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THE NORTH AMERICA IMPERIUM WAS
IN TATTERS—AND ROD GARVIN HELD ITS
FUTURE IN HIS HANDS!







SHARP-SHOOTER

The 50-millimeter gun with telescopic sights was a deadly
little weapon, accurate as a star gauge rifle used by snipers,
and fitted with IR ranging and aiming gear. Garvin flipped a
high explosive shell into the chamber. In the telescopic sight he
got the cross hairs fixed on the prop, which was churning white
foam. She was riding high in the water

Range finder adjustment and the fifteen hundred meters per
second velocity of the projectile made for pinpoint accuracy.
He set off a correction for target velocity and found that uniform
tracking kept the cross hair on the phosphorescence stirred up
by the propeller.

He fired.

The engine raced crazily as the launch lost way. “She's
adrift!”
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Chapter 1

SHORTLY AFTER THAT chronic troublemaker Roderick
David Garvin resigned himself to exile as a war criminal
and began to enjoy his job as General Superintendent of
Martian Ecology & Agriculture, Alexander Heflin, styled
Alexander I, Imperator of the Democratic North Amer-
ican Imperium, bitched things up by phoning to call him
back to Terra as a special corsultant.

Sun squint and space squint contributed to Garvin’s
paradoxical expression. His public could never decide
from the look of him whether the keynote was lurking
ferocity or bawdy laughter. Garvin had been tanned by
sun bouncing from sand dunes and snow-capped peaks
in Chinese Turkistan during the critical fighting around
Kashgar and the Dzungarian Gap. In the course of that
war he had become a hero and, soon thereafter, an exiled
war criminal with three wives: marriages lawfully con-
tracted in a Moslem jurisdiction.

*“Alex, what the hell do you want to consult me about?”

“I’ll tell you when you see me,” the Imperator answered.

Garvin’s wry grimace seconded the derisive expression
in his hazel-flecked, grayish eyes. ‘“Meaning no one knows
what he is doing, and everyone is busy doing it."”

“You sound like a graduate victim of bureaucracy!”
Alexander sighed. On the video screen he looked much
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2 Operation Exile

older than he should have, considering how little time had
elapsed since the onetime enemies, now close friends,
had parted. “I did my damnedest to get you a parliamen-
tary pardon,” the Imperator continued, “but the best I
could manage was parole.”

“Wait a goddamn minute! When we said our good-byes
in that palace in Tun-huang, you were the Imperator who
rated a nine-yak-tail standard, like Genghis Khan, and
Lani the Imperatrix rated a nine-deck golden parasol. Now
you tell me you had to kiss bureaucratic arses to get me
a parole?”

The aquiline, aristocratic features blossomed into a
magnificent and persuasive glow that would have con-
vinced anyone but Rod Garvin, who had known him when.
“This assignment is fascinating. It’s a challenge.” The
dark eyes were intense, and for a moment the Imperator’s
mouth became as thin as a sword’s edge and twice as
hard. “Rod, this is not fun and games. This is not whores
and liquor. If I commanded you to set out at once, I could
not enforce it. Since you and I are cousins-in-law, I ask
you not to let me down.”

That Flora, Garvin’s Number One Wife, was Alexander
Heflin’s fifth cousin was not what decided the issue. That
the chairman of the Consortium, which for twenty years
had kept the former republic from self-destruction, was
in desperate need of cne he could trust was what made
Garvin agree. “Alex, I'll have them hold the Martian Queen
long enough for me to brief my office staff. I'll not go
home to pack up. The purser can fix me up with gear and
cash.”

Once the passenger hatch was secured behind Garvin,
the Martian Queen’s jets fired up. She had been waiting
forty-seven minutes for him to brief his office lady, put
her in charge of Eck & Ag, and record a message to Flora:

“Darling, just got a call from the head of the Holy
Family. He wants me at headquarters immediately. The
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situation must be supertough or he’d have told me to bring
you and Camille and Azadeh and Aljai. Tell them I am
awfully sorry about not being with them for our wedding
anniversary party.”

Twenty-odd years before, when homeward bound after
circling Saturn, Garvin had landed on an asteroid for rou-
tine repair of minor damage caused by the whirling junk-
yard of the solar system. Mutiny and the destruction of
his cruiser, the Saturnienne, had left him marooned from
A.D. 2080, Terrestrian chronology, to about A.D. 2086.

The Saturnienne written off as lost in space, Garvin’s
wife, Flora, had every reason to consider herself the widow
of a space hero. As a teenage brat, Flora had a burning
passion for her considerably older and already distin-
guished fifth cousin, Alexander Heflin. Since the onetime
brat was now old enough as well as big enough, and also
supposedly a widow, Flora and Alex finally settled down
to find out what they had missed years previously. Learn-
ing how much each had missed, the two had decided to
marry.

Because of intensive premarital honeymooning and
confusion in getting the X’s on the wrong page of her
calendar, they did not know that Flora was pregnant. And
neither expected Rod Garvin to return from an uncharted
asteroid, piloting a space cruiser built a quarter of a mil-
lion years ago by a prehistoric spacefaring race far ahead
of Terrestrian A.D. 2086 models. The planetoid, thus far
unknown, had been inhabited.

All that Flora and Alex had expected was war, and this
they got in full measure. Garvin returned, joined the fight,
and became a hero until the Marxist-loving liberal major-
ity that ruled the Parliamentary Republic declared him a
war criminal for brutality in destroying an armored force
invading Chinese Turkistan; the Slivovitz Empire’s troops
had been harmed!

Alexander declared martial law after a striking victory,
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and in a neat coup he became Imperator. His bride-to-be,
Flora Garvin, could not and would not marry her lover.
To dump a war hero to become Alexander’s Imperatrix
would have made her an unspeakable bitch, and the
Imperator her male equivalent.

Instead of getting a divorce because of Garvin’s two
concubines collected during his six adventurous years,
the reunited spouses resumed their marriage. Garvin knew
that Flora was pregnant. Alexander did not; happily, she
had not told him. However, at Camille’s birth, Garvin and
Flora had sent the Imperator a scrambled-frequency mes-
sage, giving him the facts of the infant’s ancestry.

Camille, accordingly, was Alexander’s daughter. And
Toghrul Bek was the son of Azadeh and Rod Garvin. Flora
and Garvin did not debate as to which had had the busiest
six years while apart from the other. And for good mea-
sure, Flora was inciuded in the contract under which
Garvin had married Azadeh and Aljai. The Moslem imam,
a scrupulous gentleman, had balked at marrying Garvin
to a pair of concubines until and unless the Number One
Wife signed the contract and accepted the girls as co-
wives. »

Clearly, Azadeh and Aljai had married Garvin at the
signing of the contract, but whether he now was walking
out on the anniversary of two brides or three was a ques-
tion he left for Islamic doctors of law.

A few minutes after Alexander’s call, another came
from Megapolis Alpha, the capital of North America. The
woman who spoke from the visiphone wore an apple-
green jade crepe de chine blouse that by contrast exag-
gerated the tawny copper of her hair. Lani’s eyes, large,
dark, and almond-shaped like those in Egyptian temple
paintings, suggested that she was Isis wearing a human
body. The ultimate incredibilities were chin line and skin
texture, as fine as they had been the first time Garvin had
undressed Lani in her apartment overlooking the Mall late
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one afternoon of September, A.D. 2080. Then she had been
operating a gourmet restaurant by day and enjoying her
nights as a licensed Rest & Recreation Girl.

Now, October 9, 2102, Lani, Imperatrix of North
America, had a problem to throw at Garvin, the unwitting
cause of each advance from happy hooker to worried
empress.

Lani spoke the language of the Asteroidal folk among
whom they had been marooned for six years, a language
from which modern Uighur had been derived. This warned
Garvin that she had reached another crisis. He cut her
short.

“I’m switching you to audio-video recorder. Once I’m
aboard the Martian Queen, I'll play it back and call you.”

