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THINK OF THE CITY

as an organism. It lives to protect us, to
sustain us. It keeps away the terrors and
dangers and discomforts of the Out, and it
feeds and clothes us. It provides the air we
breathe, the water we require, the food we
need. It is never too warm nor too cold . ..

Imagine if you can a world where food
depends on the whims of a hostile na-
ture. If men are caught in the open with-
out proper clothing or shelter, they die
from too much heat or cold. Many men
who have no cities such as ours have
died in great pain from weather or dis-
ease or wild animals attacking them.

We’re protected from all these things.
But what we get, we have to pay for. ...

But while that was true of the all-encom-
passing City of that colonized planet, was
it not also true of any maximum-security
prison? If so, was the price to be paid:
freedom, truth, progress?
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The late-hour shift was a third gone when the light
flashed in the tech room, calling Ryne to Scan Central. He
floundg the four scanmen staring at their screens, watches in

ands.

Fuller, the shift head, looked around. “We’re all getting
the same picture on a ninety-second repeat run.”

Ryne moved over and studied Fuller’s screen. The
grimy streets of Lower City slid across the screen, picked
up by the probing eye of the scan camera. At this hour the
streets were not only drab but empty. It was too early for
gchift Change at the factories; too late for other workers to

up.

A flicker of movement on the left side of Fuller’s screen
caught Ryne’s attention. What had appeared to be a bun-
dle of rags or litter cast aside in a recessed doorway
tl;vitched just enough to disturb the shadows in which it

y.

“Hold it,” Ryne said.

Fuller reached out to his adjusters, stopping the picture
and bringing it to close resolution. Ryne leaned forward,
waiting for the sharp focus of the closeup. When it came,
he saw that the bundle of rags was an old man, a typical
derelict drunk. Ryne wondered where they got their illegal
alcohol. He'd lived in Lower City long enough before
rising to Upper City and he’d never heard a whisper of the
source.

His eyes moved to the other three screens. He should
have seen something of each of the four quarters of Lower
City, since a different quarter was assigned to each scan.
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6 LOUIS TRIMBLE

Instead he saw the same scene as Fuller’s screen carried—
the same street, the same doorway, the same old man,
every ninety seconds.

“That’s enough,” Ryne said. “Somebody’s playing it
cute and jamming the scanline between Lower City and
here.” He moved out of the room and down the hall to
Communication Central. The three late-shift girls were at
their boards, idle at the moment. Linne was in her super-
visor’s cubicle. She looked up and smiled at him through
the transparent plasti-window.

He went into the cubicle. “Trouble on the scans.” He
glanced at her board, noting its inactivity.

Linne said softly, “When you came in, I closed the
lines down. Lean close to me and the girls will think
you’re setting up a date.”

“T intend to,” Ryne said. He bent toward her. “Is this
it? Is this what you told me to look for?”

“This is it,” she agreed softly. “The trouble is down
beyond the Central Utilities Core. You'll be met there.”

“Before or after I fix the jammed line—or do I fix it?”

“You fix it.” She smiled at him gently. “And youw’ll be
met afterward. We don’t want the Coordinator to send
someone down to help you out.” Her hand moved to
touch his fingers lightly. “I know you think you’ve made
your decision, Ryne. But listen to the man who meets
you. Don’t really make up your mind until then. Because
once you say ‘yes’ to them, there’s no going back.”

She paused and added softly, “If you tried to go back,
ift would be the end of us all—of everything we’ve worked

or."

“I'll listen,” Ryne said. “And Ill try to balance the
alternatives, if only out of habit. But I'm a Riser too. 1
came from down there, and I had fourteen years of know-
ing what it’s like to be a Lower. If what I hear offers a
chance to really change things, saying no would be
damned hard.”

Linne said quietly, “You've also had twelve years of
being an Upper. Twelve years of security and enough to
eat and a decent place to live. Just remember that you’ll
be risking all that, risking your whole future life. So don’t
say yes just because of me.” Her eyes were soft meeting
his. “No one person is worth that much. You have to
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believe—down here.” She touched her breastbone. “You
have to believe as I and the others do.”

“I’'ve thought about both sides of it,” Ryne said. He
took a deep breath to steady himself, to keep from bend-
ing forward and kissing her here, to show her somehow
the depths of his affection. But that would only make her
think he was trying to please her rather than use his own
mind to make his decision. He was, she had told him
more than once, very susceptible to suggestion. And per-
haps it was true. When he was with her, his decision was
clear enough; when they were apart and he was alone, the
doubts came.

He said again, “T’ll listen. I'll think about it. I'll make
up my own mind.”

She warmed him with her smile. “The girls are begin-
ning to look this way.”

Ryne backed to the door. “Then get me the Coordina-
tor on a private line, will you?”

“At this hour? Can’t you just go?”

“No,” Ryne said. “Not into the utility tunnels without
clearance. Besides, I'll need a helper. I can’t request one.
His office has to.”

“The helper is all arranged for,” she said. She opened
her board and flicked a switch. Ryne crossed to a commu-
nicator at the far side of the room. He lifted it and waited,
listening for an answer to her call to the top level of
Upper City, to the man who alone had the responsibility
for Lower and Upper Cities, and the responsibility for
coordinating the work they did with those at the very top,
the High.

He had never personally talked to the Coordinator, and
he felt uneasy when the Coordinator demanded a video
hookup on the call. Ryne studied the most familiar face
on Upper City viewscreens; it seemed to him he had seen
that face and listened to the persuasive voice at least once
a day since his rising from Lower City.

Yet this was a different kind of image, a more intimate
one; and Ryne thought that the Coordinator was becom-
ing gray and slightly jowly. But he was still tall and erect
with the kind of shoulders that had helped him figurative-
ly batter his way through the obstacles that had stood in
the way of his becoming the most important man below
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the High. His eyes were alert, despite his having been
wakened after only a short period of sleep.

“Scan Technician Ryne reporting a nonroutine prob-
lem,” Ryne said formally.

“Pm listening,” the Coordinator said.

Ryne saw his eyes drop toward the desk visible at waist
level. The Coordinator would have his file there; he was
not a man to approach anything unprepared. Ryne said,
“The scans have been jammed for a ninety-second repeat.
Same picture from all sectors. I'd say the technique used
was pretty sophisticated.”

“Pm hooked in,” the Coordinator said. “I can see what
you mean. How do you think it’s being done?”

“A holographic film loop set to repeat every ninety
seconds,” Ryne said promptly. “I think it’s been plugged
into the system somewhere above the point where all the
feeder cables come together but below where the main
cable passes through Lower City street level.”

“Logical. What do you need to fix it?”

Co‘;An assistant to hold the big lamp and a pass into the
e.”

“It will be arranged by the time you reach the Core
Entry Room.” He paused briefly. “Report to me personal-
ly on completion.”

Ryne was too intent in trying to read something into the
Coordinator’s tone to guard against his natural tendency
toward being sardonic. “If I succeed, that is.”

“In either case.” The connection was abruptly broken.

Ryne moved back to Linne’s cubicle. She said, “Your
helper will be a man named Mabton. Remember—just
because you’ve agreed to listen doesn’t mean he’ll trust
you. And the Core isn’t the safest place to get into an
argument.”

“I'll remember,” he said. He bent, brushing his lips
across her cheek. When he straightened up, he said, “If
I’m a little late for tonight’s date, don’t go running off with
someone else.”

It was their private joke; in the year since they’d been
keeping company, they had reserved themselves exclusive-
ly for one another. As he left, he heard one of the girls
call softly to Linne, “I wish I had a man willing to snoozle
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me in public. When are you two going to break down and
get a pair-up license?”

A minor flood of calls lighting the boards kept Linne
from having to answer. Ryne stood a moment watching
the graceful efficiency with which she performed her
routine tasks. She was damned attractive to him in a
tilt-nosed way. Like himself, she had dark hair and dark
eyes, intense against skin tones belonging to a blonde. And
while she was slender in contrast to his burliness, she gave
no impression of fragility. If anything, he had always
found in her a spiritual strength he was not sure that he
could match.

He went directly to the next level down, the last before
the three-level gap that separated Lower from Upper
City. Here a small contingent of the Coordinator’s Auxil-
iaries—his volunteer guards—watched for any Lower
who might try to infiltrate from below.

His Core pass was waiting. He went through a doorway
as one of the guards pressed a release button. He entered a
small room with one wall made up of the great circular
side of the Core, the big duct that carried the vital utilities
from deep underground into Upper City and on to the
High. Beside an open doorway in the Core wall stood a
small, wiry man a little older than Ryne. He wore the
rough coveralls of a Lower, with a tech-assistant insignia
on his sleeve. That meant he either worked for the factory
management or for the Wardens themselves; in either case
he wouldn’t be a man too popular with rank-and-file
Lowers.

“Mabton,” he said, not offering to shake hands. He had
one of the big lamps beside him, and he bent, slipping the
straps of the power pack onto his shoulders. When the
had fixed the helmet lamps on their heads, Mabton saicz
“Who goes first?”

“I do,” Ryne said dryly. “If you slip I won’t feel as
much as you would if I fell on you.”

Mabton grinned sourly. “Don’t slip, not on the ladders.
It's a long way down in some places.” He moved aside to
let Ryne go first.

The Core was a mass of tubes and cables running up
the center of a great duct. Ladders allowed vertical move-
ment, and where the Core ran level with the cross section
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of the City, narrow catwalks allowed slow progress. There
m no light except that from the bulbs in their head-
ps.

They went down slowly, carefully, the only sounds their
steadying breathing and the scrape of soft boot soles on the

lasti-metal rungs of the ladder. At the first cross section,

bton stepped onto the platform and eased the weight of
the power pack from his shoulders. “How far down do we
gO?”

“I was expecting you to tell me,” Ryne said with soft
sarcasm.

Mabton threw him a sour grin. “I was hoping to detour
and tap one of the hydroponic-food-factory storerooms.
Us Lowers can always use an extra mouthful.”

Ryne made no answer. He recalled only too clearly his
own days as a Lower. There had never been quite enough
food to stretch even a young child’s small belly; and a
growing boy was always hungry. The most im s1ve
discovery he had made on first rising had been at U
pers ate three full meals a day and, if they chose, could
even buy additional food from their earnings. He had
heard that the Highs ate whenever and whatever they
pleased; but even after years in Upper City he found that
hard to believe.

“I didn’t mean to step on a sensitive toe,” Mabton
gibed into the silence.

“No pain,” Ryne said shortly. “I was wondering how a
small man with an empty belly could carry that power
l;;acd(ll:.” He turned from Mabton’s challenging grin to the

er.

“We should be about Lower City level now,” Ryne
said. He struggled to bring back sharply the schematic he
had carefully memorized. “In a few more meters, the Core
should be running through Warden Central. Below its
basement floor, the main branch ducts begin coming in.”

“No problem, then,” Mabton said. “Just find the duct
carrying the communication cables and follow it.”

“Except that the entire duct doesn’t feed into the
Core,” Ryne answered. He climbed slowly downward,
talking as he went. “Only the cables themselves feed in.
That means we have to go all the way to Utilities Central
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and backtrack to get into the communications duct itself.
It'll be a long haul through a number of side ducts.”

“T'll survive,” Mabton said.

They were silent again. Another fifty meters downward
and the big Core-made a direct right-angle turn. Now they
could follow the horizontal catwalk, and they made better
time. Suddenly it angled again, once more downward.
And here was another cross-sectional plate, allowing them
to leave the ladder.

“This should be Utilities Central,” Ryne said. There
was a door in the curving side of the Core. He opened it
and led the way into a cavernous room that echoed empti-
ly with the shuffling sounds from their boot soles.

They stepped onto the wide flat top of a great cylinder
that stretched meters in all directions. The Core ran
through its center, and around the outer perimeter of the
Core sat a large number of metallic boxes.

Ryne said, “Let’s break and take the weight of my
lunch out of my tool kit.” He sat down, some distance
from the wall of the Core, and opened the kit.

“Aren’t you afraid of the radiation?” Mabton gibed.
But he seated himself next to Ryne.

" “We’re supposedly screened from radiation—whatever
at is.”

He passed Mabton one of his two small food packets
and extended his flask of synkaf. “If you don’t mind
drinking out of the same bottle as a Riser.”

“I'll risk it,” Mabton said. He opened his packet and
began to eat the bread and meat, both the characterless
but nourishing products of the hydroponics factories.
“You know these ducts pretty well,” he said around a
mouthful of food.

“I memorized the schematic,” Ryne said. He paused
and added carefully, “After I knew I might have to find
my E'ay around.”

“Linne is a nice girl,” Mabton said tically. “Ve
efficient. We all think a lot of her.” Py v

“So do L,” Ryne replied.

He waited for Mabton to press the subject. Instead
Mabton said, “Can you read the writing on those boxes?”

Ryne glanced at the metallic boxes lining the Core wall.
Starting to the left of where he sat, they continued along
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the curve of the Core and passed out of sight. Each had
two sets of symbols on its faceplate. The upper set was in
the ancient script. They had been overpainted a long time
ago, but their deep intaglio still preserved their outlines
legibly. The lower set was in easily readable, standardized
rint.

Prd ‘Water, heat, atmosphere control ...”” Ryne read.
The remainder were beyond his range of vision. “Shutoffs
for the various utilities coming up through the Core,” he
suggested.

Mabton said, “Did you read from the old script or the
modern print?”

It was an unexpected question, and one Ryne wasn’t
sure he could answer. He said thoughtfully, honestly, “I
don’t know. I can remember the sounds the old symbols
stand for, but with the translations right there, I'm not
sure I read the old words.”

Mabton stood up. “Fair enough,” he said. “Where to
now?”

Again the abrupt shift of subject jerked at Ryne. But
with a shrug, he put the synkaf flask back in the tool kit
and got to his feet. “Back into the Core and then across
the cross-section platform to a communication side duct.
We follow that until it goes into the main branch. After
we’ve picked up all the side ducts, we start looking for the
lam-”

He added, “We could save time if you show me where
it is.”

l;“"I-éow would a simple tech like me know that?”” Mabton
asked.

Ryne led the way silently back into the Core. Once
inside, Mabton grunted, stepped ahead, and quickly led
the way across the platform and into the side duct. They
followed it to the main branch duct and continued up that
to the point where it narrowed to permit the many cables
that had now fused into one to pass into the Core again.
He stopped, turned on the big lamp, and let its light shine
on the cable.

“Just reach out and burn that little bulge you see,” he
said. “That will take care of it.”

Ryne took a torch from his tool kit, adjusted the cutting
flame to a thin line, leaned out while still holding to the



THE CITY MACHINE 13

ladder rung with one hand, and cut away the bulge. A
wire flopped free and disappeared into darkness. Taking a
can of insulator, he sprayed the raw wound of the cable
and then started back down the ladder.

When they reached horizontal again, Mabton said,
“Why don’t you follow the jam wires back to their source?
Then you could play hero for the Coordinator.”

“I wasn’t told to play spy,” Ryne answered thinly. “My
job was to break the jam. I assume that’s done.”

Mabton grinned at him and moved on. At the second
side duct, he turned, and now Ryne found the going more
difficult. His heavy shoulders kept brushing the sides, and
he had to walk bent over. He was relieved when Mabton
stopped, opened a door, and led them into the near
darkness of a great, empty room.

“The original hydroponics warehouse,” Mabton said.
“We’re under present Lower City now, in the first City—

the one they built on top of when they made the three
levels.”

“Is this the place?”
“Yes,” Mabton said. “This is the place.” He cocked his
head, listening. “They should be here any minute—if

some spy didn’t find out what we’re doing and tell the
Coordinator so he could set a trap.”

Ryne said quietly, “If you believe that,.take off your
power pack. You can’t fight with it on.”
They stood in the near darkness and waited, listening.



When they came, it was almost anticlimax. There were
two of them, and they walked out of the darkness with
torches flicking on to show their features. As soon as Ryne
heard Mabton’s soft sigh of relief, he knew that these were
the people he had been waiting for.

The woman came forward first. Ryne had only brief
glimpses of her this night, but he would never forget what
she looked like. She was beautiful with the cold beauty of
the patrician. Her nose was fine and straight, her eyes
large and deep-gray, her hair gold, a color rare in Lower
and Upper Cities. For all the firm cast to her mouth there
was a sensuality about it that caught Ryne’s attention.
And when she spoke, the same sensuality was in her
husky voice. He also recognized the distinctive accent that
marked a High.

R She held out a slim hand. “I'm Tara. You must be
yne.»

He nodded and turned as the man came forward. Ryne
studied the graying hair, the square face, slightly lined but
strong, with the skin strangely roughened. He met Ryne’s
frank appraisal without expression.

Ryne said suddenly, “Weir! Weir, by all that’s holy!”

“Ah, you remember,” the man said, “That’s pretty good
since you haven’t seen me in seventeen years.”

“You were always in the front row of Listeners when
my grandfather read,” Ryne said slowly.

He could see the room hollowed out beneath the old
family building. He could remember the rows of Listeners
sitting on the cold floor as his grandfather’s voice rose and

14
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fell in the cadences of the old speech. Of all those in the
room, only Ryne’s grandfather and father understood all
the words. Ryne himself could catch a good many; but to
the Listeners they were only magnificent sounds. And then
Ryne’s grandfather would close the Book and translate
from memory, using his beautifully modulated voice the
way other men used musical instruments. And the group,
who had risked their lives coming there, sat quietly, their
emotions reflected only in their faces.

Ryne said, “They—my mother told me you died along-
side my father fighting the raiders.”

“Not so far as I recall,” Weir said dryly. “After I pulled
you and your grandfather out from under that mob of
Bully Boys, I did go back to help your father. He was
standing in the escape hatch, holding off fifty Bully Boys
while the other Listeners got their women and kids away.

“I tried to help but they clubbed him to death. They
split my skull too and left me lying there.”

Ryn said, “No one ever seemed to know how the Bully
Boys knew where to find us or why they came that night.”

“Does it matter now?” Weir asked in his quiet way.

“It matters to me,” Ryne said. “One of the reasons I let
my mother push me into being a Riser was because I was
afraid I'd kill some of the Bully Boys when I got big
enough.”

“The way you fought seventeen years ago, you had the
violence of your father in you,” Weir agreed. “Yet we all
felt there was enough of your grandfather’s gentleness to
make you as good a Reader as any.”

The way he let his words break off sharpened Ryne’s
attention. Then Weir said, “You are the Reader, Ryne.
When the shock of that raid killed your grandfather, it left
only you. There’s no other Ryne on this planet. There’s no
one else who can read so much as a word of the old
tongue.

“There are still followers of the Book. We've been
waiting for you.”

Ryne had not expected this. He had not given his small
knowledge of the old tongue a thought these past years.
Now he understood the meaning behind Mabton’s odd
question about the writing on the control boxes circling
the Core wall,
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“I don’t recall much of the language,” he said. “I was
only ten when my grandfather died. He’d taught me ele-
mentary reading and we could talk together in a simple
way. But in the four years before I rose, my mother
refused to let me use a word of the old speech. She put the
blame for everything that happened on the Book and the
language it was written in.” He added wryly, “I was glad
when she finally managed to get me taken as a Riser. It
got me away from her.”

“She?” Weir echoed. “It wasn’t your mother who gave
you that chance, Ryne. It was the Coordinator.” He shook
his head at Ryne’s open disbelief. “What would you have
done if you’d been responsible for keeping Lower City
functioning to provide the labor that fed and clothed and
housed the Uppers and Highs—and if there was a poten-
tial focal point for trouble in a fourteen-year-old boy?”

He shifted his position. “The Coordinator was new at
the job then, and one of his first acts was to have his
agents check Lower City. They told him that a lot of the
dissidents were waiting for the new Reader to grow up.”
He grinned sourly. “All of those dissidents supposedly
living in the tunnels of the original City, of course, hiding
and starving—and waiting.”

Mabton spoke suddenly. “That’s true, Ryne. The Coor-
dinator made a Riser of you. He bought you with guaran-
teed security and a full belly.”

Ryne swung savagely on him. “If you were bigger, I'd
knock you down for that.”

Mabton’s smile mocked him. “I haven't heard you say
anything yet that means much.”

Weir moved between them. “Ease up,” he said. “Ryne
hasn’t had a chance to agree or disagree. He doesn’t know
what we really want of him.”

“Didn’t Linne tell him?” Mabton asked in surprise.

Ryne looked past Weir at the small man. “Linne told
me that you wanted my help, and asked if I'd be willing
to listen. She told me there were dozens of exiles and
sympathizers, all with one goal—to give the Lowers a
chance to live as human beings again, She didn’t tell me
what you’d want me to do.”

“Weir told you,” Mabton said stubbornly. “You’re the
only man who can read the old language.”
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Weir waved him to silence. “We want you to work with
Laszlo,” he said. “He’s our leader—one of the exiles. He
has a plan to build a new City, a one-level City. You're
the only man who can help us achieve that plan.”

“Another rebellion?” Ryne demanded. “Didn’t the riots
of a century ago teach anyone anything? You can’t de-
stroy this City. The end results would be the same as
before—more restrictions, more oppression.”

Tara spoke from the shadows behind Weir. “A new
City in a new place, Ryne. A City for the Lowers. The
Uppers and Highs would remain here. This will be their
City, and they’ll have to do the work to keep it running.”

Weir said, “Laszlo has one of the books from the
original ship that brought the first colonists here. We can’t
read it, but from the pictures we know that it tells how to
use the machine that built the first City—and the present
City on top of it.”

1;‘l()loes it tell how to build a machine like that?” Ryne
asked.

“The original machine still exists,” Weir said. “When
the time comes, we can get it. And if we can get that book
translated, we can make it work for us.”

The meaning of his words suddenly struck Ryne, shak-
ing him as his mind filled with a picture of a possible
future. Then his shoulders sagged. “I learned so little of
the old language. I read children’s books, not technical
treatises! I...”

