempting to answer, Parker turned and looked appedlingly at the chair. The
President banged down the rustle of reaction with hisgavel and said, conciliatingly, "Mr. Parker, what
you have had to tell usis certainly of great interest, but asyet | fear | do not connect it with—"

"Mr. President,” said Parker with dignity, "1 am hereto assure you that | am aman of my word."
"That is of course not the point at issue,” said the president courteoudy but firmly.

"And | promised you that | would seeto it that this deadlock was resolved, did | not, Sir?"
"Youimplied, sir, that it would be quickly resolved.”

"And soitwill, gr, so it will. If interruptions can be kept to aminimum, gr.”

"Proceed, Congressman,” said the President tiredly. Zucco snorted audibly and sat down. He
instantly sprang to hisfeet again, hisjaws and eyeswide. He was staring at the back of the hall. He
swung his big head to the left, and the empty seats there, and again to the back of the hall.

Congressman Parker, hiseyesfixed on Zucco'sface, said levelly, "Asamatter of fact, Mr.
President, | venture to say that the Situation isresolved as of right now." Then, for the second time, the
crew of the Seaview were treated to the amost unheard of spectacle of Congressman Parker, the
petulant, the fault-finder, the little-ol d-lady-who-pokes-in-the-neighbors-trash (as one adverse
columnist had it) the vinegar-visaged—with abroad smile on hisface.

"Mister Pres-i-dent!" screamed Zucco, so loud that even his mighty voice cracked. "Nelson's
gone! Don't you understand? He's gone! Gone back to that killer-boat of his, on hisway to daughter
usal! Get theguards After him! Stop him! Stop him! Don't let that submarine leave the dock!™

The chamber boiled, it churned with running, leaping, shouting figures. Men poured up the center



aide, got in each other'sway.

Thelast of the episode seen on the screen was one long pan shot across the rapidly emptying
hal, with no oneleft in the foreground but the President, dowly rising and coming toward Parker with
his hand out, and B.J. Crawford, sitting limply in the second row behind the podium, shaking from
head to foot, hisbull laughter rising at |ast above the pandemonium.

"There!" barked Chip Morton. The Captain moved to the smaller screen and saw the doorsto
the warehouse tunnd till swinging violently, and three figures pounding toward the gangplank. Crane
could pride himsdf on having handled as many details as he had in the past few minutes, but he was
alwaysto regret not having ordered the recorders on that unforgettable scene.

Admird Neson, blocky and big, ran like the fabled Babe Ruth, hislong legs seemingto gaina
little on him so that he tilted backwards a bit as he hurtled dong. Commander Emery, on the other
hand, ran leaning forward like a ski-jumper about to take off, getting al his speed from the sustained
act of fdling. Each had an arm hooked around one of Cathy Connors ebows, which protruded like
the handles on an old-style sugar bowl, for her hands, low on her hips, held her skirts gathered to
completely free her legs. She neither galloped, like the Admira, nor sprinted, like the Commander, but
scampered, an dl but indescribable scamper, asthe Admird's back-leaning gait and the Commander's
nose-down bird-dog method tilted her torso about thirty degreesto the left of her course. The Captain
watched this spectacle with fedingsjoltingly mingled, and dl of them strong: amusement, excitement,
laughter, and agood sdting of fury as he saw Chip Morton deightedly taking in the sight of those long,
flashing, untrammeled legs.

The guards straightened their lounging spines and got on the bals of their feet, but as yet they
apparently had no orders and only watched wall-eyed as the trio broke through the pair by the
warehouse and then passed one, then the other who were out on the apron.

"Comeon!" rapped Crane, and practicaly in lock-step, he and Morton sprang down the
corridor to the main control room. There O'Brien stood, the engine-room mike captured between chin
and collar-bone, hisleft hand on the master trim control and hisright on the rudder, and his eyes
flicking back, forth, up and down a panel studded with TV images, each showing a portion of hull and
the dock nearest it. It wasto the Diving Officer's profound credit that yelling and pounding feet behind
him did not make him shift so much as an eyebdl away from histask.

At thefoot of the conning tower ladder stood the CPO, Gleason, his hand on the closing lever.
His only movement wasto step smartly out of the way as the Captain and the Exec leapt upward and
swarmed the ladder.

Crane swung over thelip and down in one smooth motion, with Morton sill virtualy
synchronized behind him. The three fugitives werefifty yards away and coming fast. Thetwo UN
guards all too obvioudy did not know what to do except be dert.

"If only they keep off their p.a. system,” Morton prayed—a prayer which was promptly
answered, or regjected, by the blare of the big speaker horns over the warehouse entrance. These
horns were designed to punch information through the largest predictable din of loading and unloading
ships and chattering passengers, now, in thissilent place, they came on like Gabridl.

"Arrest those submarine personnel! The submarine isimpounded. Repeat, the submarine
Seaview isimpounded and its entire complement under arrest!”



The four guards by the warehouse began running toward the sub. Crane and Morton began
running with equal purpose down the deck to the gangplank. The two guards at the head of the
gangplank turned toward the fugitives, asindeed any human being must; such asight is seldom offered
here below. The two were therefore taken utterly by surprise as Crane and Morton, coming up the
gangplank like two Navy jets off aflat-top catapult, hit them from behind, Craneto the left, Morton to
the right. It was an amazing performance; even the short hard chop to the guards medullae oblongata
was identical. One would have sworn the whole thing was rehearsed.

Nelson, Emery and Cathy Connors plunged by and dove down the gangplank, with Crane and
Morton right behind them. Later the Captain was to recal with vast amusement that not one of thefive
forgot to salute the colors at the stern asthey hurtled down the plank. "Slow ahead dl!" he bellowed
asheran, "Hard left!" hoping against hope that though he had not ordered the tops de microphones
activated, someone below had had the wit to turn them on. A surge of joy ran through him with the
sudden trembling of the hull, the gout of swirling water under the stern. Y et she seemed to take forever
to answer, and the long deck seemed to be part of anightmare, along sted path upon which one
could run and run forever and never get to that conning tower. He risked another glance aft and saw
the four guards clattering down the gangplank, which had acquired adight list. Behind them, the two
guards whom he and Morton had commandoed were following, weaving abit, but bravely doing their
best to get back into the action.

Still moving asif rehearsed, Crane and Morton passed the others, who were understandably
tiring, sprang up the conning ladder together, each monkeying up avertical, and six feet up bent
together, got Cathy Connors under the armpits, and virtualy threw her upward. They sprang after her
to where she clung gasping, passed her one on each side, stopped above her and threw her upward
again. This placed her on the platform. Crane picked her up in hisarms and dropped her down the
hole, hoping she would catch arung on the way down but prepared to pay the penalty and patch the
damageif shedid not. Heturned in timeto pull Nelson while Morton pushed: the Old Old Man was
fedingit. Hislipswere blue, even in this heat, and his eyes seemed to have atendency to roll upwards
out of Sght. He heaved the gasping Admird over the coaming and down, and saw apair of hands
from below—Gleason's, probably—reaching up to assist. Emery sprang up, over, and down; the
grizzled old squirrel was barely breathing hard. And at last the captain vaulted over the coaming,
bawling to shut the hatch. The guards were running forward; two were already on the deck ladder.
One of the othersfired into the air, and dmost ingtantly pegged one which whanged and whined off the
ingde of the hatch-cover asit came down. Crane did not wait for such comforts as rungs, but did to
the bottom and hit the deck as the cover above made sedl.

It seemed very quiet in the control room. It was like the instant's dreadful quiet which on
occason follows an automobile accident, before the people begin screaming.

"Take her down," whispered the Admird.
"There's Sx guards on deck and the gangplank's gone," gasped the Captain.

"Take her down." The Old Old Man closed hiseyesand let himsdf go limp for amoment againgt
the bulkhead. Then he gtiffened, shook himsdf hard, and rounded on Crane. "Take her down, migter,
and that's now."

Crane nodded to O'Brien, which was all that was necessary. "Maybe," he said, "some of ‘em
cantsmvim.”

"They have to take their chancesthen,” said the Admird, hisface like arock.



Crane shook his head bleskly and turned to Cathy Connors. "Come on," he said, bending over
her. She sat on the deck with her back against the bulkhead, her knees drawn up and her skirt tucked
over them. He put a hand under her arm but she shook her head.

"What's the matter?"

Shelooked up at him, very calm now, very pae, her eyesvery wide. "I'm afraid to move just
now," shesaid in acool voice. And suddenly from her wide eyes, tears burst and coursed down her
cheeks. She seemed unaware of them. "I think," she said in that same cool careful voice, "that I've hurt
my anklerather badly." He then realized that under the skirt, she was holding her ankle with both
hands, so hard her arms were trembling.

"Cathy, why didn't you say s0!" He scooped her up in hisarms. He said to O'Brien, "The story is
that the channd's dredged to a hundred feet from here to the seaward side of the Narrows. Steer asif
that could be so but you don't redly believeit." '

"Aye, Sr." Periscope depth for the Seaview was ninety feet, so he was asking the Diving Officer
to chop it rather fine. But one got used to asking matter-of-course miracles from O'Brien. "Gleason,
put two men in the nose as lookouts. Rig the cable remote to the big searchlight and giveit to
whichever one has the most good eyes and good sense. And use your floodsaswell. Thisisonetime
when it wouldn't pay at al to run aground.”

"Aye, gr."
"Beright back, sir," he told Nelson, who nodded.

Crane carried the girl aft asfar asthe mess, where aman in pressed dress whites, shoes shined
to ablaze, a snow-white seabag on his shoulder, ran past him weeping.

"What the—" Crane recoiled out of hisway, banging the point of hisankle againgt the high sill of
the mess. He glared after the man, and caught the black stencil on the seabag: BERKOWITZ. Crane
retraced his steps afew paces, for the man, skidding to astop in the control room, had begun to
scream.

"Y ou got to let me off, you got to! | have afurlough coming and Mr. Morton signed my pass and
| don't even know if he's born yet, she could be dead for dl | know, why couldn't | phone at least.”

"Sir," suggested the Admirdl.

Berkowitz craned wildly up at the dark pocket of the sealed conning tower. "Nobody told me,
oh my God, you'll go dl theway to the Marianas, me not knowing is she adive or dead with theradio

"Sir," suggested the Admird again, even more quietly.

"Sir!" gpat Berkowitz furioudy. He glared a Nelson, who stood silently, il leaning againgt the
bulkhead, but lightly. The color was beginning to return to the old man'slips. Berkowitz's eyes
wavered. "S-gr...7" hewhimpered faintly.

"That's better.... If it makes any difference to you, Berkowitz, nobody knew we were going to jet
out like that until it happened.”



"What am | goingtodo, Sr?’

"Y ou're going to drop that duffel right here and go &ft to the sick bay and ask Dr. Jamieson to
quiet you down."

Anyone who knew the Admira at al would know that thiswas thetime to aye-sir and off.
Berkowitz may have known him well enough, but he was dso more than alittle hysterica, so he said,
"But what about—"

Nelson's voice became gentle as alover's, and every man there knew how big the trouble was
that Berkowitz was getting himsdlf into. "Berkowitz," he crooned, "you know well do what we can for
you. Well get you off. Well—"

"Th-thank you Sr—" Berkowitz began to weep again.

"WEell get you off if we haveto dig aholein the cellar and drop you out, mister. Because we
can't run aship with the likes of you aboard. Now get aft and see the doctor."

Berkowitz, stricken, dropped his duffel bag and turned blindly aft. Nelson watched him go and
then fetched a sudden kick on the bag. "I hate aweeper,” he said quietly to no onein particular, but
Berkowitz heard. Crane, pacing dowly behind him carrying Cathy Connors, watched the stride of a
man who needed atail to tuck between hishind legs.

"Oh man," the Captain murmured, "I wouldn't dam an outhouse door that hard.... Sorry, Cathy.”

"That'sdl right," she whispered. "l wasn't listening... Oh Lee, | know that seemed terribly crud,
but can't you seewhy hedid it?"

"He said why hedidit. He usudly... picks on someone his size, though.”

"You dap hysterica people. That'sdl itis. Hell let Berky off some way—youll see. If SueHiller
was here sheld explain the whole thing to you. The one thing he couldn't do wasto be niceto the kid.
Berky'd have gone dl to bits."

Lee Crane chuckled. "The O.0.M. can do no wrong, hey, Cats? By golly, if he batted aball and
ran to third you'd change the rulesto make him right.”

"Now that'sjust slly and you—"

"And | know it. Sorry, honey. | just hated to stand here and see that happen. Also I'm jealous,
because | can be wrong—you've told me so—and he never is, which you've also told me. Areyou
sure which one of us you want to marry? Choose, hussy.”

Shehit hisear. "'l choose thee now and forever,” she whispered and then was crying again.
"Damn," shesad, "Oh, damn, damn.”

"Anklehurting again?'

"Sureitis" shesad furioudy, "but that's not worth crying over. It'sthiswhole... thing, Lee. It's
theranch and the curtains I'd put up waiting for you to come home. It's getting married yesterday
whichwedidn't do. It'sdl this, thismess."



"Shh. Shh.... | hate aweeper,” he said. She smacked him, but it wasn't meant to hurt. The sick
bay was empty when they entered, except for Berkowitz, who sat close to the inboard bulkhead with
hishead in his hands. The Captain put the girl down on the examining table and turned to face
Jamieson, who was coming from the after section of the sick bay. "I see by the papers,” said the
doctor, "that werre on our way again. "The O.O.M. says go, we go."

"My patient, or isit star boarder, tlsmeit's God'swill. You tell meit'sthe Admira's"” Heheld
up aham-dramatic finger and mugged astonishment. " Or perhaps they're the same after dl.”

"Don't beirreverent," said Cathy.

"Towhich one of 'em, girl? And what, may | ask, makes me so fortunate thismorning?' He
looked at the torpedoman and then at the girl. "My, businessisbrisk.”

" She came down the conning tower without using the ladder. But gracefully,” added the Captain.
"I was not graceful," Cathy pouted. " The Captain dropped mein like asack of cod.”

"Let'sseeit. Ohmy. You did give that awringing out, didn't you?' he turned to the torpedoman.
"And what'swith you, Berky?"

"I'mdl right now, Sir," said Berkowitz shakily. "I thought | had afurlough and they pulled it out
from under me and | kind of blew my stack. Admira Nelson told me to come to you and get quieted
down."

Jamieson bent over him, took hiswrist, looked closdly at hiseyes. "All right. Y ou seem okay
now. | don't know redly if the God'swill hypothesis holds water or not, but | can tell you one thing for
sure: For enlisted personnel, practically anybody's will take precedence over theem.'s.”

"Y-yessr." Berkowitz dmost smiled.
"And take thisdoctor's advice," added Jamieson. "Don't argue with admirals.”
"l won't, gr."

Jamieson stood up and waved him out. When he had gone, he said, "Nelson give him some
lumps?'

The Captain told him what had happened. The doctor shrugged. "Rough. But then, thisislikely to
be arough trip al around. Y ou straighten 'em out or you throw ‘em over thewall. If aman's going to
have the miseries, held best not be corked up in abottle with abunch of others. The Admiral doesn't
have to be nice. He doesn't have to be kind. Hejust hasto beright." He turned to Cathy. "Get that
shoe and stocking off."

"I'll go forward," said the Captain, risng.

"Shelll bedl right," said the doctor. "Nothing busted. And you know the compression bandages
we have nowadays. Shelll walk out of here. Only," he said sternly to Cathy, "no dancing on no
chopping blocksfor awnhile."

Cathy and the Captain laughed. "Oh, you heard about that."



"It didn't get lost in theflurry of newsweve been having.”

Theinner door swung open and the Captain, in the very act of stepping over the high-stilled out
door, swung around and his jaw dropped. "What the devil are you doing here?"

"Now that iswhat | cal awarm and welcoming statement,” smiled Dr. Susan Hiller.
"Suel" cried Cathy.

"Hello, honey. What happened to you?'

"Used asted deck for atrampoline,” said the doctor.

"Dr. Hiller, | thought | told you to go ashore.”

"| thought you told me| could go ashore.”

"l remember what | said.”

"Oh... Leg," Cathy chided.

"I'll carry my weight," said Susan Hiller.

Jamieson, who had never lost the gloss of hisadmiration of Dr. Hiller, said gently, "Cap'n—isn't
the discussion academic &t this point?*

Without answering him, Cranefixed Dr. Hiller with acold eye. "Y ou chose to stay aboard, then.”

A smiletwitched the corners of her carven mouth. "I came aboard to study men under stress
conditions" shereminded him.

"Theréll be plenty of that ashore."

"My present project was to study them here." Suddenly she smiled. The effect, as dways, was
like throwing back heavy drapes on asunny day. "1'd like to stop fencing with you, Captain. | was
going to request permission to stay aboard anyway. Days ago | took the trouble to find out if my extra
mouth would burden your stores, or even your oxygen supply. | checked on the available space. |
wouldn't think of doing it if I'd beintheway. And I'm not just supercargo. | think | can help.”

"Let me underlinethat,” pleaded Jamieson. "God knowswhat werein for now. Dr. Hiller'sa
speciaist in something we're going to get alot of . I'm supposed to handle these stress cases along with
everything ese Dr. Hiller'sbeing hereisagift from God."

"God seemsto be taking a specid interest in this project,” said the Captain, but he had relaxed;
hewaskidding; it wasdl right.

Dr. Hiller, sendng it immediately, sad, "Thank you, Captain.”
Crane saluted and went out.
"And thank you," said Dr. Jamieson to the psychiatrist.

"Dont," she sad. "People are dways attaching nobility to the smple matter of doing ajob. |



know what | have to do here," she added with a sudden profound gravity, "1 know what | must do,
and | know I'm equipped to do it. | had no choice; the choice madeitself." Abruptly businesdike, she
changed her voice and the subject and demanded, "What was the matter with Berkowitz?'

Jamieson, getting to work on Cathy's ankle, said, "The poor kid. Hiswife's expecting a baby
about now. He doesn't know if the baby's dive or dead or hiswife either. He got alittle hysterica.”

"A lot hysterical," Cathy amended. "I wasthere, and | don't blame him abit. But he didn't help
himself by taking off onthe Admira."

"What happened?’

"The O.0.M. pinned his ears back clear to the sacroiliac, which he then, in amanner of
speaking, kicked.... | told Leeit was equivadent to dapping ahyserica patient. Was| right?

"Y ou could be. It depends. Slapping ahysterical patient can be beneficid if thedapis
adminigtered by afriend or a stranger, but not by an enemy.”

"Oh, the Admird'snot hisenemy!"
"No?Ah... tdl me; how did he ddliver thisfigurative dap?’

"Firgt hetold Berkowitz he would et him get ashore and then he said it was because he wouldn't
have the likes of him aboard; 'l hate aweeper,' iswhat he said.”

"Pick 'em up and dam 'em down hard,” said Jamieson.
"A little harder than hysteria called for, perhaps. That soundsinimica enough to me.”

"Oh, Sue, you just don't understand the military Situation,” said Cathy ardently. "Themanin
command can't have an ordinary set of values. I've thought alot about this—I had to —I'm marrying
one of the mongters. The commanding officer, however decent and kind aman he might be, hasto
replace alot of ordinary standards. (Ouch! Y ou're putting on that bandage awful tight.) ‘Right’ and
‘wrong' can be completely different things when you look at them in terms of amilitary operation.
Admira Nelson's heart might bleed for Berkowitz and very probably does, but the welfare of his ship,
hismission and his crew haveto comefirst. And though | hateto say it, ahysterica sailor with primary
concernsdifferent from the ship'sisan enemy."

Susan Hiller smiled asmall doquent smile, nodded atiny, sgnificant nod. "Absolutdly al |
suggested was that the Admird trested him like an enemy.”

"Oh," sid Cathy. "Oh dear.”

"Which saves the ship and destroys the man. Which creates stress conditions on military-type
missions, epecialy submarines. Which explainsagain why | decided to stay."

"Now hear thisl" clattered the annunciator. "Torpedoman Berkowitz. Lay forward to Main
Control, on the double.”

Thethreein the Sick bay looked a one another. "Excuse me," said Susan Hiller quietly, and went
out.



"Berkowitz," said Jamieson, hiseyes on hisbandaging job, "isnow tried and sentenced.
Execution of sentencefollows.”

"Oh come on now, doc. It isn't as grim asthat. The O.0.M.'s decided what to do and he'll doit.
| bet you anything he'sfound away to get Berky back to hiswife. He's that kind of aman.”

"Interesting, what you said about the military sense of values,”" said the doctor. "True, too. If he
does get Berky off, | wonder what's the real reason—to do the man afavor, or to rid the ship of a
source of trouble.”

"It doesn't metter, if he can do both at once."

"It mattersif you'reinterested, as Dr. Hiller and | both are, in the clockworksinsgde aman's
head." He paused to sed down the end of the pressure-bandage, then said thoughtfully, "I suppose the
ideal way to handleit isto do the man afavor in such away that therest of the crew thinksit'sa
punishment.”

"Like, eat that ice cream or I'll knock your block off."

IN THE CONTROL ROOM, ADMIRAL NELSON and the Captain stood by the control, where
the oblivious O'Brien was coaxing the big craft dong inches above the channel floor. Dr. Hiller stood
back by the main corridor, watching—waiting and watching.

Berkowitz appeared. He held his stocky young figure erect. His smooth face was pae.
"Torpedoman Berkowitz reporting, Sr.”

The Admiral reached out afoot and touched a heavy, compact rubber package with hisfoot.
"Hang that on you."

Berkowitz, swallowing his surprise and joy, picked up the package, afolded one-man inflatable
dinghy, oars, and inflator, and hung it by its strap over his shoulder. "Take your gear,” said the Admira
coldly, looking down &t the immacul ate seabag asif it were something adog had |eft there. Berkowitz
shouldered the bag. The Admiral pointed to the main control console, where one of the TV repegaters
showed a periscope view of the famous lower harbor of New Y ork. The view swung to point out a
nearby shoreline, crowned with granite walls over which poked old 105-mm. cannon. "Fort
Wadsworth on Staten Idand. Y ou could make that without a boat.”

He sgnaled with afinger, and the Captain moved a control, swinging the view &ft. It showed the
prow of aharbor police boat, its bow-chaser like the admird's grim pointing finger, the wings of spray
it threw up turned pink, light diluted blood, by the glare of the fire-belt. "The metropolitan police," said
the Admird. "They have no jurisdiction, of course, but they're hanging on anyway. Whether they will
let you go is something | neither know nor care. Up you go.”