He flipped the switch to “record,” killing sound and
visual projection. Even though the girl who was to run
the shop until Garvin’s return was loyal and could not
understand the alien language, she might recognize the
unveiled empress and identify her as the woman who had
vanished the night Inspector Morgan had faded forever
from Maritania. Lani’s disappearance that same night had
led to the broadcasting of her image. '

Now the Martian Queen was well above the inter-
locking domes, the bubbles that confined the artificial
atmosphere of Maritania. Garvin had not yet shaken free
from the impact of Lani’s calling to reveal things top secret.
Although the altitude was too great for him to distinguish
details, the green of agricultural domes and the glint of
lakes that covered several thousand hectares of what once
had-been red and barren desert baited his mind from old
memories.

There were fish in the lakes. Crane and heron, ducks
and geese, were engrossed in the serious business of being
aquatic birds with, thus far, no hunters to harass them.
Poultry and sheep, pheasants, grouse, and polo ponies
populated Animal Husbandry, a department in which was
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cultivated a small experimental vineyard.

Much of this was the result of Garvin’s effort to turn
Mars from a sterile triumph of science into a livable planet.
But the polo ponies were reminders of his provisional
promise when taking leave of Alub Arslan, the paramount
prince of that cozy asteroid: *“You folks have kept war a
gentleman’s game! And if I live long enough, I'll send you
horses for cavalry and polo.”

As Mars receded, Garvin’s thoughts closed in on the
immediate present. Terra had always been an insane planet,
with North America the vortex of madness, infested by
idealists whose slogans kept a hysterical and childish pop-
ulation of TV addicts bent not only on reforming their
own country but also meddling in the doings of every
other land where human rights were not duly respected.
As Garvin saw things, North America’s passion for “rights”
infringed on, and deprived, as many as or more than it
benefited. However, seeking to export those doctrines
was what had flung dung into the fan of international well-
being.

But what made Garvin frown was the prospect of his
stepdaughter’s plunge into the Terrestian educational
madhouse, which Flora considered essential for Camille’s
cultural development.

Despite her congenital hatred of space and spacing,
Flora had been the most congenial Number One Wife
Garvin could imagine. She never blamed him for dragging
her from wonderfui Earth to horrible Mars, never knifed
him for returning from the Asteroid just in time to keep
her from becoming Imperatrix of North America, never
suggested that he was a shade too fond of Azadeh.

And Flora never forgot to let him know how everlast-
ingly grateful she remained because of his accepting Cam-
ille as their daughter. There was nothing—absolutely
nothing—wrong with Flora except her counting the days
until she could send Camille to a fashionable school for
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young ladies of good North American families.

Despite crew and fellow passengers, spacefaring was
inherently solitary. It made for cogitating on the past and
on what the future threatened or promised. Accordingly,
since his next glimpse of verdure was presently fifty-six
million kilometers ahead of him, Garvin set out for his
stateroom, where the audio-video recorder waited. Get-
ting Lani’s message, spoken in prehistoric Proto-Uighur,
was far more urgent than pondering Flora’s idiosyncra-
sies.

For hell’s sweet sake, he summed up, she and Alex
produced Camille. It is none of my business. Azadeh and
I, we had a six-year head start on them, and Flora never
dips her beak into how we ought to make a North Amer-
ican gentleman of Toghrul Bek.

Garvin grinned sourly. Azadeh would sooner be the
mother of a porcupine than of a fifty-percent American
gentleman. When he was exiled, Azadeh’s affection had
reverted to premarital burning passion. That North Amer-
ica had rejected him demonstrated that her first judgment
of him had been perfect.

Passing the casino, Garvin barely glanced in. Durmg
his almost thirty-five years he had gambled much, but
never with money. Where life or career was the stakes,
only the ignorant or the born loser dealt with Garvin.
When circumstance permitted, he paid the funeral
expenses. Except in war, killing should never prevent
man-to-man courtesy.

The crowded bar, however, beckoned. Seeing that there
was less congestion in the cocktail lounge, he considered
making a brief stop. But he had his own store of alcohol—
and Lani’s message waited.



Chapter 2

IN HIS STATEROOM, Garvin poured a dollop of single-
malt Scotch and plugged in the audio-video recorder and
playback. When he was alone with Lani’s voice and image,
her words set his memories and his consciousness work-
ing on two levels at once. Neither interfered with the
other; there was no confusion.

“Alex could not risk giving you details in English,”
Lani was saying. “He might have gambled on code, cipher,
or scrambled frequency, though there is no real security
left. So he relied on voice, face to face, eye to eye, over
a gap of sixty more or less million kilometers to get you
to a consultation in a spot that was not bugged. With the
Imperial Department of Education specializing in Social-
istic Studies, nobody would understand archaic Proto-
Uighur. ;

“Whether there is going to be a Marxist takeover by
invitation of the Liberal Parliament or a forthright inva-
sion to ‘liberate’ North America from imperialism, there
is going to be civil war, and a nasty one...”

Six years on the Asteroid, with Aljai, the long-haired
dictionary who spoke nothing but the most archaic Proto-
Uighur, made it easy for Garvin to understand Lani, ex-
wife of Alub Arslan who, like his other three wives, spoke
8
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only Proto-Uighur. And his two-tracking consciousness
was remembering, at the same time:

...Flora bitched up my space job...then balked at
our getting out of that goddamn megapolitan life and
moving to Katmandu . .. Lani and I figured on eloping to
a high and thinly populated country with no thought con-
trol . .. computer foul-up shanghaied us to Martian Devel-
opment Observation Stations, twenty kay-ems apart, but
we made out . . . luck got me command of the Saturnienne
...circumnavigate Saturn . ..by a space hero, or a hero
lost in space, during shakedown and final inspection at
Mars, figured on liberating Lani . ..

The Imperial Voice was saying, “Most of the Army is
loyal. .. Simianoids and rural people hate Marxists and
intellectual phonies of all kinds . . . the generals are all for
Alex...”

Parallel consciousness followed Garvin’s memories:
...got there in time to see Lani whack Inspector Morgan
with her geologist’s hammer. ..sexual harassment by
Morgan, gone forever...dumped car and body into a
crevasse . . .stowed Lani aboard the Saturnienne. ..

Lani, the Imperatrix: “The here and now problem where
you come in is that major scientists are going crazy. This
is not a science fiction cliché of two centuries ago! It’s a
synthetic narcotic. Hallucinogen. They are as convincing
as if they had good sense. They’ve done tremendous dam-
age. Morale is devastated, don’t you see, nobody knows
what big name is going to qualify for a padded cell...”

...Lani, the Happy Hooker, and my technical adviser,
Space Admiral Josiah Ambrose Courtney, Retired, decided
that the beautiful stowaway should marry him and get his
pension when his heart condition finished him ... which
it did, on the Asteroid, when I blew the Saturnienne to
stop a mutiny . ..any mutineers who think they can win
when Garvin is in command are fruit and nuts . .. So the
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Admiral’s widow married Alub Arslan and became a prin-
cess.

Garvin cut the player, phoned the Four Seasons Pal-
ace, and got Lani in the apartment from which she had
called.

“Got you first buzz,” he said. “You must have been
sitting on the phone.”

“I was. I called Maritania to tell you not to come.”

“Not to?”

He could not tell himself that women were crazy. He
had been crazy about quite too many of them. Lani, how-
ever, seemed a near miss.

“Rod, there’s no use.” She was about to spill tears all
over the boudoir. “When you land, head for Mona’s
Nameless Island. Or for the Gulf Coast. And right before
you take off for Mars, phone and tell him you can’t make
it

This was the first time he had ever seen Lani irrational.
A good record over the years. “All right,” she continued,
as if reading his thought. “I am irrational.”

Hearing her speak his thought made Lani seem level-
headed as ever. “Far as I can figure, you did not invent
mad scientists. If Alex had been able to speak Proto-
Uighur, he’d have briefed me so that I could figure answers
on the way.”

