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Most folks like to think of themselves as sitting on the pinnacle of evolution. Participating in it as an ongoing process is a lot less comfortable!


Evolution
by Grey Rollins


[image: ]
Illustration by Ron Chironna

The short but brutal war with Brazil was over. In its wake, disoriented survivors stumbled back to the blackened skeletons of their homes. Food was scarce. Antibiotics were nonexistent. Potable water was a precious commodity.
The worst part was that there was little anyone could do to help.
Wars typically stimulate the economy. First an influx of money comes from the government as industries transport the mobilized forces, gear up for production of guns and ammunition, and provide care for the wounded. Then, with the cessation of hostilities, come contracts for rebuilding: concrete, wire, paint, and nails become the order of the day. Industry shifts from producing the tanks used to destroy, to building the bulldozers necessary to push aside the debris.
Unfortunately, the war with Brazil left no such legacy of prosperity. It had not lasted long enough to require sustained industrial effort. Unlike their neighbors to the south, the United States government never officially declared war. Congress had never allocated money to pay for the war effort.
The hoped-for economic growth based on rebuilding never materialized either. The victimized countries were too poor to manage it on their own, and the nominally more prosperous nations were mired too deeply in depression to help.
The Lunar colonies largely escaped the crippling economic woes that ravaged Earth. By forcing the closing of the Holmes Door which linked Crisium to New York, Commissioner Alan Lister had insulated Luna from the disastrous market crash and the economic collapse that had followed. During the worst of the calamity, Luna had declared independence. It had been granted almost by default. It would cost too much to force them back into the fold.
Public opinion on Earth was divided. Among certain segments of the population, there was a great deal of lingering resentment over the amount of money that had been spent to start the Lunar colonies. Many felt that there was an implied debt. They blamed the Depression directly on the Lunarians, feeling that the money could have been better used on Earth. Others were vaguely jealous, unable to face the fact that Luna had chosen a different path from Earth, and was leaving them behind in many respects. Some were grateful for the assistance Crisium had rendered during the war. For a growing number of people, there was a realization that, even if it had cost a fortune to start those cities, there was no way to get the money back.
Deeper forces were stirring. People were profoundly tired of rapid change. They wanted tranquility instead of the increasingly frenetic pace they had been forced to live for the past few generations. Stability looked more and more attractive. The prevailing attitude was that what was needed now was not more, bigger, better, shinier, but a settling in with what they had. A time for reflection and quiet contemplation. Back to basics.
Citing spiritual values and the rebirth of the nuclear family as benchmarks, some declared the beginning of a new golden age. A few observers cynically noted that there was little, if any, difference between the stability of a golden age and the stagnation leading to decline.

Trevor York strode into the New York terminus of the Holmes Door as though he owned it. Self-confident to the point of arrogance, he paused, eyeing the bare rock of the Crisium terminus, visible through the Door itself.
He turned to his cameraman. �Get some shots from here. I doubt we�ll use more than a few seconds, but you never know�we might need some fill.�
The cameraman slowly panned the room, pausing on the Door, the freight desk, and the ticket counter. He then nodded to York. �Got it.�
Three other people had come in behind them, fanning out to either side. One man and two attractive women, one blonde, one brunette. York checked to make sure that his entourage was intact before proceeding across the tiled floor towards the Door.
So far, the Door personnel had ignored them. After all, the Crisium to New York Door had only reopened six weeks ago and there were still occasional news crews reporting on it.
It was only when the man with the carefully coiffed hair angled across the floor as though to cross over into Crisium that they began to pay attention to him. One of the freight handlers was the first to reach him.
�I�m sorry, but you can�t go to Crisium without paying.� He pointed towards the ticket counter. �You can buy tickets over there.�
York glanced at his cameraman. �Bob,� was all he said.