Weir said quietly, “We aren’t here to try to force you to
help us. You can go back to Upper City and live out your
life the way the Coordinator planned it for you. Youll
never get fat, but you’ll never know want, either.”

Ryne said angrily, “I've waited months since Linne first
told me about you. Waited and wondered. I may have
buried my memories of what life was like in Lower City,
but I've never forgotten them. Don’t make me sound like
I'm afraid of giving up what I have now!”

He stepped back and glared from one to the other. “I
just don’t know if I can do what you want me to do. If
you want the truth, I'm afraid of failing.”

“It’s the one chance we have,” Weir said. “We ask only
an honest effort.”



18 LOUIS TRIMBLE

“No,” Tara said, “we’re asking him to risk everything
he has and to take on the responsibility of giving ten
thousand people a new life, a new world.”

Ryne said simply, “Do I go with you now?”

“No,” Weir said. “You don’t come with us until the
Coordinator sends you into exile.”

The remark struck Ryne’s sardonic sense of humor.
“Good! I'll report back to him and tell him I botched the
job and will he please exile me.”

“Nothing so crude,” Weir said seriously. He jerked his
head. “Come along. We have some talking to do.”

Tara led the way to a far corner of the room where a
once glass-walled cubicle was built against the wall. Here
were four chairs and a rickety table. A jug and four mugs
sat on the table. When Tara poured a steaming liquid into
the mugs and handed them around, Ryne knew that he
had been accepted.

“You see,” she said, throwing Ryne a light smile, “we
were prepared. This is what we call ‘tea,” because it’s
made from leaves like the tea leaves grown on ancient
Earth. It’s stimulating.”

“Especially to the brain,” Weir said. “And we need
some stimulation right now.” He sipped his tea. “We need
a plan to have you exiled without arousing the Coordina-
tor’s suspicion.”

Ryne tried the tea. The taste was faintly bitter and
astringent, with a stronger flavor than any he had known
before. But after a few sips he found himself liking it and
blil:':g the gentle relaxation it spread through his still-taut

y.

“I can report Ryne,” Mabton suggested. “I'm still a
trusted Tech assistant. I can say he refused to follow the
jam back to its source.”

“That’s a start,” Ryne agreed. “But it isn’t enough for
the Upper City bureaucratic mind. The first reaction
would be suspicion of you.”

He paused and thought. “The simplest plan is to tell the
Coordinator the truth with a few minor changes.”

“Tell him the plan?” Tara demanded.

“Which he probably already knows about,” Weir said
dryly.
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“Not the plan,” Ryne said. “I’ll tell him that Mabton
and I were trapped on our way out by a group of exiles,
but that we managed to fight them off. I'll say I overheard
enough to realize that they were trying to kidnap me
because I know something about the old language. I can
even mention some names—yours, Tara’s, this Laszlo’s.”

“All in the Coordinator’s files,” Weir said. “But you’re
too subtle for me, Ryne. All you'll be doing is giving the
Coordinator reason to infiltrate us with an agent. He’s
trieg that before. One of these days, he’s liable to suc-
cee .”

“I expect him to do just that,” Ryne said. “And I'll be
that agent. If I'm right, the Coordinator will exile me, but
as a cover-up. He has my full file, remember, and I’'m sure
it shows me as the perfectly integrated Riser. He’ll think
he can trust me. He’ll try to use me against you.”

“His mind works like Laszlo’s,” Weir said. “I can see
the idea start working inside him and I can see the result—
but I'm damned if I can figure what process went on
between the beginning and the end.”

“Ryne is right,” Tara said. “If the Coordinator believes
his story, he’ll do exactly what Ryne said.”

“And if he doesn’t believe?” Mabton asked.

“The worst that’s happened to anyone the past twen
years has been exile, I'll be with you anyway,” Ryne sai

“The Coordinator has the power to rescind the ban on
execution,” Weir warned him.

“That’s the risk I take,” Ryne said. He finished his tea.
“Mabton and I have been gone long enough.” He started
out and turned in the doorway. “The Coordinator won’t
believe a slipshod story. If we managed to fight our way
free of a gang of exiles, we’ll have to show the proof.” He
nodded to Weir. “Can you mark us enough to make it
look real?”

“If T have to,” Weir said. If he noticed that Ryne had
quietly taken over the leadership, he gave no indication.
Telling Tara to wait, he followed Mabton and Ryne back
into the ducts.

They dropped their equipment where the main branch
entered the Core. “We’d hardly bother to carry it after
being beaten,” Ryne said.
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“He thinks things through,” Weir said to Mabton.

“Let’s hope he keeps on doing it,” Mabton said.

In the Core itself, Ryne stopped just before it made its
final turn to rise vertically. “There’s a door just behind us.
It leads into a Core guard room. With luck, we can get the
Wardens there to call the Coordinator before they finish
messing us up.”

Weir said, “Just yell ‘Coordinator’ when you get the
door open. I'll leave you that much breath.” He swung
around suddenly and hit Mabton just below the eye,
twisting his knuckles so that the flesh was laid open down
Mabton’s cheek. Mabton staggered back, hit his head
against the wall, and fell to the floor. Weir kicked him a
few times without violence.

“I wish you’d taken me first,” Ryne said. “I'll fight
back whether I want to or not.”

“I didn’t think about that,” Weir said. “I was worrying
about hitting Mabton too hard.” He scratched his chin.
“Maybe I should have done it differently.”

With surprising speed and grace, he moved to one side
and came at Ryne. “Like this,” he added, and hit Ryne
twice in the face.

Ryne swung around, raising both hands to a defensive
position. Weir brushed them aside and hit him on the
mouth, drawing blood. Ryne could feel anger rise, blind-
ing him. He jumped forward, swinging. Weir stepped
agilely aside and thumped him in the chest and stomach,
and again in the face.

“That should do it,” Weir said.

Ryne stopped in midstride and forced himself to relax.
Weir said, “Give me time to get out of the Core. And
good luck.”

Ryne leaned against the wall, breathing deeply. He
counted slowly to twenty. Then he shoulder-carried
Mabton to the door and pushed it open. The light from
the guard room half blinded him. A Warden’s club caught
him alongside the temple, at the edge of his lamp helmet,
before he could see anyone coming.

Mabton fell from Ryne’s grasp. Ryne ducked down as
he saw movement on the other side. “Call the Coordina-
tor. I'm the scan technician. We . ..”
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A club hit him behind the knees. He pitched forward.
Another club caught him across the back of the neck. He
fell on top of Mabton’s limp body and lay breathing

gustily,



e

The Wardens must have listened finally, Ryne thought
muzzily. He could feel softness beneath him and he could
smell the odor of the Accident Ward. He opened his eyes
to see Linne looking down at him. ]

“I'm sorry, Ryne,” she said softly. |

He misunderstood. “It was the Wardens, the damn -
Wardens with their clubs.”

She looked around as if to make sure there was no one
close enough to overhear. “I know. They’re being disci-
plined.” She reached down and touched him where his
bare hand rested outside the coverlet. “Youw’ll be all right
soon. The nurse told me so.”

Something was bothering Ryne. He finally brought it to
focus in his mind. “The scans—are they working again?”

She laughed shakily. “Of course! They've been working
since before you came back. That was two periods ago.”

Two periods! Two workshifts, two sleepshifts, two lei-
sureshifts—one-fourth of an entire cycle gone. Ryne
cursed the Wardens. He felt cheated, as if he had lost a
piece of something precious.

Time was measured in cycles in the City. Each cycle
was made up of eight days, with each day containing the
three separate shifts. Fifty cycles made up a year. A
technician’s work pattern was three workshifts on, rest
one, two on, rest two in any given cycle. Twice yearly he
was allowed a full rest cycle, a full eight-day period
attached to the end of the most recent two free days. But
the policy was to take a man’s sick time from his full rest
cycles. The Wardens had cheated him of part of that.

22
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As so often, Linne seemed to know what he was think-
ing. “Maybe they won’t take these days away from you.”

Ryne grinned suddenly at his own foolishness. He lifted
a hand, beckoning her close to him. His lips against her
ear, he said, “If everything works out, it won’t matter. I
won’t be counting time the same way.”

Her answer was barely audible. “I didn’t know what
happened. When do you—go?”

“That’s up to the Ooordinator

She laughed, straightening up. “I think you’ll be fine
soon.” Then a brief cloud touc ed her features “By the
way, you're to report personally to the Coordinator as
soon as you're able.”

Personally meant in the Coordinator’s office, in his
actual presence. The interview followed Ryne’s first full
workshift after his release from the Accident Ward. He
stood in front of the polished desk, not sure how to handle
himself. He chose a posture of half-attention. He was
nodded quickly to a chair.

The Coordinator looked much as he had on the video
screen, though in life he seemed taller. He said in his
mellifluous vonce, “I read the report you dictated. Now
that your head is clearer, have you any idea why this
gang—l think that’s the word you used—tried to kidnap
you' 9

Ryne had rehearsed this so much he was afraid he
wouldn’t sound spontaneous. He said, “I can remember a
little more now, but P'm still not clear what they wanted.
I'm sure one of them said, ‘Be careful with him. Laszlo
wants him alive to read a book.’ ”

“Laszlo! I'm not surprised. Did you hear any other
names mentioned?”

“Someone called out, ‘Keep back. Don’t get in the
way.’ ” He stopped briefly. “I can’t recall the name, but it
sounded like a woman’s.”

“Ah. Tara, perhaps?”

“That could be it.”

The Coordinator nodded. “We can talk about this more
when you’re fully recovered. Now tell me about the jam.”

Ryne described in detail what he had done. The Coor-
dinator said, “According to this Mabton, he suggested you
try to trace the wires back to their source. You refused.”
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“I wasn’t ordered to do Warden’s work,” Ryne said
thinly. “I did what I was told.”

The Coordinator seemed unperturbed. “We can discuss
that later too. For the present, continue working as you
have been.”

Ryne rose and started for the doorway. The Coordina-
tor called him back. “One more thing. You can expect a
bonus for your work and recompense for what happened
to you. There’ll be enough for a pair-up for you and this
girl Linne. If you apply, I'll approve it for a full rest cycle
m:l:l see that yours and hers are adjusted to match each
other.”

“Thank you,” Ryne said. He left, not knowing whether
to be pleased or apprehensive. The Coordinator hadn’t
reacted quite as he’d hoped. Yet he seemed to have ac-
cepted the story, though he had shown little interest in the
details. Perhaps at the next session he would ask more
questions,

Ryne called Linne as soon as he could, arranging to
meet her at the Gardens, the place they went to most.

By the time Ryne dropped three levels, Linne had time
to come up two, and so they met at the lifts. She showed
her pleasure at the unexpected extra few minutes together.
They walked hand in hand along the lighted streets, past
shop display windows, and on to the Park area provided
for Uppers with their job status. It was a fair-sized ex-
panse of artificial grass and trees and bushes centered by a
small pond. At one corner was a playfield for children; at
the far rear was a woods, the thick stand of trees and
bushes kept comfortably dim for those who wanted a few
moments of privacy.

The restaurant was placed so that its terrace overlooked
the pond. Ryne seated Linne and brought food from the
dispenser. They ate silently but slowly, glancing up now
and then to smile at each other.

They had met just a little over a year ago when Linne
had been transferred to night-shift communications super-
visor. The attraction had been strong and immediate, and
both had come to treasure every hour they found to share
together. The feeling had continued for Ryne even after
Linne confessed that meeting him had been deliberate on
her part; that originally she had managed her transfer
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solely for that purpose; that, in fact, she had become a
Riser in part to contact him and influence him to return to
those ideals his father and grandfather had preached.

Finished eating, they left the scattering of other diners
and walked past the pond toward the dark side of the
park. Once they were alone, Linne said, “Can you tell me
about it?”

“You haven’t heard from them?”

“No, it would be too risky to contact me at a time like
this. I'm sure that anyone connected with you is moni-
tored.” She glanced at him with a faint smile. “Not that
all Risers aren’t monitored off and on as a matter of

licy.”
poHe told her succinctly what had happened. She said
softly, “Do you regret the decision, Ryne?”

He held back his answer until they had slipped through
a tunnel of bushes to the tiny hidden clearing where they
would be free from observation by other strolling couples.
It was a place they had found shortly after their first
meeting; and it was, Linne had once told Ryne, one of the
few things she liked about Upper City.

They lay side by side, her head lightly on his shoulder.
Ryne said, “What is there to regret? Since you first told
me why you’d come to Upper City, I've had to face the
problem of what my existence means to me. I came to a
decision months ago.” He thought a moment, “As I told
Weir and the others, the only hesitation I had was from
fear of not being able to do what they wanted me to do.”

She stroked his cheek with soft fingertips. “I think I
know you pretty well by now. If it’s possible, you'll do
it.”

He rolled his head and kissed her. They were silent for
a few moments. Then he said, “If the Coordinator falls in
with my plan, we won’t have many more times here.”

“Not here, but if Laszlo succeeds, there’ll be a life-
time.” She hesitated and said almost shyly, “And then
there’s our full rest cycle just a few shifts away.”

“Do you want me to ask for the pair-up license?”

“Yes,” she said. “Oh, yes.”

When they parted at the entrance to her sleeping quar-
ters, Linne said, “The Coordinator is no fool, Ryne. Don’t
let wishful thinking make you believe he is one.”
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He kissed her openly, although there were strolling
couples on the street. “For some reason, he frightens me.
That’s enough to keep me al

The full rest cycle was less than one workshift away
when Ryne was called to the top level for the second time.
This time the Coordinator not onl asked him to sit down
but personally served him a cup o

Ryne took it a bit awkwardly. The Coordinator smiled.
“Does my serving you seem so surprising?” He laughed
aloud. “It’s an old habit, and they’re the hardest kind to
break.”

“Habit?”

“] was once a waiter in the High,” the Coordinator
said. He explained the meaning of the term ‘waiter.’ “As
you probably know, an Upper can’t rise to the High the
way a Lower can rise to Upper status.” He went on to
explain that Uppers, if endowed with certain skills, use-
ful to the Highs, could be taken above when young and
apprenticed—as servants—until they proved themselves,
Then they were trained to strengthen whatever native skills
they possessed. The Coordinator had shown a flair for
administration; when he was finished with his training he
had been returned to Upper City to work his way up to
his present position.

“If all goes well under my administration, my reward
will be retirement to the High. My children will become
Highs, It is a great honor, a great goal to work for.”

He shrugged. “But I didn’t bring you here to discuss
my past or my future.”

“I assumed there was another reason,” Ryne said in his
dry way.

The Coordinator continued to smile. “Two reasons.
First, to tell you that your pair-up license has been ap-
proved. You’ve been assigned a very nice apartment—one
with a separate room for the food dispenser.”

Ryne sipped his synkaf. He waited for the Coordinator
to continue. He said, “Obviously I'm trying to impress
you. I want you to have a little taste of what life in the
upper echelons of Upper City can be like—and it’s much
better than anything you might imagine—roomy quarters
with separate bedrooms, a license for a child, better-
quality foods and wines, more leisure.”
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“Tm a Riser,” Ryne said. “If I ever had any ambitions
like that, I stifled them.”

“Don’t,” the Coordinator said. “You’re a good technmi-
cian. You’re more than that—you think, you anticipate.
You're the kind of man who makes a good Tech Adminis-
tl:i;tl(x,r, a Second-Level Upper, with a chance to go a notch

er.”

Ryne felt fear stirring inside, and excitement. He won-
dtlared if the Coordinator was going to fall in with the
plan.

He said, “Why me?”

“Because something needs repairing—and you’re the
only technician who can do it,” the Coordinator said.

“Repairing? What?”

“The City,” the Coordinator said. “It’s like a giant
machine—no, that’s not a good analogy.”

He leaned toward Ryne, his expression intense. “Did
you ever do much thinking about the City, Ryne? I mean
the whole—from the top to the bottom. The entire living,
lla)reathing organism that exists under what we call thé

ome?”

Ryne shook his head. The City? It was there, It was
something he and everyone else he knew accepted.

“Did you ever wonder where it came from? Why it was
built? What it really is?”

Ryne thought. He’s trying to trap me into admitting I
know more than the schools taught Lowers. Then he
wondered what difference that would make. The Coordi-
nator must know who his father and grandfather had
been, the environment that had influenced him as a child.

He said, “When our ancestors came to this world, one
group wanted to try to live in the open as Earth people
had. The other wanted to be protected as they had been in
the ship that brought them here. It was this group that
built the City. The others struggled for a time against the
terrible weather of the Out and against the wild animals.
Then they disappeared, but we don’t know whether they
died or moved to a better part of the planet.”

“You're close enough,” the Coordinator said. “Go on.”

Ryne said, “The original City was on one level, but as
time passed two social groups developed—those who la-
bored and those who managed. They lived side by side



28 LOUIS TRIMBLE

until the Highs came from space. They had a higher

technology and they used it to gain control of the City.

When they had complete control, they took the machine .
that had built the original City and made it build a new

City on top of the old, a’City with three levels instead of

one. The Highs put the workers on the lowest level, the

managers above them, and themselves at the top. By .
giving privileges to those just below them—the Uppers— ‘
the Highs kept their loyalty.”

“That sounds like a lesson you learned from your
grandfather,” the Coordinator said. “I’'m not going to
waste time arguing the truth of it or the logic of our
system. It’s enough for you to remember that whatever
you once were, now you’re an Upper.”

He moved closer to Ryne. “And as an Upper, you—
and any child you may have—own a share in the City.
You’re part of it. Think of the City as an organism, the
term I used a moment ago. It lives to protect us, to sustain
us. It keeps away the terrors and dangers and discomforts
of the Out, and it feeds and clothes us. It provides the air.
we breathe, the water we require, the food we need. It is
never too warm nor too cold. It takes little from us
physically because our bodies never need to adjust to
changes in climate.” 4

He saw that he was stepping beyond the limits of
Ryne’s understanding. “Climate—changes in weather.
Something none of us have ever known except through the-
old films that show Earth and the planets our ancestors
colonized in the early days of space exploration.

“Imagine if you can, Ryne, a world where food de-:
pends on the whims of a hostile nature. If there isn’t
enough rainfall—water from the sky—or if there’s too
much wind or if too many wild things want to eat the food
man grows from the soil, if any one of these things should
happen men starve. If men are caught in the open—the
Outs of their worlds—without proper clothing or shelter,
they die from too much heat or cold. And there are tiny
living things called viruses and microbes which invade
such men’s bodies and cause terrible sickness or death.
Ryne, many men who have no cities such as ours have
died in great pain from weather or disease or wild animals
attacking them.”
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The Coordinator took a breath. “We’re protected from
all of these things. But what we get, we have to pay for.
And each of us pays according to his ability. That’s an
ancient truism, but one as right today as when it was first
said.”

He leaned forward suddenly. “What do you picture
when you think of the High?”

Ryne had never seen so much as a video projection of a
High, but he had been told a great deal as a child and in
school. He said, “As people. Very clever people who work
very hard to keep the City working for us all.”

The Coordinator’s lips drew back in a semblance of a
smile. He turned away quickly, standing up and striding
now as he talked. “The entire City is one organism. It’s
like a man. The head, the brain—this is the High. It's the
nerve center that guards the rest of the body and instructs
it. The heart that pumps the blood up and down to
nourish the organism—this is Upper City. AHl the other
working parts of the body are Lower City. Here are the
great lungs that pump lifegiving air, the organs that strain
out the poisons. Here are the parts that do the physical
work—the arms and legs, the muscles—to create energy,
food.

“All of these are of equal importance to the organism,
to the City. No man can live without a brain or a heart or
lungs. And if one part is badly injured, the other parts
suffer. Destroy one and the whole organism is destroyed.”

He spoke eloquently. His words, his phrasing, his ex-
pression all held Ryne in rigid silence. He leaned forward,
concentrating so he wouldn’t miss any of the word picture
being painted, any of the ideas the Coordinator’s resonant
voice was bringing to him. When the voice died away,
Ryne leaned back. He was tired, and his hand shook a
little as he lifted his cup.

The Coordinator was waiting for him to speak. He said
finally, “But why me? What can I do?”

He spoke almost without conscious thought of the role
he had come here to play. The Coordinator’s spell was on
gj;n kzind the next words appeared to weave the mesh more

ckly.

“I want you to be the doctor. To cure the disease that
threatens the organism—the City.” He stepped forward.
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“One of its vital parts is threatened, Ryne—Lower City. If
you fail, it will wither and cease to function. And then the
entire City will die.

“And we'll die too—you and I and your Linne. Highs,
Uppgs, Lowers. And any hope of civilization on this
world.”
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The Coordinator stopped and took a brief turn about
the room. “Think about it that way,” he said. He was
silent, leaving Ryne alone for the moment.

Ryne thought about it, and he realized the Coordinator
" had made a mistake. The man had frightened him before;
his mind was quick and trained more than Ryne’s could
ever hope to be. But by pausing, he had broken the spell
of his words, and Ryne was able to lift the net that had
been settling around him.

“I don’t understand what I can do,” he repeated.

The Coordinator sat facing him. “I'll be frank with
you, Ryne. I have agents throughout Lower City—for the
protection of everyone, not to harass. They aren’t always
successful in getting information, but they do hear things—
words not meant for their ears, rumors. All of these I
synthesize. When I see a thread persisting, I try to track it
down. What I'm going to tell you now is one of those
threads.

“Laszlo has found some of the old books in the ancient
script, books from the original ship. And he found some-~
thing in those books that can be a threat to our existence.”

“Do you mean information about weapons?” Ryne
asked.

If the Coordinator knew that Ryne was acting he gave
no sign. He said, “I don’t know. That’s one of the things I
need to find out. But I do know that only one man in the
City—perhaps on this entire world—could possibly trans-
late the ancient script into language meaningful to Laszlo.
That man is you.”