“Rod, seriously, I am not rational. I was not when I
phoned you. Yes, the Army is all for Alex, but in a civil
war, with one side backed by a dangerous foreign power,
the Imperium is bound to fall apart. Because it is not yet
established, not well enough to stand the stress. Alex has
not had time to weed out—all right, kill off '—the home-
grown troublemakers. The entire bureaucracy is an inside
enemy, all the way to the highest levels! They have blocked
his every move to make the Imperium solid. If they do
not succeed soon, it will be too late—too late for them!”
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“Me savvy plenty,” he admitted, forgetting his Uighur.
“And so, if they don’t get their war going soon, they’ll
be buggered through their oilskins?”

“As usual, Rod, terse and elegant. That’s the way they
worked to upset the Parliamentary Republic, but Alex
beat them.” '

“So far, you are totally rational. And, I’ll admit, he
needs a lot more than a consultant. Even one like me. I
mean, the kind who blunders in with more luck than good
sense and makes it.”

“But this time you can’t. Wait till I tell you. Alex is
working on a secret weapon. So he tells me. That’s what’s
got me worried crazy. The soundproofed room in the pal-
ace is not quite as well insulated as he thinks.

“What he is actually doing is practicing playing bag-
pipes.”

“Sweet Jesus on a life raft!” Then Garvin regained
control. “Think nothing of it, darling! Wait till I tell you
what I've been thinking ever since the Queen blasted off.
Especially while I was playing back the record of your
phone call.”

Lani cut in. “I’d been thinking, which is why I called
you. You and I met for fun and games. The only thing
you ever tried to do for me was get me out of that awful
Martian observation station.”

“After I'd bungled you into it, I had to, didn’t I?”

“You picked exactly the minute that made you stow
me away in the Saturnienne instead of putting me on an
Earthbound cruiser to send me home to running my gour-
met restaurant and having fun being a happy hooker.

“If you hadn’t loaded Morgan’s body into his car and
nudged it over the edge into a ravine two thousand meters
deep, I'd have ended in jail instead of being promoted to
admiral’s wife, admiral’s widow, then princess by mar-
riage. And when three jealous wives were planning mur-
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der, you got us back to Earth in time to win a battle,
‘become a space hero, and keep Flora from marrying Alex
and becoming Imperatrix.

“Here we go again, you paroled from exile and me
teetering on the brink of being ex-Empress of North
America. Our fates are linked together, but this time I
can’t go any higher.”

This left Garvin groping. Adding it up, she had urged
him to get out while he could instead of rising from war
criminal up to the level of those who count.

“Remember,” Lani resumed, “once you were telling
me about the / Ching and the Taoist maxim: ‘When Sun
is at zenith, midnight begins.’ Imperatrix is my peak; I’ve
touched the meridian.”

“Not downgrading North America,” he countered, “but
there have been bigger empires, and they lasted longer.
Because they never forbade their armies to win, and that
way offend world opinion, and make the enemy say nasty
things about them. Which is a history we’ll have a hard
time living down.

“And this egalitarian crap, the ‘democracy’ of Thomas
Jefferson, was fatal idiocy. Back in the early 1700s, an
English scholar and historian said that a democracy can’t
last long once the electorate finds out how easy it is to
vote into office the candidate who will dish out the juiciest
social programs and richest benefits dug out of the sucker
taxpayer’s jeans. '

“The Britisher I’m citing was Alexander Tyler. And in
1830, a Frenchman, Alexis de Tocqueville, after spending
six months in the new republic, said about the same thing
and a lot of other things that have come dangerously true.

“Alex wanted a consultant. Whatever he’s got in mind,
you have a preview of what he’s going to hear. Get back
to what the founders of the republic figured and short-
circuit the notion that democracy is a magic word, when
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it has almost always caused a disaster. Like beginning
with Athens.

“Goddammit, madame, I'll talk Alex into building the
biggest empire that ever existed, bigger than Genghis
Khan’'s and a couple of others thrown in for a bonus.”

“Never mind that girl at Nameless Island.” Lani laughed
softly and looked renewed. “So far, whenever you’ve
sounded off like one of those Marines, you’ve made good.”

“If I reverse the charges, it might cause gossip. See
you at the Four Seasons Palace.”

Garvin cut the connection. Now that he faced a state-
room with only one occupant in addition to sobering
silence, he realized that whatever scientific logic dictated,
his own hunch-setup, his lifelong insight, had declared
that Lani’s rhetoric was sound. He and she clearly were
destiny-linked. Even though he might be crazier than the
mad ones who troubled Alex, he still felt that it required
something by him, in the course of furthering his own
interests, to boost Lani to a status significantly higher
than a creaky empire offered. He did not know whether
to find out if the purser had bagpipes for sale or for rent,
or join the club just as he was.



Chapter 3

FROM THE SPACEPORT, Garvin’s helicopter taxi gave
him a grand view of rebuilt Megapolis Alpha and his first
sight of the enlarged campus and new university buildings.
The Education Lobby had finally rammed the nine hundred
billion pazor budget through Parliament. But instead of
being upgraded by schooling, the moderately bright and
potentially competent were bogging down in egalitarian-
ism. Democracy in education resulted in mediocracy for
all but a handful of a privately sponsored elite but for
which the Magnificent Society could not have outlived its
founders. As the chopper carried him westward past
Megapolis Alpha’s limits and toward the car rental station,
Garvin read the latest in a news magazine he had picked
up in the spaceport snack bar.

But for skimping on education, there would not have been
funds for the recent imperialistic war...with today’s edu-
cators specializing in the instruction of the handicapped and
eliminating the rigorous scientific and mathematical disci-
plines that serve only warmongers, the scope of learning is
vastly expanded. Since morons are now qualifying for doc-
toral degrees, it is undemocratic to exclude imbeciles, who
are only a step below morons. Today’s tremendous advances
in the science of pedagogy can and must eliminate the dis-
crimination which has thus far excluded them. ..

14
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“This,” Garvin told himself aloud, “will update Flora
on Terran education for Camille. Or will it?”

Following the freeway a hundred kilometers, Garvin
bypassed Selfridge, a nondescript town in an agricultural
area, and turned off on a road that led into densely wooded
country. Instead of turning on his headlights when he
entered the forest’s premature darkness, he relied on an
invisible infrared beam and reflection sensor to warn him
of outcropping rocks, stumps, and vehicles such as his
own. His ID card got him past the first and second check-
points. The third was at trail’s end, where an orderly took
charge of his car and luggage.

Handing Garvin a key, the orderly indicated the ele-
vator entrance. “Six floors down. We’ll take the car to
rental parking. You’'ll be in six-fourteen and ahead of your
things, but the refrigerator is stocked. The boss will phone
when he has a breather.”

Garvin had time for two snorts of Trinidad rum, cold
cuts, goat’s milk cheese, sourdough rye, and a couple of
bottles of porter, and then an hour of siesta before
Alexander Heflin called him to a conference room on the
same level. 5

Lean, stately, impressive as ever, the Imperator was
not as straight-up as he had been in the days before war
had terminated the Parliamentary Republic of North
America. Although the Slivovitz Socialist Empire had been
soundly clobbered and sadly crippled by the revolt and
secession of the Georgian, the Armenian, and the Moslem
slave-republics, the Imperator was weary from wondering
who had won the war.

“Alex,” Garvin said. “If you’re too tired to deal with
a consultant, fit me into next week’s agenda. There are
people I'd like to see at Nameless Island.”

“I"d like to play it that way—no, goddammit, I
wouldn’t! With more enemies in my own country than we
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ever had abroad, it’s good to see a friend instead of another
bureaucrat or elected slob!

“Ostensibly you are here to tell the Consortium what
they want to know about the Martian mining, manufac-
turing, and agricultural projects. The potential, the pro-
jection for the next five years, for instance.”

“The silly sons of bitches could have gotten all that in
writing instead of dished off the cuff.”

Alexander smiled sourly. “They fit your specs pre-
cisely, which is why they bought the idea of giving you a
temporary parole.”

“The Consortium! They used to be tough, but gentle-
men, and smart enough to tell shit from wild honey. What’s
gone wrong?”

“This is not the old Consortium that used to run the
country. These are elected, and they are experts in nothing
but the charisma that gets votes. Sit down!” He gestured
to lounging chairs, examples of the Chinese-designed
“drunken lord,” the prototype of the chaise lounge. Par-
allel to the cocktail table that separated them, the chairs
were oriented so that the occupants faced each other.
“How’s Flora?”