The cameraman was already recording. �Ready.�
York drew himself up to his full height. �I�m Trevor York. I�m here to do a special about the Holmes Door.� The handler�s eyes narrowed as he looked over the man carefully. �You look a little like him� but I thought York was taller.�
Lips thinning, York stared at the young man. �Are you saying I can�t go to Crisium?�
�Not without paying.�
�But I�m Trevor York.�
The handler grinned insolently. �Yeah� well, the way I see it, there are two possibilities. One is that you�re not Trevor York, in which case you�re a mortal human being, and you and your friends can damn well buy tickets like everyone else. The other possibility, of course, is that you are Trevor York��
�Oh, I�m Trevor York, all right��
��In which case I clearly remember the hatchet job your show did on Alan Lister a couple of months ago. This may come as a rude spark, but not everyone thinks you�re the Second Coming.� He turned and walked away, not waiting for York�s reply.
York forced a tight smile. �Bob.�
�Don�t worry. I switched off after the first few seconds. We don�t need clips like that.�
�Thank you.� He turned to the other man with the air of a man whose patience is being tested. �Jake, will you kindly pay these annoying people so we can proceed?�
�Yes, sir.� Jake headed for the ticket counter at a fast walk.
�OK, folks. We�ve got a show to do. Sue, how do I look?�
The blonde eyed him critically. �Not too bad. Hang on a second.� She reached into the voluminous bag hanging from her shoulder and pulled out the smallest and finest of the three brushes she carried. Working swiftly, delicately, she barely skimmed the surface of his hair. �OK, you�re tops.�
He winked at her. �Thanks.� He half-turned. �Bob.�
�Ready.�
He took six steps and turned to face the camera. �This is Trevor York, coming to you from the New York side of the Holmes Door linking Earth to Luna. We�re here to see just what the Lunarians have done with the cities that you paid for with your tax dollars. Is it true that the least paid person in Crisium makes nearly twice what an average banker does here in New York? Why has Crisium rejected the applications of over 97 percent of the people who have tried to emigrate there? Is Luna at the root of our current economic crisis here on Earth? We�ll find the answers to these questions and more. After all� you have a right to know.�
Bob, knowing his cue, switched off his camera after York�s oft-repeated tag line. �Got it.�
�Good work. What�s taking Jake so long?�
�He�s coming,� Sue said. �They wouldn�t let him go to the head of the line.�
York shook his head sadly. �It looks as though the people here in New York have a touch of this arrogance we�ve been hearing about in Luna.� �Isn�t the guy you were just talking to the fellow who got caught on the Lunar side when they closed the Door?� Sue asked. �Mike� I forgot his last name.�
York shrugged. �So?�
�If so, he lives on Luna now. He�s not from Earth any more.�
Nodding slowly, York thought this over. �That might be an interesting slant. They�re keeping jobs for their own people. Jobs that we desperately need here on Earth. His taxes get paid to Crisium, instead of Washington� our government runs ever deeper in the hole�� He smiled warmly at her. �Thanks, Sue.�
Jake arrived, clutching five tickets. �They�re already punched. We can go�
At the threshold of the Door, York paused. �Bob, go ahead. Get a shot of me coming across. Brigitte, Sue, Jake, stay clear.�
�What if we just go on over?� Sue asked.
York nodded. �You be the guinea pigs. I�ll bring up the rear.�
Sue, Bob, and Jake crossed under their own power. Brigitte, as befitted her status as York�s current paramour, was handed over with exaggerated care. They were all careful stepping into Luna�s lower gravity; none fell.
Bob took several quick paces back, then turned to catch Trevor York as he majestically swept over the diagonal red and yellow lines demarcating the Door singularity, with its attendant six to one gravity ratio.
York fell.
Instantly, all four of his followers were at his side, helping him to his feet. Without a change in expression, he said, �Bob, I�d like to try that again.�
�Ready.� His cameraman�s expression was neutral.
Careful not to appear afraid, York cautiously recrossed the threshold of the Door, turned, and crossed back. The second crossing was successful. He looked like a pro.
�See? Nothing to it.�
No one mentioned that they had crossed the first time without problems.

The handler stood watching this from the freight desk on the New York side of the Door. The man behind the counter asked, �You didn�t offer him a mat?� He gestured at the stack of thick blue foam mats they spread across the threshold so pedestrians would not hurt themselves if they fell.