31
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Ryne was on firm ground now. He knew what to say to
the Coordinator. “I learned so little in the first place, and
I've forgotten most of that.”

“Not forgotten, only pushed to the back of your
mind,” the Coordinator said. He smiled thinly at Ryne. “I
have complete files on the history of the Readers and
Listeners. I know how each succeeding Reader was
groomed by his predecessor. I know that from the time
you first began to talk, you were subjected to both our
language and the ancient one. Before you learned to read
in school, you were reading simple children’s books in the
ancient language. The knowledge is still in you, Ryne.”

He nodded as if answering a question Ryne had been
about to ask. “That’'s why you’re the one man who can
help. I want to give you to Laszlo and his group. I want
you to find out what you’re expected to read—and what it
means. And then I want you to report that information to
me. I want you to learn every detail of Laszlo’s plan to
destroy us; I want to know those details. In no other way
can I be in a position to heal the wounds he’ll inflict on
the City.”

The analogy had fascinated, hypnotized, Ryne before.
Now its magic was gone. He said in a puzzled tone, “I
can’t just go down and ask Laszlo to take me in—not
after the way I fought to get away.”

“No,” the Coordinator agreed. “But you can get them to
help you in such a way that you'll logically be grateful to
them for doing s0. You can go down as an Exile.”

The victory was almost too easy; and suddenly Ryne
was afraid. He was not just afraid that the Coordinator
vl;:sﬁ ;!)Iaying with him, but afraid of the very word itself.

e

He had seen an Exile briefly when he was a boy. A
youngish man who had risen (some years before) was sent-
back on suspicion of being an activist against Upper City.
He came back to Lower City with nothing but the rough
jumper worksuit of a Lower, the pockets empty. Bully
Boys were waiting for him, and only quick intervention by
friends saved him from being beaten to death. But once he
was healed of his beating, he still had nothing. There was
no work for him, and a man in Lower City without work
was a man without access to food or shelter. His friends
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helped as much as their limited means allowed. But he
soon disappeared. Ryne recalled the rumors—he had died
of starvation; he had killed himself; he had been caught
and turned into the Out, to be devoured by the wild
animals there or to die of the terrible summer heat or
winter cold. Then Ryne remembered his name. It had
been Corso.

The Coordinator said, “You’ll have to fight when you
first go into Lower City. But Laszlo’s people should be
there, waiting to help you. I'll make sure that they know
you're being exiled. They’ll save you so they can use

ou.”
y “But what if I can’t learn enough of the old tongue to
be of use?” Ryne demanded. “What happens to me
then?”

Instead of answering, the Coordinator asked, “Do you
remember your grandfather reading? Do you remember
the Listeners when he read first in the ancient tongue and
then translated?”

“I remember people laughing sometimes—not because
anything was funny but from pure pleasure and excite-
ment. And I remember some of them crying. Now and
then someone would cry, ‘Yes! Yes!’”

“Did you ever read from the Book?”

“Only to Grandfather. I was just beginning to learn it
when the raid happened.”

“But you remember what the Book said?”

Not clearly, Ryne had to admit. It had been too long
ago; he had been too young. He tried to put into words
what little he could recall. “It was about the things great
men of the past—men of Earth—had thought and written
for others. It was about the way of life on Earth before
men were driven to seek living room on other worlds. It
wasn’t exciting like a story. A lot of the words didn’t mean
too much to me, in either language.”

The Coordinator nodded. “That’s good enough. I think
you can do it, Ryne. Are you willing? I’'m not asking an
easy thing of you. It could be very dangerous. If your true
reason for being there is ever suspected . ..”

He paused there, leaving the remainder of what he
might have said to Ryne’s imagination. Ryne sat silently,



34 LOUIS TRIMBLE

his expression thoughtful. He said finally, “And after it’s
over—if I succeed—what happens to me, to Linne?”

“If you succeed, you’ll be promoted with a chance to
work up to Second Level.” He waved away Ryne’s next
question. “The Exile will not be a permanent part of your
record. That’s merely a device to make you look genuine.
You’ll be accused, tried, and sentenced. But once you’ve
been taken by Laszlo’s group, that record will be com-
pletely destroyed.”

“And if I fail?”” Ryne persisted.

“If you’'ve made an honest effort, nothing will have
changed,” the Coordinator said. “You return to things as
they are. Perhaps you’ll be given a one-notch promotion;
you won’t be penalized.”

He went to his desk and returned with two large
holophotos. One was of a man. The Coordinator said,
“Laszlo.” Ryne studied the lean, bony face. The olive skin
stretched taut across high cheekbones. The mouth was
thin, the nose long and deeply indented at the bridge. But
the dark eyes caught Ryne’s attention. They burned from
the picture as if peering into his brain. Through them he
could feel the intensity of the man, the dedication. His
father had had much that same dedication, but in him
there had been a compassion. In Laszlo, Ryne could sense
none,

“He was born an Upper,” the Coordinator said. “His
brilliance caught the interest of the Highs early and he
was taken up and trained to be a research scientist. He
was regarded very favorably to the point where he was
allowed a close friendship with a High official’s daughter.
Then he was discovered in the act of sabotaging the
laboratory where he worked. He was destroying all the
records and substituting others that would make it appear
as if the High were trying to create semi-robots of the
Lowers, to turn them into perfect servants, Writings were
found in his quarters—writings that showed clearly he
intended to tear down the structure of the City and to
rebuild it according to his own ideas of what was right.

“He was exiled to Lower City. There he immediately
disappeared. That was a year and a half ago.”
allRyne said skeptically, “How do you know he’s still

ive?”
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“Rumors,” the Coordinator said promptly. “And who
else would have conceived that plan to jam the scans at a
time when you would have to be the man to go and fix the
jam? He did it not to annoy us but to capture you, Ryne.
All the information I've been able to get points directly to
that.”

He handed Ryne the other picture. It was of the incred-
ibly aristocratic and beautiful woman he had met so
briefly. “That’s Tara,” the Coordinator said. “She was the
daughter of the High official I mentioned. She worked as
Laszlo’s assistant, and when he was exiled, she was also
suspected of sabotage. She was sent here for rehabilita-
tion, But it was a waste of time. Finally she too had to be
exiled to Lower City; and from there, like Laszlo, she
disappeared. Together they make a dangerous team.”

He took back the photographs. “The last day of your
rest cycle—of your pair-up with your Linne—you’ll be
arrested. But until then, there will be no trouble. So enjoy
yourself.” He smiled faintly. “But don’t forget to continue
your daily work at the gymnasium. You may need all the
strength and skill you have when you reach Lower City.
The Bully Boys will be waiting.”

“And you won’t tell the Wardens to keep them off
me?” Ryne demanded.

“If I do, Laszlo will be suspicious,” the Coordinator
said. “We just have to risk it. They should rescue you
before you’re too badly hurt. Besides, a man of your size
and in your physical condition should be able to handle
quite a few Bully Boys.” He added, as if the thought
pleased him, “If you break a few of their heads, no one
will really object.”

Ryne took a deep breath and stood up. “T'll do my
best,” he said, and started for the door.

He stopped and looked back questioningly. “Linne?”

“Don’t concern yourself,” the Coordinator said prompt-
ly. “Once you've been accepted by Laszlo, I'll bring her
here and make sure she understands the situation. You
don’t have to worry that you’ll come back and find you’ve
lost her to someone else.”

“Thank you,” Ryne said. He left. As the lift carried
him down to his level, he wondered how long it would be
before he came up here again. And he realized suddenly
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that he could never return unless he actually put himself
on the Coordinator’s side.

The thought was briefly, fleetingly tempting. The life of
a Second-Level Upper was a good one—it meant comfort
beyond anything he had ever hoped for; it meant security;
it meant status for his child.

And it meant that for every Upper who enjoyed those
things, a dozen Lowers lived in hopeless hungry emptiness
from their birth to relief in death.

He smiled thinly, thinking of Linne’s remark that he
was very suggestible. For a brief few moments back there
he had been caught in the net of the man’s eloquence. But
now he was free.

He laughed aloud. Free? Free to follow the dictates of a
man like Laszlo. Free to risk his life for Lowers, many of
whom cared for nothing more than what they had, and
:;ho would resent anything anyone might try to do for

em.

But it wasn’t those people he was working for, Ryne
realized suddenly. It was their children and their chil-
dren’s children.

He went on down, relieved and at the same time unsure
of himself,
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A full rest cycle could be a terribly short time, Ryne
discovered, but it was long enough for him to learn things
about Linne he had not known before. He found that two
people could live in joy and sorrow at the same time.
There was joy at their being together; and there was
sorrow for what lay so soon ahead—with the growing
possibility that this could well be their last time together.

With each day, the uneasy conviction grew in both of
them that the Coordinator’s quick decision to exile Ryne
had more behind it than luck for Laszlo’s cause. When
Ryne would go off to the gymnasium for his prescribed
exercise, Linne would “shop”; and then they would lie
close together, whispering in case a sounding device had
been planted in their almost too elegant quarters.

On the last day they were together, Ryne summed up
for them both. “The kind of defensive and offensive tac-
tics they teach me looked helpful at first. And they would
be against one or two or even three Bully Boys. But they
contain the kind of violence that would only make a mob
angry and leave me open to attack.”

He was whispering with his lips close to her ear. He ran
a hand over her soft hair. “And the information you
picked up—wherever you get it—sounds no better.” He
was referring to a recent tightening of security regulations
in Lower City, a new review of the files of all Risers, an
increase in the number of Auxiliaries, those semi-trained
forces of Uppers under the Coordinator’s command, and
the rumored creation of a new network of paid Lower
agents—their rewards in the form of food and those small
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but eagerly wanted privileges for people to whom any
concession was a privilege.

“Do I report this to Weir and the others?”

“They already know,” Linne answered. “What we can’t
find out is where all this is leading. In some ways the
Coordinator seems to be anticipating us; in others he
seems to be reacting to panic. We just don’t know what to
expect.”

And then suddenly their chance to worry about the
problem together was ended. A knock came at the door
the last morning. Two men in the uniforms of Auxiliaries
waited there. The taller said politely, “You’re to come
with us. Suspicion of subversion.”

Linne played her role well, Ryne thought. “But that’s
impossible!” she cried. “He’s been rewarded for ...”

Ryne turned and kissed her. “Some administrative mis-
take,” he said. “I'll see you soon.”

Her lips under his lifted in a quivering smile. Then she
turned away and Ryne went with the two men. He had
nothing more than the clothes he was wearing, and once in
detention those were taken from him except for his boots.
Before midday he found himself in a courtroom, facing a
judge and the charge council. He stood before the judge’s
bar, uncomfortable in the stiff gray jumper suit he had
gifln given. In silence he listened to the charge against

One Ryne, nightshift Scan Technician . . .

The formal language seemed to go on endlessly. But in
essence he was accused of failing to follow up the scan
jam tap because he wanted to protect those responsible. It
was a flimsy enough charge and one that would never
have stood up in the face of a defense. But the Coordina-
tor had seen to it he was permitted no defense; after all,
the temporary written record of the charge and of his
sentencing and the word-of-mouth rumors were the im-
portant things here.

He heard the heavy word “exile,” and within the hour
he was on his way down the lift shaft to the Fishbowl, as
Lowers called the glass-walled room where the Ilift
stopped. Ryne had entered it as a Riser those many years
before. Then he had been treated with a kind of stiff
courtesy by the two Wardens who manned the room. Now
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there was none of that courtesy. He was unceremoniously
herded to the doorway leading into Lower City.

Ryne walked expressionlessly forward, forcing himself
to look through the heavy glasslike walls at the dim streets
stretching outward. He could see a line of people forming,
most with dull expressions showing faint flickers of hope
that they would find excitement to break the grinding
monotony of their lives. The other faces Ryne remem-
bered only too well—the anticipation in the expressions of
the Bully Boys spreading themselves quietly through the
crowd. They stood out, not only in their youngness but in
their strength and energy. Poorly fed by Upper City stan-
dards, they were still in better physical condition than
other Lowers. The Wardens saw to that.

Ryne opened the door. He took a step forward and
stopped, listening to the door click shut behind him. The
people had fallen into two lines, forming a gauntlet he
would have to run. And at its end would be what? He had
no immediate answer. Beyond the end of the street he
faced there was nothing but more Lower City, more
dreary, stained buildings and dim streets. And everywhere
was the stench that he had almost forgotten—the indefin-
able but all-pervading odor of tired poverty and decay and
hopelessness.

Ryne started walking because there was nothing else to
do. He had no idea where he could go. If he was to be
rescued, he saw no signs of anyone who might offer him
help. And he could think of no one who would befriend
him, give him food or shelter, if he did get through the
growing mob. He kept moving, steadily, not too fast and
not too slowly.

He was halfway along the line when a rough young
voice called, “How does it smell to you, Riser?”

“His name is Ryne,” an old woman’s voice said. “I
remember him when he was a boy. He was in the Read-
er’s family.”

“One of them do-nothings,” a young male voice
sneered. “One of them smart ones with a lot of talk and no
guts to fight.”

Ryne turned his head to look into vicious features,
hungry for destruction, hungry for some way to satisfy the
need for violence that was always part of a Bully Boy.
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“He don’t look glad to get back!” a woman called
jeeringly.

Ryne continued to walk. He could feel movement be-
hind him now and he knew that the line was closing
ranks. He never did learn who threw the first piece of
crumbling brick. It struck him on the temple, sending a
thin trace of blood down his cheek. The line began to
close ahead of him now, and he could smell the peculiar
stench of mob excitement.

He shook his head, not giving them the satisfaction of
wiping away the blood, and pushed on. Now they had a
wall formed against him. Another piece of brick struck
him on the shoulder, the pain of it making him blink.
Faces leered at him, some mocking, some simple, some
openly vicious. He tried to curb his anger against the older
people, knowing what motivated them. But he made no
effort to hide his contempt for the Bully Boys. He swung
hﬂias heavy shoulders, forcing his way toward the nearest of

em.

“Move aside,” Ryne said to the older people in his way.
His voice was pitched low. “I don’t want to hurt any of
you real Lowers.”

A well-fleshed figure between youth and manhood
slgspp‘e?d in front of him. “Who do you want to hurt,

er' 4

Ryne reached out, catching the other by a solid wrist.
He applied pressure, twisting the way he had been taught
in the gymnasium. Few could see what he was doing, but
none could miss the result. The young man screamed in
anguish and went to his knees.

Ryne released him. “Move aside!” he repeated.

“We’ll knock the Upper out of him for that!” a boy’s
voice screamed. It came from behind Ryne. He tried to
turn, feeling the threat, but the crowd had him too tightly
pinned now. He felt the first touch of the brick as it was
slammed violently against his skull. Then everyone
seemed to melt away, giving him room to fall. He went to
his knees and remained that way, his head hanging. A
foot came out and caught him alongside the head. Anoth-
er smashed into his mouth. Someone shouted in glee and
came down on his back with the full weight of a standing



THE CITY MACHINE 41

jump. Ryne collapsed to the dirty pavement. He barely
felt the kicks and blows that drummed on him.

Then fingernails raked his forehead, clawing for his
eyes, and he completely lost control, With a cry of sheer
terror, he reached out both hands and caught two slim
wrists. He jerked, rolling over and kicking up with his
knee. The woman cried out as she was flung away. He
began lashing with his feet and the crowd fell back. Ryne
staggered up, blood running from his bruised face, from
the corner of his mouth, and from his nostrils. He saw a
boy with a rock and he started for him, his face a mask of
savagery.

The boy dropped his rock and turned, stumbling as he
ran. A foot came out to trip Ryne. He turned, caught a
man before he could run, and hit him viciously in the
face. The man’s weight sagged down on Ryne’s hands. He
lifted the body and threw it at a group of six moving
toward him.

“He’s crazy. He'll kill us!” someone shricked. Half of
the crowd scattered as a wave of panic moved over them.
The remainder fell back, watching Ryne. He turned to see
that there was no one behind him. Sucking in a steadying
breath, he began walking up the street again. Small knots
of silent watchers fell away as he neared them. The Bully
Boys had disappeared, fleeing for the moment into what-
ever holes they had crawled out of. Ryne forgot them. He
forgot everything but the need to keep moving, to get
someplace where he might find safety.

He reached the intersection and he was alone. He took
one more step and felt himself falling. He sprawled on the
street and lay there, knowing he should move before they
came back and kicked him again—and knowing that he
could not move.

He heard footsteps. Voices that had become familiar in
their viciousness brushed his ears. They were coming back;
they would kill him this time.

And then he heard a cold, clear voice slashing through
the curses and chatters of ecstasy from those moving
toward him. “You stinking animals. Get away before we
break you into pieces!”

The voices was somehow familiar, but too blurred for
Ryne to place. He tried to lift his throbbing head but he
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could manage only a faint jerking. Hands caught him
beneath the armpits and lifted him to his knees. Now he
could hear other footsteps, quick, running ones coming
toward him.

The voice of the man holding him said, “Carry him
easy. He’s pretty badly beaten.”

Motion nauseated Ryne and he rolled his head to vom-
it. But the feeling ended quickly as he lost consciousness.
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Ryne awoke to the lingering familiarity of the dark,
close odors of his childhood, and he knew that he was in a
basement room somewhere in Lower City. He tried to lift
his eyelids and to raise his head, but the effort was too
great and he lay back quietly.

“He’s awake,” the last voice he remembered hearing
said. The voice wasn’t as cold now as it had been. A hand
touched his shoulder. “Easy, Ryne. You’re safe now.”

Ryne recognized Mabton’s sharp tones. He tried to
answer and winced as pain battered at his lips. Another
hand, smaller than Mabton’s, and more gentle, slid under
his back and lifted him slightly. A different voice, a
woman’s, murmured, “I’m bringing a cup to your mouth.
Be careful. It's hot tea.”

His lips hurt as the liquid slid over them. But he liked
the astringent taste of the tea cleansing his mouth and the
warmth of it working through his body. He took three
swallows before the cup was taken away. “That’s enough
for now,” the woman said. Fuzzily, Ryne recalled that her
name was Tara, and that she was beautiful.

“When can we take him?” Mabton asked.

“He’ll have to rest a good while before he can make
that trip,” Tara answered. “It’s only been three days since
we brought him here.”

Mabton laughed. “Ryne’s not soft. He hung right in
there when we made the trip along the ducts. And he gave
back a lot of that beating he took—with interest. Let his
bruises ease up and he can make the trip.”

What trip, Ryne wondered. His mind fastened on
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Tara’s words: ... only three days.” He had been uncon-
scious that long!

“I say give him a full cycle,” Tara said.

A cycle! The idea appalled Ryne. But more than a cycle
passed before he could see clearly, before he could sit up
and take nourishment without help, and before he could
attend to his own needs in the bathroom down the dim,
damp hallway.

When he could look around, he found little to see. The
room was as drab as it smelled, dismally lighted by one
ancient type of lamp bulb hanging from the ceiling, a few
pieces of battered furniture, and an old black-clothed
crone who tended to his wants until he was able to handle
hlismself. The cycle and more passed before he saw anyone
else.

He was sprawled on the bed, feeling pleased at the
quickness with which his strength returned after the occa-
sional draining of his energy required by walking down
the hall. The door opened to let Tara in. Deep-gray eyes
:::ialnsured him, and then her full, mobile mouth lifted in a

e.

“You look almost human again,” she said. “You can
leave in a few days.”

“Leave for where?”

She gave him a surprised look. “You don’t know? You
weren’t told?” Ryne shook his head, and she gestured
toward the half-full mug and empty plate by his bed.
“Where do you think your food comes from? Your tea?”

Ryne hadn’t thought about it; but then he hadn’t really
tasted the food either except to notice that the old crone
had a knack for scorching everything. He wasn’t yet up to
thinking about it. He shook his head again.

“The Out,” Tara said.

Ryne felt the ice of fear run through him, a totally
irrational and uncontrollable fear. The Out! He could hear
his mother threatening him with the Out, with the savage
beasts and the terrible climate—the summer heat and win-
ter cold and the violent storms that could batter a human
body to insensibility within minutes. Ryne’s concept of
weather and seasons and storms was vague at best,
gleaned from old tales and schoolbooks, as was his knowl-
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edge of wild beasts. Yet they became vivid horrors in his
child’s mind.

And after the raid that killed his father and caused his
grandfather’s death, his mother continued to talk of the
Out—of the men who were sent there, the last stage of
Exile. Had he ever known of any who came back?

And he recalled sharply being taken as a boy to the
strangely wide gates at the far side of Lower City. Now he
knew that those gates were set in the City’s shell, its
opaque wall of force that kept the Out at bay. But then he
had thought of them as opening onto the end of the
world. His mother had shown him the solidly closed gates
and the crisscross of light beams that provided the alarm
system.

“If you’re really bad, they open that little door in the
big gate and send you through—into the Out,” she had told
him. He had been six years old at the time.

The Out! In a few days he would be going there. Fear
was a tangible wave of icy, fetid air about him. He
reached for his tea and his hand shook so that he slopped
some on the coverlet under him.

“We all live there,” Tara said. “It’s quite safe.”

“If you say you live there, then I have to believe it’s
safe. My mind has to believe; my emotions can’t yet,”
Ryne said.

“You’ll adjust quickly enough,” she assured him. “But
don’t think about it. Exercise your body by walking
around here, but let your mind rest some more.”

She added, “And I mean stay here—in this room or in
the hall. Don’t go into the streets.”

“The Bully Boys are still looking for me after all this
time?”

“And the Wardens,” she said. “But especially the Bully
Boys. It seems you gave one a little too much of his own
medicine. They still aren’t sure he’ll recover. Just stay off
the streets.”

“All right,” Ryne said.