“Taking to Martian exile a lot better than I expected.
With that blessing, I am not inclined to borrow trouble.”

The Imperator chuckled. “I’ll lend you some of mine!
Don’t tell me you have none.”

“Your daughter is busy learning English, Gook, and
Proto-Uighur from Azadeh and Aljai, respectively. They’re
spoiling her, and Flora is outnumbered. Yakking about
sending her away from horrible Mars and getting her some
exposure to North American culture. Likes the idea of a
Switzeriand kindergarten and leans toward private schools,
the kind she got, only those are un-Democratic.”

“So’you have troubles?”” Without waiting for an answer,
the Imperator gestured to the table. “Brandy? Scotch?
And I got a couple of cases of Avery’s dark sherry. And



Operation Exile 17

some Palomino y Vergara, very pale, very dry.”

“You off spirits?”

Alexander sighed. “Well, no, but I’'m getting too god-
damn old.”

“Seeing what these Liberal assholes have done for you,
I feel that way myself. I'll take dark; that Avery must be
the tenth generation in the wine business.”

“Well, speaking of troubles, remember? You are actu-
ally here to help me cope with an epidemic of insanity
among leading scientists.”

The way Alexander said it made the problem real in a
way that Lani’s extravagant recital had not.

Garvin choked, sputtered, and wiped dark sherry from
his chin. “Goddammit, Alex, a century and a half ago
every punk who could spell C-A-T and knew nothing about
P-U-S-8-Y had to write about mad scientists. Largely
because he couldn’t write about real people, not until even
the fans got puking sick of it. The chief astronomer at the
Martian Observatory, prime meridian north, has a collec-
tion going all the way back to H. G. Wells.”

“I’d be a lot happier if they’d stayed back in the 1890s!
This is no gag. Top scientists are going crazy. One devel-
oped a flu antitoxin, government-sponsored, and all that.
It touched off an epidemic of Asiatic cholera. Another
discovered a new approach in the design of high-rise build-
ings. Really revolutionary. Architects bought the idea.
Half a dozen were completed before they all fell apart.

“For starters, we figured it was the usual swindie: pay
off the right people and skimp on material. What blew
things was when the biggest nuclear reactor plant in the
world did the wrong things. The breakthrough was spec-
tacular, but not in the way we figured the scientist intended.
The biggest names in the country cooked up those night-
mares. There was a lot of controversy before each project.
But each innovator was crazy-smart enough to fool highly
rated rivals doing their best to cut a rival down.
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“We did not wake up to what was going on until one
of the Old Masters had a lucid interval and realized what
he had done. He took an overdose of something. There
was an autopsy. He had been addicted to a new narcotic,
a synthetic, maybe a derivative of hashish.”

“Like morphine and heroin are opium derivatives, and
a lot more serious?”

“Right. We found some of the stuff.”

“Those Slivovitz bastards! Serves us right in making
so much information sharing and fraternizing mandatory.”

“Correct in principle,” Alexander conceded. “But
wrong in fact. Our intefligence people working over there
tell us that there are swarms of mad Marxists hooked on
the same narcotic.”

Garvin pulled a long face. “Science is our Great Green
God, and ditto for the Slivovitz people. They can no more
trust their scientists than we can ours. We’re like kids
who got caramel-coated soap from Santa Claus.” Scowl-
ing, he paused. “Tough titty. But where do I come in?”

“The Society of Assassins made hashish famous a
thousand years ago,” Alexander replied. ‘“Murdered a
prime minister of Iran. Had plans for Richard the Lion-
Hearted but settled for small-fry Crusaders.”

“Could be Ismailians or some other fanatic sect of the
Shi’ah Moslems, like in Egypt, or Syria or Iran or Turk-
istan,” Garvin agreed. “With history barred from our
schools as irrelevant—‘nothing but memorizing dates and
names of battles, aw, Jesus, it’s dull stuff, let’s demon-
strate’—Ismailians would not expect to be suspected. They
catch you eating ham on rye or guzzling liquor?”

Alexander shook his head. “When I converted to Islam
to get an alliance with the Moslem world against the Sli-
vovitz Empire, I knew they checked up on converts. That
we have a couple million bona fide Moslems in North
America wasn’t—isn’t—enough. Our official front has
been strictly orthodox. Outside our private apartments,
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Lani has never been seen without a veil.

“It simply has been Moslem suspicion and distrust,
ever since the atrocities committed by the Crusaders. Their
memories go back for centuries. Damn few Americans
ever heard of Lincoln or World War One or the Hitler
war.
“Does sound like Islam is getting back at the infidels,”
Garvin commented. “Despising us as much as they hate
Marxists. But where do I come in?”

“Well, some Moslems have noses like yours. Others
have grayish-greenish hazel eyes like yours. Those people
come in all sizes and shapes and colors. You've had 2 lot
of experience in Turkistan, and you fought in Syriz in one
of those wars our troops were forbidden to win.

“You have a knack for languages and a handy trick for
hiding it—Ilike the time you were raping the Arabic lan-
guage and claimed you were from Afghanistan, and some-
one said, ‘Even for an Afghan, that is the lousiest Arabic
I ever heard!””

Garvin chuckled. “Well, it worked. And when I was
in Egypt, I screwed up the Arabic, leaving out zll the
vowels, speaking nothing but consonants, like in el Mogh-
reb. So the Egyptians who bitch up the language in a way

”

. that’d give people in Syria the blind staggers—well, the

goddamn Egyptians figured, ‘Y allahi! Those clowns from
the far west, you never know whether they are talking or
coughing.’” But I still haven’t heard what I am supposed
to do.”

“A cloak-and-dagger assignment in Lebanon, Sytia,
Egypt, Yemen. Pick up gossip—you understand more
than you can speak.”

Garvin sighed. “That'd be more fun. Well, for a little
while. But you've got the approach arse-backward. Ever
tell you the story about the two yogis meditating and
prowling around in desert country with cactus and sharp
rocks cropping out?”
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“Your yarns are always entertaining, but why not keep
this one for the happy hour?”

“Hear me out and that hour’s going to be happier. Now,~
those yogis had a cave in a rocky hill, and the water supply
was quite a piece away, and so was the village where they
made their begging rounds, scrounging chow.

“They did a lot of meditating, and finally Number One
Yogi said, ‘Brother, if we can beg enough coin and eat
less food, we can finally save up and buy sheepskins to
carpet the path to the spring and to the village.’

“So they went into a trance and, when they woke up,
agreed that it was a brilliant thought. But to be sure, they
meditated some more, and Number Two Yogi came up
with a better answer. It was simple: ‘Let us ask the vil-
lagers for the skin of one sheep, and when we have tanned
it, we’ll tie pieces of it to our feet, and then we can walk
all over and scrounge better food and more handouts.’”

“Smart fellows, those Orientals,” Alexander admitted.
“But it leaves me groping.”

“That’s to puzzle the bastards that have bugged your
conference room,” Garvin countered. “It is this way: I'd
spend the rest of my life playing a dervish who spoke
lousy Arabic.

“The simple approach is to cook up some kind of imi-
tation Nobel Prize thing, with an award and a diploma
and stuff. That’ll draw the scientists from all over North
America. Award each one a certificate of merit, send them
all to Mars to explore the great possibilities of low g
processes and techniques. We have good laboratories.
Great facilities.

“We’ll pick out the fruitcakes from the sane ones, pro-
viding there are no psychologists or psychiatrists screw-
ing things up. I'll go to Nameless Island—getting Mona
to release all Doc Brandon's technical and personnel files
to your personal custody will be no trouble.

“That’ll give you a directory of everyone who was
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really first class in Doc’s estimation. There you have the
answer the Number Two Yogi doped out. And I'll guar-
antee you that no one is going to smuggle narcotics to
Maritania, much less get the handful of sane scientists
hooked on drugs.

“Make me Governor-General or the like and there’ll
be no bill of rights, no due process of law, or any other
constitutional demokratikrap to bollix things up.”