Berkowitz stood at tight attention. His eyes glinted, and just once, and fractiondly, hisface
twisted: the Captain knew as clearly asif the man had made a speech that sudden tears had long been
an dfliction with him, and that he hated them and himsdf for showing them. He said hoarsdly, "Thank
you, ar."

"That," said the Admird, "isjust like a gangrenous foot saying thank you when you cut it off. Get
out of here."



"Yes, gr," Berkowitz whispered, and, clumsy with his burdens, he began inching up the ladder. It
seemed to take forever. When he reached the top, the amazing O'Brien, apparently unaware al this
time of what was going on in the chamber, made one &fficient motion and hauled back the hatch
control. Pink light spilled down, patterning the floor and the inkblot of Berkowitz's shadow, which
humped itself to one side and then was gone. O'Brien's hand struck again, snakelike, at the control and
the hatch boomed down, blacking out the patch of light and thumbing their eardrums. Admiral Nelson
found himsdlf, quite by accident, glaring at Dr. Hiller'sface.

"Surgery,” said Dr. Hiller.
"Anemetic," said the Admird. "What are you doing here?’
"Dr. Hiller volunteered her services," said the Captain, "which [—my God!"

They followed his shocked stare, and saw, on the periscope repesater, which was ill trained aft,
the curved, whale-like back of the Seaview, mostly awash, and behind it, the police launch. On the
deck, Berkowitz could be seen standing, up to his shinsin water, wrestling with the rubber dinghy,
which had just begun to inflate, while with one hand he clutched his shouldered seabag. And from the
police boat came alittle flickering of light, amist of thin smoke, and suddenly the long crudl threads of
tracer bullets. There was a sudden clatter on the hull.

Berkowitz was facing away from them as he dropped bag and boat both and stood watching the
boat; and though they could not see hisface, his whole stance and bearing spoke volumes of dl the
varieties of most intense astonishment. The bag rolled unnoticed into the water and astern; the boat,
hung up for amoment on astanchion-fitting (though the stanchions themsal ves were stowed away),
bobbed like a bubble of tar for amoment, then rolled over, showing ajagged line of punctures,
collgpsed and sank. Berkowitz turned dowly until he faced the conning tower. They could now clearly
see hisface. It contained nothing but amazement. He opened his mouth and, effortless as an overfed
dog, he vomited. The vomit mingled with the widening soaking stain of blood on the front of hiswhite
uniform. Berkowitz' face then made whatever minuscule change aface needs to go from astonishment
to afull, cdm, accusing comprehension. He looked asif he understood al mankind, al motives, the
reasonsfor everything and the natures of al. Heraised hisright hand and waved it; it wasin no sensea
saute; it was an acknowledgement. Then he let his eyes close and pitched forward into the water
washing the deck. It cleansed him away like aflyspeck and left the hull stainless and gleaming.

The launch cut its motors and swung broadside. A man with a boathook appeared on its deck,
peering into the water for the body.

"Trigger... happy... sons... of ... bitches." It came in an under-the-bresth monotone, probably
from O'Brien, who nevertheess kept his deft fingertip movements going on the controls; yet it came
clearly into the desfening Slence.

"Stop dl," said the Captain.

"Aye, gr," said O'Brien; but before even he could move the Admiral rapped, "Asyou were."
"Aye, gr," sad O'Brien.

"What did you havein mind, mister?' demanded the Admird.

"Ready the deck gun, gr," said Crane.



"Themanisdead,” said the Admird. "Sinking the launch won't bring him back. What are your
engines, Mr. OBrien?'

"Hdf ahead dll, r."

"Makeit three-quarters." He reached for the mike, pressed a stud. "Bow lookouts."
"Yes, 9r!" chorused two voices on the intercom.

"Take another layer off your eyeballs. Were increasing speed.”

"Aye-aye, Sr."

Nelson, hisbig face impenetrable, fixed Crane with his sharp gaze, then Dr. Hiller. Without
speaking, he whedled and went forward toward his suite.

Cranefound himsdlf, asthe Admira had amoment before, staring fixedly at the psychiatrist. She
held his gaze, then looked away from him and after the Admiral. He saw her nod. There was
something chillingly impersond about thetiny gesture. It waslikethe flick of agtatistician's pen, putting
acheckmark besde something significant in along column of figures. He scood immobile watching her
as sheturned and walked to the corridor and down it out of sight.

The Captain took off his hat and dammed it down on the deck, and said the most famous of all
four-letter words.

"Yes, dr," sad O'Brien.

ON AUGUST 8TH THE AVERAGE AIR TEMPERATURE was 139°. On the 12th it was 141.3°.
The seawas duggish, shiny-surfaced but heaving. The sky was cloudless but hazy, and the firebelt
hung across the high southern sky like the bridge to hell.

Captain Lee Crane stopped outside the Admiral's suite and tapped on the door. "Comein!" said
avoice, and he entered.

"Y ou wanted me, Ad—oh! Hi."

Commander Emery took one of hisfeet off the Admird's desk, swung around in the Admird's
swivel chair, and put both hisfeet up on the opposite corner. The Captain grinned a him. Emery was,
in Cranes mind's eye, the origind Shaggy Man. There was an indefinable qudity about the man that
always called the word up. It had nothing to do with his appearance, really. Starched, smoothed,
pressed (none of which he was at the moment) he would still seem shaggy. Perhaps it was the big-dog
friendliness of the man, perhaps his utterly confident lack of respect for formality. He was a man who
did not need straight ruled lines and sharp creases to comfort himself in an uncertain world. "Hi, Lee.
The O.0.M.'s brushing histeeth or something. Sit you down some.”

Crane sat on the edge of the settle. "What's the occason?”

"Ways and means. Y ou know Harriman Nelson. Helikesto have thingsdl niceand tidy. He
never did get permission from anybody to make thistrip and shoot this bird."



"Looks like permission isfirst-place, hard to come by and second-place, sort of an empty

gedure"

"Not to the O.0.M. He didn't mind spitting in the eye of those UN characters nor the New Y ork
police. Damn them," he intoned passionately, then dropped the passion and went on in his easy-going
rumble. "Question of jurisdiction. Thisisn't Navy, this pigboat, or even Government, if it comes down
to that; the Bureau of Marine Exploration, you might say, directsit, but when you come right down to
it it was created asaland tool of Harriman Nelson. Thistail wagsthat dog."

"So redly, what's the problem? In fact and actuaity, Nelson'sthe big whedl. He bought it, built it,
paid for it and he bossesit. Why doesn't he just look in the mirror and say ‘Hm?' and then nod his
head and say, 'Uh-huh." "

Emery laughed. "Hewould, Lee, hewould, if it were any kind of an operation but this. Alsoif he
were any other kind of aman than what heis. But he's Navy—retired Navy, sure: an out-and-out
civilian, when you come right down to it, but Navy for dl that; it'sthe way hethinks, theway hefedls,
theway heis. And if you could define the indefinable 'real Navy', or at least find the lowest common
denominator for the whole sea-going soldier-boy business, you'd find that from the three-day
Annapolisboot with hay in hishair, clear on up thelayers of legend where live ninety-year-old retired
five-star admirals, you'd find that they had one thing in common—they worked for somebody. Now
that's so self-evident up through the ranksthat it seems silly to mention it, and so overlooked at the
very top that most people wouldn't even redlize what you were talking about.” Emery acrobatically
fumbled a hopelesdy beat-up pipe out of his right pants pocket, and atattered oilskin pouch out of his
left rear pocket, and ajet lighter out of hisleft pants pocket, and aknife out of hiswatch pocket, all
without disturbing the feet, ankle upon ankle, which one hed-point supported on the extreme corner of
the Admiral'sdesk. "And yet the fact that a high admird isasubordinate is athing that means agreat
ded—more, perhaps, than anything e se—to such aman. Two reasons. one, conditioning. An admird
isby definition along-term bedfellow of the nava attitude, and | say bedfellow advisedly; heliveswith
it, degpswith it. Two: Ashe climbsthelong hill, thereare alot of guys up there ahead of him—from
the bottom it looks like that mob we saw on the plazain front of St. Peter's. But the higher they go, the
fewer there are, and when he's spent most of alifetime getting absol utely as high as he can go, nobody
can be surprised that in seeing only one man between himsalf and the sky that he preoccupies himself
pretty completely with that man'simportance.”

"By God, Emery, you do paint apicture. | got asfar asfour stripes and never thought of it that
way before. So he's got to get the permission of the President of the United States.”

"Got to, must, sine qua non and absolutdly.”
"And if the President refuses?’

"l think," said Emery, stabbing histhumb into the bowl of his disreputable pipe, "that every man
has within him vauations which override what he knows to be the truth, or what he knowsisright.
Mogt of us unfortunately have many such vauations. Harriman Nelson, aprofessona seeker after
truth, a career-man, you might say, in that holy search every bit as much asacareer manin the Navy,
has very few such vauations. In the support of what he knowsto beright, he will kick over anybody
or anything—and you saw that happen at the UN. But the one thing—mayhbe his only thing—weightier
than the truth to himishisloyalty to hissuperior. | pray God the President does say yes, becauseif he
doesn't, he will obey and that obedience will destroy him." Emery laughed suddenly; it was shocking.
"Of course," he added, nursing the three-inch flame of hisjet lighter into action, "That obedience would
destroy dl of the rest of us, including the President of the United States, and after that, | guessit



wouldn't matter.”

Cranelooked at hishands and, asif they did not please him, shoved them hagtily into hisjacket
pockets. "And what about if he can't contact the President to ask him?"

"Now that," said Emery jovialy—and then paused to puff and puff, and are at, and puff again
his pipe dight, "—that presents aclear dternative and what the Navy lovesto cal an implement
gtuation. If an officer reportsfor orders and is unable to get them—and mind you, he hasto exhaust
his every resource in trying to get those orders—then, and only then, ishe on hisown discretion. |
mesan, to put it in the Smplest possible terms, heis not on his own discretion if he wantsto do
something and is ordered not to. Eveniif it'sthe right thing to do and he can proveit. On the other
hand, inability to make contact is never an excuse for inaction— never. Enough men have been
court-martidled on this point to make it painfully clear. No, he must take action on his own discretion.
That iswritten in the Code, in so many words. What is not written, but isthere al the same, isthat hed
better be right in what hisdiscretion leadshim to. If it dl turnsout well, fine. If it doesn't, God help him
because nobody else will, most especidly the Navy. So what we haveto pray for, Cap'n, isthat he
doesn't make contact."

"Y ou sound asif one, there were some hope of making contact and two, it would be nice if we
personaly could do something about it.”

Emery dowly took down hisfeet and even more dowly straightened his spine. Shaggy old Emery
was grave and serious so seldom that when it happened, it hit like adepth bomb. "Crane," he
murmured, and he sounded like far-off thunder, "I'd like to be able to wash out your mouth with
sand-and-canvas for that. On the first point, yes, he does have a plan. On the second point, Harriman
Nelson plays by the rules, and aslong as1'm around to waich, everybody in his command does
likewise"

"Evenif it destroyshim and dl of us—all theworld?'
"Even that. Areyou arguing the point with me, mister, or just running atest”?'

"Just running atest," nodded the Captain, a which Emery suddenly and warmly smiled. "And
heré's the great man himsdlf, to tell you how to chat with the President when al communicationsare
down."

" 'Way down," said Nelson from the door. "Sit, Lee. Emery, get the hell out of my chair.”
"Just keeping it warm for you, Sir," said Emery. He shambled up and went to St by Crane.
"Do you believein God?" asked the Admird surprisingly, dropping into his chair.

The Captain and the Commander looked at each other and at the admira. "Well, sure" said
Emery, and "'l guess s0," said Crane.

"Been talking to that Alvarez," said Nelson. He chuckled suddenly and rubbed the sde of his
neck hard. "Y ou know, if afellow had nothing else to do, he'd be tempted to listen awhole lot to that
man. Ever drop inon him?*

"Never did," said the Captain. "What have | got to say to him?"

"I did," sid Emery.



"Oh, you would. Bet you had abal with him."

"Inaway, yes. But then I'm nuts. Everybody knowsthat. The secret of my success: I'm nuts. |
never run out of thingsto get interested in. One of those moviesthat puts you to deep, now: as soon as
the plot getsalittle soporific, | kind of tuneit out. | get to looking at the lighting and figure how they
placed it, how big, what kind. Or the costumes: | remember one night it hit melike aton of bricks,
something I'd known al aong but never thought about before: cloth isthreadslying Sde by sde”

"Wdll, what els=?"

"Hédll, nothing dse: it just hit me, that'sal." Heinterlaced hisfingersand pulled at them hard
without pulling them apart. "By the hundreds and the thousands and the hundreds of thousands—ll
interacting. Y ou ever stop to think of the distribution of force when you tug at one Side of a piece of
cloth?lt dl yieds, it al holds. It moveswithout moving. Y ou hang it out in ahurricane or giveit the
kind of amighty bashing around it gets in awashing machine, and when you're done none of the
relaionshipsin the fabric are changed.”

"Y ou talk too much,” said the Admira, "but | know you well enough to know you haven't
changed the subject. We were talking about Alvarez."

"Surewewere. Alvarez seesthe universe like a piece of cloth. He envisons—and baby [he was
the only man on earth who would dream of addressing Admira Nelson as"baby™ and, further, not
notice that he was doing it]—Alvarez isthe boy to go to for visions, heredly hasvisons, well, he sees
the base of it dl as smple aswarp and woof; these smple things he calls God's laws. And where the
Age of Faith was secure until disrupted by the Age of Reason, and the Age of Exigtentidism, or
it's-all-meaningless, came aong and bombed the Age of Reason initsturn; al that complication and
chaos and upsettings of whole schools of mathemétics, dl that revolution and nation and
negation and organized, purposeful destruction—all that, to Alvarez, isn't chaos and never was. It's
clothinawilliwaw, that'sdl, twisted up on itself and maybe even ragged at the edges—but, by God
(and you can take those two words literally)—by God, they're there, the warp and the woof, the
samplelinesof thelaws of God. It'sacredo that can handle anything—anything at al—one step further
than the dl-is-nothing exigtentidigts, because Alvarez believes dl is something and fed's he can prove
it. And | guess, if you redlly believed it, you could get more comfort out of believing that you were an
oN-purpose man put in an on-purpose world for areason, rather than floundering around for a
meaningless cosmic second in apurposeless universe.”

"But that sounds like awholelot I've heard before!" said the Captain.

"Y ou haven't heard anything quite like this before. Because just when you are convinced that this
character isgrictly passive and the hell with him, he says something or does something about as
passve asaweasd with an ed in histhroat. He's actually avery dynamic guy.”

"Then what'swith al thiswill-of-God megillaof his?'

"That's smply the conclusion he has cometo. It's God's time to wipe us out, and that fire up there
isgoing to do it. Alvarez doesn't argue with or about God, and most especidly he doesn't waste any
time trying to understand God—which iswhere he parts company from most of the reverend
gentleman I've met so far, who not only claim to understand God, but are prepared to explain God."

"Then what about this dynamic thing? Isthat how he falsfrom grace—gets off hiskeyster and
uses hisown will instead of lying prone under God's? What does he do then—repent and apologize



and get on his back again?’

"Oh no. He does nothing most of the time, unless he's strongly moved to do something. In other
words, he doesn't operate from mora pressures, duty and al that. He moves when hefdlsastrong
inward compulsion. And to him, that's God. God acts through him whenever God fedslikeit. Alvarez
just lolls around awaiting the call, and brother, when it hits him, he jJumps. Oh, thereés no usetrying to
describe him to the uninitiste—right, Nels=?"

"Right," said the Admira, who had been following the conversation like atennis spectator,
swinging hisbig head from sdeto sde. "All I'll offer isthat he believesin something, he makesyou
wish you believed in something—anything—as much; and findly, he... fears... nothing."

"Natch," said Emery. "He has bowed to the will of God as he seesit. It's acceptance, that's what
itis, not passivity. Since he's surethe firebdt is God's ultimate punishment, visited on mankind for his
ans, since heiscertain that judgment can't be changed; and finally, since heis convinced that hisown
every act and thought—and non-act, | might add—is a manifestation of God'swill; why, heis not
anxious." Emery raised hisfinger, hiseyesdight. "That'sit! HE's not anxious! Hesthe only man | ever
met who's free of modern man's epidemic sickness, anxiety. Y ou know what's soirrationd, so
wadting, about anxiety? It's the worrying about al the things that might happen, and the inability to
redizethat of al theinfinity of thingsthat might happen in each instance, only onewill. Alvarez seesin
thisfirebdt the one thing that is going to happen. Thisonething hetotally accepts. Everything e se has
ceased to matter. Ergo: no worry."

"And he'sthe Lord's anointed, and fears no punishment.”

"Oh no! Lee, you tak to him once; he doesn't think of himsdlf asa saint. He knows he will be
punished, too. He doesn't fear it because heisn't anxious... don't you know that the prime worry of
anxious peopleisthat they won't get a suitable punishment?' Emery grinned his shaggy grin and waved
ahand at the overhead. "And that thing up there will do till the real thing comesaong.”

Craneturned to the Admira. "And do you find this castaway's theories uh—what was the word
you used—tempting, Sr?"

"If | do, it'slike the passing envy for aguy who has asofter pillow than | do. Sure, I'd liketo live
inauniverse as smple and certain as he does. But | don't. I'll tell you where heand | part company. |
believe as strongly as he doesin a superior power; you can cdl it God if you want to. And | believe
that it isin essence unknowable, the proof of which isthat the more we learn, the more thingswefind
that need learning. Now if you want it in smpleterms of God, | bdieve that God put the unknown in
the universe for usto know about. (We never will, we never can, but it'sthereto work on.) And |
believe that we were put here to do that learning. Finally—and here's the point—I think the knowledge
we get should direct our actions. | mean if we don't use the knowledge we get, we're spitting right in
God'seye. It isn't enough just to know what thet firebdlt is. | have to do something about it. Sure, it's
God'sfirebdt. It'sanatural phenomenon—they'redl God's. But just because God decreed that rivers
must flow downhill that doesn't mean I'm asinner if | stop one up and build me a power sation.”

"Eterna dam-ation,” murmured Emery. Crane shouted and the Admiral groaned. "But anyway,”
Cranesad at lagt, "Y ou can havem. By me, Alvarez is usdless, which isall you need from supercargo
anyway, and nuts, whichisdl right aslong asit doesn't come off on any of the crew. What wasit you
cdled meinfor, Sr?'

Emery laughed outright. "The skipper'shad it!"



"| like a God-seeking bull-sesson,” said the Captain, "but were just not fitted out for one here.
Make a couple of changes and I'm with you. Get usadim corner in acollege-town tavern and afew
galons of weak beer, and leave us dl be from eighteen to twenty-two years old. Whileyou're
arranging that—what's the business a hand, sir?"'

The Admird waited until Emery had stopped hooting, and then said, "We've got to get in touch
with the President."

"Yes gar.”
"Radio, even tight-beam satdllite transfer, is out of the question now."
"Yes, gr. Any luck with theloran?"

"Brilliant idea Sparks had there. Unfortunately, he had it too late. He's been sending Morse by
our heaviest loran gear for days on end—sometimes twenty hoursin oneday, till I made him knock
off. But it would seem that nobody ashore has had the same bright idea, and nobody's listening.
Theréll bealot of high-priced communications men and SigCor officerswho'll kick themsdavesfor not
thinking about it, when we get back and tell ‘em.

"All right, not having any carrier pigeons, and being fresh out of holy men who can wak on the
water, how do you suppose we can get through?*

"|... don't think we can, Sir."

"Sure we can. We cal him up on the telephone.”

"G

"Now I'mjust going to sit back and let you think," said the Admira professoridly.
Telephone! Cranelooked at Nelson and at the grinning Emery.

Telephone. Transceiver and wires between. Wires, not ship to shore. Shore to shore. He looked
up. "The submarine cable."

"How much?' Nelson asked Emery.

Emery opened the hands he held on hislap and uncovered awatch. A stopwatch. "Twelve
seconds.”

"Damn," said theadmira. "l said he could doitinten.” He fished in his pocket and tossed a
dollar acrossto Emery, who pocketed it happily. "All right, Captain. We need afrogman and
somebody who has awire communications rating and somebody with beef enough to saw through the
armor and get in to the wires, and know-how enough to make a hafway decent repair afterward.”

"Yes gr."
"Whaddaye mean, yes sir? Have we got a squad like that aboard?’
"Yes gr."

"I'll take your word for it. Now here—" he unrolled a chart—"is the new Nata-Freetown coaxia



cable. And herewe are. And right here, just southeast of Fernando de Noronha, is a shelf wherethe
cable drops off into the first Deep. It liesin about forty fathoms—yeah, here, it's marked: 230 fest.
We should reach there in about six hours. And here—" He opened adrawer and pulled out amassive
loose-leaf binder full of technical data—"here's the specs of that cable from smelting the ores clear
down to what they had for chow aboard the cable-layer that put it there. Round up your squad, brief
'em, seethat they're all rested as much as possible, and report herein five hours; that'll be abouit fifteen
hundred."

Crane took the book and the map. "Aye-aye, sir. Will that be dl for now, sir?1'd like to get
cracking on this™

"Shoveoff."

When the Captain had gone, Emery laughed. "What are you cackling about now?"
"Just how big asquad do you think hell pick?!

"Uptohim."

"Youll flipwhen hebringsit.”

"| dont flip easy."
Emery just put hisfeet up on the settle, leaned back, and grinned.

"GET DRESSED," SAID DR. JAMIESON.

Hodges, the third officer, obeyed. He was a spare, taut young man with deepset black eyes and
black hair. "What'swrong, Sr?"

"Not athing,” said Jamieson. He removed the stethoscope from his neck and put it on ashelf,
and found his pipe.

"Not athing, Sir? Do you mean I'm cracking up like thisfor nothing?"

"Y ou're not cracking up,” said the doctor, somewhat sharply, "and when | said not athing, |
meant not athing in my department. Would you mind very much talking to Dr. Hiller?'

"Why, | guessnat, Sr.”

"Y our only troubleisthat you can't deep, and | can assure you theres no physical reason for it.
Now | can tranquilize you and give you knockout drops, and that would end the insomnia. But if the
insomniais some sort of expression or rebellion of somekind, and | shut off your ability to useit, the
rebellion is going to pop out some other way."

"Likewheat, Sr?'
"Condtipation. Warts. Impaired vison. Theitch. Might be anything. Symptom-swapping. Some

folks spend years swapping symptoms and treating them one a atime, never redizing that they're just
away of hallering for help.”



"I dont fed likeaguy hollering for help, sr.”