After she had gone, he thought about her injunction
about the Out. With grim humor, he wondered which was
the better choice—facing the Bully Boys and Wardens in
the streets or facing the Out?
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I;Il?.t that it mattered, of course; he really had no choice
at

The Coordinator rapped the dispatch on his desk with a
stiff finger. “I gave orders for Ryne to be beaten, not half
killed. Why didn’t the Wardens keep the Bully Boys under
better control?”

':;I sent the message as you instructed,” the Secretary
said.

The Coordinator waved him to a chair. “Listen to me
carefully so that yowll understand the reason for the
instructions I'll give you. I want no hesitation, no ques-
tioning. I want immediate action.”

“The Secretary sat down. The Coordinator said, “Ryne
is the one hope we have of getting information in time to
act on it. Until we know the final step to Laszlo’s plan,
we're helpless.”

“"I‘he Auxiliaries,” the Secretary suggested weakly, “are

“Dammit, man, why do you think I went to all the
trouble of falling in with Laszlo’s childish scheme of
contacting Ryne and then having him get me to exile him?
Because I need Ryne’s ability to read the old language as
much as Laszlo does.”

He frowned at the uncomprehending look on the Secre-
tary’s face. “You're aware that—no, of course you aren’t,
since you're new here.” He paused and began again. “You
should know that I had Ryne brought up here because as
a potential reader he could develop into a threat to us. I
also had the girl, Linne, brought up when I learned she
was being trained as their chief spy. They think they
manipulated her rising; but it was I, not they.”

The Secretary shook his head in disbelief. “You say
she’s an agent, yet you made her a Communications Su-
pervisor?”

“Of course. Think, man, who else is in a better position
to transmit to Laszlo the information I want him to have?
Whenever I want something passed on, I let this girl,
Linne, discover it. She takes care of the difficulties for me.
But she’s very clever. More than once she’s sent out
information I didn’t want Laszlo to know.”

He waved her aside with a brusque movement of his
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hand. “But Ryne is the problem. He thinks I've sent him
to discover that Laszlo’s plan is to build a new City just
for Lowers.”

One of his rare moments of anger caught him. “A new
City for Lowers! Do you realize what that means to
us—no one to work the factories, run the utilities. We do
the work ourselves or we go hungry, choke for lack of air,
live in darkness, die of thirst! I didn’t spend my life
working to end up as a factory slavel”

The Secretary said, “This machine, can’t you have it
destroyed?”

“If I knew where it was, yes. But Laszlo hid it after
some fool Outer showed it to him. That’s one of the things
Iwant Ryne to learn—where the machine is. But that won’t
be enough. He has to discover the final step in Laszlo’s
plan, the one thing we have to know. Our chances of
destroying the machine are very slim. Pm going on the
assumption that ultimately Laszlo will succeed in building
his new City. What I must find out is how he plans to get
the Lowers from this City to that one!”

The Secretary said fumblingly, “You think that if Ryne
manages to translate the Book so that Laszlo can build the
City, then Laszlo will have to tell him the final step in the
plan—how he’s going to get the Lowers from this City.”

“That’s what I said,” the Coordinator snapped. “He has
to tell the plan sooner or later. He can’t do it by himself.”

“But if Ryne isn’t really one of us . ..”

“He isn’t,” the Coordinator said. “His psych-profile
showed clearly that his early childhood had a tremendous
influence on him. He was a potential focal point for
rebellion. I told you that was why I had him brought up.
He buried those feelings, yes, but this Linne brought them
back to the surface. No, Ryne is their man, not ours.”

“Then,” the Secretary said with bold stubbornness,
“even if Ryne does learn the rest of Laszlo’s plan, how
can we get the information from him?”

The Coordinator smiled. “As time goes on, Ryne will
learn that he can walk in the City with immunity. I'll see
to that. Also, he will contact me at regular intervals—
either because he thinks he might gain information from
me or because Laszlo instructs him to. Then a day will
come when Ryne enters the City and finds that he no
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longer has that immunity. He will be easy to capture. And
once I have him-again, I can get the information I want.”

The Secretary looked shocked. “You can’t torture a
man ...”

“Of course not. No more than I could order Laszlo’s
assassination. It’s as much against my conditioning as it is
against yours. But I don’t need torture to get Ryne to talk.
I have something very important to him—something I'll
trade for his information. I have his Linne.”

The Secretary showed his admiration by his expression.
Then he said, “Wouldn’t it have been simpler not to have
let Ryne go at all? If he doesn’t translate the Book, how
can Laszlo ever build his new City?”

“Don’t be a fool, man. Laszlo is a skilled scientist.
Given time, he can figure it out. Oh, it would take him a
few years—three or four—but sooner or later, he’d make
that machine work.”

He rose from the chair in his restless way. “I'm retiring
in a few years. Do you think they’ll take me into the High,
make Highs of my children, if I leave a threat like Laszlo
as the legacy for my successor? No, Laszlo’s plan must be
destroyed once and for all—and destroyed soon. That’s
why I sent Ryne. He’s the only man who can make it
happen within a short time.”

He sat down again. “Now understand me. Send orders
that until further notice, Ryne is not to be molested in any
way by anyone whenever he appears in Lower City. That
order goes to the Wardens immediately.

“Once I know that Laszlo has finally divulged the last
step in his plan—the way he intends to get the mass of
Lowers to leave this City—then I'll rescind that order.
But until then, it stands!”

“How can the lowers leave whether or not Laszlo wants
them to?” the Secretary argued. “We control the gates to
the Out. If they should attack, there are the Wardens and
the Auxiliaries.”

“Laszlo knows that as well as we do,” the Coordinator
snapped. “Whatever plan he devises will take our
strengths into account. That’s why I have to know what he
intends. He’s clever.

T have to be in a position to be a little more clever.”

Part of the Secretary’s job was to stimulate the Coordi-
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nator’s thought processes by putting forth arguments and
objections to whatever decisions the Coordinator planned.
He said now, “What if we do succeed—if we destroy
Laszlo’s plan and, ultimately, his machine? How will that
prevent others from going into the Out and forming the
core of another rebel group? There has always been one or
another underground since the Highs came.”

“True. But remember, until Weir and his friends went
into the Out after the raids seventeen years ago, the dis-
sidents lived in the sewers. But Weir knew enough history
to realize he could risk the Out. Yet if it hadn’t been for the
colony of Outers who live nearby, he and his friends
would never have survived. No City-bred man could live
without help. He would need too long to adapt to the
different conditions. If there were no Outers, no group
could follow this present one into the Out.”

He stabbed a finger at the Secretary. “Once I defeat
Laszlo, once I find his machine and have him and his
people in custody, then I'll send my Auxiliaries into the
Out. With our technology, we’ll run that colony of Outers
so far away that they can’t help any furture dissidents.
And before I destroy the machine, I'll use it to build a
barrier no man can penetrate. Then I’ll have full controL
My successor will inherit a stable, peaceful City.

“Now, go send those orders I gave you. And check
back. See that they’re carried out with no mistakes.”
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Ryne’s restlessness grew as his rate of healing increased.
Soon he was able to move about easily, with no signs of
weariness. But Tara insisted that he stay awhile longer.

“The trip isn’t easy. Neither is meeting Laszlo,” she
said. “Give yourself a few more days.”

Ryne knew his needs well enough to realize that just
hiking up and down the gloomy hallway wouldn’t build
his strength. What he needed was a series of good long
walks, even some jogging when he felt up to it. He
grinned a little, thinking of Tara’s reaction when he told
her he’d gone out for a long walk. Then maybe she’d
agree to let him leave this semi-prison. He no longer
feared going into the Out; reason told him that he could
survive if Tara and the others had.

He had to do some maneuvering to escape the watchful
eye of the old crone. Finally he caught her dozing and
slipped out of the room quietly. He turned to his left,
toward the stairs rather than the bathroom down the hall.
They twisted upward to what seemed at first to be a solid
wall. He felt along it until he found the crack marking the
edge of a doorway. A strong push and a panel in the wall
swung back, revealing a street-level hall with the outside
door only a few meters away.

Ryne hesitated only briefly before opening the door and
stepping into the stench of Lower City. What lay in front
of him was no more prepossessing than the room he’d left,
Ryne thought with sour humor, but it was less confining.
At this hour of the afternoon, the street was empty in both
directions. An hour or so from now it would be filled with
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workers as the factory shifts changed, and so Ryne de-
cided to limit himself to no more than thirty minutes. He
turned to his right and started up the narrow sidewalk.

Then the street was no longer empty. At the corner
ahead, three Bully Boys appeared. They stopped, leaning
against a building wall and watching him in silence. He
turned to go in the other direction. He glanced back as he
passed the doorway he had just come through. Two of the
Bully Boys had peeled themselves from the building and
were coming slowly toward him. He flexed his hands,
wondering if he had the strength to fight.

He moved closer to the doorway and waited for them.
They came steadily, swaggering, clearly relishing their
self-proclaimed importance. Behind the pair, the third
Bully Boy had been joined by three others. That made
six, more than he could handle. The first two were close
enough now for him to see the anticipation on their faces.
Ryne tensed himself. They might get him, but before they
did he’d have the satisfaction of wiping the expressions off
this pair.

A flicker of movement on the left caught Ryne’s atten-
tion. A Warden vehicle was coming around the far corner
toward him. Two Wardens were visible through the protec-
tive transparent bubble covering the passenger compart-
ment. The one beside the driver had his riot club ready,
the butt resting on his thigh.

Ryne moved backward, his hand reaching for the door
latch, He jerked at it and felt the resistance. He jerked
again. The door refused to yield. In front of him the
Warden vehicle had reached the curb. The Bully Boys
were only a half-dozen strides away, walking faster now.
The bubble door swung open and the Warden with the
riot club jumped out.

Ryne began pounding his fist against the door panel. A
Bully Boy laughed at him. The oncoming Warden grinned
and lifted his club so that Ryne could see him adjust the
power of the charge it held. Ryne stopped wasting his
strength in futile anger and crouched slightly, waiting for
the three to reach him.

A sudden sharp keening came from the vehicle. The
Warden stopped and turned, looking at his partner. He
gave a hand signal and the Warden close to Ryne held out
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his club, stopping the Bully Boys. The man in the vehicle
was using the communicator, frowning as he listened. He
hung it back-on the dashboard and gave another hand
signal. It had no meaning for Ryne but it made the
Warden swear angrily.

One of the Bully Boys laughed. “Duties, Warden?
Leave Ryne to us. We’ll bring you the pieces.”

“You’'ll get the hell away from here—all of you,” the
Warden snapped.

“Hey, this is that exiled Riser,” The Bully Boy said.
“He—!’

“I said, movel”

They both hesitated briefly and then turned, going slowly
back the way they’d come. One turned and called, “Later,
Riser. Later.”

The Warden nodded at Ryne. His expression was hun-
gry. “Remember that, Ryne.” Turning, he stamped back
to the vehicle and climbed in. It moved off down the
street, following the Bully Boys as if to make sure they
kept going. Ryne could see the driver explaining some-
thing to his still-angry partner.

Behind Ryne the door came open suddenly. A hand
caught his shoulder and jerked him inside. Mabton said,
“You damn fool. Come on.” He started toward the base-
ment stairs.

Ryne said, “Why did they quit? Why didn’t they attack
me 117

“Just be glad they changed their minds.” Mabton let
Ryne go first and paused behind him to swing the wall
panel closed. “What did you think you were doing, going
into the open that way?”

“I needed more exercise than I can get down here,”
Ryne said. “I'm ready to leave this place.”

“Tara says you aren’t,” Mabton answered. “But that
doesn’t matter any more. You as good as told the Bully
Boys and Wardens where you're hiding. We’ll have to
leave whether you’re fit or not.”

“They already knew,” Ryne said. “The Bully Boys
were waiting for me. So were the Wardens.”

Mabton swore softly but made no comment. He led the
way past the room where Ryne had lain so long and on to
the end of the hall. Here he crouched, lifting a threadbare
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piece of carpet and then a square meter of flooring. Tak-
ing a hand torch from his pocket, he slashed the light
down into darkness.

“Go down the ladder,” Mabton said. “It’s a long climb,
so take it slow.”

Even with the light from Mabton’s torch, Ryne could
see only a short distance down. He backed onto the ladder
and began climbing, easing one foot after the other care-
fully. Now and then he looked down, able to see more as
his eyes grew accustomed to the dimness. Finally he made
out the floor, and then he was standing on its slightly
curved surface. When Mabton joined him with the torch,
Ryne saw that they were in a great tube, over two meters
across and lined with stained and very old ceramic mate-
rial.

“This is one of the drains from the original one-level
City,” Mabton said. He started forward, making Ryne
take quick, long strides to keep up.

Ryne wondered where this tube led. If it was what
Mabton claimed, then they were far beneath the streets of
Iél.gwer City, beneath even the streets of that first one-level

ty.

Ryne said, “Why don’t we use the old streets? That’s
the way the Listeners used to get to our place to hear my
grandfather read.”

“We did at one time,” Mabton said. “But the Wardens
know how to get to them. They've set trip alarms on every
corner. All we can do is use these old tunnels.”

“Does this lead to the Out?”

“Not this one,” Mabton answered. “It was blocked off
when the second City was built. We have to go up and
then down again to reach the tunnel that used to connect
to the spaceship. When the High destroyed what was left
of it, they sealed all the tunnels too.” He slowed and
turned, his grin showing in the light from his torch. “But
what'’s been sealed can be unsealed. Now save your breath
and come on.”

Ryne found that Mabton was right. He needed all of
his breath and energy. He began to sweat under his cloth-
ing, and his muscles started to tremble from exhaustion.

Mabton kept him moving, slowing the pace a little but
not stopping. They came to another ladder. This one went
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up; and to Ryne the climb seemed interminable. Finally
he lay panting on the dust-covered floor of the cavernous
building where he had met Weir and Tara.

Mabton remained silent until Ryne’s breathing became
more normal. Then, gently, he helped Ryne to his feet and
led the way across the cavernous room to a rusting tank
on the far side.

“From here we follow the route Weir and Tara used
that day they met us.”

Ryne remained silent, knowing now that he had to
conserve all of his strength. Opening a door in the tank,
Mabton led the way to its center. A manhole opened to
darkness. Another ladder, Ryne discovered wearily. They
climbed down to a tunnel similar to the one they had first
come through.

“Last climb,” Mabton said cheerfully. “All downhill
walking from here on.”

Once Mabton moved a bit too fast, stumbled, and
momentarily lost the torch. For the first time in his life
Ryne experienced true darkness. Always he had known
light. In the daytime it filtered through the great force
dome protecting the City and was augmented by hidden
diffused lighting. At night, light was muted, but always it
was there. Even in his sleeping quarters and in the apart-
ment he had shared with Linne there was always soft, dim
light. This blackness reached out to press around him with
tangible, frightening force. It seemed to have a physical
presence, a touch and scent of its own. The shock of it
stayed with him for some time.

Suddenly they were blocked by a solid wall of the same
fused ceramic material that lined the tunnels they had
come through. Mabton pressed against the wall and
reached up, running his fingers back and forth until he
found what he sought. He pressed and a curved piece of
the wall swung out, wide enough for them to step through.

Darkness rushed at them. Darkness and air such as
Ryne had never experienced. For a moment he was puz-
zled, uncomprehending. Then he realized that he was
feeling cold.

“Keep moving,” Mabton advised. “It won’t last long.”

Teeth chattering, Ryne followed Mabton and stood
aside as he closed the opening. The cold made Ryne’s
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muscles jerk in uncontrollable spasms. He had difficulty in
following the smaller man. Now they moved across a
different kind of footing, through a different kind of tun-
nel. This had walls of man-hewn stone. It was narrow,
barely accommodating Ryne’s wide shoulders. The floor
beneath his thin boot soles was rough, and more than once
he stumbled awkwardly.

Now and then they passed strange-looking pieces of
some rough, brownish material. Rectangular in shape, it
ran from the floor up the walls to meet pieces of the same
material pressed parallel to the roof. Ryne put his hand on
one and drew it back, feeling a sharp, sudden pain lance
his fingertip.

“What the devil is that?”

“Natural wood,” Mabton said. He stopped and flashed
the light on Ryne’s finger. “You picked up a splinter.” He
nipped it out of Ryne’s flesh. “Suck your finger,” he
advised. “It won’t hurt long.”

He laughed at Ryne’s bewildered expression. “Genuine
wood, from real trees—naturally grown trees bigger and
more beautiful than any pictures you ever saw, then any-
thing you could imagine.”

Ryne made no answer and Mabton cocked an eyebrow
at him. “Still find it hard to believe in the Out being
livable?” Ryne nodded, and Mabton added, “Just how do
you picture it?”

“Ice and snow in some places and burning desert and
not too much air to breathe,” Ryne said, as if he was
reciting a lesson he had learned long ago in school.
“That’s why the ship that brought our ancestors built the
géty, to protect us from the terrible climate and the wild

asts.”

“You have a lot to learn,” Mabton said. “But then we
all did once.”

He moved on. The tunnel made a sharp turn, narrowed
slightly, and then opened into a natural room, high-
vaulted, its air damp and cold. On the near wall, hanging
on pegs of wood, were strange-looking garments. Mabton
pawed through them and finally handed one to Ryne.

“This might fit. Put it on and you’ll be a lot warmer.”

He took one for himself. “Watch how I do it.” Lifting
the garment, he slid into it by putting the bottom opening
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over his head. A hood that hung down the back of the
garment he brought up to cover all of his head and face,
leaving only a small opening for his eyes and nose.

Ryne followed suit. The garment was heavy and stiff
and had a strange animal odor. But Mabton had been
right; he could feel the protective warmth of it holding the
heat of his body in. Following Mabton’s actions, Ryne
worked his hands through the ends of the sleeves and into
two cumbersome mittens tied there.

The garment reached to Ryne’s knees. “What is it made
of?” he wondered.

“Wool,” Mabton said. “It’s made from sheep fur. It’s
called a parka.”

“Sheep! I've seen pictures of them. They’re Earth ani-
mals.”

“The colony ship brought more than human embryos in
its vaults,” Mabton said. “There were those of all the
animals useful to man—horses, and cows, dogs, cats,
sheep, goats, several kinds of birds. Most of them adapted
and survived. A few are even said to have crossbred with
native fauna. But they’re wild. I've never seen one.”

Ryne tried to recall the pictures he had seen of all those
kinds of animals, but they formed a confusion in his
mind. He could recall that sheep were heavily furred, but
he couldn’t remember their size or appearance.

Mabton pointed to a row of clumsy-looking, high-
legged boots lining the wall beneath the parkas. “Find a
pair to fit over your own boots. They’ll keep your feet
warm.”

Ryne located a pair and managed to squeeze his feet
into them. They pinched a little, but like the parka they
were warming. The tops came to the bottom of the parka.
When Mabton clumped away, Ryne followed awkwardly.
It took him a few moments to learn to walk in the boots,
but finally he managed a respectable gait.

The passageway narrowed again and then, abruptly, it
ended. Ryne stopped as if he had slammed into a wall of
force. There was no longer the protection of rock on either
side of him, nor above his head. There was just more cold
air, sharper than any he had felt before, and before him a
sight that held him motionless.

He was unaware of the cold, of Mabton standing beside
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him, patiently waiting. His eyes were too filled with what
they looked at to notice anything else. He had seen
enough pictures to know that the purplish darkness above
him with its great sweep of pinpricked light, unformed to
his eyes—to know that he was looking at the sky. And at
the stars.

Fear rose and was washed away by a great exultation.
First he thought, “I'm in the Out!” And then he thought,
“I'm free!”

He shouted the words aloud and the sound rolled away
in the darkness and then faintly but distinctly returned to
him. He turned his head slowly and looked at Mabton,
Both smiled.



VI

et O P

As Ryne stood motionless, letting the icy air cut like
tiny knives at his face, a glow began on his left. It was far
away and at first he was puzzled. Then it strengthened,
spreading across the sky toward the zenith and fanning
out along the horizon. A great orange-white globe vaulted
into view. It moved with astonishing swiftness into the
vault of the night, blotting out the stars with its bright-
ness. Ryne could see it stretching a path of silver across a
strange, lightly rippling surface.

His fear drained away under the impact of beauty he
could not describe in words. His mind went back to
pictures he had seen in old books, to the illustrated stories
and the films of the ancient homeland—the almost myth-
ical Earth.

“The moon!” he breathed.

“The hither moon,” Mabton said. “The nether moon
follows in an hour or so.” He lifted a hand to the starred
canopy above them. “One of those might even be the sun
old Earth moves around,” he said. It was one of the few
times Ryne ever heard awe in Mabton’s voice.

“When the moon gets higher,” Mabton said, “you’ll be
able to see the trees. Living, growing wood in its natural
state. And if you hold your breath and listen hard, you
cf:an hear the little night animals scurrying around in the
orest.”

Now Ryne was able to make out vague shapes around
him. They had come into the open on a steep slope. As
the moon threw brighter light, Ryne saw that a great mass
filled the sky behind them, its edges outlined by a softer

38
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glow than that from the moon. It was, Mabton said
brusquely, the glow from the City. Glancing downhill,
Ryne realized that what had been dark vertical blotches
were trees. He could make out the faint line of a cleared
pathway twisting into them.

“We can’t stand here all night,” Mabton said. But there
was no sharpness in his voice. “It got me the same way
the first time. It still gets me every time I leave the City.
But come on or we’ll freeze.”

Ryne followed him carefully down the steep path.
Mabton spoke only once to say, “Watch for roots and
rocks under your feet. This is a forest path, not a City
walkway.”

The path twisted. Now it was smooth under Ryne’s
thick boots; then it was rough and he almost tripped.
After that he was more careful, keeping his eyes on
Mabton’s feet as much as on the surrounding trees. Here
and there they formed a canopy overhead, blotting out the
brightening moonlight. Along other stretches, the hither
moon shone down on them with a brightness that sur-
prised Ryne. Somehow, he hadn’t visualized moonlight as
quite so bright. Nor, when he was able to see the moon
directly overhead, had he imagined it so large, so close.