“Beginning with the time you bugged the thought-
control computer system and loused up an election that
the old Consortium had carefully planned,” Alexander
said, “you’ve done nicely, and human rights and the con-
stitution never broke your stride. But—"

*“Alex,” Garvin cut in. “Pardon my rudeness. But just
in case their addiction to autoerotic practices has not made
the Consortium lose its collective memory, so they’ll for-
get that I'm supposed to render a report to them, I'll give
you a good answer, one that they’ll believe, no questions
whatever.”

Alexander reached for brandy. “Tell me, and happy
hour begins.”

“Tell those assholes that you found me and the Martian
Queen’s new space concubine dead drunk in her apart-
ment, and when we are conscious, I’ll render my report.”

' Alexander chuckled. “They would never believe the
actual facts. Straight or with a splash of Red Rock?”



Chapter 4

NAMELESS ISLAND WAS created when the severe
earthquake of August 17, 2031, pushed a chain of puny
obstructions to navigation high above sea level, forming
the rocky spine of a body of land not far south of Savan-
nah, Georgia, about twenty kilometers offshore. It was
well into the Gulf Stream’s change of direction and had
a tropical climate.

Avery Jarvis, “Doc,” Brandon, then a spry youngster
whose one hundred twenty-ninth birthday was only a week
behind him, induced the Secretary of the Interior to give
him title to those menaces to navigation, visible only at
low tide, as of thirty days before the great quake. Doc
imported teak seedlings, the inhabitants of a Burmese
village, several elephants, and a Hindu elephant-master
named Habeeb. These arrived not long after Doc had built
a helicopter landing field, guest house, and the office
building and laboratories of the Brandon Foundation. This
was Doc’s refuge from the idiot world that he and his
fellow scientists had in their childish and utopian igno-
rance created, a thought-controlled collection of Mega-
polises crowded by intellectuals, as they fondly termed
themselves, and idealists complaining about the occupa-
tional therapy that demanded a four-hour week of hard
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labor. A rural class of so-called serfs, a.k.a. coolies, plus
Simianoids, a product of genetic engineering, furnished
victuals to feed and paid taxes to support the Magnificent
Parliamentary Democracy which, by A.p. 2112, had
become a dictatorship.

Brandon anecdotes, some of them relatively true, raced
through Garvin’s mind as the jet whisked him southeast-
ward. Although he had met Doc only once, Garvin and
his wives had been guests of Mona, the deceased scien-
tist’s heiress.

Mona was a sixth-generation Simianoid. When she was
an infant, Doc gave her out for adoption by one of a colony
of Alleluia Stompers, fundamental religionists of the
hinterland. When full grown, she had returned to Name-
less Island, where she and Doc learned that despite the
teachings of Democracy and Marxism, heredity prevailed
over environment. The pioneer of genetic engineering,
Doc’s late father, had created the first generation of Sim-
ianoids, a race with human bodies—six different physical
types—and modified human minds, combining the com-
mon sense of the chimpanzee and the orangutan with the
human capacity for abstract thinking yet devoid of the
human horror of doing a day’s work or doing anything
even mildly unpleasant. The Simianoid had none of that
conceit whereby each thought that he or she was the first
to suspect that the world fell short of paradise and that
he or she was the first to devise remedies.

To offset the human passion for reproduction of the
species, the Simianoids were polyandrous. The emotional
wiring diagram was just right: A female with four hus-
bands never found life dull.

Soaring over field and forest, Garvin found verdure
universal except for insignificant towns and industrial
areas. His congenital aversion to cities took charge.

Destroying the cities would help, he cogitated.
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Noathing but science feeds the Megapolises and their par-
asites. Don’t even have to nuke the megapolitan mad-
houses. Ship the key scientists to Mars, and how long
could those mechanical-electronic-technological night-
mares carry on?

The nearest field at which a jet could land was a hundred
thirty kilometers from the coast. Garvin phoned Mona,
then rented a car to drive to the fishing village where the
Nameless Island launch would be waiting. The mistress
of the island would be at the wheel. Isaiah, the black
steward, had died.

Driving along a fine stretch of highway, Garvin knew
that he was near Mona’s childhood home. Alternating
right and left, a kilometer apart, were enormous billboards
lettered by one who knew his work: “ARE YOU BUR-
DENED WITH SIN & GUILT”...“REPENT AND BE
SAVED”...“ARE YOU PREPARED TO FACE YOUR
MAKER?”...This was Alleluia Stomper land. And soon
after “MAKE YOUR PEACE WITH GOD” was behind
him, he was handing car keys to the harbor master, saying
that he did not know when he would return.

The waiting launch flew the North American Impe-
rium’s colors, alongside the smaller flag of the Republic
of Burma. Behind the tawny-haired girl at the wheel, two
elders of the Burmese village stood in the cockpit. U Po
Mya, the older, carried a double-barrel .600 Jefferies ele-
phant gun. Maung Gauk had a 5.45-millimeter assault car-
bine. Each smoked a cheroot about fifteen millimeters in
diameter, and long enough to reach from the tip of the
middle finger to a bit beyond the wrist. Their red caps
and green jackets were gilt-embroidered, and instead of
the Burmese longyi, which wrapped around the waist
something like a kilt, they wore jodhpurs.

But Mona monopolized the scene. Low sun brought
ruddy golden glints to her hair. Her fragile pifia cloth
blouse, pulled snug in the crisp breeze, dramatized curves
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that reminded Garvin of Gussie, the office lady who would
supervise Martian Eck & Ag until his return.

“Dive aboard, Rod!”

He plopped himself into an angle of the cockpit. Mona
goosed the throttle, swung clear of the pier, and in a
moment had the setting sun astern.

“Naturally, I didn’t ask what brought you back to Earth.
Awfully glad to see you.”

“When I don’t have problems, Alexander supplies
them.”

“Which is why you’re traveling solo?” Her gray-
greenish eyes, with their slightly feline expression, held
a twinkle that made it clear that the mountain trails and
deserts and combat wounds she and Doc had shared in
Turkistan had not quenched her eagerness to enjoy life
to the limit before she was too old—which would be never
plus a day.

“Sorry about Isaiah.” Garvin paused to repeat his
appreciative scrutiny. “Running the plantation yourself,
and looking good as new.”

Her smile accented fine lines that suggested that Mona
had laughed before she had learned to talk. “Doc was so
busy with worthwhile things, he never taught me how to
worry.”

“The international situation seems to be as bad as what’s
going on in this country, and Alexander has plenty of
worries. Which is why I'm here. To ask you whether
Doc’s files have information that would help with Imperial
defense. Things are critical, and Doc never more than
hinted at what he could do if he—mmm, wanted to.”

The smile became cryptic. “You almost said ‘had to.’”

He nodded. “Neville Ingerman and Harry Offendorf,
those grade-A sons of bitches, thought they had Doc where
he would have to talk and tell all. Doc killed two men—
not the two he should have, but the meeting adjourned,
and he walked, 1 say walked, out. Did not have to run.
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Took a moment for me to remember.”

“They knew him a lot better than you did, but they did
not understand. You’re doing all right, Rod.”

It was near sunset when Garvin went with Mona to
the guest house, which perched on a headland reaching
abruptly from the sea. The armed escort followed with
Garvin’s luggage.

“Now that you’re in your home away from home, I'll
bring you the drippingest absinthe drip in the western
hemisphere.”

Garvin had scarcely reshaped the upholstery of his
lounging chair in the billiard room when Mona returned
with two goblets of shaved ice in each of which sat a glass
saucer whose center was needlepoint-perforated. The top
dishes contained only a fraction of their original ninety
cubic centimeters of Nameless Island illegal genuine
laboratory-distilled absinthe.

The goblets were frosty from exposure to the humid
air. Greenish absinthe turned milky-cloudy as it dripped
into the ice. Mona removed the empty drippers. “I chilled
everything in the coldest corner of the freezer, so it took
a long time for the syrupy liqueur to dribble through.”

Garvin tasted. He tasted a second time. He was young
and happy again. “Madame Broadtail,” he said, using Doc
Brandon’s pet name for Mona. “You told me that Captain
Isaiah Winthrop, Litt D, PhD, died. Don’t crap me! This
is exactly how he used to make them.”