�He wouldn�t have used one,� Mike Ordner said, shaking his head. �It wouldn�t fit his image. Besides, his ego�s so puffed up I�m surprised he ever touched the floor. I�d have thought it would work like a crash bag.�
The man behind the counter chuckled. �I�ve always heard that those things inflate pretty easily.�
Ordner smiled appreciatively, still watching York and his entourage. �I know my ego would be pretty inflated if I had either one of those women with me. That dark-haired one is something else.�
�Wanna see her up close?�
Ordner raised an eyebrow.
�They�ve got some luggage that needs to be carried across.�
�Consider it done. Maybe they�ll want it taken to their rooms. Maybe the brunette will��
�Dream on, bud. If you don�t get your ass in motion, they�re going to take off without you.�
Without taking his eyes off of the woman, Ordner groped for the leather gloves lying next to his elbow on the counter. �If I�m not back in ten minutes, don�t send anyone after me.�

Anne Lister�s face popped magically into being across the desk from her husband�s. He did not notice, being engrossed in pawing through a drawer, trying to find something, obviously unsuccessfully.
She watched him silently for a few moments, then said softly, �Other side, middle drawer.�
Startled, he straightened so quickly that he overbalanced and nearly fell backwards. �Heavens, woman! I thought I told you not to do that! You nearly gave me a heart attack.�
She grinned. �It�s one of the few perks to being married to a famous man. I get to see the human side of him from time to time.�
�Famous!�
�Being Commissioner of Crisium has made your name a household word on two planets. That�s fame enough for most.�
�Infamy is more like it. Don�t think for a moment that I�m not aware that they hang me in effigy twenty times a day down on Earth.�
She see-sawed a hand. �Fame� infamy, two sides of the same coin.�
�Maybe so, but it�s a coin that tarnishes easily,� he grumbled.
She pretended to pout. �Since you�re in such a good mood, I think I�ll just save my news for later.�
�OK, OK� with head properly bowed in abject humility, I stand corrected. What, lovely wife, is it that you wished to tell me?�
She brightened immediately. �Do you want the good news first or the bad news?�
Alan shuddered. �Not that again. Somehow, the bad news always seems to outweigh the good.�
Her image grinned at him. �Maybe not this time,� she teased.
Curiosity piqued, he raised one eyebrow. �Really, now? Well, let�s dispense with the bad news first, rather than poison the good news.�
�Trevor York has singled you out for his attentions. He wants an exclusive interview.�
�Trevor who?�
�You have a right to know�.� she intoned, managing to catch a small hint of the man�s self-important air.
Alan frowned. �Wait a minute.
He� wasn�t he�� He snapped his fingers. �Got it! He was the guy down on Earth who ran a thing saying that I was a��
�Shrewd political manipulator, who cold-bloodedly, and with malice aforethought, did single-handedly cause the collapse and ruin of the economy of the entire United States, along with Canada, Mexico, and by implication, the entire world. Yup, that�s him.�
�All without ever bothering to talk to me.�
�Well, the Door was closed at the time. Because of you. Something that he was quick to remind everyone. He claimed that he would have talked to you if he could.�
�Huh! Radio waves still work. He could have called.�
His wife clucked and wagged a finger. �Naughty, naughty. Mustn�t wreck the nice man�s image as the defender of the downtrodden.�
Alan spat a carefully chosen Anglo-Saxon monosyllable.
�Shall I tell him that your schedule is full?�
Lister pursed his lips and thought. �It�s tempting. No, let me face this guy down. Tell you what. We�ll trip him at his own game. While I�m talking to him, let�s make our own recording of the interview. It might prove interesting to compare his edited version with ours.�
�I take it that you want our recording made on the sly?�
Alan bit his lip and looked thoughtful. �I may tell him about it, or I may not. It all depends on his attitude. That other piece was rather uncalled for.�
She grinned maliciously at him. �The hard copy report on utility installation in the new level is in the middle drawer on your left, not the right.�
Confused by the non sequitur, Alan involuntarily glanced down at the drawer in question. His head popped back up. �Hey!� he yelped. �Waitaminnit! You said you had some good news��
He broke off when he found that her image had dwindled to the size of his palm. Like the Cheshire Cat, all that remained was her smile.
�Anne?� he began.