"Wadl, maybe| shouldn't put it that way. Let'sjust say that Dr. Hiller can find and treat whatever
itisand | can only find and treat what it does. Y ou want to see her, or shall | dose you up?'

"I'll s=eher, 9r."

"WHAT'STHE PRESIDENT'S PHONE NUMBER?"

"Now never you mind, girl. Hes dready married." Chip Morton riffled once through the technical
manual, and shook his head. "Y ou'd never think it'd take al this spaghetti to pipe one voiceto one ear,
would you...? Y ou hear who's going out, Cathy?!

"Not yet."

"Y ou mean to tell me they expect to open up that cable and find which wires go to where? How
do they know they won't get connected to the city morgue in Butte, Montana, or something?*

"Theway | gotit," said Cathy Connors, "it doesn't redly matter. If they can get through to anyone
at al, anywhere, the call can be patched through to the White House."

The Executive Officer shook hishead again. "I dunno. | dunno.”
"What isit, Chip?’

"Likel said, girl—I dunno. | dunno what I'd do if | was Lee. | dunno why hetakesit. And |
dunno why | mentionit to you."

"Well you did, so do."

"Okay," said Morton blandly. "I was just thinking how the Admira says stop, we stop, he says
make a phone call, we make a phone call. Lee says unlimber the deck guns, the O.0.M. says
as‘you-were. Y ou know."

"I don't know."
"Well hdl, Cathy, he'sthe Captain.”

"But Nelson'sthe Admira! He not only outranks everybody, he owns the ship, or would if he
hadn't given it to the Government.”

"Wall, if | was Captain—"
"What would you do if you were Captain?' asked Cathy. There were sparksin her eyes.

Chip Morton laughed suddenly. "Like | sad, girl; | dunno.”

DR. JAMIESON WASIN THE GALLEY. ALL THE necessities of life on aship have their source
inthe gdley: food, drink, and gossip. "No kidding, Cookie. A phone cal. Maybe well get some



news."

"I'd as soon not hear news, thank you. By me no newsis good news, bad newsis nowhere," said
the cook. "Doc, you redly think the Admira can shoot down that fire-belt?”

"I don't think 'shoot down" is exactly the right word, Cookie, but yes, | think he can.”

"Then I'll take no news until he doesit. Therejust can't be no good news until he doesit. Y ou see
them Oklahomafarmson TV that day? That's my country.” His moon face seemed to shrink,
somehow, initsinner structure, so that the whole thing drooped alittle. It was ahard thing to watch,
this unquenchably cheerful man so fearful and sorrow-sagged. "And how's your patient, Sir?"

"Patient?" Dr. Jamieson had to stop and think for amoment. "Oh, him. Tell you a secret, he's
only in the ship's hospital because he's used to it and we don't need the room. He'sfine. HEsanut,
between you and me, but otherwise healthy as awhale on whesat-germ. And how's your patient?'

"Tambien!" cdled the cook, and from the small gap between the forward bulkhead and the
freezer, Alvarez' puppy came sidling and ogling. It spread its oversize feet apart near Cookie's left
shoe, stroked its chin on the deck between them, the whole timerolling its eyes Sdewise up at the
doctor; and it positively smiled.

"What wasthat you called him?"

"Tambien." When the doctor laughed, he said defensively, "Well | asked the supercargo what his
name was and Mr. Alvarez just—you know, like he does, shrugswith his nogtrils, like—he didn't
exactly answer but | got the idea the pup hadn't no name. So | was around Spanish people alot and
al thetime| hear that word and whatever it means | don't know, but | figureit'sagood namefor him."

"It'sagood namefor him," nodded the doctor. "It means'dso’." Heruffled theloose skin behind
the dog's ear with the toe of his shoe. "Helooks good to me. Any sign of that sunburn left?!

"About dl gone," said the cook. "Only that's just a nickname sort of. Sunburn. A dog can't really
get sunburn.”

"Thisdog did, and it was no nickname-type sunburn. Were lucky to beinboard dl thetime or it
would be a problem for ustoo. Y ou know what's burning up there— what's called the ozone layer.
It'sakind of oxygen that usually puts a screen between us and the sun—a screen that filters out alot
of kinds of the sun'srays. Some of 'em penetrate pretty deep, even through the mouse-fuzz on
Tambienthere”

"Well whaddaye know." Cookie aso caressed the dog with hisfoot. Tambien, unable to contain
his ecstasy and also stand, rolled over on hisback. "1... dunno why you cal him anut, exactly, Doc.
Mr. Alvarez, | mean. 'Course, he ain't like the rest of us, somehow. Like he seemsto lovethisdog all
right, but whether or not the dog loves him he just don't seem to giveadamn.”

"Y ou put your finger onit, Cookie. He doesn't give adamn about anything or anybody in the
world. He's got bigger thingsto think about.”

The remark, meant sardonically, was taken with complete seriousness. "' guess he has at that,
ar.

"Tdk to him, did you?'



"l drop in every onceinawhile. I... dunno why you call him anut." Cookie said again.

"If it makes you any happier, I'll takeit back," smiled Jamieson. "It was two times unprofessond
of meto say it anyhow—once for commenting on amore-or-less patient, and again for using
non-medica language. Okay?'

"You think it redly might be that God sent the fire?"

"I've had no messages,” said Jamieson. "Which seemsto be yet another kind of communications
breakdown.”

"l never know when you're kidding, Doc." The medica officer smiled and went to the hospitdl to
see his more-or-less patient.

THE CPO, GLEASON, RAN HISFINGERS AND HIS sharp eyes over the limp bulk of the
wet-auit, whistling under his breath.

"Knock it off," said the redheaded sailor.
"Knock what?" asked Gleason innocently.
"I'd liketo punch himright inthe nose," said the sailor.

"That soundslike lezz Mgesty or whatever you call it. Insubordination. It'sthe Old Old Man's
nose you'retakin' about.”

"All the same," said the sailor, "and just to be serious for aminute which | doubt you can,
wouldn't you say an officer, and old-time officer, hasto be alittle out of hismind to say right out in
public that another officer once bounced aguy on hisknee, for God's sake?"

"I wouldn't say an officer was no such athing. | might say he was maybe afew years avay from
remembering what it was like to be aboot like you, but then who wants to remember adismd thing
likethat?'

"I'm trying to be serious, | said. Don't he know I'll spend my wholelifein the service hearing guys
whigtle that tune a me? Don't he know | could get to be an admira like him fifty years from now and
they'll fill call meby that name?!

"It could be worse, Sonny Boy."

Gleason was undoubtedly saved from asample of the Admird's punch in the nose by the arriva
of the Captain, who turned in on them from the corridor. "Find any termites or anything?"

"Not yet, Sr," said Gleason. "Areyou caling for volunteersfor this, Sr?"

"Thanks, no," amiled Crane, and walked forward. Jmmy Smith looked after him and said to
Gleason, "l thought you told me Rule Oneis 'Never volunteer'."

"Y ou don't think for aminute | was going to volunteer me, do you? | was going to volunteer you."
Helifted and spread the frogman's suit and turned it over on hisknees. "But to tell you thetruth, 1'd
like the chance to get out and walk around the block."



"Yeah, metoo..."

"COME IN." THE ADMIRAL GLANCED AT THE clock. The Captain entered and laid the manua
down on the desk. "Right ontime." He leaned allittle Sidewise and tried to peer around the captain.
"Wheresyour diving detall?

"I'mthediving detall," said Crane.

From the settle, Commander Emery chuckled quietly, "Go ahead, Nelse. Hip. | promised you
you would."

Nelson's eyes grew dangerous. "I told you | wanted awire communi cations man and a man who
could muscle the armored cable and—"

"I completed awire communications briefing on my last furlough, said Crane. "'l can dive, | can
handle an airsaw, and anyway, | think it'smy job."

"Youll tell off someone else, mister. The ship can't afford—"

"Werealittle short on frogmen, Admird."

"There's Gleason and Smith—"

"Minisub men, sir. Not much help here. And if anything happened to me, you could manage.”
"Isthat acrack?'

"It'sonly thetruth."

"Hdl, hesright," said Emery. "We are light on frogmen and heavy on commanding officers.”
Needling lightly, he added, "Of course, if you don't think the Captain can handlethe job—"

"Certainly he can handlethe job," rumbled the Admird, and then redlizing he had been ployed,
grinned and said, "Ah, shut up, Emery. All right, Lee, but be careful, will you...? Located the cable
yet?”

"Yes, sir. Had it on the mine detectors for twelve minutes now. Ought to be on top of it—there
weare," he said as the dight shudder of engines dowed and al but stopped. "1 told O'Brien to get
down-current of it and head in. That way he can hold her steady againgt the current and somebody in
the nose can direct in case | need any direction.”

"Y ou ought to buddy up, al the same, Lee," said Emery.

"Ancther man would just bein theway," said Craneimpatiently. "Thisjob isonly careful, not big.
I'll be under observation at al timesand | won't even have to use the sonarphone—I'll betrailing wire.
Sparks can patch my headset into the same wires I'll be hooking in to the cable.”

The admiral's desk annunciator buzzed. Nelson keyed it and spoke his own name. "O'Brien, Sir,"
sad theintercom. "Cable in sght. Were positioning over it now."

"Good," said Nelson. "Nose dong it and get the best footing you can. "Ware edl holes and giant



cdamsandthelike"

"Aye, dr. Looks made to order. It'saseamount, Sir; on land you'd cdll it amesa. Lookslike
sand-silt. Lot of smdl cora outcrop, must be pretty solid. Cableliesfree and clear.”

"Hang her in the current, then," said the admiral, and switched off. "L ooks like God's on our Side
after dl."

"I hear that name mentioned pretty often around here,” Crane remarked. He meant it to sound
casud, but oddly enough it did not. He shrugged when neither Emery nor the Admiral responded, and
flipped open the manual with abookmark. "I've sketched in where I'll tap inred,” he said.

"Better go over it with Sparks.”

"Already have, Sr. He assembled the dectricd kit for me. Gleason's getting the mechanica stuff.”
"Y ou watch it with that torch, skipper,” said Emery. "Y oull fuse haf the—"

"I think I mentioned it—I'musing an airsaw."

"Don't bother any more," Nelson told Emery with amusement. "He's dlready thought of
everything. Okay, Lee—shove off. Come on, Emery—Iet's go up to the greenhouse. We can phone
from there and watch at the same time.”

They went out.

THE SEAVIEW WAS EQUIPPED WITH MORE than one escape hatch, and hatches of more than
onekind. There was the under-deck hatch which released the minisub from the forward turtleback,
and the kel son hatch which was nothing more than awater-tight chamber with awell, acomfortable
five feet in diameter, which could be opened to the sea. Entered through an adjoining lock, the
chamber could be kept full of air compressed enough to keep the water-level below the rim of the
well. Therewere, in addition, four smple locks on the fore and aft quarters, for emergency work on
outside gear, and two of the torpedo tubes could fire aman out if the conditions were mild and the
emergency extreme.

Crane, who would be burdened by tools, wire, and an extratank for the saw, elected to take the
well, for the sub lay dmaost on the bottom, and it would be a smple matter to drop out, drag over, and
pop back in again. Thislast was ared feature for aman diving done. No onewantsto clingto a
dippery hull fighting awatertight gate while, perhaps, amoray is sniffing around trying to decide
between ham and a shoulder chop.

Crane went to his cabin, stripped, and got into therma long Johns, for though they lay lessthan
ten degrees south of the equator, and the air temperature was climbing amost two degrees aday, their
depth was between two and three hundred feet, and cold livesin those dark depths and congedlsa
man, body and mind.

Therewas asharp rap on the door and it immediately burst open.

“Cathy!"



"Lee, Lee—not you! Not you! Please—I have the most terrible fedling that something...
something awful... oh Lee, don't. Please don't!™

Shethrew hersdf into his startled arms. "Honey, honey," he murmured into her hair, "it'sal right.
Itsdl right. And besides, I'm not decent. And next thing you know the house detective will break
down that door and then they'll throw us right out of this establishment.”

She pulled back from him and scanned his sexless, neck-to-toe waffle-finished garment.
"Naked," she murmured. "My God, I'm aruined woman." She laughed, and abruptly burst into tears
and clung to him again.

"Hey, hey now," he said gently, "That's enough, Connors my darlin’. Shure and have you got your
Irish to bailin' within? Isit the banshee y've seen wailin' and warnin'? Or isit that ye so fear the
foolishness of y'r dharlin’ bhoy that ye fear helll fergit how to svim?"

"Oh, cut theblarney," she said into his shoulder, and heaved a shuddering sigh; then she looked
up a him with an expression he had seen before, and sworn never to describe to her, such apower it
would give her over himif she knew: her eyes bright, wide, and wet, her browstilted up in themiddle
and down at the ends and worried wrinklesto carry them there, and her lower lip wet and bright too,
protruding alittlein her gppedl, and alittle swollen to boot, having just been bitten asthe anxiety came
on her. "l just havethisawful feding—"

He cut the blarney dtogether, and said to her in avoice gravelled with stubbornness, " Cathy, the
more you or anyone convinced me of adanger, theless| could send another man. Did you comein
here to make sure I'd go, then? Because that'sthe way to do it."

She looked at him for along time in that way held never describe to her, until he had to hold
himsalf steady by al hismuscles, for she was melting his bones. Then she nodded and dropped her
eyes. "Very well, Lee" Shewould have turned away, but he held her hard with one hand and put the
other over the intercom call, and said urgently, " Sweetheart, when the knights of old went out to do
battle with the heathens and the dragons and such trash, they'd fly milady's kerchief for a pennant, or
wear milady's girdle about their brows."

Sheblinked her eyesrapidly and responded with alight-hearted voice and afull-hearted bravery
that made him hurt insde. "Puh-leez ™ she intoned with mock schoolgirl shock, "Her girdie? On his
head?"

"It wasabdlt, slly, and don't interrupt or I'll give you one. Anyway, I'm not carrying a spear this
trip, and—"

"l will not lend you a—"
"Sh. —and so the best | can doisthis: what's your favorite color?”
"Blue. You know that."

Craneflipped the button. "Now hear thisl Now hear this! Diving gear detail: I'll use the blue suit.
Repedt, the blue suit. Over.” He turned off the switch and rubbed her nose with his. " There now.
That'sasmuch as| can do to wrap mysdlf up in you in an emergency Situation. Best it."

"Lee..." shewhispered hoarsdy, hugged him savagely and ran away.



Crane gave her amoment and then stepped out into the corridor; no sewing circle since
bone-splintersfirgt pierced an untanned fur could out-gossip any crew of any ship any time. He
padded aft in hiswaffle-clad feet, and found Dr. Jamieson, Dr. Hiller, Gleason, Jmmy Smith, Hodges
and Chip Morton clustered around the hatch to the well-chamber.

A number of possible responsesto this reded past Cran€'s inner eye—amusement, anger, even a
modicum of embarrassment, for uniform-of-occasion or no, what he wore was still underwesr. He
chose the rifle-crack voice and the direct order: "Smith! Gleason! Stand by to assist me. Therest of
you get back on duty or go forward to the grandstand; you have no business here." It wasthe kind of
voice which caused movement before thought, and the crowd broke up and disappeared, except for
Dr. Jamieson, who stepped forward, peered into his eyeswhile holding hiswrigt, then nodded and
went away. Dr. Hiller, standing in that inhumanly mationless, wide-eyed, way of hers, judging nothing,
noticing everything; she stood there until she met his gaze, held it amoment, then turned without a
word and left; and findly, Alvarez. He had not been able to see Alvarez until the rest had gone; he
stood well back out of the way, his eyes awake, hisface adeep. Crane opened his mouth to blast him
away like aman sneezing at agnat, and then unaccountably turned away and forgot him in the business
of struggling into the skin-tight wet-suit. Perhaps Alvarez was as yet so unimportant to him that a
showdown wasn't worth it. Perhaps the departure of the others gave him room enough now, and the
supercargo's presence presented no nuisance.

Crane sat down on astorage chest and got hisfeet into the suit, and then began working it up his
right leg while Gleason palmed the spongy fabric up hisleft. Onceit was up to hiswaist he did three
kneebends and swore under his bregth; this always hurt his kneecaps. Then Gleason on one sde and
Smith on the other wrestled hisarmsin and his shoulders, got the short zipper up and at |ast the hood.
These deep suits had helmet and mask inherent; it was afull face-mask with a hosefitting on the left
jowl. Onceit was sedled at the throat, any sound, even aloud sound, in air was only amumble; sweeat
began to prickle out al over hisbody; he had to breath partly his own exhdations and would until the
fitting by the hinge of hisjaw met the ar-hose; dl-in-dl it made for hurry. He gestured and Gleason
checked the well-chamber sedl, and Crane dropped into the manhole. Asthe cover swung to over his
head, he saw with infinite annoyance that it did not sedl but bounced right open again, hauled up by
young Smith who at the same time was fighting Gleason off. Knowing it was usaless to spesk, the
Captain sent aglare up that by rights should have pierced the mask like discharges of artificid lightning,
but al Smith did wasto turn abruptly, shove Gleason hard with both hands while kicking hisfeet out
from under him, and then without looking at the fallen CPO, knelt on the deck, reached down, got
both hands on the Captain's left biceps and hauled. He was well-braced, but even so, Cranewas abig
and solid man; yet the youngster snatched him up out of the manhole like akitten out of abasket, and
dropped him stomach down across the edge.

Crane dowly and ominoudly got to hisfeet, as Gleason was doing, and between them Jmmy
Smith stood waiting, breathing hard. He threw ahot single word over his shoulder at
Gleason—probably 'Wait!" for Gleason waited; and when the Captain findly stood erect, Smith
reached startlingly up and shoved his stubby forefinger downward against the seam between hood and
mask. Crane found himsalf ooking crossayed at the finger, which was passed effortlessy through what
was supposed to be an impermeable joint, and now shared the mask with Crane's face.

Crane gestured angrily, and they jumped to pry open thelips of the saf-adhering sedls, and haul
the zippers. Crane dammed the hood back off hishead, and stood like acaryatid, carven and still with
hisarmsrigid, straight down, while they peded him.

"I'm—uh," said Smith.



"What?'
"I'm sorry, ar."

Crane glowered at him, and then remembered to take the fury off hisface. "Don't say that, Smith.
Y ou know what would've happened if you hadn't seen that open seam? Or grabbed mein time?”

"l canimagine, gr."

"l wonder if you could imagineit al. Do you know | couldn't've hollered for help? Forty fathom
down, that ocean would've been in the suit with me before | could say glug. | never even figured to
patch in my earphones until | was out at the cable. Mr. Gleason!”

"Yessr."

"Y ou ingpected this suit.”

"Yessr, | did.”

"Y ou missed adlit big enough to stick afinger through.”
"Nogdr, | did not."

Crane picked up the suit by the hood and stuck not one, but two fingers through the dot. The act
was his commen.

"Yesdr. | ingpected every one of those suits, not knowing which one you were going to use.
That cut wasn't there.”

"Cut? It just separated a the—" Crane looked closdly &t it. "By the Lord. Cut it is—you'reright."
"Yes gr."
"After you ingpected the suits, did you leave them un-tended?!

"W, yes, sr." Thetone conveyed clearly the message, and why the hell not? "Meand Smith
heretook &l your gear below and flaked it out so's you could flip into it and get going.”

"Then you think somebody dipped up and cut the suit with arazor in the few minutes you were
bel ow-decks, somebody who not only had arazor ready but who would pick the right suit to cut, not
knowing which onel was going to use."

"No, gr," sad Gleason immediatdy.

"No, gr," said Smith in the same breath.

"What d'ye mean no—sir? Gleason?'

"It wasn't no razor, Cap'n. Y ou don't cut this stuff with razors; it'd break any razor ever made.”

"l wasgoingto say,” Smith offered, "that everybody knew which one, sir: you put it on the
generd intercom.”



"Yeah, | did." Of course he had: the hooter in hisbunk had two station switches only, onefor the
control room plusthe forward repeaters, the other the ship's p.a. system. He thought of the faces he
had seen clustered around when he arrived, tested each one against the idea of such an act, and could
only shake hishead.

"Capn?'
"Yes, Smith."

"It didn't even have to be any of that mob you chased away. Y ou could say it probably wasn't,
just because there were too many of ‘emto seeit. It'smore as if someone scooted in and did it and
did out before anyone else came.”

"Yeah," amended Gleason, "When we took the gear below, there was nobody here, and when
we come up, there was areg'lar convention.”

"What could cut like that that isn't arazor?"

Gleason's spaniel face becamelost in thought. He opened his eyes and said, "Cookie's got a
matched set of three French chef'sknivesl| cut ababy-hair endwise.” (He did not say "baby-hair.")

Smith said, questioningly, "Scape ?'

The galley, where everybody went at one time or another to swap the scuttlebutt. The hospitd:
Hiller, Jamieson, Alvarez. And dl of Alvarez's apparently endless stream of visitors.

Lee Crane shook his head again. Well—it hadn't worked, that was the most important thing; and
the biggest thing to favor the attempt wasitstotal unexpectedness. That's one thing that
he—whoever-it-was—wouldn't have going for him any more.

Who it was would bear thinking on—but later, later.

Why it was would bear even more thinking. Was someone after him, or was it merely someone
who wanted to keep him, or anyone, away from the cable?

Lee Crane did not know it a the moment, but it was here that his thought, "What have | doneto
deserve this?' began to take on the cast of guilt: "Of the things for which | deservethis, which oneam |
being attacked for?' But as yet this was a nuance; a seed.

"Thered suit," hesad.

Gleason and Smith sprang to obey. "And well get the answersif you two batten up tight.” They
both grunted their "aye, Sirs' and he grimly watched them check the red suit, insde, outside, seam by
seam. He then took it from them and they watched while hedid it. At last he nodded his head and they
wrestled him into the suit. Asif it was not only hisright but his profession, Jmmy Smith reached up and
thumbed the join between hood and faceplate, as Crane was about to pull it down. "This one's okay."

"How'd you know the other was cut, Smith?"

"l saw it, just as you ducked below. | mean I—I thought | saw it gap abit as you bent your head.
| wasn't sure... oh holy Pete, sir, suppose I'd been wrong.”



"I'd've pried you loose from your lowest gut,” said the Captain candidly, "and handed you over to
Commander Emery to chop up for his sharks. Handling an officer that way..." he growled, and then

Zippedin.