The steepness of the path tapered off and they broke
out of the trees into a cleared space. Ryne saw his first
grass and felt it crackle crisply under his boots. Ahead a
dim light showed. As they walked closer to it, Ryne saw
the outline of a strange vehicle. It was like a great box
twice as long as it was high. It stood on massive wheels,
and two restless animals appeared to be attached to its
front end. Horses, Ryne thought, remembering the old
stories. Or were they cows? His memories of earth animals
was somewhat confused. Mabton cleared up his questions
before he could ask them.

“That’s a wagon. Tara drove it from the Farm, the
place where we live. Those are horses in front. Except for
our legs, they’re the only motive power in the Out.”

They went to the rear of the wagon. A cloth flap hung
down there, covering a wide opening. Tara drew the flap
back and let a short flight of steps drop down to the
ground.

“I was getting worried.”
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“Ryne had to stop and admire the moon on the sea,”
Mabton said. -

She stood aside to let them climb the steps. “How do
you feel, Ryne?”

“Tired but alive,” he said.

“He’s lucky to be that,” Mabton muttered. He went on
past Tara and disappeared through another cloth flap that
hung across the front of the box. Ryne looked about. The
box was just one large room. A standard heat unit stood
in the middle, a spouted kettle of water steaming on its
top. Overhead bulbs gave dim but adequate light. Along
one long wall was a bench. Tara motioned Ryne to it and
he sat down gratefully.

“Take off your parka,” she said. “It stays warm in
here.” She pulled up the steps and then dropped the flap
over the rear opening. “Ready, Mabton.”

Ryne stood up, pulled off his parka, and hung it on a
peg next to one he assumed to belong to Tara. He
dropped wearily back to the bench and stretched his
hands toward the heat unit. Tara poured some of the
steaming water into a small pot. Ryne could smell the
astringent odor of tea. He wrapped his hands around the
mug she handed him.

“I've never known cold before.”

“None of us did until we came here,” Tara said. She sat
beside him. “It won’t last much longer. This is the begin-
ning of what the Outers call the spring season. The nights
will be cool but the days will get warmer and warmer.”
She laughed. “If you can believe the Quters, we’re going to
have one more good snowstorm before spring is all the way
here.” She added, “Snow is lovely.”

“I've seen pictures,” Ryne said. He felt empty, lost in
the newness, the immensity of all this.
thoult of sight up front, Mabton called, “Move out! Up

ere ”

“Brace yourself,” Tara warned. “Wagons don’t ride like
City vehicles.”

They moved forward with a sudden lurch that almost
cost Ryne his mug of tea. A second lurch was followed by
a sharp swing to the right, and then the wagon settled

down to giving them a rough but less jerky ride. Tara let
herself relax.
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She called, “Tea, Mabton?”

“I'll wait. It’d freeze out here tonight.”

She settled down to her tea. “Rest all you can. You
used up a lot of energy tonight.”

Ryne tried to fit his body to the swaying of the wagon.
They speeded up and began to jounce. “Trouble?” Tara
called to Mabton.

“Not if we hurry,” Mabton said. “It looks and smells
like snow now.”

Tara laughed. “Mabton sounds more like an Outer all
the time. Now he’s predicting the weather.”

Ryne clutched the edge of the bench with one hand.
“Who are these Outers? Where do they come from?”

“The same ship that brought your ancestors,” she an-
swered. She saw his skepticism and shook her head. “In
school, you learned more myth than history, Ryne. Those
who refused to live in the first City weren’t destroyed by
animals and the elements. Instead, they formed their own
society here in the open. Most of them migrated away from
gxis area, but there is still a small colony near where we

ve.’

“What do they do to live?” he wondered.

“Raise food from the soil, grow animals for meat. In
the little village, people make things to sell to others. A
few fish in the sea.”

The wagon made a wide swing and jolted to a stop.
“We’re here,” Tara said.

Here, Ryne discovered, was a stretch of frozen ground
that separated a huge, dark building from a long, low,
rambling lighted structure. Both, he learned later, were
built of tree logs.

Outside the wagon, Tara turned toward a lighted door-
way. “Mabton will put horses in the barn.” She lifted her
face to a now dark sky, without moon or stars. “Mabton’s
right. It does smell like snow.”

They hurried across the hard ground and into a room
lighted by a single electric bulb dangling from a ceiling
cord. The room was cool, shut from the rest of the house
by a heavy door. Here they put their parkas on pegs and
their boots beneath them. Tara led Ryne through the
heavy door, down a corridor past darkened rooms, and
into a long, narrow, softly lighted room. At the near end



62 LOUIS TRIMBLE

was a large table; at the other a number of chairs and
couches. Three men sat facing an open fire, their feet
stretched toward the flames.

Fear rose in Ryne. Fire was the most dreaded disaster
in the City. Common sense checked him from bursting
out with the traditional warning cry. This fire was some-
how obviously contained by the blackened rock walls
enclosing it on three sides. And the men were enjoying it,
not trying to quench it.

They turned and rose, facing Ryne and Tara. Weir was
the nearest man. He held out a strong hand. “You’re
earlier than we expected, but welcome.”

Next to him was a slender, dark-skinned man
somewhere between Ryne and Weir’s ages. “Corso,” he
said briefly.

“I remember,” Ryne said. “You were a Riser. After the
raids, you were exiled to Lower City. You disappeared.
We all thought you’d been beaten to death by the Bully
Boys.”

Corso nodded. “I'm the man. Only I had a better fate.
Weir and the others who’d found the way to the Out
rescued me.”

He stepped back to let the third man come forward.
Ryne needed no introduction to recognize Laszlo. The
lean, bony features, the olive skin stretched taut by high
cheekbones, the burning eyes—all were living versions of
the photograph Ryne had seen in the Coordinator’s office.
The impact of this man in the flesh was greater than Ryne
had imagined. He felt the contained ferocity, the dedica-
tion, as no picture or words could bring them to him.

Feeling the outstretched hand, hearing the deep voice
say, “Laszlo. Sit down, Ryne. There will be food soon,”
Ryne knew that Laszlo wasn’t just a man dedicated to the
cause he espoused; he was a man dedicated to being
dedicated. If it hadn’t been this, it would have been
something else. In the ancient days, he would have been a
prophet or a proselytizing priest, a demagogue arousing
the people against whatever he disapproved of. He could
not live otherwise, Ryne thought. Dedication to a cause
was his way of life; and it was consuming him.

Ryne took an indicated chair near Laszlo. The others
went quietly away. Ryne’s feet were still chilled and he
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found it pleasant to stretch them toward the open fire. At
the same time, he found himself fighting down an instinc-
tive dread of those flames.

Laszlo said, “You must have many questions.”

“Too many to know where to begin.”

“Then relax and rest and listen,” Laszlo said.

Ryne listened, and in the next half hour he learned
about wood as fuel and as building material. He learned
how food was grown in the ground and fed to animals
who provided meat. He learned that there were really two
colonies of men in this part of the Qut—some hundred
Outers and fewer than thirty Exiles, mostly men. Right
now except for those Ryne had met, the Exiles were
away, preparing to farm the land, or in the Outers’ tiny
village, helping to improve the still-primitive cottage in-
dustries.

“These Outers rescued Weir and the others who escaped
from the City after the raids,” Laszlo explained. “They
taught the City men how to live from the land as they do.
In return, we're trying to help them improve their way of
living. Soon youw’ll meet our nearest Outer neighbors—
Amso and his wife. Then you’ll understand Outers bet-
tel'.”

A call to the meal interrupted him. Ryne found the
food—genuine, nonsynthetic food—exciting. Under Tara’s
care he had had only bland soups and soft foods, but here
were actual meats, fresh vegetables, breads baked from
ground grain. And the very quantities were emotionally
overwhelming. For the first time in his life, Ryne saw
people actually help themselves to a second full plate of
food. For the first time, he knew what it meant to have an
overstuffed stomach.

The meal over, Ryne and Laszlo returned to the fire
while the others disappeared to do what they called “ready-
ing up the kitchen.” But now Laszlo was silent, moving
only to lift his teacup to his mouth or to poke at the
settling fire. By the time the others returned, it was down
to coals, and Laszlo rose as if that were a kind of signal.

“Show Ryne his bunk,” he told Weir. He moved away,
disappearing through a door.

“I’ll check the animals once more and then we might as
well all go to bed,” Mabton said. “It’s been a long day.”
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Weir led Ryne to a room containing four bunks. Un-
dressing, he lay on the hardest but most gratefully re-
ceived mattress he could remember. He shut his eyes
against the” dim light filtering through the open door. He
expected to fall asleep immediately, but he found himself
wakening.

Soon the other men came into the room. “It’s snowing
like billy-o, just the way I said it would,” Mabton mut-
tered. “Tomorrow will be a hard day.”

They were soon settled, and shortly Ryne conld hear
their heavy breathing and an occasional soft snore. The
room was darker than Ryne was accustomed to and he
found sleep difficult. Even when he grew used to the
darkness, he could not sleep. He was grateful when the
door opened and Tara called softly for him to come out.

He dressed quickly and joined her. She had thrown
wood on the fire and now the flames leaped and cascaded
over the walls, providing the only light. She said, “I
couldn’t sleep my first night. I didn’t think you could.
Especially when you must have heard Mabton say it’s
snowing.”

She took him by the hand and led him through a door
next to the fireplace and onto a covered veranda. Light
coming from a window on their right let him see snow—
great white flakes drifting down, blotting out everything.
They came in soft silence, falling lazily, steadily and yet
excitingly.

Ryne thrust out his hand and caught a fat flake. It
melted before he could bring it close to his face. He
laughed like a child. “Snow!”

“Wait until morning,” Tara said. “Come in now. You
aren’t dressed for this cold.”

Back inside, they sat near each other on a couch and
stared at the fire. Ryne heard movement from that part of
the house where Laszlo had gone. “Will we disturb Laszlo
if we talk?”

“If you mean waken him, no. I doubt if he ever sleeps
over a few minutes at a time. Usually in the morning I
find him slumped over his desk rather than in his bed,”
Tara said. “He’ll be working, so let’s keep our voices
down.”

A mixture of tenderness and exasperation crept into her
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tone. “He’s burning himself up. But that’s the way he’s
been since I knew him. I don’t expect to change him.”

Ryne glanced at her. “You’ve tried?”

She gave him a faint smile. “Once, when we first met—
in the High. But never very hard. I think I’ve always been
too much under his spell to do anything but what he
asked me to.”

“Do you miss the High?” Ryne asked. He found him-
self wanting to know a great deal about this woman, yet
fearing to make himself obvious.

“I miss the comforts sometimes,” she said. “Things I
took for granted. But there are compensations here—and
they grow on you. And there’s the satisfaction of what
we’re trying to do.”

“How close are you to getting it done?” he asked.

“So close that once you provide the final piece, the
puzzle will be solved.”

“If I can,” Ryne said. “I keep thinking, but I remember
so little.”

“You’ll have help here,” she said. “Books; the Outers,
who use the old speech—in a way.”

Ryne sat upright. “The Outers speak it? Then what's

She shook her head and touched his shoulder gently,
settling him back. “They speak a very simple, almost
primitive form of it, Ryne. And none. can read or write it.
They can’t read or write at all.” She rose to stir the fire,
“I’'ll try to explain tomorrow when we go see Amso.”

“What about the High people?” he persisted. “Don’t
they have books, micro-cards, other records of the old
language ”

“No. Except for the Readers—except now for you—the
art was lost. There’s just nothing left to make a connection
between the written symbols, the sounds, and the mean-
ings of the words in the books we have. There aren’t any
dictionaries like we have for our tongue. Don’t think
Laszlo hasn’t tried to decipher it. Until he finally agreed
that you had to be brought down, he spent most of his
time trying. We've all tried. We just haven’t the basic
knowledge.” ‘

She put a hand on his arm. “Don’t downgrade yourself
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too much, Ryne. Somewhere in your mind is knowledge
you can bring to the surface.”

“I'll try,” he said. “But I recall so little. And I learned
so few words when I was a child. ...”

She leaned closer and brushed her finely shaped mouth
against his lips. “Don’t sound so despairing.” Rising, she
held out her hands. “Try to sleep now. Tomorrow Laszlo
will want to talk in earnest. And he can be very exhaust-
mg.D’

Ryne returned to his bunk. He lay long awake, his
mind turning her remarks over and over. His last thought
before exhaustion forced him to sleep was a disturbing
awareness of Tara as a person, as a woman.,



IX

i

The snow-soft landscape that stretched from the front

of the house to the bluff dropping down to the sea held
Ryne from his wakening shortly after dawn until the odors
of breakfast drove him from the veranda to the warmth of
indoors, This was the Out! This cold beauty, this richly
fresh gently moving air, this tang of natural foods, this—
eve .
He shook a little from excitement and from anger at
those who had cheated him of years when he could have
known this, experienced it. And then he laughéd at himself,
at the absurdity of his thoughts. Coming to bring him to
breakfast, Tara found him laughing.

“The snow did that to you?”

“Hardly.” He told her, and she laughed too. “I know. I
fell in love with the Out when I'd been here less time than
you.” She smiled up at him. “But you never fall out of
love with it, Ryne.”

“I'm scared at the same time,” he said.

“It has its dangerous moments,” Mabton said, coming
up beside them. “Youlll probably meet some soon
enough.”

After a meal that nothing in his childhood reading nor
in his imagination had prepared him for, Ryne went off
with Laszlo, through a heavy door and into the room
that obviously served as office and sleeping quarters. A
narrow cot sat against one wall, a clothes press that
seemed to contain almost everything but clothes, and a
washstand were the only concessions Ryne could see to
Laszlo’s living needs. Otherwise, there was a desk
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overflowing with books, a table littered with scattered
drawings, another table filled with scribblings on sheets of
paper—and everywhere more books, more papers. On the
walls were miaps that Ryne recognized as showing the
ancient tunnels and streets of the original City and the
more modern tunnels and streets of present Lower City.
And there was one schematic drawing that required a few
moments to puzzle at before he recognized the Power
Core that burrowed deep into the earth.

“Sit down,” Laszlo said in his peremptory way. “We
have to talk.”

Ryne sat down. Laszlo paced back and forth in the
clutter of the room. “Did you have trouble with the Coor-
dinator? How did you get him to exile you so quickly?”

There was suspicion here. Ryne had half expected it.
Laszlo was a man who could see conspirators easily. And
Ryne had thought about this and about a way to handle
it. He followed his plan now, frankly detailing to Laszlo
e\t']e]:rythm' g he and the Coordinator had said to one an-
other.

Laszlo spent some time considering what he had heard.
He said finally, “So as far as the Coordinator is con-
cerned, you’re his agent.”

‘6Yes.”

Laszlo smiled, a meaningless motion of his lips. “He
lied to you, Ryne. He knows what the plan is—the big
plan to build another City, to take the Lowers into it, to let
them live there as human beings were meant to live—free
to have the good of both the City and the Out.”

Ryne was puzzled. “Then why would he send me? Wh l¥
would he tell me to do what you wanted—read the Boo.
that will let you do this?”

Laszlo said, “There’s one part of the plan the Coordi-
nator doesn’t know, that he can’t know. That’s what he
sent you here to discover.”

He considered his own words and nodded. “Don’t you
see? The Coordinator doesn’t yet know how we plan to
move the Lowers from the present City to the new City—
how we plan to get them through gates that have been
tightly sealed for centuries.

“And he can’t know that because I haven’t got the
complete answer myself. I will have by the time the new
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City is ready, but up to now I haven’t even discussed the
problem with anybody.”

“I don’t see . ..” Ryne began.

Laszlo waved him to silence. “The Coordinator knows
that we’re preparing to take some kind of action. Weir and
Corvo and some of the others have been organizing Low-
ers into groups. They meet frequently with the group
leaders to keep them encouraged. The Coordinator has too
many spies not to be aware of this.”

He took a deep breath. “Isn’t it clear? The Coordinator
wants you to put me into a position where I have to reveal
the plan to get the people through the gates. Once he
knows what that plan is, then he can take steps to stop us.

“Can’t you see what would happen if we started to put
our plan in motion and the Coordinator with his Wardens
and Bully Boys and Auxiliaries had anticipated us—and
caused us to fail? The people of Lower City would be
treated even worse than they are now. If we were allowed
to live—if the very ones we’re trying to help didn’t destroy
us out of frustration and rage—we’d be discredited. Our
new City would sit where we built it, useless and empty.”

Ryne nodded slowly. That would be the way the Coor-
dinator thought. He said carefully, “But as long as I don’t
g0 running to him once the plan is known to me, then we
should be safe enough.”

“As long as you—or others who learn of it—don’t go to
him, yes. Then we’re safe.”

“Others?”

“Do you think you’re the only agent the Coordinator
has tried to send? There are others. There must be. He
knows too much of what goes on here. . ..”

“The very fact that Weir and Corso have gone into
Lower City and organized some of the people there has
told him a lot,” Ryne said. “He’s no fool. And he has
spies all through Lower City. He picks up rumors and
adds them together. He—""

“That too,” Laszlo said. “But there must be informa-
tion coming from here as well. I don’t know who or how.
I just know it’s true.”

He turned abruptly away and then back. “But let’s get
to the immediate business—your reading the old lan-
guage.” He went to the clothes press. From it, he drew a
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metal box. Carrying it to the nearest table, he set it down
almost reverently. “Do you recognize this, Ryne?”

Ryne was on his feet, opening the box. “My grandfa-
ther’s,” he said in a whisper. He lifted out six small books,
their bindings stained, but the print on plasti-paper as
clear and well remembered as ever. “My learning books!
My story books!” He lifted out a notebook filled with
grammatical exercises in his own hand. Beneath it he
found the thick, heavily bound Book. “The Book.” His
fingertips stroked it, feeling the pebbly grain of the bind-
ing. He opened it and looked at the flyleaf, with his
grandfather’s name the twelfth of a list of Readers who
had used it and passed it on. Each of the names had one
thing in common: the single word Ryne.

“Can you read any of the Book?”

Ryne studied the title page. Slowly his lips formed the
sounds represented by the symbols. He worked silently for
some time before he read aloud the writing, the long-
unused sounds coming not too easily but well from his
tongue. “I think I can still read the very first part—but
not very well.”

“Let me hear,” Laszlo said.

Ryne tried. Some of the words, some phrases, entire
sentences came with surprising ease as he felt once again
the unique rhythm of the old speech. Soon he began to
sense word meanings rather than having to grope for
them. Only when he sought to translate for Laszlo did he
find himself stumbling. Stopping, he silently reread the
ogex:iing passage, concentrating now on translating in his
mind.

He said aloud, “I read it this way: ‘No man shall hold

another in thrall, for it is against the Will of the One. It is

not for any man to set himself above other men, for that

ilfl mé)ckery of the One, who created all equal by His
an ., ”»

Pausing, he turned the page, his eyes seeking. “I
remember this passage too: ‘To deny a man food for the
mind or for the body is equally as evil as to deny him
freedom for the mind or for the body. Both are interdicted
by the One.””

“You’re doing well,” Laszlo said.

“I’'m just finding places that impressed me as a child,”
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Ryne said. A few pages on, he paused and read again:
“ ‘From this City shall go the oppressed, led by the Hand
of the One. Those who remain shall be called the Ac-
cused and shall labor as beasts. They will know hunger and
want; they will live as they once forced the oppressed to
live. It is they who have denied the One.””

Laszlo was breathing heavily. “You aren’t making
that up, Ryne?”

“No. The Book is filled with passages like those.” Ryne
closed it gently. “Grandfather once told me that it is really
a commentary of man’s relation to man throughout his-
tory—from the beginning of history to the time of the first
Reader, the one who wrote the Book during the long
space voyage.”

“Not just from the beginning of history to the time
when the Book was written,” Laszlo said, “but to the
present.” His eyes lighted with a half-wild fire. “And let’s
hope that history will stop here—in our time!”

He moved restlessly away and back. “It’s frightening,
Ryne. That last passage—almost as if the writer knew
what the future would bring.”

Ryne said, “Grandfather used to tell the Listeners that
someday much of what the Book predicted would come
true—and the Reader would be the instrument to bring
about those truths.” He sought to keep his voice level, to
keep Laszlo from thinking he was being sarcastic.

“But I don’t think I'll be the Hand of the One in this
case, Laszlo. It won’t be I who leads them from the City.”

Laszlo was drawn, his taut flesh drained of color, his
jaw muscles jumping visibly. He said, “Tonight, I want
you to read those passages to the others.”

When he spoke again, his voice was harsh. “You re-
called much in a short time. Now tell me, how much of
this book can you read?”

He brought a heavy volume from his desk, twice the
length and breadth and thickness of the Book. He set it
before Ryne and opened it to the title page.

Ryne stared at the large, stylized print. His lips formed
the sounds, but when they echoed inside his head none
held meaning for him. “No,” he said. “Not yet.”

Laszlo impatiently opened the book to a place where a
small sliver of wood marked a section. Ryne stared at the
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two pages, that on the left consisting of two columns of
fine print, that one the right a full-page highly technical
drawing of what was obviously some kind of machine.

Ryne let his eyes roam down the printed columns, “I
can read the small words, the common ones. But there are
others that have no meaning at all. I'm not even sure I can
sound them right.”

Laszlo’s eyes were feverish. “But you’ll be able to figure
out the words and their meanings! From the roots! From
the context! From—"

“From a dictionary,” Ryne said dryly. “I could do it if
I had one. But not by the other means you suggested. I
never learned the language by its roots, Laszlo. I learned
it by rote and by speaking simple sentences with my
grandfather and my father.”

“There is no dictionary,” Laszlo said. “Weir has
looked.”

“Looked where?”

Laszlo touched the small pile of books that had come
from the box. “Where he got these; where he hid them the
night of the raid. In your grandfather’s house.”