�I�m pregnant,� she said. And her smile winked out of existence, leaving him gaping at empty air.

The worse things got, the better, as far as Conner�s Corner was concerned. A small bar in Detroit, it had prospered as out of work people began to congregate there to drown their sorrows in a mug of beer.
Hank and Carol Willis arrived early, the better to stake out their traditional booth near the end of the bar. They smiled and nodded at the bartender as they passed, slipping between stools and tables already occupied by people they did not know.
Carol frowned as she looked around. �Jeez, I�m not so sure but what this isn�t too much of a good thing. I mean, look at all these people.�
Hank shrugged philosophically. �Sooner or later we�ll meet a few of them. Then they won�t seem like strangers any more.�
�Ausl�nders,� Carol muttered under her breath.
�You�re not jealous, are you?� her husband teased.
She started to deny it, then relented. �Yeah, I guess I am. This used to be our personal bar, if you know what I mean. Now it�s popular, for God�s sake! What happened to privacy?�
The bartender arrived. �And what can I get for you?�
�Table service, yet! What happened to just yelling for what I wanted?� Carol groused.
�I don�t mind if it�s just you guys, but if they,� he hooked a thumb over his shoulder at the crowd, �started doing that, we�d be reduced to bedlam within an hour.�
Carol sighed and ordered. After he had gone for their drinks, she said, �See what I mean? This place ain�t what it used to be.�
As the bartender returned with their beer, Reg Arnold shouldered past him and slid into the booth across from Hank and Carol. �Heard the latest?� he demanded angrily.
�Which latest?� Carol asked.
�What do you want to drink, Reg?� the bartender asked.
Irritated by the interruption, Reg snapped, �Bring me a Busker�s Ale� and make sure it�s cold this time.� Ignoring the arched eyebrow of the bartender, he said to Carol. �GM�s not going to reopen the plant. Ever.�
Hank frowned. �So? You don�t work there any more. Why should it matter to you?�
Reg blinked. �But don�t you understand? That means that I�ll never get my job back.�
�It wasn�t as though you expected them to ask you to come back next week, Reg,� Hank said. �It�s been, what, a year since you worked over there. They�re not going to keep making cars when no one is buying them.�
�But the Union said��
Wearily, Carol put in, �Reg, I hate to be the one to break this to you, but the UAW can�t make people buy cars when they don�t have money, and GM isn�t going to keep open a plant that�s costing them money instead of making it.�
Reg stared at her as though she were addled. �I can�t believe you said that.�
Carol rolled her eyes and said to her husband, �You talk to him. I�ll just get frustrated.�
�I have a right to work!� Reg insisted, not even glancing at the mug that the bartender placed at his elbow.
�Reg, I don�t recall that the Bill of Rights mentions the right to a job. And I certainly don�t think that anyone has singled you out as having a lock on a job at a GM plant, particularly one that�s closed.�
Reg glared at him, muttering under his breath. He took a swallow from his mug. �But how am I supposed to pay my bills if I don�t have a job? Why doesn�t the government do something?�
Carol said, �Somebody was telling me the other day that it was the government that got us into this depression. They were pretty persuasive.�
�What?� Reg spluttered, slamming his beer down on the table. �That�s a bunch of bull. Everybody knows that it�s those assholes up on Luna who did this. They closed that stupid Holmes Door of theirs and that�s when the trouble started. Almost to the hour!�
Hank shook his head. �I�ve had a long time to think this over, Reg. At first, I was inclined to agree with you, but if you look back before Commissioner Lister closed the Door, there were already signs of trouble.�
�And the Door�s open again,� Carol added. �If that were all there were to it, then things would be starting to pick up, right? I mean, sure, it might take time, but you�d see some kind of activity. Face it, Reg, Luna just isn�t big enough to get the entire United States back on its feet, much less the rest of the world.�
Reg sat back angrily against the back of the bench.
�If you�re serious about wanting to get back to work, go up to Luna. They�ve got jobs,� Hank suggested reasonably.
�If you think that�s such a good idea, why don�t you go?� Reg shot back.