He motioned them into the manhole ahead of him, lifted the cover over and dropped in asit
boomed closed. He dogged it from insde; it was atight squeeze for three men, and Gleason got an
elbow in the face as the Captain spun the dog. Then Crane cracked the equalizer valve and squatted
passively to wait for the pressure to rise to that of the well chamber below. He automatically, of long
practice, crackled his ear-drums; he saw Gleason giving frantic spur-of-the-moment instructions to
Smith, and saw Smith try them al and till look agonized, pinching nostrils and blowing againgt them,
swalowing like athirsty chicken with his head thrown back and his mouth gaping. Then the lower gate
automatically did aside and they dropped into the well-chamber, acircular cell conssting only of a
depressed walkway and the waist-high well, looking like a backyard wading pool for thelittle tots.
The sgnificant difference was that this wading pond had only as much bottom as dl the oceans of dl
the earth.

Arrayed on the wakway was equipment, from the minisub men's earlier vist—diving tankswith
draps arrayed for donning with aminimum of fuss, thetool belt with the dectricd kit to theleft, the
mechanical oneto theright, and the airsaw, rigged with a self-coiling hose and a quick-release catch to
hold it to the center of the X where the tank harness crossed on the chest. The three checked
everything. They checked each other's checking. It took awhile, and Crane had to unzip and put up
his faceplate because he began to get spotsin front of his eyesfrom inhaing his own bregth.

But at last they had him rigged and ready. Crane sat on the rim of the well with hisfeet dangling
within the walkway, and turned on hisair. Asawaysit was an exhilarating experience. The air, stored
before they had sailed, was different from what circulated and recirculated in the sub. That'sall it had
to be—different, not better. When the very first alomic submarine madeitsfirst 60-day submersion,
the story goes that the crew was quite content to breathe recirculated air, noticing nothing, until the day
they cracked the hatch and let some in from outsde. By the most careful andyses, theinsde was as
good or even better than the outside air, but the effect of the outside air, just because it was alittle
different, on that crew made history. Each according to his nature, every man aboard sipped and
gulped the new air asif it were perfume; or laughing gas;, or catnip; or the aromaof hand-warmed
Armagnac. They say that for ten minutes the entire ship was wild—not intoxicated in any sense, for
there was nothing toxic about it—just wild, wild with joy. Tank air isusudly like that—cool, because
of the regulator's reduction of two thousand pounds pressure down to whatever the demand valve
calsfor—ineffably sweet and fresh, just becauseit's different. Crane, looking through hisfaceplate at
their two anxious efficient faces, had an airborne surge of admiration for them, and grinned.

Gleason pointed to himsalf and the sailor and down at the deck, and raised his eyebrows
questioningly: it was 'Shall we stand by here? Crane wagged a negative finger and then pointed above:
Get out of here. The pressure in the chamber was enormous, to meet that of the water in thewell, and
aprolonged stay there would mean decompression for them both if, indeed, they did not need it
aready. He saw them turn toward the airlock ladder and then let himself tumble backward into the
water.

It was too warm. He did not think about that again.

Heworked hisway aong the curving sSde and left the hull asit turned to be abow. O'Brien, with
hisusua precision, had placed the submarine to hover asafe but convenient 15 feet above the sea
floor, and exactly head on to the dight current. Her four banks of floodlights and the search beam
weretrained on the encrusted cable lying on the undersea mesa. Heading "upstream” thisway, the



Seaview was at her seadiest.

Directly under the bowsasingle dim pillar of light picked out for him the end of the phonewire
which Sparks was ready to red out to him through awatertight grommet in the hull. He swvamto it and
hooked it to histool belt, gave it two sharp tugs and then began to make hisway up the golden road of
light. Thirty yards past the cable, the light faded in that immeasurable way underwater light has; and to
either side, with sharper margins, the dark underseawas permitted to press close. It was not quite the
black of extreme depths, but rather like thick drapes covering what you know is daylight; you can't see
it but you know. He glanced to right and left, making up his mind to see nothing which was not
definitely something. Watching for what you think you seein such wet dark is monstrous. Therefore he
made himsdlf ‘tune out' what was certainly movement, thingslooming, things swirling, aspark, a
gpeckle, apatch of something luminous or white or both. Let'm watch, whoever they are. If they have
business with me, let'm stand up and be counted.

Herolled onceto look back. He caught aflash glimpse of figures clustered inside the submarine's
glass nose. The big one would be Nelson, the small dender one Cathy Connors... whose colors, like a
fathless varlet, he no longer wore. He grinned and pushed on.

Reaching the cable, he paused and at last plugged the phone lineinto thejack on the sde of his
chest, just above the armpit. "Hi, Sparks," he said casudly, "How do you read me?”

"Loud and clear, Sir," Sparks voice rang insde hishood. He winced and thumbed the gain
control down.

"I'm at the cable, scraping,” he said, and got to work. A ten-inch knife had been prepared for him
with a concave edge ground to the exact diameter of the outside of the cable, and it made quick work
of thedime, slt, and ambitious barnacl e coating—ambitious because the cable was impregnated with
the most powerful teredocides known. Having cleaned off atwo-foot section, and announcing his
every move—Chip Morton had replaced Sparks at the other end, and was checking the manual as he
worked—he spaded away the silt under the cable with one of hisfins, and pushed the two webbing
straps of the airsaw clamps underneath and up the other side.

The airsaw was a species of saber saw held by a movable frame which in turn was bolted to a
table. The two cross-members under the table had, like his knife, been ground to fit the cable, so that
when the webs were pulled tight and their fasteners snapped over center, the table rested solidly on
top. Crane swung the saw frame 30° to the table, locked it, then fed the blade until its tungsten carbide
tip touched the armor. He started the saw.

It made the most horrendous noise and, unlike voices in earphones, there was no way to turn
down thegain. It clattered and shrieked asit started its plunge cut, and when he began levering it
upward, positioning it more and more toward 90°, the dural-x armor protested with ascreamin
tremol o which would have done justice to a dying dinosaur. Once, and then again, he thought a
shadow flicked between him and the submarine's floods, and each time he gave aquick glance; he saw
nothing and concentrated on hiswork.

When the saw was vertica at last, he checked the depth of cut—it had to be exactly 1/4 inch, to
diceinto the armor without touching the wires packed ins de—and then shut off the drill to report his
next move. Theinferna clatter kept right on going in his buffeted inner ears, and alot of
screaming—he thought he heard someone shout " Stark, stark naked!" and glanced inadarm at hisair
gauges, fearing nitrogen narcods or anoxia, which first pardyze aman's good sense and then make him
fedl wonderful, moving him, as Cousteau once wrote, "to tear off his mask and mouthpiece and hand



them to a passing fish." But his gauges reassured him, and he turned the earphone gain down to nothing
a al, purely because he couldn't stland so much as aflyfoot's extraweight of noise in those roaring
eardrums. He announced what he was doing next, threw the creeper in gear, adjusted the web tension
and started the saw again. The cregpers—endlesstreads, part crampon, part suction—began to carry
the saw table around the armored cable, just asfast asthe saw would cut, and if the designers were
right, which they had been so far, it would cut the armor al the way around, exactly meeting the kerf at
the origina plunge point. Crane busied himsdf while it was cregping and cutting, cregping and
screaming, by deepening the trench under the cable so that the saw could pass through. He scrabbled
out as much as he could from the side, where al adong he had been working with his back to the
submarine, and swam over the cable to begin digging from the other sde. He had just begun backing
down—it was a hands-and-knees proposition—and had his head over the cable, when something the
Sze, shape and nearly the velocity of an airliner fuselage whipped overhead, and the backwash from it
lifted him and dammed him down. His head struck the top of the pipe, and he was never able
afterward to remember the order in which things happened. There were two long hard yellow tentacles
that sprang out and grasped him around the chest. There was something about the noise, the shrieking
chatter of thedrill, which did not stop, but softened to amurmur and then, till murmuring, snarled with
effort. Therewerered clouds. All through it he held on, held on, and would not dump, would not let
theworld go black. Thiswas not amatter of pride. It had to do soldly with asmdl vave between his
helmet and histanks. It deliversair exactly equaling the pressure outside the lungs—on demand. And
if you don't demand it, you don't get it. Y ou demand it by breathing, breathing just alittle harder than
normaly. Soif you get yourself knocked out, you don't demand it for awhile, and you don't get it, and
you just loll thereand die.

So L ee Crane hung on somehow, even if he couldn't get things quite in the right order. He knew
he wasn't hanging on to the flaking crust of consciousness just to be hanging on. There was areason.
Reasons. Theworld on fire. He was to show Alvarez how aman does something about it. To get a
phone cal through, that wasit, and to do the job himself.

Andit hit him finaly: somebody tried to kill metoday. Then he found himsdf; then he shook
away thefogs of now (though not those of amoment ago). He shook his head once, violently, with his
eyes hurting-tight closed, then opened them to see those tentacles about him, one up around his back
and under histanks, one crossing his chest. The tentacles were jointed and finned and looked like
frog'slegs because awet-suit with flippers looks that way; thiswas adiver holding him in this scissors

orip!

Deepin histhroat he growled, and with one lightning chop, he broke the ankle-to-ankle grip of
thelegs around him. In an instant he had kicked free and up and had hislong, newly-curved knife out,
and was plunging down again on the yellow-clad diver who was kicking, lacking trying to get away
from that gleaming stedl fang. He got a hand on the diver'stanks, and thrust sdewise as hard as he
could to roll him; he came back with the knife, he started down with the knife—

"Lee!" screamed Cathy Connors, "for the love of God don't! ™ and as he gasped in astonishment
(making himsdf cough in his own sdivauntil tears came) an unseen hand checked him and the
ydlow-clad diver was gone up the fading road of light, up-current to the dimness beyond.

Lee Crane watched, knifein hand, until the other was swalowed by the dark.
"Oh Lee—comein, comein!"

Crane put his hand to his head and felt the bulge of the earphonein hishood. He turned to look
back at the submarine and saw what had anchored him in his chase—the telephone line, and the



arrhoseto the saw, which lay slent inthesilt.

He coughed twice, carefully thistime, and swalowed. He felt alittle light-headed and his pulse
was too swift. He checked his mixture and found that his oxygen had been increased. He pulled it
down. He heard amurmur in his phones and thumbed up the gain. Someone was saying, "...suit up a
couple of men and bring him in and—"

"Mr. Morton," Crane said clearly, "Y ou will send no one out. That isan order. Get on the
manud, please. I'll have that armor off in another few minutes.”

"Ledl" It was Cathy. "Areyou—dl right?’

"I'mdl right. Who wasthét diver?'

There was aslence. Somebody far in the background said ether "Tdl him,” or "Don't tell him."
"That man tried to prevent me from tapping this cable,” said Crane. "Who ishe?'

"W-we don't know," said Cathy suddenly; and the background to her voice bubbled with
murmurs. "Well," she said angrily, off mike but clearly, "He hasto know. Leg" she sad, "dl we know
isthat you were attacked by the shark and al of asudden he wasthere.”

"Shark?'
"Wetried to warn you but you couldn't hear. | suppose because of the saw."

"Then it rushed you just as you climbed over the cable. It missed,” said aman'svoice—Emery.
"My God, ablueit was, must have been forty feet long. And we weredl ydling to you to break out
the shark chaser.”

Crane remembered the ghostly screams he had heard drowning in the clatter of the saw: Stark!
Stark naked! was Shark! Shark chaser!—the packs of shark repellent he carried in his belt.

"And then he came," said Emery, "and when the shark came back for the next pass he held you
down with hislegs and snatched off the saw and held it up and cut that monster eight inches deep from
behind the gills back about twenty-three feet. Hejudt... held it. The shark did therest.”

"And then you got up and started to knife him."

"I hit my head,” said Crane. "I... | guess he kept me breathing, him with that scissorsgrip. And it
must have been him, too, turning up my oxygen. Who was he?'

"We don't know. Were al present and accounted for," said Cathy. "Lee—please comein. I'm...
scared.”

Crane swam over to the saw, got hisfeet down and picked it up. He hefted it over to the cable
and fixed it to the frame—a smple matter of asingle quick-release lever. He carefully reset the blade
inthe kerf and adjusted it for depth.

Softly, pleadingly, "Lee...?" Cathy begged.

"Mr. Morton," said Crane harshly, "when you had to communicate with me and it was obvious
the noise level wastoo high, it might have occurred to you to do it with the floodlights.”



There was athick, shocked silence in the earphones, broken by asingle sharp smack. Crane,
who thought he had forgotten how, suddenly grinned. That would be the Admird, for one of the few
timesin hislife caught short, smacking his forehead with his palm. Crane had only seen it happen twice
before.

Chip Morton at last spoke for dl those aboard, any one of whom could have thought of a
light-sgnd: "Oh Jesus, Lee, I'm sorry.”

"Continuing the cut,” said Crane, and Sarted the saw.

Therest of it was Smply arduous, careful daving, part brain, part brawn. Girdling the armor twice
was the easiest part, since the saw took itself around. Making acut from one kerf to the other was
easy but disappointing; he had hoped to be able to open out the segment and drop it off; but open out
that tough hide would nat; it required a second longitudina cut opposite the first, and then of course
the armor fell away. After that it was along delicate series of probeswith an inductance pick-up, a
tool like long needlenose pliers or forcgps with asmal split ring at the tip, which could be madeto
surround onewire or apair a atime. When at last they found one—and there was only one—with a
signal, it was unreadable until Crane substituted a contact probe for the inductance. After such
success, he was unable to hear the conversation that took place, because Sparks took over his phone
line. When it wasfindly over and they blinked the lights and he unhooked the probe, replaced it with a
jack and patched himsdf in, Sparkstold him, "Were done now, sir."

"Put the Admira on, Sparks. Private.”

"Yes, Leg," said the O.0.M.

"Admird, | canwait for any part of the news but this: did you get Washington?"
"No, Lee, we didn't. We can't and we won't."

Crane drew a deep breath and let it out again. "I'll patch up here and comein.”

He got the plastic pod of super-wet epoxy cement, pinched it to bresk theinner membrane, and
kneaded the components together, then clipped the corner off the pod and striped the cut edges of the
cable armor with the sticky stuff. He did the same with the portions he had removed and replaced one
of them. He carefully positioned the tiny gas pellet and the three "getters’ among the wires, and then,
replacing the saw's oscillator with arotary chuck, drilled asmal hole through the remaining section of
armor. It was while he was doing thisthat he saw, from the corner of his eye, something enormous
looming up from the darkness, up-current. He dropped the drill, did over and behind the cable, and
put up his head just enough to peep over.

It was nothing... more properly, it was no thing. It was a purplish, then lavender cloud moving
down toward him, spreading and diluting as it came. He remembered then to breathe again, and
snapped acurse a himself for being so jumpy. He thought he knew what this stain was, but to be sure,
he pulled out the square packet at the back of histool belt and yanked the cord which tore it open.
Purple matter smoked out and streamed dowly away, rising in atall orchid cloud asit approached the
submarine,

Shark repellent.

Someone had planted a dispenser or two of shark repdlent upwind of him, pinned it under a
rock, probably, so it would stream its protection over him. A smple safeguard which proved Crane,



for overlooking it, quite as afflicted by the Blind Spot as those aboard who had not been able to think
of sgnding withthelights.

He captured his own repellent dispenser with a piece of cora and stared upcurrent for amoment.
He had promised himself he would waste no thought on the matter, but now he wondered if the diver
inydlow was ill up there somewhere, or if hewas gone, having left the chemicd guardianin his
place.

Crane shrugged and went back to work. He set the remaining cutaway section of armor in place
after threading the trigger-line from the gas pellet through the hole he had drilled, which was on the
underside of the big cable. Then he unrolled hisarmor tape, stripped off the backing, and carefully
taped up dl the saw cuts. Finaly he snipped a piece of tape off for a patch, removed the backing, and
knelt to reach the dangling trigger-line. He grasped it and pulled; it came free, came out. Insdethe
cable, which was built in watertight sections, gas under high pressure poured out of thetiny pell€t,
collecting indde the armor at the top and forcing seawater out through the hole he had drilled. When
bubbles gppeared at the low point, and amoment later, when they began to dwindlein intensity, Crane
dapped thefind patch on. Indde, the three "getters' he had planted would chemically absorb moisture
until, in afew hours, the cut section would be as dry asthe day it came out of the factory.

He gathered up histools and stowed them, wondering if, after dl, this meticulous workmanship
wasn't alittle ludicrousin the face of the world's end. And then he thought, right up to the time it
ends, I'll know. And it wasworth the effort.

He swam dowly back, holding the free end of the phone line up off the seafloor to keep it from
fouling while Sparksreded it in. Then, asthe floods and search-beams winked out behind him, he
headed gratefully for the warm shaft of brilliance which located the well chamber. Reachingit, he
pulled himsdf heavily up the ladder, painfully feding the increment of weight as histanks and tools
cameinto atmosphere. Waist-deep, he paused to get his breath—he had not known he had been
down s0 long, worked so hard, gotten himself so exhausted.

Suddenly he was rdlieved of pounds of weight. He looked up, Sartled, into the smiling eyes of
Cathy Connors, who was hauling mightily on histanks. He found strength immediately to climb the rest
of the way, swung over the rim, stood on the walkway and relievedly yanked the quick-release on his
tank harness, turning to help the girl, who amost fell with them. He broke the seds at histhroat, hauled
down the zipper, and got the hood palmed up, back, and off hishead. "Lee—Led " Shewason him,
enfolding him, ignoring the swest, the smdl (what adiver once caled blended essences of undersea
and underwear); her warm mouth was on him hungrily, eagerly. "Oh Lee, | was so scared. Oh dear...
your poor head," she cried, stroking, with afeather touch, his bruised forehead.

"WdI!" he said, pushing her back in order to make room for aword. "The girl I'd most like to get
decompressed with. What the devil are you doing here, you scamp?

"Oh... just scampering around. |—"
"Inthe wd|!" barked the grille on the overhead. "All secure, Captain?”’

"A moment, Admird, for the hatch." Crane pulled awall lever. There was asoft rumble, and the
water in thewd | gtirred. The rumble ceased. "All secure, sir.”

"Take her up," the Admira'svoice said off mike. "Steer one eight five." On mike again, "Just
relax now, Captain. Gleason'll handle your pressure.”



"One eight five. South and ahair west. HE's going through with it, then. No presidentia
permisson, ether.”

"He's on his own cognizance now. Therejust isn't any other way to try. If there was, held think of
it. He even asked for suggestions—I| know—I was the one who trotted around with a pad and pencil
like apollster. From now on we're discretionary.”

"You'renot," said Crane. Y ou hussy. You know | haveto strip and dry off."

"I know. | brought you dry clothes. | just want to be alone with you for alittle while, no matter
what the neighbors say.”

"Then push that intercom button to 'Ligten." "

"Oh my goodness." She pushed the button. While he stripped and towe ed himsdlf, she stood on
the other sde of the well, turned comfortably sidewise. There was about Cathy Connors neither
brazen sophistication nor schoolgirl coyness. She did not primly turn her back; but she aso did not
gare. She genuingy had other things on her mind.

The submarine began to quiver dightly, asit left the see-mount and headed toward the surface.
Cathy palmed her ears. "If they raise the pressure any moreto blow that water out of thewell, Il
implodelikealight bulb,” shesad.

"They won't," said Crane. "Use your head. Sure, there's a hatch across the bottom of the well
now, but there's aone-way vave in it—and when the outside pressure goes down, which it will durn
quick aswe go for the surface, the inside pressure here forces the water out. Look, you can seeit
going down right now."

Imitating ahill-billy, she wagged her head and demanded to know what they would think of next:
then, asif on some secret inner signal, dropped all pretense of small talk. "Lee, I'm so worried.”

"Addefrom being trapped with awild animal," he said, clinching his belt and coming around to
put hisarms around her, "while the world ends—what's on your mind?" Then he, too, stopped the
banter, and said quite differently, "What isit, honey?"

She kissed him absently. "The O.0.M., mostly. Some of the men think he's carrying the dogged
determination bit alittletoo far."

"How do you know?"
"Part femdeintuition, part sheer scuttlebutt.”
"What would they like to do instead?"

"Some of ‘em were pretty sore about the shore leave. Not crazy mad like poor Berkowitz, but
sore anyway. Oh, and about Berkowitz: theréstalk that the O.O.M. knew in advance that the police
boat would shoot him."

"Who said that? By the Lord, I'll—"

"Shh," shesaid againg Hislips. "I can't tell you who, and you'll do no such thing. Men haveto
talk, men dwayswill. Y ou were afo'c'sle type sailor not so long ago. Have you forgotten aready?



"l guessnot,” he said, the swollen veinsin the sides of his neck subsiding. "But how can anybody
know Nelson and talk like that...? anything se?*

"Y ou going to pop your gaskets any more?"

"'l try not."

"If youdoagan, I'll clamup.”

“I'll be good."

"Wdll," shesad, "It's Chip. He's wild—I've never known him to be so mad before.”
"What's his beef?'

"The phone call. Oh dear, you haven't heard it yet? Oh well—you will. It'staped. Anyway, the
O.0.M. put it on the p.a. system. Chip saysthat was the stupidest move he has ever seen made by a
commeanding officer.”

"Why stupid?'
"Well," she said soberly, "it was pretty grim.”

"l don't care how grim it was. I'd do just what Nelson did. | think the way he does—that unless
it'samatter of security —like the Van Allen shot before he broke it to the UN—acrew has aright to
know what's going on. But if we're to go through with it, and make no stops between here and there,
it'sjust like opening sedled orders—it's a high-seas Stuation.”

"Y ou might change your mind when you hear the tape," said Cathy, "though | don't think so.
Anyway, Chip thinksthe O.O.M. is getting senile. He saysthe only thing to do isto say nothing and
double thework details. He saysif it was any other kind of a ship on any other kind of amission, it
might not matter, but when it'sthe end of the world, you don't hold a crew together by telling them
how bad thingsare.”

"He doesn't know this crew," said Crane; but the brave loya words did nothing about the cold
lump which had formed in his ssomach. "Any more good news?"

"Theré's something wrong with Hodges."

"The Third? Heck, there's nothing wrong with him a shore leave won't cure. What's histrouble?’

"Hewas, wdll, praying.”

"If that's bad, it's curable. But isit bad? Some of my best friends—"

"He was saying the Lord's Prayer in the magazine, and he wouldn't stop. Dr. Jamieson said he
didn't think he could stop.” She shuddered. "It was awful, Lee—awful. He started during the phone
cdl, and he just went on and on."

"Dr. Hiller has him under some sort of therapy, hasn't she?!

"Y es. Shetook care of him. She whispered something to him and he stopped praying, but he
seemed to be very dazed. Sheled him away likeachild.”