“Grandfather had more books—I remember almost a
dozen, and one of them was a dictionary. But when he
went to read, he took only the box. These are the books
he always kept in it. Unless his other books were found
and destroyed, they could still be there in the old house.”

“Hidden?” Laszlo demanded.

“Hidden,” Ryne said. “Everything to do with his being
a Reader was carefully hidden.”

“And you know where the hiding place was?”

“If I could stand in his room again, I think I could
remember,” Ryne said.

Laszlo nodded. “Then soon you’ll go back to the City.”
He met Ryne’s gaze. “Are you afraid? You could be
caught.”

“But I think the Coordinator gave orders to leave me
alone.”

“That’s fine for those who’ve heard the orders, or those
who accept them,” Laszlo said. “But Bully Boys aren’t
always the most obedient animals.”
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In the days that followed, Ryne learned a great deal.
Mabton and Weir and Corso taught him how a farm
worked, taking him to meet the other Exiles working the
fields or tending small herds of cattle and horses scattered
throughout the long, flat valley the Outers had given Weir
and the other settlers.

From Tara and Laszlo, Ryne unlearned the half-myths
he had been taught in school and replaced them with truer
history. And through his own efforts each night, he began
to rebuild his knowledge of the simple elements of the
ancient speech.

He was surprised to learn that the old tongue had once
been the common speech of the City, as a form of it still
was in the Out. But, as Laszlo explained, some three
centuries after the first colonists from Earth crash-landed
on this world and built their City, those who became the
Highs arrived. They too had Earth ancestors, but while
their ship was in its eighth century of seeking a world to
colonize, two factions formed. The smaller, a group com-
posed mostly of scientists seeking to establish a technocra-
cy, had lost. They tried to take over by force and were
defeated. Unceremoniously they and their families were
put into two large lifeboats and set adrift. Staying togeth-
er, they managed to survive until they landed here.

Laszlo spoke of it unemotionally at first, but as his
recital went on, Ryne felt his intensity, his passion grow,
and finally Laszlo stood before him, his mannerisms those
of a speechmaker.

“They were ruthless people, those who became the
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High. They had planned to take their ship and rule it.
They followed the same scheme here. They were—and
remain—believers in much for the few and in little for the
many. Their basic criteria for judging who shall be among
the few was intelligence. And that they defined as those
wise enough to accept their view. That view was right and
good; anything else was wrong and evil.”

The Highs turned quickly from the Outers, realizing
that little was to be gained by conquering a people with a
technological level too low to raise easily. But those in the
City gave them the opportunity they wanted. Bearing gifts
of improved technology, they were welcomed. They took
their time, integrating slowly into the already dichotomized
culture of the City, feeling their way until they knew the
psychologies of the people they dealt with. Then they
simply eased themselves into a position of leadership.

Laszlo stared at Ryne with clenched fists. “That both
Uppers and Lower revolted against them mattered not at
all. They had control of the technology, and they were
ruthless. But no small group of demagogues can stand
long against a mass fifty times their size. Finally peace
came through the compromise—mostly in favor of those
who became the Uppers—the ones who had been in posi-
tions of command in the original City. The revolts had
pretty well destroyed it, and the Highs used the machine
to build the present City with its three levels on the rubble
of the old.”

From Tara Ryne learned the further history of the City
he had always taken so for granted. A following gener-
ation of Highs, faced with a threat by the Lowers and
some of the Uppers to build themselves a City elsewhere,
acted with far greater repression than had those who
preceded them.

“That’s how Laszlo found out about the machine,”
Tara explained to Ryne. “Its description—but unfortu-
nately not its operation—is still in the High archives.
After the last revolt, the Highs deliberately went into the
Out. They destroyed the remains of the original ship,
assuming that they had also destroyed the machine and its
power source along with any records left by the first
colonists. Then they sealed the City, closing the great gates
and stopping any intercourse between Outers and City
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dwellers. As a final step they repressed the use of the old
speech by Uppers or Lowers and forced their own lan-
guage onto everyone.”

Until that time, Ryne learned, the Lowers spoke the old
tongue and the Uppers were mostly bilingual, depending
on their relationship to the High superstructure. The
Highs disdained to speak what they considered the crude
tongue, preferring their own language. Through education
and destruction of books and of micro-cards with the old
writing, in a century they had replaced the old language
with a mode of thought and communication more suited
to their desires.

Except, Ryne remembered, for the Readers. Once re-
spected men in the community, the Readers had gone
underground during the first revolt. Following the decree
making use and finally even knowledge of the old tongue
a criminal offense, they had burrowed deeper into the old
City for refuge, their followers growing fewer with each
passing generation, and finally there was only one Reader.

Tara’s explanation came while she and Ryne were tak-
ing his first buggy ride, following a road across the valley
to low hills separating it from the nearest area inhabited
by Outers. He turned from watching the sea glitter under
a warm spring sun,

“If the High destroyed the machine, how can Laszlo
build a new City?”

“Because of a bit of irony,” Tara said. “To understand
what happened, we have to go back to the early history of
colonization of this world. When the first ship crash-
landed—burying itself in that mountainside that separates
us from the City—two distinct groups emerged: those who
wanted to live in the open and those who wanted the
protection of a City, the nearest thing they could get to the
cocoon of the ship that had encased them and the gener-
ations before them. So the original City was built for
some; others moved to where we’re going and built their
own settlement.

“At first there was easy intercourse between the two
groups. But then the Outers developed a Messiah—a man
who preached that the City and its technology, its enclos-
ing itself away from nature, were evil. That the only true
good was the good of nature. History on Earth has many
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instances of a strange idea taking hold of a given commu-
nity and engulfing it. That happened among the Outers.
The technology they had was deliberately destroyed. Even
their buildings were razed. When they rebuilt, they had to
cut logs from trees by hand, haul the logs with horses,
and make log buildings like the farm. Later they dug ore
from those mountains you can see off to the east. They
smelted it and worked it in primitive forges to make their
tools. It was a kind of madness that lasted for over two
centuries. The end result was a people virtually living
backwards as far as cultural progress is concerned.

“A few rebelled and went to the City, but most of them
returned, preferring the Out to living under a force dome.
But in the City they had seen what labor technology could
lift from a man, and they formed a rebel group to stand
against the current Messiah. Finally, there were two
groups. Those who followed the Messiah migrated north-
ward, away from the hated City. The rebels stayed.

“But they were pitifully few,” Tara said. “Even now
they number only in the hundreds, and most of those are
in the village. At first they tried to renew their contact
with the City, but the big revolt had come and it was
sealed against them. Then they attempted to revitalize their
technology, but what they had to draw from was almost
nothing. Too many years had passed, too many gener-
ations who knew only their particular Messiah’s concept
of civilization lay between the time when they had a
technology and the time of their rebellion.

“Most devastating was the tampering with the language.
That began with the first Messiah and was carried on
ruthlessly by his successors. They kept the old tongue but
they destroyed all writing as unnatural, as evil. Over the
centuries, speech deteriorated to where, even now, it’s on a
purely basic level. When you hear it, Ryne, remember
that. Don’t expect anything more than the most elemen-
tary concepts for the most elementary needs. For example,
when Weir and the others came, they brought electricity.
The Outers no longer had a word for it; they had to
borrow ours. And they are completely illiterate.”

She stopped the horse at the top of the last rise to let it
rest. With a wave, she indicated the valley spread out
below, running hour-glass-shaped from distant mountains
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to sun-glittering sea. In the near distance, Ryne could see
neatly rectangular fields set off by wooden pole fences.
Beyond them clustered buildings that looked much like
the Farm. And in the distance, where the land dipped to
meet the tide, a group of buildings huddled together.

“The village,” Tara said, pointing. “The nearest build-
ings are Amso’s farm. When you meet Amso and his wife,
you’ll understand better what I mean about Outers.”

Ryne braced himself as they started downslope. “About
the machine . . .” he said.

“Didn’t you think I'd ever get back to the subject?” she
laughed. “When the rebels found themselves sealed off
from the City, they turned to the only source for technolo-
gy they knew—the original colony ship. They stripped it
of everything they could carry or drag, hiding everything
in the caves that riddle the mountainsides. The Highs
destroyed the ship soon after, unaware that anything had
been taken from it.

“A watchdog committee was set up to protect the things
taken from the ship. This committee became a one-family
affair. And only that family knew in which cave things
were hidden. To make doubly sure, each generation of
watchdogs moved everything to new caves. Amso is the
present watchdog, and he’s the only man on this planet
who knows where the machine is.”

“Does he know what it’s for?”

“He has only a vague idea, even though Laszlo tried to
explain it to him.”

Ryne frowned. “But if Amso alone knows, how can
Laszlo expect to get the machine and use it?”

“Amso took Laszlo to see it once,” she said. “That’s
when Laszlo began developing his plan. Later, Amso
moved everything again. But he’s agreed that when we
need the machine, he’ll take us to it.”

“I assume that suits Laszlo,” Ryne said heavily. “He
must feel safer with it so well hidden.”

She glanced at him. “He told you too about what he
calls the ‘Coordinator’s Agents’?” She hesitated and added
in a low voice, “Laszlo is very important to me, very
dear, but I recognize his faults.”

“Then you don’t think there are agents?”

“There may be, but I refuse to be as paranoid about it
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as Laszlo.” She shrugged. “Still, it is comforting to know
that the machine is 'safe until we need it.”

There were trees on the slope, and she pulled into the
shade of the last stand before the clean valley land took
over. She turned to Ryne. “Laszlo told me about you and
the Coordinator. He wants to believe that you’re with us,
but being Laszlo, he—well, he isn’t sure.”

“How do I convince him?” Ryne demanded. “If I'm
not able to read the book, he’ll think I’'m against him. If I
do, he won’t be sure I'm not doing what the Coordinator
wants.”

She nodded. “And he won’t be sure until it’s all over.
Until we’re in the new City and he’s seen how you've
helped.” She looped the reins around the handle of the
buggy whip and turned to him. Her hands rested lightly
on his upper arms. “Ryne, how sure are you?”

“I always was sure,” Ryne said. “For a time some of
my beliefs got buried under the layer of fat the Uppers
and Highs buried my mind under—with their security.
That’s all gone. It’s been gone for some time.”

“Since you met your Linne?”

“That washed away the last of it,” he admitted.

“She’s terribly important to you, isn’t she?”

The tone of her voice bothered him, as did her near-
ness, her strong beauty. He said thickly, “As important as
Laszlo is to you.”

Her mouth curved upward in a smile. “Did you think
Laszlo was my—what is your Upper term, ‘pair-up’?
Hardly. Laszlo has no time for such things. 'm my own
woman, Ryne; I work with Laszlo because I believe in
what he’s doing, not out of some blind idolatry.”

Ryne said, “There’s none of that between Linne and
me either. We're just compatible. We like being together.
If that’s love, then we’re in love.”

She lifted one hand and let her fingers touch his cheek.
“And even without her, you’d be sure?”

“Yes,” Ryne said.

“And you aren’t afraid—of what you might lose? Of
failure? Of what might happen to you, to us, to Linne, if
we should fail?”

“Yes,” Ryne said. “I'm scared as hell sometimes.”
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They were silent until they swung into the area between
Amso’s solid house and his series of connected barns.
Amso himself came from the nearest barn, a blacksmith’s
hammer swinging from one strong hand. He was a man in
middle age, his face roughened by contact with the
weather. Hard-jawed, not given much to smiling, he still
seemed to Ryne pleasant and open and someone he would
want for a friend rather than an enemy.

His handclasp was strong as he greeted them. He spoke
their tongue, but slowly with a definite heavy accent. “I
heard you were coming,” he said to Ryne. “Come in and
we’ll talk about what interests you.”

Inside, Ryne met Mrs. Amso, as everyone, including
her husband, called her. A tall woman, rawboned, of a
type Ryne had never met, she was working over a wood-
burning stove that filled the large kitchen with pleasant
warmth. She had a smile for them, and then without
apparent effort, a pot of strong tea and something Tara
identified as deep-dish fruit pie with skimmed cream for a
topping.

“Hot from the oven,” she said to Ryne.

“It smells wonderful,” he answered. He dipped in his
spoon. “And tastes even better,” he added when his mouth
was empty.

Amso chuckled. “Listen to them, would you? The old
speech rolls out of him like he was an Quter.”

Tara laughed at Ryne’s startled expression. He hadn’t
realized until now that Mrs. Amso had used a rather
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oddly accented but understandable form of the ancient
tongue and that he had responded in kind.

“You see,” Tara said, “you’ll be able to do it.”

“The talking will help, for all that we haven’t many of
the words you’ll need,” Amso said. “Spend a few days in
the village and hear nothing else, and you’ll be thinking in
the good words again.”

“Amso and a half-dozen other men learned our tongue
from Weir,” Tara explained. “They needed it to under-
stand the little technology we’ve been able to give them
and that they have the materials to make use of.”

Amso waved proudly to the electric bulb hanging from
the ceiling. “There’s that and a motor to pump our well
water and such things. And when the new City is built,
we’ll have the machines that book of Laszlo’s shows—
machines to plow the soil and harvest the crops, to saw,
the wood.” ;

They talked disjointedly, not in City speech, occasional-
ly in the old tongue for the benefit of Mrs. Amso, though;
then Tara was left out. Ryne learned more about how a|
man lived from the soil, about the rhythm of the seasons,
and he got a glimpse of the constant, unrelenting labor
that tied a man to the land. ‘

“But once we get the machines, then there’ll be time for{
a little living too,” Amso said. He repeated the words in
the old tongue for his wife. She smiled and nodded and
offered them more food.

Tara declined with a laugh. “We only came for you to
meet Ryne and to ask about his spending some time in the
village. And to get some cream,” she added.

“Pll see to his staying in the village, whenever he
chooses to come,” Amso said. “As for the cream, I'll get it
now. And come along to see the new calf, Tara.” He
grinned at Ryne. “You might tell Mrs. Amso about the
City. She has a powerful curiosity.”

Alone with Mrs. Amso, he drank more tea and halting-
ly tried to give her a verbal picture of life under the great
dome. She had never been closer to it than Laszlo’s farm;
and she was only aware of it from talk and because of the
glow it cast against the sky at night. Ryne found trying to
explain a futile exercise, and he was relieved when Tara
returned to take him away.
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They drove back quickly, Ryne holding a heavy crock
of cream between his legs. He thought about Amso. “He
should be a good man to guard the machine,” he said
suddenly.

“Amso? A very good man,” she agreed. “A strong-
willed man.”

“Does he know the use of any of the things in the
cave?” Ryne asked.

“I doubt it.” She cast him a curious glance. “What are
you thinking of?”

“A dictionary,” Ryne said. “A book or micro-cards.
My grandfather had a dictionary. There must have been
others.”

“Laszlo said you were going to town soon to hunt for a
dictionary.”

He nodded. “But if I can’t find it, I was thinking there
might be one in the cave.”

“It’s something to remember,” Tara agreed. “If you still
need it after you spend some time in the village.”

“If they have no more words than Amso, I'll need it,”
he said dryly.

He went to the village the next afternoon. Five days
later he returned, riding his first horse proudly, alone, but
with disappointment etched on his features. It had been an
interesting five days. He had met many people he found
congenial, and he had learned of an area of human life he
had had no concept of before. He had seen the small
cottage industry at work, had watched the blacksmith at
his forge, had sat in on a town meeting where the problem
of a new drinking-water source had been hammered out in
mutual discussion. And he had worked, physically. All of
this he told to his eager listeners at the supper table.

“The language, man,” Weir interrupted. “What of the
language?”’

“I can speak on their level as though I'd been born to
it,” Ryne admitted. “But it’s not as sophisticated a speech
as I used with my grandfather. They’re poverty-stricken,
and for all my probing, none could recall any words
useful to us.”

He looked around the table and met Laszlo’s gaze.
“It'll have to be the dictionary or nothing.”

“We’ll go in the morning,” Weir decided. He glanced
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from one to the other of them. “I think we’ll take horses
right up to the tunnel.”

“How many of us do you need?” Tara asked.

“Only Mabton, Ryne, and myself. Too many would be
of no use.”

“Then I'll go to Amso and talk to him about the things
in the cave,” Tara said. “In case you should fail.” She
smiled at Laszlo. “Unless you have something else for me
to do.”

“That’s as valuable as anything,” he said.

Later, alone with Laszlo, Ryne said, “I’m sorry I made
no more progress.” He added without thinking, “I hope
you’ve done better with the last phase of the plan.”

Laszlo’s eyes burned at him. “Would you like me to tell
you—so you could communicate it to the Coordinator
once you reach the City tomorrow?”

Intellectually, Ryne realized, he was able to cope with
Laszlo. But on the emotional level, he found himself
helpless against his own anger. He rose from his chair,
choking back a desire to curse the man. He finally man-
aged to say, “If you have no more faith in me than that,
why do you keep me around?”

“I have faith only in myself,” Laszlo said. “If you're
not guilty, you'll brush such remarks aside.” He was stiff,
unbending; yet he was, in his way, offering an apology.
Even so, Ryne had to leave. He withdrew to the dining
room, where he worked with the books to quicken his
reading comprehension of the old tongue.

It was late when Weir found him there. “We leave
early. Better get some sleep.”

“When I'm sleepy,” Ryne said shortly.

Weir cocked an eyebrow at him. “Laszlo been at you?”
He grinned. “Last week he as good as accused me of
having a secret transmitter with a direct line to the Coor-
dinator.” His big hand clapped Ryne’s shoulder. “Come to
bed, man. Laszlo is as he is. And most of what he says in
that vein means nothing.”

Agreed, Ryne thought, but what would Laszlo do if
such thoughts stopped being meaningless to him, began to
obsess him? Physically, Laszlo was no match for him, but
then he doubted if Laszlo would fight with physical weap-
ons,
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The Coordinator studied the report on his desk and
called his Secretary. “Ryne is coming to town. He might
even be in the old City by now. Are you sure the Wardens
got the message this time? He is not to be bothered.”

“I’'m sure,” the Secretary said. “But I'll send a reminder
down right away.” As he turned to go, the Coordinator’s
peremptory voice stopped him.

“Have you finished that report on the female, Linne?”

“Today,” the Secretary said. He frowned. “The risk of
keeping her here in Upper City .. .”

“Is minor compared to the risk of our failing,” the
Coordinator said tartly. He tapped the report in front of
him. “There’s no question at all that Ryne has made his
choice. We’ve lost him—if we ever had him.”

“But if he should be the one we have to depend on to
learn Laszlo’s final plan . . .” the Secretary began.

“If he should be—and he most likely will be if he
succeeds in translating the Book—" He tapped the report
again. “If he should be, we know he won’t report to us of
his own volition. That’s why the girl is still here, un-
lﬁarmcd, being given such information as I choose to give

er.”

He leaned forward. “Try and use some imagination.
Try and picture what Ryne will do when we let him know
that his woman, his pair-up, is our prisoner, and that he
ﬁan have her—safe—if he finishes the work he was sent to

O.”

“Does he feel that strongly about her?”

“He did,” the Coordinator said. “I think he still does.”
He nodded. “But perhaps you’re right. We could be sure
with a test ...” He broke off, staring at the wall behind
the secretary. “Today,” he said. “While Ryan is in the
City.”

Ryne was pleased with himself. He stood on the flat top
of the great cylinder housing the power cables of the main
utilities and grinned at Weir. They had come at a steady
pace along tunnels, up ladders, across ancient, dim floors,
and he still felt strong, his breathing easy.

“Do you know how to get there from here?” Weir
asked.
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“Hardly. I never went into these tunnels when I was a
child.”

Weir nodded. “We have to go into the open in one
place,” he said. “Be ready to move fast if I signal.” He
pursed his lips and gave a low whistle. “That means ‘safe.’
You can come on.” He whistled at a higher pitch. “That
means ‘go back—right now!’ ”

He led the way into the big duct, along it a short
distance, and then out into another of what seemed to
Ryne to be an endless series of branch ducts. Finally they
came to a ladder. Weir led the way up, pausing just below
the street surface.

‘“Here’s where we show ourselves. There’s a good half-
block before we can get out of sight again. Come right up
behind me. Once I lift this cover over my head, we have
to move fast.”

Ryne moved up to stand with his head one rung below
Weir’s feet. Weir said, “Now,” and thrust upward. Light
oozed in around them, along with the stench of Lower
City. He disappeared with a flick of his legs. Ryne fol-
lowed, pulling himself up onto the paving of a grimy street.
He thought he saw movement some distance away, but it
was not repeated; otherwise there was no sign of life.

Weir replaced the cover of the manhole and started
swiftly toward the nearest corner. Ryne strode behind him.
Once around the corner Ryne stopped, turned, and flat-
tened himself against the building wall. Then carefully he
eased back just enough to see around the corner. A
Warden vehicle was at the far end of the street they had
just left. It came toward them, but slowly, almost lei-
surely,

Weir whistled softly, the pitch low. Ryne turned and
motioned to him. “Wardens,” he said.

Weir took a look and shook his head. “They don’t act
as if they’re after anyone.” He continued to watch. “What
the devil are they up to, weaving that way from curb to
c‘ub i1}

He pushed the question aside impatiently. “Let’s move
along before they do smell us out. It’s that door in the old
building in the middle of the block.”

They were ready to cross the street to the building when
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two Bully Boys sprang from an areaway just ahead of
them. They were young, big, grinning with anticipation.

“Run for it,” Weir snapped.

“From only two of them?” Ryne demanded. The ex-
pressions on their faces brought the anger surging up in
him, as it always had. He could feel himself shaking with
the desire to smash them down, to defeat them with the
only argument they knew—brutal force.

“Two, helll” Weir snapped. He jerked his head.

Coming from the door where they had expected sanc-
tuary was another pair of Bully Boys, almost like twins to
the others, with the same kind of faces. Weir swore sharp-
ly. A Warden vehicle slid around the far corner, blocking
the street.