Hank shrugged. �I�ve got a job here. It may not pay as much as I�d like, but it keeps the bills paid. Besides, this is home to me.�
�Well, what if it�s home to me too, dammit?� Reg demanded. �Why can�t a man have the necessities? I want to stay on Earth. I want to be near people I know. I want��
�But you�re subsisting on unemployment, Reg,� Carol pointed out. �Is that how you want to live the rest of your life?�
�Of course not! I want my job back! I want�� He stopped, staring at them. Suddenly, he picked up his mug, tossed back the remaining ale, and slid out of the booth. �I thought you two, of all people, understood. Clearly, you don�t have a clue.� He turned and stormed towards the door.
Carol turned to her husband. �Is he right, or are we? I thought the idea was to do the best you could with the life you were given.�
Hank sighed. �I think that for Reg, the emphasis is increasingly on the word given. And he wants it on a silver platter.�

The paint was still wet by the time the Crisium chief of police, Samuel Watts, got there. He stood looking at the wall of the corridor for some time without saying a word. He walked back and forth, examining it from different angles. He sniffed at the paint. Gently, he pressed one fingertip against the very edge of the image. �Whoever painted this did it during the night while the corridors were empty,� he said, almost to himself.
�Well?� inquired the young rookie standing a respectful distance behind him. �Shouldn�t we have it scrubbed off before it dries?�
Watts stepped back and examined the picture as a whole, head cocked to one side. �I don�t get it,� he finally said.
The rookie glanced sharply at his superior. �Obviously, it�s the Man in the Moon, and they painted in Lister�s face.�
Watts grinned lopsidedly. �No, Brady, I can see that. What I don�t see is why. This isn�t your ordinary graffiti. This is someone who�s had serious training in art. This took time.
Look at the way they shaded Mare Imbrium to give depth to Alan�s eye.�
�But the craters are all wrong,� Brady complained.
Watts shrugged, unconcerned. �Call it artistic license. Whoever did this needed to move things around a bit to make it look more like Alan. It helps get the point across.�
�It�s still graffiti.�
He chuckled. �Yeah, and so were the other two. I�m not an art critic, but it looks like it�s probably the same artist.�
�But, shouldn�t we be trying to arrest them or something?�
�On what charge? The walls belong to the city, and Crisium doesn�t have a statute against graffiti.� He turned to leave.
�Shouldn�t we remove it?� Brady asked again.
Watts glanced back over his shoulder and grinned. �Nah, leave it. I kinda like it.�
He walked away, leaving the rookie staring, baffled, at his back.

Lewis Cantner stormed into Alan Lister�s office. He glared sideways at Anne�s image hovering next to him.
�� And I didn�t get the lock thrown in time to stop him,� she was saying. Her face puckered at the sight of Cantner. �Well, I see he�s there now. I�m sure that he�ll tell you all about it.� Her image winked out.
Cantner snorted angrily at the air where Anne�s face had been. �Why can�t you have a regular secretary like everyone else? What good is talking to a projection?�
�Anne is a regular secretary. She just chooses to work from home. And except for rude people who barge in without appointments, the arrangement usually works very well,� Alan added, unable to resist the barb.
�Rude?� Cantner demanded. �You have the gall to call me rude? Have you looked in a mirror recently? Of course, I don�t suppose rude is a strong enough word to describe someone like you. You just flat out don�t care about anyone who doesn�t fit your image of some kind of high and mighty Lunarian citizen. Somebody who can��
Anne�s image popped back into existence. �Alan, should I have Lewis removed?�
Cantner�s head swiveled. �Get out of here, you meddlesome bitch!� he bellowed.
Anne�s eyes narrowed. Her voice became dangerously quiet and controlled. �Lewis, I�ve never liked you, but I was always willing to tolerate you. But I�ve got news, fella. You just made yourself an enemy.� She vanished.
Cantner snarled. �Jesus! You think you�re the greatest, don�t you? Sit here in your little office and run peoples� lives for them. Well, maybe some people don�t mind, but I�m here to tell you I do.�
Alan pinched the bridge of his nose, trying to maintain his mental balance. �Lewis, should I assume that you came here to tell me something? Can you do so in plain English? You�re yelling so loud I can�t hear what you�re saying.�
�Smartass,� Cantner grumbled, but he moderated his tone somewhat. �I just came from closing the doors to my restaurant. I�m out of business and it�s your fault.�
Alan nodded slowly. �I see. And, of course, that means you�ll have to resign as president of the Crisium Business Group, since they don�t have members who aren�t active businessmen or women. Especially the president.�
Cantner glared at him in silence.