"Damn. That makes us alittle short-handed on the bridge. | guessI'll have to take hiswatches....
it doesn't surprise me too much, though, honey. I've heard before that people getting their heads
candled sometimes come unglued for awhile. I'll have aword or two to say to Hiller, though. She
shouldve kept her handsthe hell off him."

"Oh, I wouldn't do that, Lee. Redlly not. Shel'sawfully good, and she only took him on because
he was getting jumpy. He hasn't been able to deep, you know. If it weren't for her the chances are
he'd've cracked up even sooner, and maybe worse. Y ou have to remember—nothing's normal now.’

"All the more reason to act normally."
"That'swhat Chip said about putting that cal onthep.a.”

"I'll have to hear thisfamous phone call. Who did we tak to, anyway?"

"England.”
"England? Who in England?’
"] don't want to talk about it. You'll hear it later. Please, Lee."

"All right, Cathy," he said, surprised and concerned. "Then theré's only one more thing on my
mind: who was the man in the yelow suit?*

"Old Emery said it was an angel.” Shelooked quickly at him, his eyes, one, the other, searching
for laughter which would be crud then. "He was kidding, of course, but—"

"Heredly didn't come from thisboat?"

"If hedid, he wasin two places at once. When we saw him out there, we thought it was one of
your men—Gleason or Smith. And then when you... when he got away from you, we looked around
and there both of them were behind us, watching. O'Brien and hislittle helpers had their handsfull in
Main Control and the engine room. Cookie was in the greenhouse with us too—oh, everybody,
everyone was aboard but you. And just to cap it—there wasn't ayellow suit in therack.”

"You'reright, there wasn't, and we went over every one of them." He shook his head. "What
bothers meisthat the suit was strictly Navy—identical to the one | had on. Not only that—you saw
me set out shark repellent? Well, what nudged meto do it wasthat that... angel of yours... he set some
out too, upcurrent. | used mine mainly to check just that—it wasidentical."

"He did? Lee, who was he? Who was he?"

"l can think of three possibilities. One, no matter what you said, it was someone from the
Seaview—someone you thought you'd checked but didn't. (That, by the way, ismy choice.) Two, it
was aman from another submarine—which makes no sense at dl, because the only way there could
have been one around without our detecting it ahaf aday ago would befor it to belying
doggo—lying exactly where we would stop, or within afew minutes scuba swim. And nobody knew
where we'd stop until we stopped. Even if someone outside had known of our plan to tap the cable,
they'd have hundreds of miles of cableto guessat. And just to dispose dtogether of that nonsensical
slly submarine, it would either befer usor agin us. If it wasfer us, it would have given usahail. If it
was agin us, no diver in no ydlow suit would've pegged that shark for me."



"Why would anyone be agin us?"
"Anyonewouldn't, which findly disposes of thewhole slly idea”
And what's your third guess?'

Lee Crane spread hisbig hands. "He was an angd,” he said.

CRANE LAY ON HISBUNK LISTENING TO A tape recorder. Thefirst thing he heard was his
OWnN voice:

CRANE: Segment twenty-four, pair one. [Silence, five seconds] Segment twenty-four, pair two.

SPARKS: Hold it! Hold it right there, Captain Crane, whilel pull up the gain. [Chatter,
scratches, chatter. And what sounds like avoice.] Captain, we got something. We got something. Can
you hook on with your needle-probes, sir? That's Segment twenty-four, pair 2.

CRANE: Hold on aminute. [Pause, 15 seconds] Try that. [Over background of bad gtatic, a
woman's voice, crooning]

VOICE: [very English]... ride acock horse, to Banbury Cross, and what will poor robin do then,
poor thing...? For oh, for oh, the hobby-horseisforgot. Twas brillig, and the dithy toves, did boil the
beer of al those coves, in the name of the Father, the Son—

SPARKS: Hello hello hello. Hdllo hdllo hello. Thisisthe atomic submarine Seaview, United
States Bureau of Undersea Exploration. Hello hello hello, do you read me. [A moment of silence, but
for the backsurge of noise]

VOICE: | say.

SPARKS: Hdlo hdllo hello. Thisisthe atomic submarine Seaview. Answer, please.
VOICE: Thisisthe operator. May | help you?

SPARKS: | have atop priority, urgent call for Washington, D.C. Where are you, operator?
VOICE: Southampton, natur'ly. What number are you calling?

SPARKS: Operator, thisisan emergency. Thisisthe submarine Seaview, Admird Harriman
Nelson cdling the President of the United Statesin Washington, D. C.

VOICE: You're pulling my leg.

SPARKS: Operator, thisis agenuine emergency. Thisisthe submarine Seaview. We have
tapped into the undersea cable off the Brazilian coast. We have a crash priority call for the President
of the United States. Can you get us through?

VOICE: [Completely businesdike] One moment please. [ Twenty seconds silence]

SPARKS: Hello Southampton. Hello hello hdlo.



VOICE: One moment, please, Seaview. I've put in atrunk call to the Foreign Office. | think I've
got through and they'reringing. | say, y'know, thisisthefirst cal I've handled in two days. | waslit'r'ly
talking to mysdlf.... I'm not getting the Foreign Office. Prapsit isn't ringing after dl, there could bea
short. I'll try some numbers at the Home Office.

SPARKS: Southampton, could you put us through to the admirdty, or the RAF Signd Corps?
VOICE: I'll try, Sir.
SPARKS: Could you put some other operators on it? And may | speak to your supervisor?

VOICE: [Cold, tense] | am the other operators, Sir. | am the supervisor. | am the charlady and
the bottlewasher and the sweeper-up and the doorman. Oh | am the cook and the captain bold, and
the mate of the Nancy Lee.... Sorry, Seaview. |'ve been on duty for three daysand | haven't had tea
sgnceyesterday.... Theringing sgnal's stopped. Maybe it never wasringing, what? Ring out wild
bels...

SPARKS: Southampton!

VOICE: Mrs. Symondsistherdief operator, what? She came alittlelatein her little blue hat.
She floated right up to the window and she bobbed about, and she went away with the tide, and when
the tide camein, there shewas again. [Suddenly businesslike] I'm sorry, Sr. I've been ringing London
right dong, but | can't get an answer from telephone Centra. I'm afraid | shan't get through. The wires
aredown al over thewest coast, y'know. This one London line sounds live, but there hasn't been

anybody on it in days.
SPARKS: Operator, what about the overseas lines?

VOICE: All out, sir. First noise, ever so much noise, and then one by one they went out. Until
you came. Where did you say you're caling from?

SPARKS: United States Submarine Seaview, tapped into the submarine cable off Ferdinand de
Noronha

VOICE: Oh, | say: that isalark.

SPARKS: Could you spesk alittle more clearly, please. Theré's no way you can relay thiscal to
Washington, then? Or to the British authorities?

VOICE: Not until they put the linesright, Sr.

SPARKS: [Off mike] Yesdr, I'll ask. [On mike] Operator, Admiral Nelson wantsto know
everything you can tell us about theworld situation.

VOICE: Now | know you're pulling my leg. He's been dead for years.
SPARKS: The American Admira Nelson!

VOICE: Ohyes, of course. I'm sorry, Sir. I'm sorry, I've been, you know. And no tea. | say, you
wanted to call Washington in America, what? Oh dear, you can't, you know, it isn't there any more. At
least the Government are not. The very last | heard was that they had moved into Virginia, the
mountains, you know. There were some calls from New Y ork too, there are till people there. In the



tall buildings. They want water. They want food too, but mostly water. Therivers have dl gone sdit,
you see, with the sea.coming in. [ The background noise louder. The voice fainter.]

SPARKS: Please spesk alittle closer. Can you read me?
VOICE: Would you repest that, please.

SPARKS: I'll shovein more... uh... there. [Loud, and badly overmodulated] Can you read me
now?

VOICE: Ouch! Oh, my poor ear. Yes, | read you, Seaview, only the noiseisfrightfully loud too.
SPARKS: Can you tell usany more news?

VOICE: Oh, not possibly, | can't remember al those awful things.... The Prime Minister asks us
to keep calm for the duration. The Royal Ballet refused to cancedl, last | heard, and | don't know what
will happen because they say the water's up to the first balcony at Covent Garden. There wasword
that the seawould overrun Panama, you know, between the Americas. There's no chance for the
hollyhocks, they hate so much wet, you know. Oh, you'll want to know about theriot in Cdifornia,
they burned down Dr. van Allen'shome. Hewasn't there, Dr. van Allen, | mean, you know, the
radiation belt chap. There's bad fighting in Isradl too, something to do with the arm of the
Mediterranean that's filling up the Dead Sea, they blame it on one another. And oh, theres Mrs.
Symonds coming back, | can see her little blue hat floating aong like atoy boat. And then theresall
those ships gone out to sink that submarine, that scientific walah's submarine, the Seaview. Oh, but
you'rethe Seaview, aren't you? So they can't have got you yet, can they?

SPARKS: What ships? Operator, please speak more dowly.

VOICE: Sorry. Isthisbetter? What ships? Oh, some silly spat they had at the United Nations,
and therewas a vote to go out and find you, and it wasn't carried, and some of them got quite livid and
said they would make up their own task force and sink you.

SPARKS: How did the United States vote? [ Background noise up]

VOICE: Oh, | say, | haven't the faintest. The water's pouring in downgtairs, thistime, | imagine
the tide's higher than ever. And Mrs. Symonds!

SPARKS: Operator! Operator!

VOICE: Why, she'sgoing to float right in the window down there. Bless her old heart, she
drowned three days ago and still she wants to come back and relieve me. Plucky, what? Are you
there?| say, hdlo, hdllo, are you there?

SPARKS: Operator! Operator!
VOICE: | say, | can't hear you. Are you there? Are you there? [ Background noise up]
SPARKS: Seaview, calling Southampton operator. Can you read me?

VOICE: Mrs. Symonds! Mrs. Symonds! Do you read me? ...read me; whatever am | saying...?
| say, whoever you are, I'm hanging up now. Mrs. Symondsis dreadfully wet, poor thing.



SPARKS: Operator!
VOICE: Tata
Click!

[Background noise]

THE AVERAGE TEMPERATURE RISE WASNOT quite the two degrees aday predicted inthe
UN debate—but it was 1.9 and a hair over; close enough. The random radiation, al through the radio
gpectra, and far into the ultra-violet, increased by the hour as the ozone layer was consumed by the
firebelt. Electronic circuits began developing odd quirks—little squirts of corona, unexpected
inductances and those non-connected, duplicated signas called "ghosts." Sparks and Reynolds, the
Second, and something or an eectronics wizard in his own right, passed more than one miraclein
insulating and isolating components, and keeping the whole complex going.

All hands had their jobs, and al hands made it their second job to ingpect criticaly thejobs of the
others. Pipdines were sanded, stedl-wooled down to the bare metal and that polished, then abraded,
undercoated, coated again, finish-dressed, waxed and buffed. The submarine was in aperpetuad sate
of detour and re-route, like the streets of New Y ork, constantly dug up; every coat of paint meant a
section sealed off by the water-tight doors and signs posted to direct traffic around the work.

There appeared agreat deal of what the old sailors used to call scrimshaw. Bone-carving. Inlay.
Hand-lathed machine work: aminiature automobile engine, one-sixteenth norma size, with
microscopic cams, capillary-diameter deeves for hydraulic valve-lifterswhich redly worked. Kaski,
the Second Engineer, found awooden broomstick—ared treasure—and freehand, whittled it into a
chan.

Dr. Hiller watched everyone. Cathy Connors kept an odd, unaccountabl e distance from the
Captain, and when at last he called her to account she said, in acomplete departure from her usual
open manner, "I'll write you anote." Shocked, puzzled and hurt, he buttoned hislip and waited aday
and ahdf for the note, the message of which hefelt he had to accept—and its second sentence a
sdve, though not acure, for hisfedings:

Lee, it'sjust not fair to the others. | had to write it because | could not bear to tell you and
watch your face while you thought of me this way.

Thelast part waskind, at least: she cared for him. But it made him angry, too—not so much at
Cathy, who was, in thelast andlysis, doing what was best for the ship; but angry at that glowing cod of
animaismwhich illuminated everything thet lived, and most especialy men confined. And of al men
confined, it glowed brightest in men in danger. Every war, every mgor disaster, like burning passenger
ships, forest fires, floods—all have their tales of flickering, unpredictable, brutal, explosive sexudlity.
The Seaview's personnel were superior even in comparison with submariners asawhole—and of all
human groups, submariners are the friendliest, the most tolerant, the most understanding. Y et they
were men, they were aive, they were confined, and they werein danger; their very specieswasin
danger. Crane could be angry, but he could not, even deep within himsalf, completely denounce their
increasing awareness of the femae. Ther fedingswere only the voice of lifeitsdlf, only the current of
mankind'simmortaity as mankind.

They took the Straits of Magellan instead of rounding the Horn, and this was one other occasion



where the Old Old Man publicly countermanded his orders. "But Admira! Those shodsare sure
sudden desth to anything draws as much water aswe do!" he had protested, and the Admird had
looked a himicily and had said, with profound scorn, "What shods, Captain?' and had |eft him to
face the sounding charts which he, the Admira, had been studying and which Crane inexcusably had
not. Crane, his ears burning in the presence of O'Brien and Hodges, pored over the charts and the
logbook, open beside them. The perpetua soundings entered in the book, compared with the ones
marked on the printed chart, showed that there was now eighteen to twenty feet more water
everywherein the Straits, diminating two shoa's out of three as dangerous.

A third of the Magdlanic shods are, however, no inland waterway. It was a painstaking,
hairsbreadth passage, with red lights often aglow on the consoles, and the one unforgettable
experience they had of thrusting their transparent nose gingerly into the mangled carcass of a
super-gigantic blue whae which blocked their passage in the very narrowest of the channels. It was
Emery who noticed what was gorging on the mountain of flesh—darting, cruel, ravenous schools of
barracuda

Barracuda, hardly anything, ever, but atropica fish: barracudain the treacherous water between
Tierradel Fuego and Arenas!

It was Emery, too, who wondered what had killed the whale. Even the ripped, tattered evidence
of the'cudas at work could not conced that the whale had been riven, blasted, crushed. Someone
aboard might certainly have thought of an answer if it had not been for the murder of O'Brien.

Black-haired, red-browed O'Brien, with atouch delicate as an electroscope, steady as an
H-beam,; taciturn O'Brien, who had little to say and who said it theway he did everything ese, with
efficiency; who would stand hiswatch until he wasrelieved, and if not rdieved would stand the next
man's; who could be given an order and forgotten about; O'Brien was garroted with aloop of stainless
stedl wire twisted up, tourniquet-like, by the cork handle of adiver'sknife.

It took Commander Emery eight minutes to bring out the plentiful fingerprints on the blade of the
knife.

It took Dr. Jamieson four minutes to match them in hisfiles.

He and the captain went to the murderer's cabin to get him. When they opened the door, they
stopped and |ooked, and turned to each other and stared, and then Jamieson went in and picked up a
amadl bottle. "Cal Dr. Hiller, will you, Sr?" and he knelt by the bunk and, taking a penlite out of his
shirt pocket, turned its needle-beam into one of therigid, Saring eyes.

Crane saw young Smith in the thwartship corridor and sent him for Dr. Hiller, and then returned,
watching Jamieson work.

Dr. Hiller came. "Y es, Captain Crane?' Crane stepped aside and she went in. Her eyesflicked
from Jamieson to the body and then to the bunk shelf, where the small bottle stood. "Hodges?' she
asked.

"Dead," said Jamieson.
"Did— did he—"

"Did hekill himsdf? Hedid. Did he murder OBrien?Hedid." Dr. Jamieson rose dowly; he
looked, somehow, agood dedl taler than usud. "Dr. Hiller, did you give him that stuff?'



"Only to make him deep. To let himdeegp.”

"Y ou had him under some sort of thergpy. Did you have no evidence of murder and suicidein the
man?'

It was arough question, especialy coming from one doctor to another. One answer would be
that such information was privileged; no ethica psychiatrist would answer aquestion likethat. Yet... to
say Y eswasto admit ahorrendous oversight; Hodges might have been prevented; others certainly
might have been warned; such knowledge on her part, properly conveyed, might well have saved two
lives. To say No was a profound reflection on her professiond ability; even alayman would raise
eyebrows at the idea of this degree of violence being present and escaping the supposedly searching
techniques of psychothergpy. Crane could sense the tension rising, compounded, as dl things were
compounded, by the desperate unredlity of dl thingsin al the world just now, by the crash and clatter
of Jamieson's shattered idolatry, and above al by Susan Hiller's very presence: Crane thought, isit
loving Cathy, or gpproaching old age, that has made me never notice before how beautifully Hiller
carries hersdlf, how full her breasts?

"I find evidence of murder and suicide in every man | examine deeply enough,” she answered
quietly; and the part of Crane which always stood off and watched, applauded her—not especidly for
the worth of what she had had, but for its cleverness. For Crane's part-that-watched was a childlike
thing, and wasfilled with wonder at jugglers, and violin virtuos, and suspension bridges and the men
who built them, and at anything el se surpassingly deft. Jamieson's blunt question had had her a a
disadvantage, demanding asit did ablunt ansver—and Y esand No and | don't know were al equally
damaging. But her answer, which was no answer, demanded a rephrasing of the question, which wasa
lessening of the bluntness, which was awidening of the field, an opening of loopholes, atack for
maneuvers

And turning to see how Jamieson would catch thisball, Crane redlized that the doctor had in him,
inthis specia case, enough ethica harshnessto ask the blunt question once; that to maneuver with this
woman whom he admired so extravagantly wasto lose to her. He looked back at her; her face was
gtill, her eyeswide. He saw her nodtrils dilate, nothing else move; it was, he thought, a species of smile.
"He should," she said professiondly, "have left some sort of anote.”

Jamieson turned his gaze away from her face. It seemed to cost him something, asif the gaze
must stretch and check him briefly before it broke. He passed his hand across his eyes and then
fumbled adong the bunk shelf, glanced at the settle and turned up a pillow, and findly returned to the
bunk. The dead Third Officer's hands were cupped and clenched together; he gently moved them,
raised them, plucked at awhite ear of paper which protruded between the left thumb and forefinger,
and worked it loose. He unfolded it and glanced at it, then handed it to the Captain.

It was God's will. | did not hate him.

Crane passed the paper to Dr. Hiller. "Would you like to interpret that?"
Sheflicked her wide eyesover it. "It speaksfor itsdf, | think."

"Was he saying he did not hate God?*

"I shouldn't think so. It would be more asif hereferred to O'Brien. It says, | think, that hefelt he
must kill OBrien, and he could not survive hisremorse. But his compulsion was stronger than anything
dee..”



"His compulson waswhat he called the will of God. What does that mean?"
"It meanswhatever his conviction was of thewill of God."
"Thewill of God," said the Captain, low in histhroat. And he went to see Alvarez.

At lagt, he went to see Alvarez.

"STOPALL!" CHIPMORTON THUMBED THE hooter and cdled into the generd p.a.: "Condition
Y dlow. Condition Yelow." He snarled into the Main Control mike, "Both inboard, dow astern. Stop
her, damnit.”

Nelson came bursting out of the wardroom. Morton had afist raised, athumb pointing forward,
all ready for the O.0.M.'s quick glance. Nelson stared forward. " Stop that swing!" he barked. "Watch
her head!" sngpped Morton into the mike, in histurn. An engineering officer with navigating
experience, Kaski was now divemaster. He was a good man, very good. He was hot as good as
OBrien. Theadmira had said, the day before after they had buried the two dead, submariner style,
through the torpedo tubes, "If they gave me my choice to sail without O'Brien or without engines, |
think 1'd sail without engines..."

Captain Crane camein, outwardly dert, inwardly, if anyone cared to look closely, alittle dazed.
"What isit, Sr?'

The Admird pointed forward.

They had threaded their way through the Straits of Magellan, running deep to avoid as much of
the wild water as possible, navigating by chart and by contact. Although they had not again met a
channd as narrow as the one from which they had nudged the whal e, there were till sometight ones
to be negotiated, and the last of these was dead ahead. It was broad daylight above, and at 150 feet
there was plenty of light to see the channdl ahead, which looked alittle like amountain pass, with
peaks on either sde, and beyond awide emptinessthat, after these nervous days, looked like the
promised land to them—better than land—it was searoom.

Morton had dready turned on the floods, and was manipulating the searchlight controls. Thetwin
white beams, integrated so that their divergence could give range, shot through the V-shaped passage
and turned adim thread out there into asilver chain. Following it upward, it showed what bobbed
there, spherica, horned, waiting.

"Now wouldn't you know," said Crane. "Werejust lucky, | guess. Of al the placesfor amineto
drift to, of al thetimesfor it to happen—"

"I don't think luck had much to do withiit," said Nelson. "Depressthat light, Mr. Morton. Right
downto thefloor."

The beams came down, scythed aong the floor of the pass. It rose, then fell away likearoad
going over the crown of ahill. Dead ahead, just where it fell away, lay a second mine on ashort chain.

"Nobody lost that egg, Captain. Somebody laid it there." He met Cran€e's eyes, and, without any
humor, he chuckled. "I must say, I'm flattered.”



"The Southampton woman wasn't atogether crazy. Dr. Zucco redly has scrounged up atask
forcethen.”

"The Southampton woman was atogether crazy," said the Admird, "and adso atogether
right—something which can happen.”

"I couldn't teke it serioudy," Crane confessed. "Zucco—"

"Zuccoiswrong,” sad the Admird. "Either he doesn't know it, in which case he thinks he'sright
asmuch as| do—and | won't be stopped, you know—or he does know it, which isten times the
reason held do athing like this. He's never been publicly wrong about anything in hiswholelife, and he
isn't about to start now.... | wonder how they got herein timeto lay mines? Chanced flying, | guess, to
some South American port. Knew weld try the Straits.”

"I think | know now what happened to that whale we nudged aside.”

"That whale... oh, but you... are... right,” said the Admira dowly, dwaysasign that hisbrain was
working fast. He pointed. "If we rise enough to clear that lower one, well be scraping the chain of the
other.”

"They could be magneticaly armed, horns or no horns," said Crane. "Just getting near would be
enough. We can't chance that. Either we go back and try some other way, or we get them out of
there”

"Wedon't go back," said the Admird positively.
"Might send 'em afish,” Morton chimed in.

"We can takeawholelot,” said the Admira, "but | think one torpedo plus two mines plus arock
gradient about 60 per cent sure to dide—I wouldn't want it."

"'l take out the minisub and cut the chains.”

"You'll send out the minisub and cut the chains." The O.O.M. turned what thefo'c'sle called "the
icy eye" on him. "Or have you taken a course in that too?'