“A trap!”

Ryne said, “You take the pair across the street. I'll take
these and join you inside.”

For all of Weir's age, Ryne suspected that he could
handle a pair of Bully Boys. He had seen Weir’s strength
more than once, and he knew that his own was the greater
for his time in the Out,

He saw Weir move into the street, toward the pair on
the other side. Purposefully he moved toward the two
nearest him. Their grins grew tight. Ryne let his hands
hang loosely at his sides, revealing nothing of his plan of
attack. He was within two meters of them when they
stopped.

One of them laughed. “No fight, Riser. Just a message.
Your woman is in trouble.”

Ryne stopped in midstride. “What the devil are you
talking about?” His eyes moved past them to the Warden
vehicle. It had stopped just past the corner.

“Your pair-up,” the Bully Boy said. “Name of Linne.”
He jerked his head at the ancient building across the
street. “Go see for yourself.”

Ryne swore thickly at them. “If you’ve hurt her ...”

“Now why would we do that?” the other one demand-
ed. “We knew you’d be along sooner or later. We thought
you might like to go after her—if you can reach her.”

“Go on,” the first one said. “Go on inside.”

Ryne looked in Weir’s direction. He was standing on
the far sidewalk, his fists clenching and unclenching. The
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Bully Boys were backing away from him. The door to the
building was. open. Weir was staring past them to the
inside.

“Linne,” he called to Ryne. “Linne’s in there—with a
dozen of these animals.” His voice shook, rising. Ryne
had never seen him without composure before.

“I heard,” Ryne said. He swung around, facing the
Bully Boys again. He moved at them suddenly. His hands
reached out, catching an arm of each as they tried to turn
and run. He spun them viciously together so that their
bodies met. He let loose. One staggered back, holding a
hand to his face where it had struck the other on the
forehead. The second man stood shaking his head. Ryne
came forward again. He hit the nearest one with his full
strength, smashing him against the building at one side.
He dropped and lay still. Ryne went after the other. He
turned and ran, stumbling, staggering.

The Warden vehicle was moving forward now. Ryne
changed his direction and charged directly at it. He could
see the two faces under the uniform caps, and he saw
surprise as he jerked open the driver’s side door and
hauled the man out. The Warden twisted free and swung
up his club. Ryne caught his wrist and twisted. The
Warden screamed as the bone snapped. Ryne caught the
falling club and went headfirst into the vehicle, the club
swinging.

He stopped, club in midair, as the Warden opened his
door, scrambled out, and began to run. His partner, hold-
ing his broken wrist, followed. Ryne slid around on the
seat until he was facing the front of the vehicle. He lifted
the communicator from its hook.

A voice said, “Warden Central.”

Ryne snapped, “Get me the Coordinator—now! The
name’s Ryne.”

-There was no discussion, no argument. A clicking sound
and wi?thin seconds he heard the voice of the Coordinator.
“Ryne 1)

“Ryne,” he agreed. “The Bully Boys have Linne down
here in a warehouse. If you want your job done, see that
she’s taken away from them. What the devil kind of
security system have you got, letting . .

The Coordinator’s smooth voice sa.id, “She’s unharmed,
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Ryne. And perfectly safe. She’ll be back in Upper City in
half an hour.” He laughed without much humor. “I just
wanted you to know what I can do if I have to. I don’t
want you to get any ideas from Laszlo. Do you under-
stand me, Ryne?”

“I understand,” Ryne said. Suddenly his shaking anger
was gone. He felt a coldness, a deeper, quieter anger like a
great ball of ice in his middle.

“You’ve been tested,” the Coordinator said. “Go about
your business.”

He closed the circuit. Ryne hung up the communicator
and turned. Weir stood just outside the vehicle.

Ryne said, “The Coordinator . ..”

“I heard. They took Linne away and then closed the
door.” Weir was looking at him with open curiosity. “You
didn’t think trying to play a double game would be easy,
did you? You didn’t take the Coordinator for a fool?”

Ryne shook his head and climbed slowly from the
vehicle. Weir said, “The way you went after those Bully
Boys and the Wardens—you must think a lot of Linne.”

“Yes,” Ryne said.

“What would you have done if it hadn’t been a test?”
Weir said. “If it had been genuine? Would you have given
in to him?”

Ryne looked at him emptily. “I don’t know,” he said.
“I don’t know.”
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No one disturbed them now. They went into the old
building and down another ladder and worked their way
through what seemed to Ryne to be a maze, although
Weir was careful to explain the markings that told him
when to turn left, or right, or continue straight ahead.

At the end, they were in a cavernous room beneath the
present City. The only light came from a big lamp such as
Mabton had packed for Ryne during their journey
through the tunnel. It was located so that it sprayed out to
show the faces of the fifty or so men sitting in semicircular
rows, and to light Ryne and Weir standing before them.

Ryne stood quietly as Weir asked for reports from each
man. They came, succinct and to the point, and the gist of
all was the same: Their lieutenants and the men beneath
them had found few Lowers not willing to migrate, once
they were given the slightest assurance of success.

Each of the men here, Weir had explained to Ryne, had
charge of ten men, their lieutenants, and each of those
in turn had charge of ten. And it was these ten who went
among the people, questioning, talking softly, building
the picture of the future that was so close to being reality.

Among those Lowers who held back their approval,
Ryne learned, were many of the very old, and a goodly
number of women, especially those with young children and .
employed husbands. Weir accepted this part of the reports
as he had the other, with an expressionless nod.

He said, “That’s understandable. As for the oldest,
there’s little we can do. Many will be too feeble to move.
But the women are a different story. Have your men

88
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identify them specifically. Have them talk to the husbands
and try to get permission to move them and the kids
bodily if we have to.”

He took a deep breath and nodded his chin in Ryne’s
direction. “Here’s the breakthrough I talked about at the
last meeting. Here’s the reason we’re not feeling just hope-
f£1 any longer; now we’re feeling sure of ourselves. This is

yne.»

One man in the second row said, “I heard about him,
He’s a Riser they exiled.”

Weir jerked his head again and moved back. Ryne
stepped forward. “That’s right.” He had a plausible, sim-
ple-enough story ready for this group. “I got myself exiled
when I learned I was needed in the Out.”

They waited, watching him, giving nothing to him yet,
accepting nothing. Ryne said, “My grandfather was the
last Reader.” He heard the stirring, the rustling, the soft
intakes of breath. “You all know the plan to build the new
City. And you know that the machine this City was built
with still exists. The problem is that the instructions for
using the machine are in the old tongue. My grandfather
taught me to read the old writing, and so they wanted me
in the Out, to help them read the instructions for the
machine.”

He saw the hope on some faces, the doubt on others.
He said, “The words in the book about the machine are
different, but I'm learning them. Soon I'll be able to read
enough so that the new City can be built.”

“How soon is soon?” a voice called.

This was a question Ryne had faced in his own mind,
and one he had not yet found an answer for. “I don’t
know,” he admitted. “But I want it as soon as you. Sooner,
perhaps. My—my woman is in Upper City. I want her
with me.” He looked at the rows of faces, moving his head
slowly. “Many of you know her. She carries the name of

e"’

And now he saw more of them relax, come to him. He
said carefully, “Tell the doubters, the skeptics, the fright-
ened, that not many days ago I’d never seen the Out. But
since then I've lived in it. I've been fed and housed and
clothed by it.”

He took a step forward. “I’ve seen the sun and felt its
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warmth. Pve seen the sea. I've breathed the air. Men live
there, men whose ancestors come from the same ship as
did yours. Mén who are free. Tell the others this.”

His emotional outburst had startled him and drained
him. He stepped back, making room for Weir. He said
simply, “Tell them about the sun.”

The meeting broke up then, with Weir setting the next
for a cycle ahead. Silently he and Ryne backtracked
through the maze of tunnels, taking turns that Ryne did
not recognize. Twice Weir hesitated and then went ahead
firmly. He stopped at the foot of a ladder climbing up into
darkness.

“We’ll come up in front of your old house.” He looked
at Ryne in the backwash of the light from his torch. “Try
to get the layout straight in your mind now. We might not
have too much time. The people living there are dissen-
ters.”
lad‘c‘ll can go in blindfolded,” Ryne said. He started up the

er.

The street was as he remember it, drab, the houses
seemingly no more grimy than those many years ago. The
familiar door surprised him a little: the big scar that had
been put in the doorframe in the aftermath of the raid was
still clearly visible. Somehow he had expected it to have
been covered over by time.

As soon as Weir came up behind him, Ryne led the
way to the door of the house. Whoever lived here now
obviously complied with the law—the door was unlocked.
Ryne entered the lower hall. “Straight back and to the left.
We had this whole side of the lower floor.” Three rooms,
he remembered, for four people to eat, sleep, cook, relax.
He started walking.

The door to the room yielded under his turning of the
knob. The perpetual glow of the City came dimly through
the single window into the unlighted room. A woman and
a small child sat at a table eating. The woman stared at
them with fear in her tired eyes.

“No one’s going to hurt you,” Ryne said. “I used to live
here. I just came back to visit.”

Behind him Weir stepped in and shut the door. He
stood with his back to it. The woman swiveled her head
silently as Ryne studied the room, making a slow clock-
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wise turn. Some of the furniture was the same—the chairs
and the table. But a larger bed had been put alongside the
cot his grandfather had slept on, and there was no longer
the familiar clothes press against the side wall.

“The clothes press,” Ryne said, “what happened to it?”

“There wasn’t no room,” the woman said. Her voice
was full. “Them next door took it. They give me clothes
for the boy here. Old clothes.”

“Then you never used it? Never opened it?”

She was frankly puzzled now. “We used it awhile, but
there wasn’t no room, so we traded it.” She made a
giggling sound. “You leave something in it?”

“Yes,” Ryne said. He made a shape in the air with his
hands. “A box. It was under the bottom board. In the little
hollow space between it and the floor.”

Ryne saw the crafty look flick into her eyes and then
fade. “I seen that,” she said. “Maybe we could swap.”

Ryne glanced at Weir. His own pockets were empty of
anything she might want. Weir showed her what his pock-
et held—two hand-hammered nails, a piece of wire, and a
small washer he had been straightening with a hammer.

“This is all we have,” he said.

The woman shook her head and touched her tongue to
thin, bluish lips. “Them boots of his,” she said, nodding at
Ryne. “They’d about fit my man. He’s small but he has
big feet.”

Without hesitating, Ryne removed his boots. “What do
you have to swap for them?”

“We found the box when we was moving the press,”
she said. “I kept it.”

Both Ryne and Weir saw her eyes flick toward the
larger bed. Weir went to it and knelt. He reached beneath
the bed and drew out a large flattish metal box.

“Now you wait,” she said. “This is a swap.”

“That depends on what’s in it,” Weir said. He lifted the
lid and carefully began to bring out tattered clothing, a
handmade toy, odds and ends that the woman had obvi-
ously saved over the years. “The books?”

“Ah, them. They wasn’t no good to us in that funny
writing. I got rid of them.”

“Who’d you swap with?”

She was sullen. “I didn’t get a swap. My husband was
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scared, the fool. He said we could get in trouble because
of the old man who used to live here. The crazy one. He
called the Wardens. They took the books.”

Ryne put his boots back on. The woman looked as if
she was going to cry. Weir laid the nails and wire and
washer on the table. “Show these to your husband. If he
can’t make use of them, they’ll make a toy for the boy.”

Silently he and Ryne went out. They were on the street
before either man spoke. “Wardens,” Weir said. “What
would they do with them?”

“Report up to the Coordinator’s office if they were
wise,” Ryne said. “He’d have taken them.”

Weir said with heavy amusement, “Then call him again
and ask him to lend you a dictionary.”

Ryne said, “Why not? Where’s the nearest communica-
tion center?”

“At the food dispensary around the corner,” Weir said.
“Don’t ask for trouble. You’ll have Wardens . . .”
I_‘il;‘n'I'hen’; won’t be any trouble,” Ryne said. “He has

e.”

Weir said only, “It’s this way.”

They started to the left. “I remember now,” Ryne said
and quickened his pace.

The shop was small, as all Lower City dispensaries
were; there was little but the basic diet to be had in them.
Inside, behind a counter with grillwork above it, was the
lone attendant, a retired factory worker who had earned
this position by years of faithful service. And, Ryne sus-
pected, by being an agent for the Coordinator. Behind the
attendant were the locked cases containing the food.

He looked from Ryne to Weir, and his eyes grew wide
in his seamed face. He was old enough to remember Weir
well, and the recognition and the shock were there. He
scuttled to one end of the counter and reached beneath it
for the communicator.

Ryne said, “Don’t waste time calling the Wardens. Ask
for the Coordinator. Say that Ryne wants to talk to him
again.”

The old man was breathing hard. “Ryne! You're crazy,
coming out this way.”

“Just call,” Ryne said. He could see stubborn negation
on the ancient features. “Don’t get yourself in trouble by
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having the Wardens make a useless trip. They’ll only call
the Coordinator.”

The old man squeezed his lips together and then said
into the communicator, “This is District 5 food dispen-
sary. Man here says his name is Ryne. He wants to talk to
the Coordinator.”

His head jerked away from the listening device. Mutter-
ing, he pushed the communicator through the grillwork
to Ryne. “It’s your trouble, not mine,” he said.

Ryne took the communicator. The Coordinator was
already on the other end. Ryne said, “Some years ago,
the books belonging to my grandfather were turned over
to the Wardens. One was a dictionary of the old and
new languages. I need it.”

“I’d forgotten,” the Coordinator said. “But there was a
Warden report . . .” He paused. “Wait.”

Ryne stood listening to the faint hum through the com-
munication line. He thought of Linne, and he turned so
that neither Weir nor the old man could see his expres-
sion. Soon the Coordinator’s voice came again. “I’'m sorry,
Ryne. The report says they received the books. That was
fifteen years ago. They destroyed them and then re-
ported.”

“Is that the truth?”

The Coordinator clearly took no offense. “The truth.
I'm as sorry as you. But you’ll have to do without it.”

“I'll need more time, then,” Ryne said.

“Take what you have to have but no more.” The line
went dead.

Ryne returned the communicator., “The Wardens de-
stroyed them,” he said.

This time neither he nor Weir spoke until they reached
Mabton at Utilities Central. “You’re late,” he said.

“There was a little trouble,” Weir answered. He de-
scribed everything that had happened as they made their
way toward the Out.

Ryne could feel Mabton’s eyes turned on him. He
returned the look and saw the curiosity and the watchful-
ness. Mabton said, “What happens if he still has Linne and
you need to make a choice, Ryne?”

“I was planning on going to Upper City and getting her
out,” Ryne said.
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“No,” Weir told him. “You can’t. “You’re too necessary
to us. We’'ll have to find another way.” He added in a
gentler voice, “Linne is clever. She might get herself
away.”

“The Coordinator won’t give her the chance,” Ryne
said. “He knows the value of what he has. He’ll keep her in
detention.”

Weir stopped, swinging around to face Ryne. “Don’t
you make us do that to you. Don’t get any ideas of trying
to get her away all by yourself. We’re too close to success.
Let us think about it.”

“She isn’t your—your woman,” Ryne said angrily.

“She’s my niece,” Weir said. “She and I are the only
family each other has left.” He turned and started along
the tunnel again. “Just give me your word.”

“You have it,” Ryne said, and plodded along after him.
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They discussed their problems late that night, and the
next day Tara rode to talk with Amso. When she re-
turned, she reported, “Amso will come in the morning to
show us the way.”

“Then I suppose he’ll slip out some night and move
everything again,” Laszlo said sourly. He looked tired and
yet more keyed-up than usual.

“The machine is his responsibility,” Tara said gently.
“But when we need it, he’ll let us take it.”

The remainder of the day was a long one, with Ryne
finding himself unable to concentrate on his study of the
ancient language. The talk centered mostly around the
problem of Linne; and Ryne was conscious of the watch-
fulness in the other’s language.

He said finally, “I gave Weir my word. I’'m not going to
rush out and try to rescue her. Now leave it alone unless
you have an idea worth talking about.”

Laszlo said curtly, “It isn’t our rushing off that con-
cerns me, Ryne. It's what will happen if the Coordinator
uses her to force you to go over to his side.”

“That’s still a long ways off,” Ryne said. “First, we
have to get the new City built.” Pushing at his simmering
anger, he looked steadily at Laszlo. “And we have to
come up with a way to get the Lowers into that City. To
get the Coordinator to open the gates.” Rising, he left the
room to stand in the darkness on the veranda.

Both moons were shining on the softly rippling sea. But
tonight the beauty of it could not cut through Ryne’s deep
anger. He immersed himself in it, knowing the futility of

95
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what he did, yet unable to help himself. Tara had touched
his shoulder a second time before he realized that she was
beside him. o

He turned almost savagely. “I don’t want to hear any
more about it!”

“I didn’t come for that,” she said quietly. In the moon-
light, her fine, handsome features had an almost ethereal
beauty. “I wanted to talk about tomorrow.”

“You mean I'm being allowed to go?”

Her touch was light on the back of his hand where it
rested on the veranda. “Don’t take your anger out on me,
Ryne. I'm not Laszlo, nor his alter ego. I'm myself. I do
my own thinking, my own judging.”

& “I’Im sorry,” he said quickly. “But if he really thinks
atI...”

“Who knows what Laszlo really thinks?” she demand-
ed. “Now let’s forget that. I wanted to tell you about
tomorrow. It won’t be easy. I didn’t tell them in there
what Amso said to me today.”

He turned, looking down at her and waiting. She said,
“He isn’t sure that he can find the caves. He went out a
few days ago, but he almost lost his way and came back.”

“Lost his way! Didn’t the man draw a map? Doesn’t he
have landmarks?”

She laughed suddenly. “What would a City man know
about landmarks?”

“I learned in the village,” Ryne said. “Don’t waste
time. What did Amso say?”

“He had landmarks,” she admitted. “But during the
winter there was a snowslide. And a mud slide too, from
the way the mountainsides looked. He knows the general
direction, and not much more.”

Ryne looked over the sea. Such an easy way out. If he
couldn’t find a dictionary, he couldn’t translate the book.
He could pretend, but he knew that with his limited
knowledge, it was an impossible task. And sooner or later,
Laszlo would have to find another plan. Then he could go
back to Upper City, to Linne, to—a failure that was
really success.

His hesitation was almost too brief to be noticed. “If
Amso’ll point us in the right direction and tell us all he
can remember, we'll find the cave—and the machine,
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And, I hope, a dictionary.” He turned to her again. “With
all of us hunting, we can’t ...”

“With two of us,” she said. “Laszlo has given Weir and
Mabton other assignments.” She smiled faintly. “I'm only
going because Laszlo doesn’t think you can manage alone
yet.” She started away and stopped. “We’ll take the wagon
and enough food for two days.”

“For longer than that,” Ryne said, “I'm going to keep
looking until I find it.”

Strong words, he thought sardonically the next day.
With Amso riding his horse alongside, Ryne and Tara
jounced along on the wagon seat over ground that grew
rougher as they approached the mountains. They had
taken a direction Ryne had not followed before, and
whenever they came to the top of a rise, he turned to
orient himself. He was surprised to see that the great
mountainside hiding the City was well behind them and to
their right, while the curve of the mountain range had
taken them so that Amso’s farm was in an almost direct
line north and east.

Now they were in the foothills, dropping from crest to
valley and climbing back to crest, each one a bit higher
than the last. The high peaks beyond were still white with
snow, and the small streams they forded rushed with
mud-bearing water. The ground of the last few valleys they
crossed was still soft from recent thawing. Ryne could feel
the change in the air; it had become drier and it held a
chill that the air closer to the sea had lost some time
before.

The mountains themselves began abruptly, a steeply
sloping wall of rock and dirt with a few trees clinging to
the lower slopes and then only the rock itself higher up.
They stopped with only one narrow valley between them
and the mountains.

Amso pulled his horse alongside. “It’s somewhere
around here,” he said. He spoke in the old tongue so that
Ryne had to translate for Tara. “There was a stream bed—
but the winter changed its course. And on the flat of that
mountain ahead, there was a spire. I set my mark by
putting the spire right between these two peaks off behind.
In the middle of the V. Then straight down, well down
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where the trees still grow, there was the opening to the
cave.”

He drew a folded piece of scraped animal skin from his
pocket. “Here’s the way the route goes inside the moun-
tain.”

Ryne looked only briefly at the convoluted map of the
caves. His immediate interest was in locating the opening.
“You’re sure it’s that flat ridge ahead?”

“That much I can swear to,” Amso said. “But look
where the earth slid with spring. The cave itself could be
covered with that muck.” He stabbed his finger upward.
“If the spire was still there, we’d know.”

When Ryne had translated, Tara said, “There aren’t
any other entrances to that warren of caves, Amso?”
lm“Not a one. It’s locked into the mountain as far as I

ow.”

Tara said, “Let’s go into the valley and set up our
camp.”

Slrl,e lifted the reins and Ryne stopped her. “Wait. Let
me look at that ridge from here a minute more.”

His eyes swept it—a flat top of unknown depth perhaps
a thousand meters in length. On the left end, it dropped off
sheer; on the right, it folded into a rising mountain peak,
snow-tipped still. In the distance, far behind and much
higher than the flat crest, were the twin peaks forming a
V. According to Amso there had been a spire of rock
thrusting up to center in that V. Apparently the winter’s
snow had broken the spire and sent it crashing to the
ground. Even so, there should be its base and the rem-
nants of the spire itself,

Tomorrow he would climb up there and see. Ryne
smiled sourly at himself. First strong words and now a
wild idea. He had never climbed anything more precipi-
tous than a duct ladder in his life. And as far as he could
tell, there were no rungs on the face of that rocky cliff.

He said to Tara, “All right, let'’s go down.”