Mona sighed. “Isaiah always intended to give Doc the
recipe. Once he knew Doc would never come back from
the war, Isaiah lost no time telling me the recipe. And
when he briefed me on the basics of being steward of the
island, I knew he didn’t have long to live.”

“Then he didn’t have much time to enjoy his PhD. Too
bad.” -

“You’d be surprised,” Mona countered. “A brand-new
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PhD proudly handed Isaiah the thesis the university press
had just gotten from the printer and said, ‘This might help
you with your graduate work.” And when Isaiah learned
that the new scholar was going to teach philosophy at that
very university, he bought a copy of the thesis.

“The bottom quarter of just about every page was foot-
notes and bibliographical references. So when he took
this brand-new Dr. Kyle’s courses, he paroted sixty per-
cent of that scholar, and the rest was a rehash of footnote
stuff the new prof cited as sustaining authority.”

Garvin frowned. “All a degree does is save a stupid
would-be boss or personnel manager the trouble of sizing
up a candidate for a job, and Isaiah wasn’t about to hunt
work on the mainland.”

“Rod, you haven’t been to school enough! Isaiah had
already quit being a believer. Getting his PhD proved
beyond any doubt that he had seen through the entire
racket. Seeing through academe—the supreme illumi-
nation. Really satori!”

“Keno! Now I get it! He was liberated, so he briefed
you on how to be steward, and being tired, he died. First
drink today. Let’s dedicate it to Isaiah Winthrop, Doctor’
of Literature and Doctor of Philosophy.”

They did so.

“Before I forget,” Garvin said then, “my office lady,
Gussie, wanted me to find out if there are any Trappick
nunneries or monasteries that are coed.”

“How’d anyone handling your office ever get around
to poverty, chastity, and the rest?”

“Being a standard Simianoid, she’s not interested in
either. The thing started with one of Gussie’s school-
mates, a standard human girl. They met at a cultural
exchange project. Psychologists making another million-
pazor study.”

Mona laughed softly. “When Doc told me about a cha-
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rade like that, I told him it’d make more sense if they had
Simianoids and chimpanzees make a study of social sci-
entists. He nearly laughed himself silly and said I rated
a broadtail jacket—sorry. Carry on about Gussie’s friend;
I always interrupt.”

“That girl heard about a Trappick outfit the bureaucrats
cracked down on because it wouldn’t admit female monks
or nuns. Violating civil rights. Discrimination.”

“Fun is fun, but you're going too far.”

“You and your culturally deprived Burmese teak log-
gers haven’t met enough bureaucrats. Maybe you could
tell me a thing or two about Alleluia Stompers and the
Testifiers.”

“No problem. They have been sending me leaflets trying
to convert me back into the fold. I could tell them I repented
drinking and sinning with Doc, and that I want a list of
all the monasteries and nunneries—I mean, the Trappick
kind that the Harlot of Rome is running.

*“And no smarty-ass quips out of you. I know very well
that the Harlot of Rome is not a girl in an Eyetalian cat-
house. I'll contribute a thousand pazors for them to make
a survey and find out if there are any coed outfits.”

“You mean the Stompers would do a serious job for
one thousand North American skivvy paper pazors?”

She frowned. “What’s skivvy paper?”

“Sweet Jesus! I shouldn’t have said that to a nice girl.”

“I’'m not a nice girl.”

“All right, snoopy! But you might meet one someday,
and other nice people, and blat it out like I did, and be
embarrassed.”

“If they were as nice as all that, they’d not know it
wasn't nice. Anyway, their curiosity would needle them
into tracking down every coed spot as a den of iniquity,
with a higher pregnancy percentage than the Amazon
Companies had before, during, and after the war.”
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“Pick up the chips, Madame Broadtail. Bank’s busted.”
He glanced at his watch. “Alexander has a scientist prob-
lem, and Doc having been the World Series Dean of Sci-
entists, he’d have correspondence and records about the
real and the phonies.”

“I have the same apartment I had during Doc’s days,
right next to the Foundation office. Dinner will be a gour-
met quickie. When the chef learned I was not going to
have hospitality the way Doc always did, he went to New
Orleans, about the only city left where they know how
to eat and how to cook for people who know food. Opened
a marvelous restaurant, they tell me.

“We’ll have Alexander’s problems for dessert and cof-
fee and liqueurs according to whim and impulse.”

Mona got a second round of drips from the freezer.
Purely as a guess, based on the solids precipitated by
dilution when the ice melted and the mix turned milky,
Garvin estimated that the absinthe liqueur must be at least
one hundred thirty proof, perhaps higher.

When they drank their way well into the third pre-
prepared drip, Garvin wondered whether he was getting
a high compliment or, as a newcomer, was being tested
for worthiness to be an associate of the Mona-Doc Bran-
don Society. Her speech was unslurred, her hand steady,
her vocal pitch low and smooth.

The only change that he could perceive was in Mona’s
eyes, which were animation-sharpened and a shade nearer
absinthe color. She was burning alcohol and botanicals
as fast as they hit bottom, thanks to the metabolism of
all Simianoids, and an occasional nonstandard human,
such as Doc Brandon.

If Doc Brandon’s honorary widow and sole heiress
brings out a fourth one of these goddamn drips, Roderick
David Garvin is resigning, and without apology.

“Rod,” Mona said abruptly, cutting short their discus-
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sion. “None of your wives is jealous of the other two, so
I don’t see how the three of them could object if you
moved in with me for the duration.”

“Don’t you dare hide in the teak jungle while I'm get-
ting my luggage.”
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Chapter 5

BLACK-EYED PEAS. Ham hocks. Turnip greens. Hom-
iny grits. McEwan’s stout, blacker even than what Guin-
ness had been making since 1759.

“Not gourmet,” Mona admitted, “but it’s your fault.
You shouldn’t have got me all nostalgic quoting those
‘REPENT AND BE SAVED’ markers along the high-
way.”

“This is something I bet you couldn’t get even at
Antoine’s,” Garvin countered. “Fact is, this is a combi-
nation Eck & Ag ought to develop. The ingredients, I
mean. But the dessert—" ‘

“Alexander’s problems will keep, and we started with
a fair cargo of liqueur well dripped.”

“First thing I know, you’ll be telling me that absinthe
makes people feel dissolute and immoral.”

“If they’re wired up properly, they don’t need absinthe.”
Mona stretched and sighed contentedly. There was a long,
comfortable pause. Then she abruptly ended the medi-
tative silence. “Awfully awkward, two perfect strangers
plopping into bed. Let’s take a shower together and get
acquainted first.”

“Desserts are fattening,” Garvin conceded, and fol-
lowed his hostess from the dining nook.

He was not surprised to find that the stall was big
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enough for two. They had no problem getting the spray
and temperature just right.

“Doc used to mock me for my thirty-minute showers,”
she remarked in the course of reciprocal back-washings.
“I was always too tactful to tell that lecherous old devil
that I didn’t want to interrupt him when he was watching
Flora Garvin’s famous Sudzo TV show while you were
marooned on the asteroid.”

Since Garvin would scarcely be addicted to watching
old reruns of Flora rinsing pink panties with forget-me-
nots as she sang the Sudzo theme song, the shower was
not prolonged. Mona took an enormous towel from the
rack and tossed its mate to her guest. “Last one in bed’s
a dirty name!”

It was a tie; neither was a dirty name.

Whether it was the full moon’s intrusion and the
chanting of Burmese villagers as they burned joss
sticks, whanged gongs, and kept hardwood “fish-heads”
tick-tock-tick-tocking, all against the ever-changing, never-
changing voice of the mellow gamelan that kept him awake,
Garvin did not know, and he cared not at all. Maybe Mona
was overstimulating, as some were, when a lover finally
broke a long dry spell. And Garvin relished the Burmese
music, as probably did the seven hundred million forest
devils, nats, whom the ceremony was intended to pacify.
In any event, the happy Burmese were not morbidly con-
cerned about repenting or being saved. Everyone, includ-
ing the seven hundred million nats, would evolve, after
a billion eternities, to become devas, or boddhisattvas,
or at least fully human. Meanwhile, it was good to chant
and whang gongs.