"Wel, gr, | can certainly—"
"Mr. Morton, ask the CPO to step up here, and Seaman Smith.”

Morton turned to the intercom, and the Admird said softly to Crane, "Y ou don't have to bethe
wholecrew, Lee"

As softly, Crane said, "Why not? | can't be the Captain.”

At thelook of pain which, in swift spasm, crossed that rocky old face, Lee Crane could have
bitten off histongue clear back to theinner ear. Ordinarily he would have been incapable of thinking
such athing, let alone speak it. Shocked and miserable, he stood silent, hisface asrockbound asthe
Admira'snow was, until the Admira said quietly, "It'sal yours, Captain,” and sarted aft.

Cranewas after him intwo gtrides. "Admird—" Nelson stopped, looking aft asif plotting a
course. Crane meant it to sound something like an gpology, but histhroat wastight and it came out



harsh, little-boy-smart-alecky: "I'll get you to theright place a the right time.”
Nelson turned then and smiled like an old man. "'I'm sure you will," and walked out.

Crane scowled and went into the greenhouse to look at the mines, like greet big lollipops,
gtanding on their sems and shining in the floods.

"He had that coming, and boy howdy, you handed it over,” said Morton.

"Shut your mouth,” said Crane, and only asthe air reverberated around him did he redlize how
loud he had shouted.

"Okay, okay," said Morton, his back turned, but the cut of his ears somehow showing that he
grinned. "Y ou're the Captain." And then he added, "Redlly, and if Gleason had not appeared at that
moment he would certainly have climbed right up the executive officer's back and hammered himinto
the deck like aspikeinto apine plank.

"Yessr," sad Gleason.
"Where's Smith?"

"I'll get'm," said the CPO, and before anyone could move to stop him, he leaned acrossthe
console and sang afew wordless notes into the genera intercom. "The kneg'sin the greenhouse,” he
added, and switched off.

All over the ship could be heard the echoes of laughter. It was too easy to laugh now, to cry, to
kill, and where was Cathy just now...? Heforced his attention back to the CPO, and hismind
repested to him the notes Gleason had sung. They were the same he had once heard Gleason
whistling—and in arush he recognized the tune—that treacly mass of excess sentiment caled Sonny
Boy. Herecdlled the day—how long ago it seemed!—when Nelson had, with blatant disregard for the
consequences, publicly reminded Smith how once he bounced on old Admira B.J. Crawford's knee.
Hefet asurge of profound annoyance againgt the O.0.M., probably because he needed to just then.
It made him fee much better. How could the old guy have been so stupid? Had he redlly forgotten the
awful cargo of ribbing the youngster would have to carry from that moment on? Didn't he know?In
forty years, hadn't he learned anything about the Navy?

"Knock off that horseplay,” he snapped harshly. (He did not say "horseplay.”)
Gleason's good, doggy face turned masklike. "Y essr.”
"l want those chains cut.”

Gleason peered forward, pursed hislipsto whistle, seemed to recall something, and became
masklike again. "Will do, Sir."

Smith camein then, saw Gleason first, said whitely, "Listen, poochface, you pull that Sonny B—"
"Tenshun!" said Gleason.
"Sorry, dr," said Smith to the Captain.

"Seaman Smith," said Gleason, "we are going to cut those chains.”



Smith looked puzzled, then followed Gleason's gaze out through the herculite nose. His jaw
dropped, and then he nodded and said, "Aye-aye, Sir."

"Onthe double" said the Captain, and the harshnesswas il in histhroat, though he did not
mean it to be. They tumbled out.

Captain Crane, waiting for the minisub to show itself, stared unseeing out toward the pass and
the mines, and tried hard to get hold of himself. For amost two whole days now, ever since he had
stormed aft to the sick bay and Alvarez, he had been shaken, overwhelmed by a sense of unredity and
disbelief. Hisinward condition was anaogous to that of aman who had for yearswalked a
two-by-four between his house and hisbarn, until one day someone had pointed out to him that under
the narrow timber was athousand-foot drop. And ever after he took no casua step. Crane was built
and trained to do whatever comes next; hisworld then appeared on both sides of him like scenery,
having built itsalf. But ever sincethat talk with Alvarez, he had felt compelled to test his every word
and pace, every thought and al the meanings of those who spoke to him, to be sure they applied, to
be sure they were there, wereredl.

And these were dl fedlings, pressures, for which there were no terms as set down here. A man
just having learned what alight-yesar is, and of how many light-yearsit is across the galaxy, and then
that there are other, larger gaaxiesimmeasurably distant across the gulfs of space; such aman, one
night, might lielooking up at the stars and suddenly see them aswhat they are—something other than
pinholesin ablack cloth bowl. With his own eyes he might suddenly see that some were near and
some far and the blackness between a poal of illimitable emptiness. Such aman might, at such a
moment, know fear the like of which he had never imagined before, purely in the redization that he had
lived dl hislifewith hisbones and his soul on the verge of so mgestic an emptiness, and brushed its
fringeswith hishair.

It was such avoid that Alvarez had opened to Captain Crane, though one of another kind; and if
al the man said wastrue, then the firein the sky wasasmal stripeto lash hisback, and the end of the
world not quite severe enough to punish him.

Cathy Connorswasbesidehim. "Lee... Lee, I'm frightened .

Crane ared into the swirling luminous deep. How strange it seemed that nothing out there
looked wet.

She said, "One of the men was... after Sue Hiller. She got her door locked and then hetried to
break it down. Someone was coming and he ran away. She wouldn't say who."

Crané'slips parted because in the void Alvarez had spread for him lay aword, and in amoment,
if it could only be an untroubled and uninterrupted moment, he could lay tongue oniit. It tantalized him,
coming close enough for him amost to fed its shape—and he closed hislips, knowing it was gone

again.
"I'm afraid, Lee. It'sgoing to happen again. A lot."
"Maybe," Crane said digtantly, to the herculite hull, "it doesn't matter after dl.”

"Oh," whispered Cathy Connors, and by the time the minisub appeared, she had gone as quietly
as she had come.

"Mr. Morton," Crane barked, "Rig me aremote mike and hang it on the sonarphone.”



"Aye-aye, Sr."

He cameforward, trailing wire. Crane reached back without looking and took the microphone.
Morton said, "Jesus, Lee, d'you think—"

"Gleason," said the Captain, his voice crashing, "do you read me?"

"Loud and clear, gr," said a speaker on the console from the other end of the greenhouse.
Morton, in mid-sentence, mid-stride, till foolishly extending the hand with which he had carried the
microphone, turned suddenly and stamped back to the console.

"Belly down," said the Captain, "and crawl. I'd guess those things were tuned to something
Seaview sze, but al the same, Stay asfar away asyou can. They could be acoustic or magnetic or
contact armed and tripped, or any combination."”

"Aye, gr." Thejaunty-looking, humpbacked, deek-skinned minisub, looking like somewhat less
than aminnow compared with the Seaview, settled evenly through the brilliant water. It moved as
evenly, and with aslittle visible effort-of-control, as a seahorse, sank sedately to within afew inches of
the ocean floor, and crept up theincline of the passlike aground vehicle. It topped the rise and went
down the other side, out of sight.

Crane watched the horned skin of the lower mine, microphone tensely in hand, ready to bark a
caution if he saw any evidence of jolting or swaying. He saw none. At the end of an interminable four
minutes the mine smply began to rise, and balooned upward out of range of the floods.

"One away," said the Captain. "Mr. Morton, get a sonar fix on that drifter and lock onto it. We
want to know its exact position at al times. And get another automatic finder locked on to that second
one"

Morton grunted an acknowledgement. Crane got aglimpse of the minisub asit moved toward the
second mine, and then it was out of Sight again asit sank to attack the anchor chain as near as possible
to the bottom. The minisub's powerful eectric winch wastied to one arm of an oversized bolt-cuiter,
the other arm of which was held by afitting inits hull. Apparently it could not have been better
designed.

"Two away," said the Captain. " Slow ahead both inboard. Give Kaski 2.5 magnification on the
forward screen and turn over the searchlightsto Central Control. Put aman on the screen, give him the
controls, and see that he's ordered to do nothing else. Get me two lookouts for up here. Ahoy the
minisub!”

"Smith, ontheminnie, gr."

"Scout ahead. Stay in the loom of our floods, and use your own lights aswell. Seethat your
phone staysin the on position at al times and stand by for course corrections.”

"Aye, gr."
"Y ou locked on to those drifters?’
"Yes, dr," said Morton. "They'rewd| clear.”

"Asyougo."



Craneturned again to the nose and stood looking out until two sailors dipped up besde him. The
floor doped sharply away ahead, and the Captain returned to the console to look at the charts. It
looked like searoom at last.

"Full ahead, Sr?"

"Asyou go!" snapped the Captain. Morton shrugged; it was insolent, but to remark on it would
have seemed picayune. Instead, Crane said, poring over the chart and not looking a Morton, "Mr.
Morton, could you bring yoursdlf to lay mines and then just go off and forget about it?"

Morton looked startled; he turned quickly and looked out through the nose. ™Y ou think well get
areception committee?"

By way of answering, Crane gave orders. "Discontinue dl sound projection systems. Establish
Stuation Hush [the Sea-view's drill code for whispers, tiptoes, and the elimination of dish and tool
clater] and break out every passive listening and locating device aboard. Ahoy the minnie.'

"Gleason here, ar," said the speaker.

"Situation Hush," said Crane. "Proceed as ordered, course three hundred. Do not acknowledge
this. Over."

Like ashark with apilot fish, Seaview and the minisub crept out of the Straits and into deep
Pacific water. Crane hugged bottom until its dope led them to about 40 fathoms, then held that leve,
shdlow enough to keep things comfortable for the minisub, deep enough to make their lights
undetectablein daylight.

"Stop dl," said Crane quietly after about ten minutes. As dways, the difference between the
amog-slent engines, and none at dl, wasjolting. Morton picked up the minisub in the search beams
and flickered them. The sub acknowledged with itsfin lights, and seemed to gpproach
backwards—actudly the result of Seaview's greater mass carrying the big submarine forward farther
and fagter than the minnie.

Morton and Crane studied the big screen, on which was the reconstructed image of sounds
recaived by acute eectronic ears. On the upper |eft shimmered ajagged symbal like awandering
clump of grass. Morton telegraphed itslocation to the minisub with the lights. " Twin screw,” said the
Captain. " 'Bout as big asaDE. Only one of 'em.” He watched. " Course about ten degrees—right
across our bows. There's sound gear," he added as the screen flashed aworm of light which
disappeared, then reappeared, at two second intervals. "Condition red,” he murmured into the genera
cal, and flicked the stud which would repeat the cdl by light signalsin each compartment. Morton
informed the minisub with the search beams.

The ship passed amogt directly overhead, and they began to hear the whistle and ping of its
detection gear. Asthe sound faded they began to breathe again—and then they saw the ship turn and
beginan arc.

"Got us," said Morton.

Cranethought hisfirg critica thought of the mighty Seaview. "Just too damn big." Aloud he said,
"Stand by the sonars. If they drop anything | want to know what it is." He moved to the segment of the
console marked Degaussing, and pressed the stand-by button. The engine room would set up the
powerful generators and high-frequency dternators which would, when activated, make the entire



enormous hull of the submarine disappear from the"sight” of a magnetic-seeking torpedo. Seeing what
he planned, Morton spoke up: "It could be a heat-sniffer,” and added " Sir."

"It could,” said Crane. "So we have afifty-fifty chance of being right. If wereright, were
atogether right, and if we'rewrong it'll only matter for aminute or s0." He knew aswell asMorton
that the specid degaussing gear they carried would heat up the hull in amatter of minutes—Crane had
once seen steam forming and bubbling up past the herculite nose, on a tes—and make them a perfect
target for an infrared detecting missile. At that moment he would have given al his stripes and a Swiss
watch for the smpleinformation asto what that ship up there was, so he could deduce what they
might throw. For a painful second he actively missed the O.0.M., who would be sulking in his suite.
Nelson had a deductive faculty that amounted to intuition, and that was the best possible substitute for
informetion.

"She's squatting to lay," said Morton, his eyes nailed to the screen. The blip of the surface craft
had ceased its arc and was cutting toward the overhead point. "And there's the egg.”

Crane, too, watched with dl his being. Here, now, was where the wrong move could not be
corrected, even if the correction should be applied a second later. A depth charge, or "ashcan' they
could ignore, purely because there was nothing they could do about it. A torpedo, on the other hand,
athough much more dangerous, could be fought.

Thetiny spot of green light representing the attacking device fell wavering for three or four
fathoms, which would mean "ashcan™" but then suddenly turned into adender caterpillar on the screen,
crawling toward them and trailing adiminishing trace.

"A fish!" Crane hit the engine-room alarm and bellowed for full astern on al four engines. Morton
banged dl the prepared sonics and the whole row of screenslit up, picking out images, finding the
minisub, the hull of the attacking ship, and most important, the torpedo itsalf. The Seaview shuddered
under theflailing of her props, wavered, and began to make weigh astern. "They're seeking, dl right,”
cried Morton, watching the curve of the torpedo's course as they backed out of itsorigina trgjectory.

Wasit heat-seeking? or magnetic? For an awful split ingtant Crane could not decide. And it was
asif helet histhumb decide for him. Seemingly without his orders, it come down hard on the
'Degaussing, On' button. Ingantly, asthe lights dimmed under theinitial surge, the scream of the
dternators wailed through the ship.

"Hard l€eft," heyelped, and the Seaview, like many another vessd going astern, answered amost
too readily and began to swing. "Watch her head!" he cried, lest they overswing; Kaski, asif inspired,
seemed to have caught O'Brien's delicate touch from the rim of hiswhed, for he caught and checked
her perfectly, and she shot backwards like a crayfish with her nose dead on to the gpproaching
torpedo, thus presenting aminimum profile to the missle's seekers.

"Fish number two!" Morton caled, and immediately. "Number threg!™

Crane laughed, ahorrible sound in that time and place. Perhaps the sudden wavering, the long
curvette, performed by the firgt torpedo, was not funny—>but it made him laugh. "Foxed 'em!™

They watched breathless as the first torpedo cut by them ahundred yardsto port, followed ina
few minutes by the second, which seemed to be tracking it exactly, and probably was, sinceit wasthe
only magneticaly attractive object in the vicinity, the minisub being made largdly of high-impact
synthetics.



"Wherésthat third fish?'
The answer camein theform of adull boom and adight lurch. "What'd he do—sank himsdf?*

"No," said Morton, watching his screen, where the surface craft still showed intact, "more'sthe
pity. He must've pushed a destruct button before she swam up his back.” He did not say 'back.' "Hull
temperature's two hundred or better, cap'n.”

"Letitride" said Crane, meaning the degaussing gear, and speaking the three syllableswhich
were to cost him so terribly. They continued to speed astern, steering in awide arc to bring her course
out over deep water and toward her destination. The minisub, invisible except to their detectors,
paddled dong in their wake. The surface ship obvioudy could keep them inits sights, for it followed,
the sound of itslaboring screws creating jagged mountains and valleys of light on one of the screens.

"Fishfour,” Morton sang out, and Crane picked up the sonarphone. "Aboard the minnie,” he
said, " "'Ware torpedo dead in your wake," for the minisub was not equipped with wear detectorslike
the mother vessd.

They seemed suddenly to bein a seaof soda-water, for effervescent clouds pressed upward al
around the herculite plates. "What's the hull temperature?”

"Two twenty three... four."

How much of this could she take? he thought. Nelson would know... Shut off the degaussers
then and have the torpedo draw a bead? Even haf a second without the degaussers, and any hafway
decent seeking gear would locate and direct. "Hard right,” he said.

The speeding sub veered and began to swing. "Check her at South," said Crane. "Well?" he
sngpped a Morton. "Isthat fish following?!

"Canttedl yet... five seconds more... oh my God.” Crane saw it as soon as Morton: the fourth
torpedo was following. He should have known, he should have known... Nelson would have played
chesswith that skipper up there and won. He knew now the clue he had overlooked: thefiring of
torpedos one-two-three, and then that wait before the fourth launching. That wait had been,
obvioudy—now, obvioudy—to re-equip the torpedo with a heat-seeking head. And by keeping on
his degaussers, his bubbling hull couldn't have pulled in the torpedo more efficiently if he had alineand
awinchonit. "A heat-sniffer, and | guess...." He swallowed, and continued hoarsdly. "'l guessweve
hedit."

"Speak for yourself, skipper,” crashed avoice from the console. Crane stared stupidly at hisright
hand, which gtill held the sonarphone mike, then at the grille, then at the screen which waslocked on to
the minnie. The grille laughed harshly. ™Y ou can get off my knee now, Sonny Boy."

"Gleason! "

"Oh, I'll jest set here, this once, daddy-0," said the exultant voice of young Smith. "AsBilly Budd
or somebody said, God Bless Captain Bligh or Nelson or somebody.”

"Kaski," said Gleason's voice, "you can have my black shore shoes. | stole 'em from you

Morton and the Captain stared, hypnotized, at the mini-sub's screen. They saw itsblip



accompanied suddenly by a streak, they saw the sub's blip turn and swoop, they saw the two
approach and merge and the screen flare out in a shower of green speckles as suddenly the detector
had nothing but scattering wreckage to detect. The sonarphone was dead. The Captain reverently laid
down the microphone. "What—the—hell did they do?"

"Saw the fish, rammed it. Stop dl, migter. Shut down everything." The dull thud of the explosion
reached them. "Open dl ballast cocks. | want that ship to ook at abig dead pigboat. Situation Hush,
and I'll have the hide of the man who bresksit." Heflalled at the console, shutting off everything that
would shut.

The lights went out, to be replaced by the ghastly dimness of the battery-powered emergency
lamps. Outside, bubblesrisng and sweeping away from the still-hot hull, tickled countless millions of
pelagic life-formsinto phosphorescence, so they looked down a pathway of boiling greenfire. It
quickly shortened, seemed to curve away and up, astheir rearward velocity dowed and they began to
snk through the dark waters. "L et's see that ship,” said Crane, hislow voice resounding in that dark
place even over the crash of silence. Too bright, the No. 2 screen lit up, swept across and back from
the scramble of green which wasaship, finaly found it and locked on. It was circling, directly
overhead.

"We got fish could seek out everything they got including the stink of their armpits,” said Morton.
Hedid not say 'armpits.’ "Lee, we got to sink 'em.”

Crane turned to peer at him through the gloom. "Asfar asthey're concerned, were dead. We
sink nobody if we're dead.” He stared at the screen. " They have everything they need for afull report
and amedd from Dr. Zucco. They have our hulk sinking. They have an ail dick risng." They stood
quiet, thinking about the minisub's oil dick—noticeable enough, for dl her smal size, for shewas
electric- and diesdl-powered, and her fued tanks were unused and full. Sinking the giant Seaview
would release hardly as much. "They did agood job."

"Smith and Gleason."

"Yeah," breathed Crane. Helooked again at the screen, and returned to the previous subject:
"And that could be an American ship.”

"Holy God."

They sank dowly, dark in darkness, for another twenty minutes. Quite suddenly, the screen
seemed in trouble, the image lost and gained again, then fading and flickering.

"Therma layer," said the Captain at last. "Their gear won't penetrate it. Check her dive. Sow
ahead dl. I'm going aft."

"Aye, gr."

CRANE LAY ALONE IN HISCABIN... ALONE, done. There was a peculiar, and completely
new, naturanessin al the things he had done to cut himself off from Nelson, from Cathy and Morton
and even the cook. From the very beginning he had been a"new-styl€' commander of men, never
jedlous of hispower, the enemy of formality, yet able to induce instant and tota obediencein the
pinch. His past deference to the Admira in matters of command was not what Chip Morton implied it
was, what, in Chip Morton, it certainly would be: weskness and uncertainty. Crane had been willing to



let the O.0.M. take precedence not only because he respected him, but because he himsdlf was
absolutely sure of his own worth and position. He, unlike Morton, would never find it necessary to
reassure himsalf of his captaincy by having the enlisted men lick the soles of his shoes. He had been
free, then, to associate with men asaman, to speak his piece, to react to anyone or anything without
fear of jeopardizing his pogtion.

Thiswas no longer good enough for him; it was no longer even good. And athough it might seem
that he was, a long last, reverting to amore conventiona awareness of self and estate, he was not. He
had entered upon some new area, astrange inward universe in which the rules had been changed, the
lawslargely unknown, old valuation repealed and new ones not yet established. He was ill
unshakably sure of himself, of his own redlity and purpose. Asto the ret—all the rest—he could not
be sure.

And there was nobody to talk to about it. Nobody, nobody at al. "Oh, God," he murmured
intensely, "send me somebody who can talk about it!"

There was a knock on the door.

Cranelay absolutdly still for amoment, brain, body, breath, and, for al he knew, heartbeat. Then
he dowly sat up on his bunk and regarded the closed door, which immediately made more knocking
soundsat him.

"All right.”

The door opened and old Lucius Emery camein. "Hi Lee. Fed dl right?

"Fed like | should,” grunted Crane. "Gleason, Smith, OBrien." He shrugged. "Hodges."
"I know," said Emery. "Okay, I'll push off then."

"Why?

"l got agripe. Thiswouldn't be the best timefor it."

"Sit down and get rid of it."

The old Commander sank back into the chair and swiveled it to face the Captain. "What's this
for?' He held out a paper.

Cranelooked at it tiredly and did not raise his hand to take it. When he had recognized it he said,
"| told Cathy to post that in the mess.”

"She did, about twelve seconds before | walked in here. | took it down and brought it along.”

"What's the matter—don't you like the way it'sworded?' He leaned forward suddenly and
snatched the paper out of Emery's hand. Heread it doud. " To dl hands: As of this posting, the
supercargo Alvarez, in or out of his quarters, isto be regarded as out-of-bounds. Signed Lee Crane
and-so-forth." What's the matter? Should | have addressed it Gentlemen and included the word
Please?'

"It'sonly adamn fool'sopinion,” said Emery, "but | think you should have worded it with the
eraser end of your pencil and then posted it in your hat.”



Crane shrugged. "It'syour opinion.”
"What's the matter, Lee? He get to you, that Alvarez?'

Cranefilled hislungsto blast the man out of his cabin, but Emery's acute grey gaze held him, and
he |et the breath out again. After atime he shrugged again and said, "'l guesshedid.”

"What'sthisredly for?' said Emery, taking the paper, crackling it, and tossing it behind him to the
desk.

"Protection, | guessistheword for it. That Alvarez has aspooky talent for crawling under a
man'sskin.”

"Who's protected against what?"