They slanted into the valley and pulled through its soft
dirt to a stand of trees and bushes that marked the course
of the stream. Putting the wagon beneath great spreading
branches of one stand of trees, Tara looped the reins and
sighed.
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b ‘:;A little shut in, but we have water and firewood close

yAmso squinted at the slant of the sun. “If I ride hard
enough, I can get home 'in time to do my chores.” With a
flick at the brim of the broad hat he wore, he trotted away
and out of sight.

Ryne said stupidly, “I was counting on his help tomor-
row.”

“What for? He’s told us all he can.”

“I thought he could show me how to climb a moun-
tain,” Ryne said dryly. He got down from the wagon.
“Tell me what to do to set up camp.”

She showed him how to stake the horses in a nearby
clearing so they could move about on ropes long enough
to reach food, water, and shelter and yet not tangle them-
gselves. She had him haul rocks from the stream edge to
make a setting for an outdoor fire. “In case the weather
lets us stay outside,” she explained. And then she had him
bring dead branches of downed wood and saw them.

There were quite a few tools in the wagon, Ryne dis-
covered—a saw and an ax, shovels and a pick, long bars
flattened at one end, and an immense coil of thin, tough
cording. There was also a good supply of food and equip-
ment for sleeping.

By the time they had readied the camp, the slant of the
sun had carried it to the tip of the distant mountains. Tara
frowned. “The sun is setting red. The natives say that
means a storm. In these mountains it could be a strong
one.”

It was hot in the canyon, with little breeze. And though
now the setting of the sun brought some coolness, Ryne
was still sweating. Both of them were dirt-stained and, as
Tara said, smelled of horses. She found a backwater in the
creek and went off with a towel and a change of clothing
to disappear behind the screen of bushes along the water.
She came back looking fresh.

“Have a bath. It’s a little chilly but nice. I'll start our
meal.”

Ryne took her advice and spent some time splashing in
the almost current-free pool. Dressed again, he noticed
that the sky was thick with sullen, swelling clouds, and by
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the time he reached the wagon, the first fat drops of warm
rain had started hitting his face and head. .

“No fire outside tonight,” Tara said. “Have a drmk..”

She handed Ryne a glass of something golden mixed
with water. It was his first experience with Out liquor, and
he wasn’t sure at first that he liked it. But the warmth
radiating through him made the taste more palatable, and
soon he grew accustomed to it. .

“The Outers make it from a kind of fruit,” Tara said.
“It’s like the brandy we have in the City.”

Ryne remembered the brandy. “Only better,” he said.

They ate on a small table that unfolded from a side
wall, and afterward washed their few dishes. The rain
drummed wildly on the roof above them, and now the
wind rose to make the tree branches over their heads creak
and groan. Ryne thought of the horses, but Tara assured
him they would be under shelter by now. They sat and
sipped tea, still in restful silence.

A tremendous crack of sound burst on them, making
Ryne spill his tea. “Thunder!” Tara said. “Go look out the
flap. Maybe you can see your first lightning.”

Ryne pulled back the flap and looked out. Wind-
spumed rain whipped into his face, and then a flash of
light blinded him with its intensity. Brief seconds later the
thunder battered his ears and body.

“It’s close,” Tara said. “I could have made a mistake
putting us under the trees.” :

She explained thunderstorms to Ryne, and by that time
the noise was in the distance, only echoing rumbles
through the mountains. But the rain continued. They sat
awhile longer in companionable silence. Then Tara
;til(-ired. “Up early tomorrow,” she said. “Let’s roll out the

s.”

They were in one of the benches along the side wall of
the wagon—two thin mattresses with blankets to put over
them. Tara said, “You’re supposed to sleep under the
wagon. But in this kind of weather, you’d float away.”
With a smile, she unrolled her mattress and his side by
side at the rear of the wagon. Spreading the blankets over
the mattresses, she turned off the light.

“You stay on the right and I'll take the left.”

He could hear her moving and then hear the rustle of
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her clothing. He undressed and crawled under his blankets
and lay listening to the rain, and then above it he could
hear her stirring softly.

“Are you still sure, Ryne?” she asked out of the black-
ness.

“More sure than ever,” Ryne said thinly.

“Because of what the Coordinator did—with your
Linne, I mean?”

“That—and everything else I've seen since I've come
here.” After a moment’s silence, he said, “What about
you? A High’s life should be enough for anyone.”

“It’s very comfortable,” she said. “And it can be very
empty. I don’t think I've given up as much as you, Ryne.
i.didn’t have anyone up there the way you have your

inne.”

He didn’t want to talk about Linne or himself, but he
said, “I haven’t lost her yet.”

Again there was silence before she spoke. “Would she
thinlf:} any less of you because we're alone—together this
way 11 R

He didn’t understand at first, and then they were to-
gether as she moved alongside him. He could feel the
smoothness of her skin and the warmth of her breath
against his face.

“Do I shock you, Ryne?”

“No,” he said. “No.” Desperately he clung to the mem-
ory and image of Linne; yet soon that ceased to matter,
and there was only Tara and the rain softening on the roof
aboveed them, and the wind dying slowly away as the storm
pass
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The air was fresh and cool after the storm, but the sun
bit into Ryne’s back as he worked his way up the rock
face of the cliff. At first, the climbing was easy, with trees
and stubs and outcroppings of rock to hold to. But then
the rock became crumbly and there were no more trees.

He found himself on a narrow ledge with nowhere to go
but forward. The ground behind him had sharded off and
rattled down. He clung to a small projection and looked
into the valley. He could see Tara watching, and waiting,
and he remembered her last words before letting him start
up here.

“Come back in one piece, Ryne. I’d rather spend the
night in your arms than putting splints on them.”

The thought of her warmed him and he edged along,
wondering what he would do when he reached the end of
this ledge. It came suddenly, and he found himself staring
at a V-shaped groove that slanted upward across the face
of what, from below, looked like sheer cliff. He wondered
if he could brace his feet in the sides of the groove and
claw his way upward.

He could, and at the end of the groove was another
going in the opposite direction, and beyond that a third, so
that he worked back and forth until he found himself
belly down on the flat top of the cliff. His breath gusted in
and out. Up here, for all the sunlight, he could feel a chill
bathing his sweaty body, and when he crawled to his
knees and looked back, the distance he had come fright-
ened him a little. Below, Tara was still visible only be-
cause she moved against the still backdrop of the valley
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floor. He waved and thought he saw her answer. Then,
rising, he turned and studied the flat area around him.

It was completely barren except for a scatter of large
boulders and, some distance away, the bulk of a massive
piece of dark-reddish rock. The color was so distinctive
from the dull grays of the surrounding rocks that Ryne
went quickly to it. Visible now was a scatter of other
stones, many almost cylindrical in cross section, and all of
them red, stretching due eastward.

Ryne grunted with the satisfaction of having guessed
right. This scatter of stones was the remains of Amso’s
spire; sometime during the winter, a heavy burden of
snow or a strong wind had found its weak spot and sent it
tumbling from its base. Pacing it, he decided that it had
once risen a full ten meters from the two-meter-high stub
remaining.

He climbed to the top of one of the stubs and turned
until he could see the notch in the distant mountains. He
maneuvered his body until he was sighting dead center in
the V of the notch. Stooping carefully, he made a line,
using loose bits of rubble, that angled slightly across the
top of the stub. Then he turned and looked for Tara. She
was nowhere in sight, and so he sought some landmarks
he could use once he was back on the ground.

He located a tree whose top rose well above those
surrounding it. He judged the stand of trees to be on a
ridge a good hundred meters from their camp. When he
stood astraddle his line of rubble, his eyes were directly on
the tree, his back squarely fitted into the notch in the
distant mountains.

It would have to do, Ryne decided. Climbing down
from the stub of rock, he considered a way to return to
the camp. Going down the way he had come was too
dangerous, he realized. He explored the flat; at the far-
western edge on the side opposite their camp, he discov-
ered a comparatively easy slope leading down to the flat-
land. He started the descent, and by the time the sun was
sliding past its zenith, he was once more on level ground.
Now he had only to make the long journey around the
great flat-topped cliff and he should be back in the valley
they had chosen for their camp.

It was early evening when Ryne limped into view of the
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wagon. Tara came running toward him, her hands out-
stretched. “I was about to start out after you! Whatever
happened?” .

Ryne felt her full, firm body in his, and for all of his
weariness he felt a stir of hunger. She tilted up her head
and he kissed her gently. “Let me have a bath and I'll tell
you all about it. And something to eat. I missed my
lunch.”

An hour later, a glass of Out liquor warming him, Ryne
wolfed at the meal Tara had prepared. She listened to his
description of what he had found. “I hunted all over the
hillside. I can’t find a cave opening anywhere,” she said.

“There has to be one,” Ryne said. “It’s probably under
the dirt that Amso said slid during the spring.”

She made a face. “Have you ever done any digging with
a shovel?”

C‘No.i’

“Tomorrow, you'll think today’s jaunt was a stroll over
the meadow,” she said.

Ryne was a little surprised when he found that Tara
was right. By midday, he had dug a dozen test holes along
the imaginary line between his tree and the notch in the
mountains. He retreated to the wagon for a noon meal, his
hands sore and threatening to blister.

Tara found some gloves, and the afternoon was a little
easier. Even so, he found himself working more slowly,
found each shovelful of the heavy, moist dirt heavier. It
was past sunset when he plunged his shovel into the dirt
and found himself sprawling face down, the shovel gone
from his hand.

Ryne rolled to his feet. Tara was digging below him
and a few meters to one side. “I found something!”

Together they cleared away the loose dirt to reveal a
cave mouth. Ryne’s shovel lay just out of reach on the
stony floor of a natural cave.

“This has to be the one!”

“My guess too,” Ryne agreed. “Tomorrow we’ll take the
lamps and the rope and have a look.” He grinned at her
through a mask of dirt-caked sweat. “Tonight, I just want
a bath, a drink, a meal, and . . .” He stopped, discon-
certed at the strength of the rush of desire for her that
swept through him,
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She kissed him, dirt and all. “First things first,” she
said. “Let’s get back to camp.”

They found the dictionaries within an hour after they
entered the cave the next morning. Amso had carried his
trust only past the first turn. Here the high-roofed natural-
stone tunnel widened to a vault. In it were two tall files
filled with micro-cards and labeled, as nearly as Ryne
could make out, “Personnel Files” and “Ship’s Log.” Be-
yond them were stacked some twenty plastic boxes of
various sizes. Most seemed to be spare parts for the ma-
chine. Finally came the wheeled box in which the machine
sat. It was surprisingly small compared to Ryne’s expecta-
tions.

He found the dictionaries in one of the cartons, beneath
a ten-volume set of the encyclopedia of which Laszlo had
one part. There were three volumes, labeled “Scientific
and Technical Dictionary,” although he was not certain of
the word ‘Technical’ until he looked it up in Volume 3.

They returned with a feeling of a kind of triumph, the
carton of encyclopedias and the dictionaries riding in the
wagon. As they swung into the yard where Laszlo and
Weir stood watching them, they burst spontaneously into a
song that had been popular in the City two years before.

Tara leaped from the wagon before Ryne brought it to
a halt. She smiled at Laszlo. “Success! We found it. Ryne
found it!”

Laszlo said only, “Good. Let’s get to work.” He turned
and went into the house. Ryne came down from the
wagon seat and touched Tara as if to absorb some of the
disappointment etched on her features.

Weir said, “Last night we got word that the Bully Boys
are raiding some of our group leaders and their lieu-
tenants. Somebody leaked information about who they
were. Already five men have been badly beaten.” He
added sourly, “The Wardens are deploring it, of course,
but they don’t seem to be able to be in the right place at
the right time to stop it.”

“At least Laszlo can’t say Ryne had anything to do
with it,” Tara cried. “He’s been with one of us since you
took him to that meeting.”

“Even then, I couldn’t give you the names of over three
of those men,” Ryne said.
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“Tell that to Laszlo,” Weir said. “He thinks Ryne has
some kind of -transmitter—or maybe he believes in mag-
ic.” His voice was heavy and tired.

Ryne swung away from them and went into the house.
He found the big parlor empty, and he went to Laszlo’s
door. Without knocking, he jerked it open and stepped
inside. Laszlo was at his desk. His glance was cold and
still as he looked up at Ryne.

“You’re going to have to make up your mind one way
or the other,” Ryne said bluntly. “Either you trust me or
you don’t. If you do, then get all this garbage out of your
mind. If you don’t, say so, and I'll go back to Upper City
and we can forget I was ever here.”

Laszlo’s lips rimmed with white. “You talk to me that
way! I make the mandates here, not you!”

Ryne said softly, “As Tara pointed out, I had no op-
portunity to name those men—I don’t even know who
they are.”

“We have a list. You could have stolen it long enough
to make a copy.”

“And when would I have got that information to the
Coordinator?”

“You could have found a way.”

Ryne put his hands on Laszlo’s table and bent forward,
his face inches from Laszlo’s. “You,” he said, “are a
damned paranoid. I don’t think you’re fit to lead the
Lowers out of the Old City.”

Laszlo stood up abruptly, his chair scraping back and
clattering to the floor. His face was a sickly white, his eyes
shattered shards of ice. Behind him, Weir said, “I'm be-
ginning to agree with Ryne. Now that he has the diction-
ary, we can build the new City. Among us, there are
i?:shztlﬁdm enough. I'm not sure we need you any longer,

o.”

Laszlo stared at him, and then he sat down, slumping
so that his head hung almost to his knees. He remained
that way, his body shaking from the violence of his breath-
ng.

Weir called, “Tara, Laszlo’s gone into shock again.” He
turned to Ryne. “Help me get him to bed.”

When they lifted Laszlo, the sight of his features
stunned Ryne. They were dulled, slack, without the char-
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acter he had come to think of as the essence of the man.
Carefully, he helped Weir put the surprisingly light body
on the cot.

“How long will he be like this?”

Weir shrugged. “I had to do it to him about six months
ago when he convinced himself both Mabton and I were
selling ourselves to the Coordinator. He came around
completely in a week that time.”

Tara came in carrying a small case. Opening it, she took
out a pressure injector, bared Laszlo’s arm, and tapped
the activator. He jerked slightly and then began breathing
less gustily. In a short while he was asleep.

“Isn’t there some other way . ..” Ryne began.

“Not with Laszlo,” Tara said. “Between overwork and
his—his paranoia, there just isn’t any other way. He’ll be
all right when he’s rested.” She nodded to Weir. “It
shouldn’t be as long. He looks much better than he did the
other time. Maybe only three or four days.”

Ryne’s euphoria at having found the dictionaries was
completely gone. But he said, “In that case I'll get to work.
Maybe having a translation ready when he does come
around will help.”

When he was gone, Weir shook his head at Tara. “I
wish I knew exactly where Ryne stood. Until the Coordi-
nator let him know he had Linne, I would have trusted
Ryne all the way. Now 'm not so sure.”

“l am,” Tara said defensively. “How could he have
learned the names of the group leaders and the lieu-
tenants?”

“I was in the doorway, and I heard Laszlo as much as
accuse him of stealing our master list of names,” Weir said.
“And Ryne has been working in here a lot. He could have
copied that list.”

“Even if he did, how could he have sent the informa-
tion to the Coordinator? How and when?”

Weir said with faint amusement, “Laszlo thinks he has
a secret transmitter stashed somewhere.” He chuckled.
“That answered the ‘how,” I guess, but it still doesn’t
account for the ‘when.” He’s been in constant sight of one
or another of us since we came from the meeting.”

Tara nodded. “Of course. “He and I . . .” She broke
off, pressing a hand to her mouth. “Oh, no!”



108 LOUIS TRIMBLE

Weir’s smile disappeared. Tara said miserably, “Yester-
day morning, Ryne climbed a cliff to take a sighting. He
said he had to gét down by going in another direction and
walk all the way around the cliff. He didn’t reach camp
until almost dark.”

Weir let out a gusty breath. “Im glad Laszlo didn’t
hear that. It would put him in permanent shock.” He
started from the room. “I think we’d better take turns with
Ryne. One of us should be with him whenever he decides
to go out for some fresh air.”
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In the middle of his first night working on the transla-
tion, Ryne made a discovery—virtually all of the scientific
and technical words he had to look up were constructed
from a small group of root words. Once he recognized this
characteristic of the language, he was able to move more
swiftly than he had hoped.

He had already reached the point where he could think
in the ancient tongue as he read it, his understanding
interrupted only by those long, unfamiliar words. But now
he was able to take them apart and understand them, and
in a short while he found he could “feel” their meaning as
part of the total context.

By the night of the third day, he had read twice
through the section in the encyclopedia on the use of the
city-building machine and he felt ready to make a written
translation. Tara found him with his head slumped on the
desk top, one hand reaching out for the writing instru-
ment. He was asleep.

Her touch awakened him. “You damn fool. Do you
want to end up in bed like Laszlo? Go get some sleep.
gonk haven’t had over two hours a night since we got

ac) .” .

She had a cup of tea for him and he sipped it gratefully.
“Pm fine,” he said. “Now that I've learned the way the
language is put together, reading it is no trick at all.” He
gulped more tea. “How is Laszlo?”

“Not as good as we’d hoped. He’ll need another three
or four days.”

“I'm about ready,” Ryne said. “If we had to, we could
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start the machine working tomorrow. Isn’t there any way
of hurrying Laszlo’s recovery? He still has to work out a
final plan to .".".”

“No,” she said. “No, we can’t hurry him. And no,
he doesn’t have to work out a plan. Weir told me that he
solved the problem while we were gone.” She stopped
speaking,

Ryne’s eyebrows went up. “Meaning, I'm not supposed
to know what it is?”

“No,” she said, “you’re not supposed to know what it is.
But I can tell you this much. It’s a good plan. And Weir
and Mabton and Corso will go to the City to start it
working as soon as the new City is built.”

Ryne said, “Does it consider Linne . ..” He broke off.
“That’s why ’'m not being told, isn’t it? Because they’re
afraid I might wreck it trying to help her?”

Tara nodded. Ryne said, “It makes sense—from their
point of view. But I don’t know myself what I might do.”
He looked carefully into Tara’s face and dropped his
words slowly. “Maybe I won’t do anything. Maybe it
doesn’t matter that much any more.”

She caught his arm. “Ryne, you have to do something!
You can’t just let her rot there.” Her eyes were pleading.
“Do you mean because of us, there at the camp, that
you'd forget . ..”

“No,” he said. “Im not forgetting. I just meant that
maybe the Coordinator doesn’t have the same hold on me
as he did before. Maybe we can get Linne out after
everything is over.”

He thought he saw fear and shock in Tara’s eyes, but
she turned away too quickly for him to be sure. She said
only, “Please get some rest,” as she left the room.

Ryne returned to the table where his work lay spread
out. He knuckle-rubbed his eyes and yawned. He was too
keyed up to rest; too many ideas were pounding through
his mind. Perhaps it was the lack of sleep; perhaps he had
caught some of Laszlo’s disease. But he was frightened.

He slept—head on the table as before—and then he
wakened to reread the material and to begin writing it in
the current tongue in his easily readable handscript. Writ-
ing it, finding just the right words and translating the
subtleties of ideas, took a lot longer than he had expect-
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ed. He had barely dented the first page of fine print when
it was dinnertime.

Mabton was there, fresh from a trip to the City, a wide
smile on his usually sour face. His conversation monopo-
lized the table talk. And, Ryne admitted, he had a right to
smile. The night before he had taken a backpack full of
the sticks of explosive powder the Farm used for blasting
free tree trunks. These he carried to town and showed the
group leaders and lieutenants how to light the fuses and
how long to hold the sticks before throwing them. Their
first efforts had blown a meter-wide hole in the paving
directly in front of a gang of charging Bully Boys. Across
Lower City, another group leader had promptly stopped
an attack when his explosive stick blew a cornice from a
building, and a piece of ricocheting material had killed
one of theé Bully Boys. An angry attack from Warden
vehicles had ended with one of them upside down, its
bottom shattered, and Wardens running or driving off as
fast as they could.

“The Coordinator declared a temporary truce,” Mabton
said. “It doesn’t rest easy, and I suspect the Auxiliaries are
being mobilized. But for the moment, anyway, Lower
City isn’t being terrified out of cooperating with us.” He
%lded almost casually, “The explosives were Laszlo’s
idea.”

Ryne saw now the basis of Laszlo’s plan. He said, “If
we wait too long to get the new City built, we won’t stand
a chance of getting the Lowers to it. I know the Coordina-
tor’s way of thinking. He won’t just be organizing his
Auxiliaries, he’ll be preparing a defense against ex-
plosives.”

His answer was a startled silence. Into it, Tara said,
“Nobody told Ryne about the plan.” Still none of them
spoke. She added defensively, “What Ryne is trying to tell
you is that he’s read the instructions. He knows how to
make the machine work now.”

L’Mabton shook his head. “The Coordinator still has
inne.”

Whatever his full meaning might be, only Weir seemed
to understand. He said, “That’s right. We’ll have to wait
lf:i); I.l.laszlo to come around before we do anything. This is

show.”
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Ryne scraped back his chair. “Why don’t you lock me
up and get me off your minds?” He glared angrily around
the table. “Don’t you think I know that someone’s always
been posted at the door of the room where I work? That I
know there’s someone trailing me whenever I go out for
air?”

“Take it easy,” Weir said. “Try and look at it from our
position.”

“Maybe I can dream that vision up,” Ryne said. He
went to the bunkroom and lay down, removing only his
boots. The surge of anger had drained even more from
him and he fell into a thick sleep.

He had set his mental alarm for five hours of rest, and
within minutes of the time limit, he was sitting up in the
late-night darkness. He could hear soft breathing in the
room and he rose quietly. He slipped into the parlor and
from there to the door of Laszlo’s room. A light burned as
it always did, and when he looked in, he saw Laszlo’s
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