Mona, breathing softly, was sound asleep. At times,
during peaks of ecstasy, she had been almost unintelli-
gible. Once at least, she had seemed to fancy that her
lover was Doc.



Operation Exile 33

No doubt Mona had found lovers, old friends and new,
but those had been on the mainland. This was not a matter
of racism or of finding Asiatics unattractive. “For me to
do things with a local man would be bad business,” she
had told Garvin during a breathing spell. “I am in com-
mand here, trustor and trustee, looking out for Doc’s peo-
ple. Going ashore and taking care of my polyandrous
makeup ... mmm . .. better than nothing. .. Oh, there are
exceptions, but North American males are either manly
clods and clowns or they are creepy bastards, a lot of
them so sweet and gentle, modeled after the sociologist’s
prescription, tender and diaper-changing stuffed shirts,
so female that going to bed with one makes me feel like
a lesbian.”

The moon sank. Skyglow tapered off. It was time for
seven hundred million nats to go to sleep and for each
teak forester to snuggle up to a Burmese girl. Whether it
was the termination of the music, or the intercom’s jangle
that awakened Garvin, there came an excursion into that
no-man’s-land between waking and sleep. He did not know
whether he was busy with Girl-Watcher’s Braille or obey-
ing “general quarters” piped by an idiot bosun. And when
he was finally sure, it turned out to be quite simple:

He and Mona were on their feet, each keeping the other
from tumbling to the deck or back to bed. She twisted
loose and bounded to the fiendish phone. She singsonged
something in Burmese, slapped the instrument to its cra-
dle, and with one hand flipped her sleeping gown into a
corner while the other hand snatched up practical under-
wear and horrible jeans.

“For hell’s sweet sake, skip the girl watching—there’s
nothing you’ve not seen. Get dressed, take your thumb
out, grab your gun; we're going to the ridge to see what'’s
going on.”

Scrambling into his clothes, Garvin saw the carbines
in the rack in a far corner.



34 Operation Exile

“How about one of those five-forty-fives?”

“Okay. I just thought you’d feel more at home with
your eleven-millimeter cannon.”

Moments later, Garvin was following Mona up the path
that led to the spine of the island. At the summit, Mona
paused.

“Couple of the older men noticed night operations off-
shore. Someone approaching from the southeast. When
the moon was pretty low.”

“Hell of a note, trying to see by this no-light.”

“Infrared viewing always fascinated Doc.” Mona caught
his hand. “I’ll show you.”

Thanks to her guidance, Garvin did not slash himself
to pieces on outcropping rocks, thorns, or the knife-edged
tropical grass. The going was better when they entered a
stand of teak.

“We're at the middle one of the five peaks,” Mona
said. “The village isn’t alerted, not so far.”

“They understand infrared?”

“Nothing to understand. Simply use it. Like nobody
understands daylight, but we all see by it.”

U Po Mya was at the entrance of a concrete dome with
a slot like that of a machine gun emplacement. After
addressing Mona in Burmese, he spoke in English to
Garvin: “Plenty fun tonight. You look-see?”

“Yes. I think with you.”

A deep green bulb illuminated the interior of the dome.
The viewing slot was at ground level. Garvin followed
down the steps to the floor. The infrared beam projector
was a tube very much like a rifleman’s spotting scope.
The invisible IR beam bounced off whatever it reached
and was focused on a sensor screen whose composition
responded to variations of heat wavelengths so that it
emitted a visible image in a way analogous to a TV’s
resporise to waves not visible to the eye. Garvin saw why
U Po Mya had phoned.
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A launch of seagoing size was about a thousand meters
offshore, keeping a fixed distance from the coastline, which
it was skirting very slowly.

“Making or taking soundings,” Garvin muttered.
“Funny thing, don’t see anyone heaving the lead or work-
ing a machine.”

Mona spoke to old U Po Mya. She converted his answer
into dry-cleaned and colorless English. In effect, aside
from the crew members’ mothers letting pigs take improper
liberties with them whenever their sons were not at it,
the mayor of this village noted something odd.

“Please clarify.”

“Sometimes a bill rang; he heard it clearly when the
wind was right. Something bounced up out of the water.
A crewman fooled around with line and hooked rod and
dumped the thing back into the water, and the launch
moved on. Funny business, I'd say.”

“So do I. Once I was researching soundings and read
about the submarine sentry.”

“All right, visiting scientist, but where does the sub-
marine come in?”

“Can’t say where, but it probably won’t be until after
the survey is made. Or maybe someone is planning a
surface landing party to take possession of this lovely
little offshore island after giving the simple natives red
calico and beads. Whatever the pitch is, someone wants
to know how deep the water is close to shore, to avoid
running aground and maybe getting blown out of the water.

“The sentry thing is a float with a rod hooked to it.
When the end of the rod scrapes mud or rock, it unlocks
the float, which rises and rings a bell. They’d be logging
each spot where the bell rings.”

“I begin to get it. Doc always did have fun with infrared,
and he never trusted these piddling rum and banana
democracies in the West Indies.”

“Apparently that boatload of people out there figures
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your island is easy pickings and doesn’t suspect there
might be small-bore, extra-high-velocity, extra-nasty artil-
lery along this ridge. While I watch and study, you ask
the old man about weapons. And I do not mean a .600
Jefferies elephant gun.”

“Got a plan?”

“I"ll know better when I hear more and see more.”

Garvin tuned out the exchange of Burmese and read
areas of the sensor screen, using a magnifier. The vessel
was not blacked out perfectly. The submarine sentry was
forward. The phosphorescence stirred up by its cable was
distinct from that of the boat’s prow. The Leeward, Wind-
ward, Lesser Antilles area being dotted with tiny “nations”
as changeable as a dog’s fleas, each bankrupt president
could get his democracy refinanced by altruistic nations
and at the same time be taken over by Marxist powers:
Many an island had great value as a submarine base, or
a landing area for bombers, or a base for troublemaking
in more important places.

Nameless Island might well be on someone’s list of
goodies.

Now accustomed to blackout illumination, Garvin got
a good look at a 50-millimeter gun with telescopic sights.
It was a deadly little weapon, accurate as the star gauge
rifles used by snipers. It was fitted with IR ranging and
aiming gear. Garvin turned to Mona. “Tell U Po Mya that
nobody aboard that offshore prowler must know that there
are white people on this island. If they don’t know already,
then keep it so.

“It may be dangerous for a canoe or the island launch
to approach the strangers. Again, it may be quite safe,
and the strangers may be happy to have friendly natives,
nonwhite natives, to help them.

“Get a fast-paddling boat, pirogue, canoe, anything
except the launch. Must not have noise. Daub the boat,
or two or three boats, with black paint. Hide close to
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shore, in dark coves, until the strangers are in trouble
and want help. Brown natives are always friendly, stupid,
helpful to strangers. Play it up.

“I want to find out who those sons of bitches are, where
they are from, what they are trying to do. Once they are
on this island, they must not leave. Not until I get word
to Alexander.”



Chapter 6

“YOU STAY HERE,” Garvin said to Mona, “just in case
we see something that U Po Mya couldn’t see from water
level. Have him keep someone on the phone. And there
ought to be a runner who knows where the canoes will
hide out.”

This instruction was all that the mayor needed. He took
a shortcut, apparently bouncing from tree to tree as he
made for the gilded #ti of the pagoda, the center of the
sea-level village.

Garvin turned to the sensor and studied the moving
image of the spy boat. “Phone the message center,” he
said after some minutes. “I begin to think I know what
I’m doing.”

Presently, Mona turned from the phone and reported.
“They are in a couple of canoes in the cove between first
hilltop north and the one south of it. Ready and waiting.”

Going to the 50-millimeter gun, Garvin flipped a high-
explosive shell into the chamber and handed Mona another
for a follow-up if needed. He closed the switch of the
circuit that activated the infrared projector. In the tele-
scopic sight he got the cross hairs fixed on the prop, which
was churning white foam. She was riding high in the water.