"I can't redly answer that," said Crane candidly. "Say you have a package of—oh, cdll it force,
and you don't redly know what it is—explosive, power supply, magic, liketurnsfrogsinto fairy
princes, medicine or poison: al you're damn sure of isthat it'sforce. Y ou have acrew of men you're
respongblefor. So you tell them to stay the hell away from the package.”

"What'syour idea of thisforce?' Crane thought for along moment about that. Then he said, "1
went storming up there after Hodges knocked himsdlf off. Hodges left anote about God'swill. Asfar
as | was concerned at the time, that was Alvarez's thumb print.”

"Atthetime"

Craneignored the interruption. "l roared into that sickbay demanding to know what kind of old
rope and oakum he'd been jamming into Hodges. Hodges used to go seehim alot." Crane closed his
eyesasif to seethe scene again. "1 kicked open the door and there he sat. | never saw aman sit like
that. A guy by himsdlf isreading or cutting his scrimshaw or maybe even he's stopped to think, but
nobody | ever saw before just Sits staring at an outboard rivet. He knew | was there, mind—it wasn't
atrance or anything ese, but | had to wait for him to—well, to come back from wherever hewas. |
knew | had to wait. | could've bellowed at him, or kicked his stern off the bunk and up and down the
sick bay, | spose, and it wouldn't've hurried him up one bit. It wasn't even a question of insolence or
stubbornness; hdl, if aman'sahdf-mile off inarowboat and | hail him to talk, I've got to wait till he
rows back, and I'd beadamn fool if | put him inirons because he didn't make it in two seconds. It
waslikethat. | just had to wait.

"So when he—got back—he turned to me very dowly and looked at me, and then he brought up
one of those long bony arms and just as dowly brought it to bear on me, and he said, 'Ecce homo.' "

" 'Ecce homo'?!

"That'swhat he said. '‘Behold the man.' | tell you, | had my mount shot out from under me. |
didn't know what to make of it. Emery,” said Crane, "I can remember what he said to me, idea by
idea. | can remember what it waslike hearing it. But | don't know what words he used or the way he
used them. If I'm going to tell you about it, I'm going to have to do the best | can, and hope you don't
think I'm nuts™ "

"l know," said Emery, asif heredly did know.

"Well, he undertook to tell mewho | am." Crane suddenly tried to laugh and could not. He was



swesting, and wiped hisforehead. "About me, he said | wasred. About everybody else, he said he
doubted it. Don't talk for aminute.”

Crane clutched the bridge of his nose and bent his head, trying to recapture everything about that
weird interchange. Then he shook himsdlf, like shuddering, and went on, "Theideaisthis. | anthe
center of the universe. Judging by my own subjective evidence since | was ababein arms, theworld
and the cosmos have revolved around me as a center. Any evidence to the contrary is somebody
elsg's evidence, not mine. It'sbeen said | have alot of what's called courage and | have some medals
to prove a least that they've said it, if nothing else. And you know, I've ways been amazed, getting
medal s or promotions or anything like that. If I'm braveit's because | know nothing can redlly happen
to me; I'm centrd, the hub, the point at which everything that ever was hangs together. That'sdl these
eyes can see of themsealves; anything else | ever professed, was conceded out of courtesy and not
from any rea conviction. Got that?*

"Got it," sad Emery.

"All right. Given that | am that, | am theworld. | am humanity. Y eah, me, Lee Crane. Rank, like
they say inthe old Navy, rank hasits privileges. The other side of the coin isthat rank hasits
responsibilities. It hasitsrewards, it hasits punishments. The privileges are the rewards, whether it'sa
promotion or some May morning | happen to enjoy alot. The punishments are for al evil done by al
mankind—and | am al mankind.

"Emery, Alvarez told methat that waswho | am, and that the firebelt, which he saysis God's
punishment, ismy firebelt, made by me persondly. It'sthe payoff. | am to be executed for my sins. My
snsasLee Crane and my Sinsas every one ese, you name'em.

"Now, what | havetotdl youisthat | believed him. | didn't know | was believing him while he
wastaking. | even argued with him. It was afterward | began to know | had believed him dl dong.”

"I know that too," said old Emery, quite asif he knew that too.

Cranesad, "It sumsup to this: thereis onered individua, and that's me. This'me includesdl of
humanity. All the rest of them, you and O'Brien and the O.O.M. and Cathy, they're scenery and
shadows, and maybe my own nerve endings or locdl irritations on my nerve endings. Sure, they're
born and they die, the shadows, they quarrel among themselves, but they aren't red. Aslong asthey
aren't real, whatever they do doesn't really matter very much. It can't.”

He leaned forward and pointed at Emery'snose. "But look," he said harshly, "I know that's crazy
talk and | know you think it is. But that doesn't matter, any more than Jmmy Smith's death or anything
dse I'm4ill me, I'm till captain of thisvessd, I'm still going to make deadline for that Polaris X1
shooat, | till mean to knock out that firebelt.”

"Youtdl that to Alvarez?'

"Surel did! And you know what? My saying it, and even if | succeed in doing it—that doesn't
matter to him. For awhile there | thought | had some way to cope with this: I'd succeed with thisin
order to prove Alvarez wrong. But it wouldn't prove anything to him—he wouldn't care. Y ou know
why not? Because he's a shadow too. That'sright. The only difference between him and the othersis
that he knows he's a shadow, and you and al the othersthink you'reredl." Crane fdl back, as
exhaugted asif he had just finished carrying a heavy weight up along hill.

Emery sat till for along while and then asked, "Did it ever occur to you that maybe hetold this



same story to other people?”

"Sureit did! That'sthefirst thing | asked him, before | knew | had been... believing him while he
talked. | said what 1'd come there to say: | demanded to know if he had filled Hodges up with thiskind
of crap. Becauseif he had, with Hodges alittle tilted anyway, | can easily see how Hodges might have
gone off course dtogether and killed OBrien and himsdf."

"What did he say to that?"
"He said no, he hadn't told Hodges anything of the kind."
"And you believed him?'

"You beieve him," said Crane forcefully. "When he opens his mouth, you beieve him. You
believe him because he doesn't care; nothing matters: lying wouldn't help anything. Y ou believe him."

"Y ou believe him," nodded Emery, who had, Crane knew, believed Alvarez himsdlf. He waited,
and then asked, "Isthet al?’

"That'sal," said the Captain. He glanced at his desk. " Shadows or no shadows, | didn't want the
crew doing what I've been doing—chasing the meanings of everything—new meanings for
everything—theway | have."

"But they wouldn't, Lee. They wouldn't. He doesn't upset anyone else—I don't think he can.
Don't you know why?"

"Wdl, why?'
"Not one of them is the man—ecce homo—that man.”
"Then what the hdll does he say to them?”

"Different things, different men. Some don't say anything, they just go Sit where heis. Nobody
makes any fuss about it. Hetells them things... about birds, or fish—damn him, helsamarine biologis,
did you know that>—surviving an expedition studying the mat of life that livesin and on the underside
of polar ice. Wouldn't you think amarine biologist would have flipped hiswig when he found he was
aboard with the famous L ucius Emery? But no—L ucius Emery had to cometo him, and he didn't give
adamn about L ucius Emery any more than he does about marine biology or anything ese—it'sdl
shadow play anyhow, and about to cometo aclose.”

"You bdievehim."

"I believe he believeswhat he says," said Emery carefully. "I believe he doesn't, or perhaps can't,
lie. Thethings he says are one hundred per cent beyond the borders of pragmatic proof.” He turned
and picked up the paper, holding it asif it was something alittle distasteful . "Thisisjust not needed,
Lee. Weve got little enough to hold us together just now— it's hard for us dl to choke down what
Chip said awhile back about that killer ship maybe being American—and cutting the men off from
Alvarez would be only adisaster. That might not affect you much, being what you are, but it'll play hell
with us shadows."

Emery had a bantering tone, but Crane was not sure what he meant by "being what you are" and
hesitated to ask. "Are you telling me the crew's getting what's called 'spiritud solace' from this man?”



"That's amighty good word for it. Nothing churchy, you understand, but somehow... well, they
have no books they haven't read, by now, and they have noradio or TV. Alvarez, whatever e se you
think of him, isa source of an outside something.” He leaned back and grinned. ™Y ou never asked me
what hetold me."

"Go ahead,” said Crane.

"Nothing that shakes the cosmos like your ecce homo,” grinned Emery. "He just told me the thing
| wanted most to know—uwhich was where he himsdf headsin in this matrix. Now herésabasic
physical fact that you know: athing floats, or it Snks. It doesn't do anything between. Shoreside, most
people don't know that or have never thought about it; on asub, it'sthe central fact of the way welive.
Hoat acork inatall vase, and start loading it with lead shot; you'll come to the place where it quits
floating and sinks. Bring it up, cut that one pellet that made the difference and put haf of it on. The
cork will either float or it will sSnk. Cut the shot again and you'll get the same result. Y ou will never be
able to weight that cork so exactly that it hangsin the middie, hovering. Okay? Okay.

"Now in thisworld isagreat mass of people who want to be liked and admired. Let'sfor the
sake of argument put them in the float’ category. And there are anumber who actively want to be
didiked—put them in the 'sink’ category. Sometimes, by a shift of whatever would be weight in this
anaogue, an individua will move from one category to the other. But nobody, nobody at dl, has ever
hit the exact baance that would enable him to stay in between without outside forces, without effort,
naturally and stably. Well, Alvarez has madeit. Heis by definition, and al by himsdlf, awhole new
category of human being because of it. He literdlly doesn't know, doesn't care, is not aware of the one
thing that weighs most with the socid anima—whether or not otherslike him. Maybeit's one of the
things that frees him to speak the truth as much as he does.” Emery chuckled. "And | got that out of
him by observing hisdog™

"Hisdog?'

"Did you ever in your life hear of aman who had adog and wasloved and admired by that dog,
who didn't give adamn when in his presence that dog was adopted by awhole crowd of other guys?
He hasn't given up that dog. Nor has he kept it. It comesin and nuzzles him, he sirokesit, it goes
away, heletsit go. Thisguy doesn't even care whether or not adog likes him. He doesn't need it. He
doesn't need vigitors elther, which is probably why he gets them. Guys come, soak up
something—something different each man, each time—and they go away again.”

"All right," said the Captain. He took the paper, tore it across, and dropped it in the basket.

Emery rose. "Thanks, skipper," he said warmly. "Y ou didn't have to do that. Y ou don't have to
do anything. But I'm glad you did."

He turned to the door. "Emery—"
llAye.ll

"What have | doneto deserve..." Crane pointed up, through sted, through water and air, to the
burning sky. Emery understood ingtantly.

"I don't know, Cap'n. You'll have to search that out for yourself."

Hel€ft, and that was when Crane hunted until he found the Big Brag, and remembered it, and
began to believe that he was going to haveto pay for it at, and with, the end of the world.



Of course, there was nothing normal about these times.

MILESAND DAYSLATER, NORTH OF TONGA-TABU and east of the Fijis, they sighted the
sub-chaser. The Seaview was skimming the surface at thetime, al four full ahead and making better
time than even the O.0.M. would have bragged about, when Kaski spotted the ship on the horizon.
They crash dived, but not before Morton, who was on watch at the time, ran the periscope camera up
to full magnification and got awhole grip of telescopic pictures.

Running at a hundred and fifty feet, they found acopy of Jane's, theindex of theworld'snava
vessdls, and closely comparing silhouettes, identified the ship as a sub-chaser, ayear or two old,
British-built, manned at the moment by God knew whom, and equipped to the gunwaes with radar,
asdic, more kinds of sonar than was decent, multi-seeking torpedoes, rocket-launched, and some
"turtles.” These were arecent unpleasant invention incorporating asink-or-swim device of gasrelease
pluswater intake which would keep the gadget floating at a predetermined depth for a predetermined
length of time, which could be quite along one—a necessity to alow the turtle-layer to get the hell out
of there. For once it went off, it wasn't bang or boom, it was—whatever the noise of ahydrogen
bombis.

They were on collision course with this vessdl, and therefore lay doggo at three hundred feet,
ligtening to the wheeze, clash, clack, buzz, whine, and clatter of more detection than they had believed
possible. Cathy Connors, who had kept herself to hersdlf for the past few days, wordlessly sought out
the captain and stood beside him while she waited, while he and dl the others waited, to be found.

The chaser doped up to them, squawking and chattering, changing course twiceto draw afiner
bead. The personnel on the Seaview, one and al (even the dog) found themselves wordless and
garing at the overhead asif they could see through it. The noise became unbearable, and when it was
directly overhead, ceased so suddenly that everyone gasped and Cathy Connors screamed. There
was nothing left but the grind of the chaser's propellers, and then an abrupt metallic whistle, which
came in staccato bursts for perhaps ninety seconds, Fortunately for the sanity of al hands, Sparks had
hiswits about him, or had histraining so inground in him that he didn't need wits; whichever it was, he
snatched a pencil and wrote down what was undeniably Morse Internationa. He said later that
someone on the chaser must have hung atel egraph key on the tone generator of their biggest and
noisiest sonar transmitter. When the signd, for such it was, ceased, dl the other gear started up again,
and the chaser wheezed, clashed, clacked, buzzed, whined and clattered onitsway. They lay, fearful
yet hopeful, while the racket died away into the wet distances, and then someone thought to look into
the radio shack, where they found Sparks leaning back in his chair, his eyes streaming fit to soak his
earphones off, laughing like afool. They read the message:

CANT SEEM TO SEE A RUDDY THING JUST NOW CHEERIO YOU CHAPS

Which told them how some of the English had voted in the UN, and aso how some of the
English fdt aboutt it.

ON THE 25TH OF AUGUST THE AVERAGE AIR temperature was 165.4, within eight degrees of
Dr. Zucco's "burnout point"—or Admira Nelson's"burn-up point.” Almost haf aday ahead of
schedule, the Seaview ran submerged, not only to escape detection in the event that enough armament
had reached the launching point, but also to avoid the heat. A mere 165-plus, Seaview could handle,



but the nature of some of therays, al but unshielded now because of the thinning of the ozone layers,
made for avery deep penetration; the water at fifty feet actualy waswarmer than at the surface,
where evaporation sill operated and air, even warm air, still could codl it. Fifty feet being the depth
which contained most of the Seaview when she was theoreticdly at surface, made surfacing an activity
more suited for the potatoesin an Irish stew than for human beings. They rigged a camerabuoy and
towed it to get what surface lookout it could give them, and ran asfast asthey could at a hundred feet,
with al eyesand al detectors straining ahead. It is certain that they saw the other atomic submarine
before they were seen. They did the only thing they could do—they went down.

They went ‘way down. At a hundred fathoms they had passed amost directly under the other
submarine; but thistime there was no lying doggo and waiting; they were too closeto their destination,
time was too short. They tried to run for it, and were detected.

The other sub, handled and manhandled by evidently avery determined crew, peeled off and
dove at them more like an aircraft than a U-boat; it nosed down and dived under power instead of
merely snking asit ran. The Seaview did likewise, and rather faster. The U-boat launched two
torpedoes, and Seaview degaussed and made them miss, luckily guessing these two right. After that
there were no more torpedoes—just a headlong flight, down, and down, and down. Seaview tried to
leve off and run, but the other craft gained darmingly, and Crane nosed her down again.

"Look!" gasped the O.0.M., who, though he stonily kept hands off, had been unable to keep
himsalf out of the greenhouse. He pointed to the No. 2 screen, which held amagnified view of the
deek sde of their pursuer. He stepped closer and laid hisfinger on theimage of the forward torpedo
tube, and again on one mounted on aswiveling turret on the aft quarter. Protruding from the mouth of
each wasthe blunt heed of atin fish.

"Two fish, jammed in the tubed" said Chip.

"Jammed, hell," said the Admira. "The pressure'stoo greet for their launchers. They just can't
push ‘em out. No wonder we haven't had any more.”

"She'snot built for this," said Crane. Usdlesdly, to the oncoming U-boat, he yelled suddenly, "Pull
up, idiot! Pull up!"

"Ah, let 'em dive," said Chip Morton, grinning wolfishly, and then had the grin frozen to hisface
by the sudden, sickening disruption of the other submarine, dong which formed adent, acrease, a
dozen splits as transverse bulkheads were forced out through the collapsing hull; then there was
nothing but acloud full of spinning, broken, crushed wreckage as the craft completely imploded.

"God have mercy on their—" someone started to say, and then the concussion hit them, snatched
the deck sidewise, spilled haf of them off their feet. Shaken and terrified, they had no sooner climbed
to their feet when a second impact shook the sub—but this one quite different; astrange, diding lurch,
aquessy motion, or cessation of motion, like the application of big hydraulic brakeswhilein the
beginnings of askid. "Stop dl!" yelled the captain, and fell.

The engines stopped, but the motion did not; the submarine heaved and stirred asif it rested on
the surface of arubber river running over rapids.

Craneroseto hisfeet, clutching awrenched shoulder, and hit the light controls. The floods and
the twin searchlight banks shot out—and were stopped, soaked up, by afeaturelesswall not twenty
yards ahead.



"Look what we dmost ran into,” gasped one of the lookouts.

Cathy screamed suddenly. The submarine, lying on what seemed to be a bed of soft silt, ill
shuddered and trembled: now it began to list to starboard. Crane set his teeth and cranked the
searchlights around. The bright spot traveled up thewall ahead, up and up, forty feet, sixty, and settled
on agreat bowl-like protuberance that looked like... that was... an eye.

Then the cliff ahead began to go concave, the edge aboveto lean...

"Full agtern dl!" bellowed the Captain, and the submarine awoke and shivered with effort. Gouts
of leathery flotsam drifted by and away from the churning propellers, great sickly masses of some
whitish, gooey materid.

And the Seaview smply stayed where she was, shuddering, while thewall with the eyein it bent
close

Suddenly arounded something appeared on the upper quarter of the transparent nose, and did
snakelike acrossit. It came from the upper left, did acrossthe tip of the prow and vanished in the
lower right. It gleamed in the floods, and in the light from ingde. It kept coming and coming, an endless
belt of sucker-studded horror. Emery said, "A tentacle. Only onetentacle! If it'san octopusit'll have
sevenmore. If it'sasquid it'll have ninemore. It's... the kraken..."

Crane dared at the tentacle, still coming, diding, still thickening. They could have no idea of the
sze of thething or things, the shape—it was too overwhel mingly huge. The engines strove heplesdy;
the props must have been cutting cruelly into whatever held them, but that did not stop the endless
diding of thetentacle, the curving, cupping toward them of that eye-bearing dliff of dime.

"W, Captan?"

Craneturned to old Nelson. The Admiral was holding the edge of the console for support, but al
the same, riding the surging deck with the practiced balance of awindjammer man.

Well, Captain, what? Was the O.O.M. asking him for an answer? He had no answers. Did the
0.0.M. have an answer? If so why didn't he come out with it?

Wél, who wasin command around here?
Crane suddenly grinned, and said to the Admird, "Take over for me, will you, Sr?"

The Admira shook his head dowly, but it was not anegation: it was an expression of dmost
admiration of the nerve, theincredible gall of the request. "Certainly, Captain,” he said courteoudy,
and, haf turning, flicked two controls.

'Degaussing, Stand By' and 'Degaussing, On.'

If it took the engine-room by surprise, it was asurprise that did not last long. The alternators
began to scream and the lights dimmed. The submarine humped, tipped, rolled back to an even ked,
and shuddered there. Suddenly it was whirled around and held up into clear water; for amoment they
thought they were free, but a glance showed the monstrous tentacle, fourteen feet thick, endlesdy long,
and no longer diding, still clamped to the transparent herculite nose. The loom of the lightsfled across
atremendous outcropping—undeniably rock, thistime—a hundred yards away, and the greet gaping
hole that opened in it. Under them was an undulating plain of flesh, which they redized was the body



of whatever horror it wasthat held them. The rock cliff seemed to be creeping nearer; it could be
seen, then, that the monster was 00zing across the ocean floor toward that black hole, trailing the part
with the tentacles and the submarine.

The leading edge of the rippling, snail-like body climbed the talus a the foot of the cliff and
poured upward and into the black portal. Asthe whole anima tipped back and up, climbing, the
floodlights were directed upwards.

Someone screamed—a man this time, and no one, then or ever, blamed him. One, three, four
other huge tentacles shot over the edge of the cliff above; one, two enormous eyes.

"Anacther one..." Emery cried.

Two of the new tentacles streaked down the cliff face. One of them drove deep into atattered,
00zing wound, probably chopped by the Seaview's propdllers. The second serpentine finger probed
out and down toward the submarine.

The effervescence of steam began to appear around the herculite. They saw the suction discs
flatten out, withdraw, shift and flatten again. Then abruptly the whole tentacle was gone, and they were
free. The engineswere gtill churning away full astern, and they shot backwards, just intimeto seethe
second mongter launch itsalf from the cliff and come down on them like awrithing cloud. It clutched
them close, drew them into its embrace... spun it about and hurled it away, apparently not having
reckoned with its stinging hest. If the average temperature of the ocean trenchesis around four
degrees, as has been estimated, contact with anything above the boiling point must be an experience
for which any creature born to those depthsis unequipped and unprepared. Asthe Seaview hurtled
away backward, her screws adding to the momentum of that hysterical cast, her broad floods and
sharp searchlights stroked across the awesome sight of the second mongter, stung and angry, faling
upon the first, which waited with hundred-foot tentacles outspread.

"Pictured” screamed Emery in tones of total and tragic loss, "didn't we get any pictures?’

"Admira," caled Crane, amoment later when the submarine had leveled off, reversed its engines,
and was proceeding in along flat climb, on course.

The Old Old Man came over to the console. "Y es, Captain.”
"What was the figure you gave for the operationd floor?*
"Thirty-five hundred fathoms."

Crane nodded at the gauge. It showed 4800 and a bit over, and they had been rising for some
time. "We must have reached 5000—thirty thousand feet! "

The Admira nodded. Crane suddenly redlized that in this moment, and perhaps for aways, now,
this old man could not be hurt. He said, "Captain Crane, | have suggested to you before that you keep
your eye on the indicators which redlly do apply to the Stuation. The reading was 32,470 feet. If you
want thet in miles, it'sjust over Sx."

And quite asif he was a vigiting newsman and not the Captain at dl, Crane said earnestly,
"Admira Nelson, | do congratulate you."

Nelson looked around the great greenhouse, nodded with satisfaction, and said, " Thank you...



Ah—may | berdieved of my command now?"
Craneflushed. "Oh, hdl, Admird—"

"Don't say anything,” said the old man quickly. "I'll concede that you clipped me on the button,
and I'll admit it hurt. But | haveto say to you that | know it wastime, past time. Immediate command
isyour job and it doesn't do either of usany good for meto cling to it." He punched Crane
affectionately on the shoulder and walked off before Crane could answer, going aft through theward
room.

Now if that's a shadow, Crane thought, it'sabig one...

He cdled to Chip Morton, "Buzz Jamieson for me."

A moment later, Morton said, "No answer from the sick bay, sr."
"| wanted a casualty report. | hope he—"

"Oh, he reported five minutes ago. Nothing so far but bruises and a didocated finger on the
cook. | guess he's scouting around for any more.”

"Guess s0. Asyou go, Mr. Morton. I'm going aft.”
"Aye-aye, Sr."

And there's another one, thought Crane, moving aft. Morton. He had been so used to Morton dll
his adult life that he had forgotten how to look at the man. Listen to that snappy aye-aye. Hewas
getting from Crane the one thing which gpparently he had always wanted—flat orders, ademand for
obedience. He seemed much happier.

Crane stepped into the magazine, and smiled at the after portside launching tube. Everything was
shipshape here, the advanced Polaris missile programmed and seded, with Staticaly charged carbon
particlesin thewarhead. He walked over to it and 9 apped the hose-like power supply cable which
arched up from the deck to the launch control housing. "Good ol* horse," he said and dapped it again,
whereupon it came away from the box and toppled limply onto the deck.

Crane stared for one appalled moment, then flipped the four locking levers on the launch control
box and threw up the lid. Insde was not the shambles he haf feared he might see. It was much worse
than that. It was neat as could be. The clutter of parts had been efficiently tidied up: two tubeswere
gone, three thermistors and a diode were gone; most importantly, the preset step relay was gone.

He dammed down the lid and sprinted for the nearest intercom, which happened to bein the sick
bay. Heburgt in. Dr. Hiller was standing beside the desk. " 'Scuse me," he grunted, and half lifted, half
shoved her aside, and dove for the key. "Chip, hook meto the Admiral, private, quick. I'minthe sick

bey."

He pounded an impatient fist against the desk top while he waited out the interminable eight
seconds. He found himsdlf looking at Susan Hiller'sface, which wore that wide-eyed, dispassionate,
observing look. Wdll, let her observe. "Admird," he barked at the first sound from the intercom,
"Crane here. Somebody's scoured out the launch control box on our prepared missile. How far arewe
fromfiring point?'



"Right on, a hundred fathomslow. What do you mean scoured?’
"I mean sabotaged. How much time until launching?’
A pause. "Forty-9x minutes.”

Forty-six minutes. And if the old man's caculations were right, they fired in forty-six minutes or
they didn't fireat al, and if they didn't fire, the belt of flame would reach a critica state, widen, and
englobe the earth.

Because you bragged on yoursdlf, the inner Crane said snidely. Pride goeth beforeafdl. And he
answered it, I'll do what | have to do right up to the end. No sense getting mad at me. | was
made like that.

He sad, "Please, Admird—qget back here. Maybe we—"
"He'son hisway," said theintercom in Emery'svoice.

"Weve got one acein the hole," hetold Dr. Hiller, just because she was there. "The manual
firing. But that hasto be done from outside.”

"Oh?' she said, but he had dready gone. He went, not through the corridor, but at a dead run
past her room and into Alvarez's, banging right through and out the second door, which he recdled
facing the nearest of the four one-man escape hatches. He was only mildly aware of Alvarez rising
dowly from his settee to stare at him through the door he had left open in hisflight; then he was
un-dogging the hatch, clawing out the suit which hung there, ripping at his buttonswith hisfree hand.
He discarded shoes, trousers and shirt, and sat down on the high sill to fight hisway into the clinging
fabric. Once hewasin it, with the hood pushed back leaving hisface free, he ran forward to the
magazine. Emery and the Admird were there. Emery showed only perplexity, Nelson was merely
busy; neither showed fear. "The warhead charge hasn't been messed with, anyway," announced the
Admird as Crane pelted up to them. "Propdlling charges are okay. It'sjust the launch impulse she
won't get."

"Can't we cannibdize one of the others?' Emery demanded.

"Damnit, no: thisisaXIl; theothersaredl Tens. | blame mysdf; | should've used something we
hed two of ."

"A Ten might not do thejob," Crane pointed out. “This one positively will."

Jamieson showed up: now, this man showed fear—white, wet, tight-drawn fear. "Have you seen
Dr. Hiller?

Emery nodded toward adoor on the inboard bulkhead. "Down to the aguarium, | think."

Wordless, Jamieson sprang to the door and disappeared. Emery said, "Ah youth. Ah spring,”
dourly.

The p.a system crackled at them, "Captain Crane. Call the greenhouse, please.”

Crane swore and padded back to the sick bay. "Crane," he said into the intercom, which told
him, "Theresalot of shipping hanging around up there. We'rein luck one way, though—either they



have no sound gear or they're not using it.”

"Keep me posted,” said Crane, and went back to the Admird. He reported, and Nelson shook
hishead. "That is un-good. With no company, we could fire thisthing from on deck. But if they seeus
before we launch, they'll blow us clear to the Van Allen belt.”

"I'm going out, gr," said Crane. "'Lu, snatch me down that manud launching trigger.”

Emery, ontiptoe, got one of the heavy, smal, flat devices. "Giveit here," said Nelson. He looked
a hiswrigt. "l have 15 hours 39 minutes uh... nine, ten seconds.”

"I makeit nine seconds,” said Emery. | set it thismorning.”

"Close enough.”" Nelson palmed aknife out of his pocket, opened a screwdriver blade and
worked on the trigger. One screw wound clockwork ingde; another set thetime. "Here you go."

Crane took the device and ran forward, followed by Emery, who took the tanks from their hook
and assisted in getting them strapped on. "Don't stop to go fishin' or anything,” he said with forced
casuaness. "You havedl of nineteen minutes.”

Crane nodded and pulled on the hood. Emery checked the zippers and sedls, and coupled in the
hose. Crane fumbled his gloved hand over the seam between faceplate and hood and found it intact.
Emery held up both hands and shook them in front of the faceplate, and Crane responded with thumb
and forefinger in acircle. He stepped into the closet-sized airlock, pulled the hatch shut and swung the
dog-lever, then opened the seacock. The chamber filled with dlarming speed. He glanced at hiswrist
pressure gauge as soon as his face was submerged, and grunted. Close to 400 feet. The suit could
take it and he could take it, but a such pressures atank of air was not good for very long.

He got agrip on the outer hand-hold, and opened the hull gate. Suction snatched at him,
gpparently the submarine was making as much way as possible, spiraling upward. Well and good—it
would be nice to get into shalower, less pressurized water, but not at the expense of being swept

avay.

Gingerly he moved out, found the grips, and climbed dowly to the deck, then aft, taking
precarious holds, fingers and toe-tips, on a cleat here, a stanchion-socket there. The railing around the
lower fillet of the conning tower was one of the greatest luxuries he had ever known. He clungtoit,
gasping, gave himsdf amoment to get his breeth.

Hedid not get his breath. He began gasping harder. And he suddenly knew what this meant, this
tightening band around the chest, this brass taste in the back of histhroat. He had come out without a
full tank.

Hewould like very, very much to know who had drained most of the air out of histank. Or who
had |eft this emergency suit unchecked... but no, not on the Seaview.

Let go, then, and kick for the surface.

He had something to do firgt, though. Already it was getting hard to think. His hand strayed to the
bulk of the trigger clipped to his belt, and he remembered what it was for. He began to edge over to
themisslebulges.

Which one? Which one? And then he remembered: the X11. Helet go therail and caught a



gtanchion fitting, lost hisfeet and for an awful moment streamed away from it like a pennant. Then he
dowly doubled up, got aknee around the bulge, and then, with al his concentration draining to his
hands, he watched his hands unclip the trigger and place it dowly and carefully on the bulge so that the
t-shaped bar at the back engaged the dot on the warhead. He pressed it down, and down, and—
clickl Oh, amost satisfying click! asit latched.

He uncoiled himself clumsily then, put out ahand and leaned and let the merciless current wash
hisarm out and againgt the lower rail. He got one hand on it, two, let go with his knee, and was swept
againg the conning tower. He got one toe hooked into the rail and clung there, trying, then failing, to
hold his head gill againgt the rush of water.

For along time he lay there, his head bobbing ludicroudy in random eddies, and he began to
dream... of Cathy, of the arch of fire, and shadowsin the world, killing each other, of mongterslike
living diffswith forests of tentacles, and they were tearing, tearing a him...

With aroar the Polaris X11 sprang up and away, throwing back a hammer blow of compressed
arr. It caught Crane and blew him off the flank of the submarine like adustmote, sent him spinning end
over end into the endless depths. Only partidly aware, he went on dreaming... and spinning free away
from life was no more unusud adream than the others he was having, asfor example the dream about
Alvarez, wearing a T-shirt and navy issue shorts, fighting him and trying to get his helmet off. He fought
back jovidly, but knew he would lose, because nothing mattered any more: what happensto the
universe when its center dies? And then the dream Alvarez got his sedls parted and the zipper down
and the hood pushed back, so that without amask he couldn't see any more and the crushing salt
water, too warm, wasin hissuit with him.

Somebody pulled down ablack curtain.

Somebody hurt the gums over hisfront teeth, hurt them agonizingly. He opened his mouth to yell
and got ahard mouthful of plastic rubber with aholein the middle. Through the hole, and thiswasthe
most improbable part of the dream; through the hole, air came rushing, cool, sweet, wonderful air.

He opened his eyes. The warm salt water stung them, and without amask al he could see was
the vague outline of aface closeto his Alvarez dl right, Alvarez doing athing typicaly far out: Alvarez
wearing an eye mask but no mouthpiece.

Mouthpiece. He drew at the mouthpiece, drew again, and when Alvarez tugged gently at it, helet
it go. Alvarez shoved it into his own mouth, pulled mightily at it, and had it back in Crane's mouth
amost before he missed it. Crane reached full consciousness abruptly, and from then on it was easier.
They rose through the water that was like awarm bath, then a hot bath, taking turns at the mouthpiece,

clinging together.
And at last they broke surface.

It was afternoon, and the sun was crudl. Over the sky arched the firebelt, bigger and angrier than
he had yet seen it. Around them were ships, from amileto four or five avay—eight of them, a
mismatched flotilla: one destroyer, a chaser, two private yachts and an oil tanker among them. They
seemed to be converging on a spot four miles or so away, which wasfoolish: did they think for a
minute that Seaview would hang around directly under the launching point?

Alvarez squeezed hisarm and pointed. Bobbing in the water a haf-mile away wasthe Seaview's
camerabuoy, its 360° lens glinting in the angry light. As he watched, it began to swim toward him.



Helooked at Alvarez, dog paddling in the water beside him.
"And where did you come from?"
"The hatch on the starboard side.”

"Why?' Crane pamed water out of his red eyes so he could see the castaway's face better. "I
thought everything was God'swill: let it ride; with you. Snce when did you start mixing in?'

"God'swill ismysterious,” said Alvarez, and spat sdt, "but it is never stupid. To bow to God's
will isnot to surrender to Satan. When | see stupidity | seethe hand of the Devil, and that | will fight
until | am deed."

"What supidity are you taking about?'
"First my own; not seeing to it that those tanks were full."
"Y ou weren't reponsible for that."

"Of course | was." He spoke amost without accent, except for the dightly exaggerated Spanish
r."I am the one who used it, and then never thought to replace the tanks."

"Used it when?'

Alvarez tugged a Crane's deeve and raised it, dmost ducking him. ™Y ou don't recdl the yellow
uit?'

Crane goggled at the yellow deeve. "That was you saved me from the shark, there by the
telephone cable?!

"Fighting the stupid. No diver goes out like that alone. Not ever. That wasthefirst thing | ever
learned about diving."

"Wheat do you know about diving?'

"l am afrogman. That iswhy | wastaken on that Arctic biology expedition. | collected samples
under theice."

"Why didn't you ever tell me?"
"Why didn't you ever ask me?”'

The information quite staggered him: and yet he saw how easy it wasfor Alvarez, especidly a
skilled Alvarez, to dip away from the mob in the greenhouse, go back to his quarters, out again
through the corridor door, into the lock and the yellow suit. He recalled the patch of light from the
bows of the submarine, and its dark margins, through which adiver could move, and move back again
unseen. And— why hadn't he ever told anyone...? then he recalled what Emery had said: thisman
genuindy doesn't careif anyonelikeshim.

Therewas agurgleto their left, and the camerabuoy sank. "Reded in," said Crane. He glanced
at the sky. "I wonder how long itll take—if it takes? Alvarez—do you think it will work?'

Alvarez tilted his head to his shoulder: ashrug. "I do not know enough about it to judge that.”



"Y ou don't think it'sa stupidity, then. Y ou haven't been fighting it.”
"No, | have not."
Y ou believed thisman.

The periscope, then the sail broke water nearby, the brilliant flash of the Sgnd lamps going sixty
to the minute asit emerged. Crane looked over at the ships. Smoke poured from the destroyer's
stacks, and one of the corvettes spat a gout of smoke from the foredeck.

"Relax," snapped Crane. "Relax dtogether. They lobbed ashdl, and the concussion'll hit you
like—"

The shell fdll short; the concussion hit them like whatever it was Crane was about to say—hard,
and dl over.

"Why the hdl couldn't hewait," complained Crane, meaning Nelson, his surfacing before the sky
could give any evidence.

"| think perhapsthe Admira would die, and kill al hands, rather than missthat," said Alvarezin
his calm voice, and pointed.

Crane looked, looked at the sky. There was adark crease dong thefirebelt; it grew longer like
the smoketrail of ajet plane, only faster, and it wasn't white, but dark... and not dark either, but alack
of radiance up the spine of the arch of fire. It soread asit lengthened, making of itself along wedge, a
growing dender spearhead. And it lengthened on both ends, the narrow point—that would be the
missile— and the broadening base, which went more dowly, but eating up morefire, in the opposite
direction.

Crane glanced at the submarine. The hatch was open, and on its edge sat the Admiral, and his
hatch was open aswell: he gaped up at the sky as happily as akid on afence watching hisfirst model
arplane actudly fly. Below him, portside and aft, the bright, white sgnd lamp blinked urgently. Crane
knew enough code to read "LOOK UP YOU IDIOTS' over and over again. He turned and looked at
the ships, especidly the trigger-happy destroyer. They wereal turning, pointing their bows at the
submarine, building up white fans of bow wave. White, white a last, not pink-tinged any more.

"Hey, you on the pigboat!" Craneroared. "Goin' asfar as 58th Street?' and he thrust up athumb
intraditiond hitchhiker'sstyle.

The Admira shaded his eyes, bellowed down the tower, vaulted out, did down the handrails,
and sprinted over the deck like ateenager. "Come aboard, dammit. Hey did you see that? Did you
ever in thisworld see what happened to the firebelt?' and he burst into an echoing roar or unabashed,
gloating laughter, ending in awild whoop that may well have been heard asfar as Midway Idand.

"Wherethe hdll did you find him?" asked the Admird, contentedly wetting hisfeet as he asssted
the Captain aboard.

"In hell," said Crane, helping Alvarez in histurn, "and he found me. Nelse, Nelse, yourea
pigheaded old rooster, which is some animal, but | congratulate you from the bottom of my bottom.”

"l couldn't've doneit without you, and | wish nobody had ever used that line before and thiswas
thefirg time.”



"I didn't redly do anything. I've got a secret—nothing can happen to me. God wouldn't risk it."
Nelson whistled. "Folks get punished for that kind of talk," he kidded.

"l used to think that before | found out who | am. Hey!" he roared in greeting to the crew who
were coming out of the sail hatch like hornets out of afdlen nest. They roared in answer.

They made way asthe Admira, the Captain and the castaway climbed up. "Don't stay out too
long inthis," said the Admira, nodding at Crane and Alvarez. Crane touched hisforehead; aready it
was red and tender. The crew looked up respectfully at the sun, suddenly much more authoritative
now that itsrival wasno more.

In the control room, they parted from the Admira, who went forward to his suite and to get into
his ribbons-and-gold; judging from the traffic afl oat, he was about to get one greet gay gorgeous

boarding party.
"You redly beieveit now, don't you?' Alvarez asked him quietly asthey waked aft.

Craneknew just what he meant. "I'll tell you," he said confidentidly, "I'm going to act asif it was
true. I'll be agood man and agood commander. I'll suffer for the sinsof al the shadows, and know al
thetimethat it doesn't really matter, not to them, only to me. They're safe. I'm not. I'll be the careful
one. I'll bethe good one." He laughed exultantly. "What about you? All thiswhile you've said the
firebelt was God's judgment on evil."

"And soitwas," sad Alvarez composedly, "and so it would have been if you had failed.”
"Not ajudgment then: atest.”

"If you had failed? ajudgment. Humanity didnt fail... | imaginethat's all God wanted to know."
Alvarez held up his strong narrow hand in salute, and stepped into the sick bay.

Crane continued aft, through the magazine. As he passed the door to the aguarium, it banged
open and Dr. Jamieson sprang out. He was whitefaced, harrowed.

"Jamiel What'sthe—"
"It'sDr. Hiller, she—she'ssick: | haveto get a... Don't! Don't go down there. She—"

From the depths of the aguarium chamber, echoing round and round its curved wals and ringing
agang its celling, came asingle long scream of morta agony.

Crane shoved thejittering doctor aside and sprang down the stedl ladder. He still wore hisyellow
wet-suit, which still wore its flippers, so that negotiating the ladder was more of alegp than arun. The
water in thelarge main tank was swirling, and as he gained the catwak he saw something long and
whiteloom up in the water and sink again under adarting black shape. Without hesitation he vaulted
over therail and down into the water. The sharks, startled, shot away and turned. He bent into the
water and came up with the shredded body of Susan Hiller. Even in that mad moment he could
experience a profound shock at the sight of her face—eyes wide, features composed: upside down
and dripping, and stained from aterrible rip in the Sde of the neck, the face seemed till to bejust...
watching.

"No, Lee—No—qget out! Get out!" screamed the doctor.



A shark did in and he lashed back with hisleft foot, catching it so hard on the snout that pain ran
al the way up to hiship. He waded to the side and ungently dumped the body over the edge of the
tank, got his hands on it and heaved himself up. Something caught at him and pulled; he kicked
vicioudy and got himself seeted on the edge. "Don't worry, they can't bite through this stuff,” he said,
and lifting hisright leg to get out, saw that the flipper had been sheared right off within half aninch of
hisbig toe.

He knelt on the stedl deck outside and compaosed the ruined body aswell as he could, and tried
to cover it with what was | eft of her clothes.

"Now thisiswrong,” he said. "Thisiswrong, just when everythingis..." He looked up & the
doctor, who was coming around the end of the tank, with al thefingers of hisleft hand in his mouth
and his eyestoo round. Crane stood up. " She was so damn fine."

"So damn fing" said the doctor, knedling in histurn. He touched the wet hair. " She was 0...
beautiful. She... tried to kill you."

Jamieson nodded miserably. " She told me. She cut one of the wet-suits when you tried to tap the
cable, but you wore another suit.”

"Shedidnt!"

"Shetold me" he said again, brokenly. " She got Hodges under deep hypnosis, made him kill
OBrien."

"I don't bedieveit. And anyway, people don't kill..."

"They don't kill against their principles, no, but they can be made to kill something ese... awax
dummy or arobot or agorilla. She just made him see O'Brien as something else. And then when
Hodges knew what he had done he couldn't live with it and he took that stuff she gave him."

"Jamiel Jamie! Cut it out! She never—"

"And," said Jamieson relentlesdy, "she wrecked the launcher, thinking you wouldn't find it until
too late. And when she found out you still had an ace up your deeve, shetried to blow up the
Seaview."

IIS,,B_II

"She told me!" the doctor suddenly screamed at him. Shaken, Crane shut up while the doctor
went on, keening over the body. " She took aball bomb and went into the pile chamber with it."

"That wouldn't go off inair! It'san underwater bomb and has an interlock that—"

"Y ou know that. | know that. She didn't. The one little thing she didn't know." He put out a
shaking hand and gently removed something from the tattered strip of cloth that covered one breast,
and handed it to the Captain. It was alapd dosmeter, which would glow when the wearer had been
exposed, turn pink asawarning of extreme danger. This one shone ruby-red.

"Shewas dready dead, walking... | couldn't find her anywhere, | ran down hereto look for her, |



saw her dowly open the door of the pile chamber and come out. | ran and dammed the door and
|—held her. | saw the dosmeter right away and the only thing | could say was, was.... | held her," he
shouted, holding out hisarms, "and said | loved her, and she said don't love me, not me, don't love
me.... and then shetold medl this"

"But Jamie, Jamie—why? Why?'

"That Zucco, she... she admired and she worshipped that Zucco, since she was a schoolgirl. She
was hisassgtant on aproject oncein Austria. He could do no wrong. She would do anything for him,
anything. | don't know whether or not he knew she existed even... well, she wasthat way, she didn't
need that; she needed to know he was right and she could help. Shewas s0... s0... well anyway, she
never knew he waswrong, after al." He looked up a Crane, weeping, not caring. " She was so
beautiful. She hurt, | guess, from the radiation and the heat. | ran to get something for her..." he waved
at thetank "...she didn't want to die dowly. Go away now, Crane. I'll bedl right, but—go away, will
you?'

"All right, Jamie."

He dap-clumped, clap-clumped away on his one-and-a-half fins.

CAPTAIN LEE CRANE, RESPLENDENT IN DRESS blues, shoved histonguein his cheek and
formdly turned command of the Seaview over to the Admird. The crew, and the visting officersfrom
the patchy little fleet which had once obeyed Dr. Zucco, dl pressed and shining, stood at attention.
Craneturned, and old Emery came forward with Cathy Connors, in dress whites, blushing—redly
blushing—on hisarm.

Admird Harriman Nelson, as commander of the ship, took the little black book and began to
read: "Dearly beloved, we are gathered together...."

When it wasdl over, and under cover of the shouting, laughing, drinking, backdapping, he could
dip aprivate word, he bent and kissed her ear and said, "Y ou know who | am? I'm the center of the
universe”

"Well, darling, of courseyou arel”
"You see?' hetold the world, the sky, and Alvarez. "Y ou see?| knew it dl thetime!”

And then Sparks found the United States of America, found it aive; for then Sparks flooded the
great submarine with rock-and-roll music...

...and Crane looked about him with alaughing fear: Maybe I'm not, he wondered to himsdif:
surely to God that isn't my music?
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