Range finder adjustment automatically corrected for

38
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increasing distance and accordingly compensated for the
increased lead; this and the fifteen-hundred-meters-per-
second velocity of the projectile made for pinpoint accu-
racy. He set off a correction for target velocity and found
that uniform tracking kept the cross hair on the phospho-
rescence stirred up by the propeller.

He fired.

Nitrous fumes billowed when the breechblock swung
out. He saw the flash as the high-explosive projectile let
go. They heard the blast as Mona flipped the reload home.
The launch lost way.

“She’s adnift!”

The engine raced crazily. Two crewmen came on deck.
Moments elapsed before another man cut off the engine.

“Probably think they hit a floating mine and are lucky
to get off with so little damage. A second shot would set
them thinking they were in real trouble.”

Several moments elapsed before a signal pistol spewed
distress flares skyward. Garvin opened the breech and
withdrew the shell.

“They must figure that signaling is going to get them
a good reception. Mustn’t risk spoiling their happy hopes.”

Time dragged, minute after lead-footed minute.

“I feel as if I had red ants crawling all over me,” Mona
said. “What’s U Po Mya waiting for?”

“He’s allowing the time it would take a rescue boat to
come from the pier. If he came into view right away,
they’d figure it odd that someone just happened to be so
near. I forgot to tell him, but he had sense enough to
figure it out—Goddammit!”

“What’s wrong?”

Garvin slammed a shell home and resumed tracking.
“Those fellows may be foxy. Ready to blind anyone with
a searchlight if he comes to answer the signal. And gun
him out.”
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She was drifting with the tide and current.

“Turn your scope and see if you can spot anything in
the cove.”

Mona searched the darkness.

“Still there and waiting,” she finally reported. And later,
when Garvin was sweating carpet tacks, she added, “Two
boats, moving out into open water.”

A spotlight blazed from the forward deck and winked
out. A lantern glowed; someone waggled it as if signaling.
Garvin was getting these details through his gun scope.
They still might start trouble, but in that case he would
finish it.

At last two fishing boats, paddle-driven, came along-
side the spy boat. Aboard each were two islanders with
assault carbines. There were other firearms, not identi-
fiable. Flashlights winked. The rescue party cast lines,
which the spy’s crew made fast.

Tide and current favored the men from the island;
slowly, they got the disabled spy boat under way. After
phoning, Mona took the carbine and went down the steep
slope to the village, where the message center man came
from his phone station to meet them, holding a battered
but serviceable ten-gauge shotgun.

Mona translated. “After putting his head beneath my
golden feet, he said, ‘Divinity, the shit-eaters are well in
tow, and no trouble.”” .

Not to be outpointed in Burmese elegance, Garvin
answered, “Please tell the Builder of Pagodas that after
thanking him, I'm heading for the waterfront.”

“So am I,” Mona added, and translated the decision.

She went through the long stretch of teak that clothed
the flatland between village and western shore and pres-
ently swung past the menagerie cages whose inhabitants
she had donated to the Brandon Foundation Zoo in
Savannah. Among those examples of Doc’s genetic engi-
neering were creatures extinct as long ago as the Jurassic
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period, and ichthyornises, the last of whose kind had left
their bones in Cretaceous rocks, until Brandon had gene-
spliced modern replicas. There were also a few relatively
commonplace beasts, such as an Australian kiwi whose
only peculiarity was the wings that could carry it twenty
meters or more in fine flight.

But for the ignorance of her Stomper foster parents,
staunch antievolutionists, both Simianoid Mona and Doc
Brandon would have been burned at the stake. Garvin,
following her through darkness and rustling bamboo,
relished the jest, until the sound of voices alerted them
to back into deeper shadow.

Five men, escorted with all Burmese courtesy, were
coming toward the village. Torchlight revealed the quintet
as foreigners and of diverse complexions: black, pale yel-
low, East Indian swarthy, and two bullet-headed, square-
faced whites. Two rear-guard villagers, for reasons of
their own, dallied well behind the happily chattering main
party and visitors from the spy boat.

Mona stepped from darkness to halt the rear guard.
Question and elaborate answer ensued. Garvin recog-
nized payaaaa: divinity. He had not yet learned the words
for placing one’s head beneath anyone’s golden feet. In
due course, Mona translated.

“The strangers are happy. They are going to talk to U
Po Mya about how much salvage they owe him for saving
their boat. Very nice people. They want to buy all the
teak trees on the low, flat side of the island. Maybe root
out all the stumps to make a long wide road, a nice level
stretch for hauling other teak from the high ridge.”

“This begins to sound interesting,” Garvin conceded.
“I wonder, now, whether a tug to tow a raft of logs to
wherever they’d be going would draw enough water to
make soundings necessary on the eastern side of the
island.”

“Anything else you’d like to know? Give it in one
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package and I'll save a lot of time.”

“Our visitors are dealing with the head man, a brown
little native fellow. Anyone mention you or any other
white boss?”

“Rod, you seem to be developing nasty suspicions.”

They could no longer hear the visitors’ escort, much
less see the torchlight. He could not read Mona’s expres-
sion, but her voice had changed to that whimsical note
she used when, in amiable mockery, she wanted to suggest
that he was a simpleton, or that she was not such.

“Madame Broadtail, why the hell do you suppose I
shot the prop off that boat instead of sinking her? Quit
horsing around! I want to know whether our visitors plan
to save the natives from being exploited by Imperialists.”

“You're either psychic or you understand more Bur-
mese than you let on. We don’t need to waste any more
time with this interpreter routine. There are no visitors
in the boat. They searched her from stem to stern.”

“I think I'd like a look. Mind if I frisk her while the
crew is busy crapping the quaint natives? Will you be in
your apartment mixing something good for our nerves?”

“Our nerves will keep.” She hefted the assault carbine.
“Go ahead and give her a pelvic examination, but I'm
going along.”

Dismissing the rear guard, Mona headed for the pier.
The way was clear until Habeeb, the elephant man, stepped
from the shadow of the guest house verandah. Even with-
out moonlight, he was readily recognized: two meters
high, plus altitude added by an enormous turban, Habeeb
was conspicuous. He had a sawed-off ten-gauge shotgun
cradled in the crook of his elbow.

Habeeb salaamed. “Madame,” he said in English, “the
chief elder of the village made it clear that no visitor must
leave this island without your permission.”

“Quite right,” Mona answered. “You searched her?”

“Yes. None of that human garbage is hiding there.”
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“Carry on, Habeeb.”

They boarded the boat. With a flashlight they picked
their way to the master’s cabin. There they found charts
and a large book, solidly bound, that was apparently the
log. But the script was strange, and all Garvin could read
was the dates—the numerals, that is.

“Not German but just as bad as that Gothic nightmare
stuff. Only thing I'm sure of, it’s not civilized Latin-Italic
writing.”

He took a long look at the charts.

The records made it clear that the boat had set out to
make soundings. That was no great blaze of revelation.

“Make anything of it?” Mona asked.

“I don’t have to. You and Doc have a crew of quaint
Asiatics who are perfectly trained. I’d bet that Habeeb
has exactly five shells for his sawed-off shotgun.”

“Five?”

“Naturally. Only five visitors who are not supposed to
leave. Doc Brandon’s bones are buried in Turkistan, not
far from Kashgar, but he is still running Nameless Island,
along with you and general principles.”

“Right, but never mind sentimentality! What the hell
do you propose doing with this package we do not want
leaving the island?”

“I’m going to phone Alexander and tell him to get this
boat on a trailer and haul it from Savannah, which is where
I am towing her, if your Burmese slaves allow such a
caper.” He paused as he followed her from forward deck
to dock. “Better pick up the visitors. Helicopter, and by
night.”

Habeeb blocked their way. One of the Burmese rear
guard was with him. “Madame,” the elephant master said.
“It would be most untactful to go to the village. There is
a native ceremony. What you call it, a negotiation, I mean,
preliminary blessing sort of thing.”

The newly arrived villager had a fresh torch. The wa-
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vering flame, whipped by sea breeze, played tricks with
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