�So you�re hurt and angry because you�re losing a position of power, and you�re here to take it out on me.� Alan leaned back in his seat, and gazed at Cantner contemplatively. �Seems to me I recall predicting that you�d have trouble along these lines, Lewis. Your restaurant never was as good as your competitors�. If everyone else felt that way, then you were bound to go out of business sooner or later. Frankly, I�m surprised that you�ve lasted this long.�
�Well, of course I went out of business, Lister. You made a point of forcing me out. You never did like me.� �Lewis, this is not the first time you�ve accused me of having some kind of personal vendetta against you. I�m only going to say this one more time, so hear me well�I did nothing, repeat nothing, to force you out of business. You brought it upon yourself. Simply put, the food served in your restaurant wasn�t up to snuff.�
�Says who? Your opinion doesn�t amount to a hill of beans.�
Alan gave him a thin-lipped smile. �Tell you what. We don�t live in the twenty-first century for nothing. Have you got the guts to put it to a vote? We�ll put it out on the city network for discussion. Question�was the food good or not? I�ll stand back. We�ll let someone else write it up and supervise the tally.�
�Wouldn�t prove a thing,� Cantner grumped, arms folded.
Alan looked surprised. �The citizens of Crisium, whether individually or in groups, were the people who decided whether or not to eat at your restaurant, Lewis. If they�ve got something to say about the situation, let them.� His eyes narrowed. �Tell you what, I�ll go you one better. If you get, let�s make it, 75 percent of the vote in favor, I will spot you the money to reopen out of my own pocket.�
�It�s too late, Lister. You closed the Holmes Door, and things haven�t been the same since.�
Alan blinked in surprise. �That�s the first true thing you�ve said since you entered this office. Although, as usual, you�ve got it backwards.�
�I mean it. There�s no traffic.�
Suddenly weary, Alan rubbed his temples with his fingertips. �This couldn�t possibly be related to the fact that there�s a full-fledged Depression down on Earth, could it? Lewis, we�ve been over this before. People can�t spend what they don�t have.�
�Some have money!� Cantner insisted.
�If you�re so all-fired certain that there are crowds of people on Earth with fists full of money, then I�ll give you some free business advice� have you thought about advertising on Earth?�
�I already have.�
Alan couldn�t help himself. He laughed. The patent foolishness of advertising to people who were in no position to respond was just too choice. The look of outrage on Cantner�s face was so comical that he laughed even harder.
�What�s so damned funny?� Cantner demanded angrily.
�You! I told you once that the forces of evolution would take you out, and you just proved it conclusively. Now, rather than take the blame, you�re pointing fingers at everyone else. Lewis, no one made you spend your advertising dollars on Earth. You thought it over, came to a conclusion which any child could have told you was erroneous, and wasted your money utterly. You couldn�t have squandered your advertising budget any more efficiently if you had burned it.� Alan shook his head. �Lewis, you�re a fool. You�ve done yourself a favor by going out of business.�
Cantner surged to his feet, glaring down at Alan. �You haven�t heard the last of me!�
�I believe you. The offer to spot you the money to reopen stands until seventeen tomorrow afternoon. The challenge to put it to a vote on the city network is good indefinitely. Now, get out of here. I have work to do.�
Cantner stalked towards the door. It opened just before he got to it. Samuel Watts was standing on the other side.
Watts looked over Cantner�s shoulder to Alan. �Everything OK?�
Cantner stared at him. �I was just leaving.� He pushed past Watts.
Watts grunted, watching Cantner�s retreat, then turned back to Lister and said, �Anne called and asked if I would drop by and show our friend Cantner the way out. Looks as though you did OK without me.�
Alan took a deep breath. It was less steady than he would have liked. �He�s promised me that I haven�t heard the last of him. For the time being, though, I think he�s run out of steam.�
�Lousy coffee that man served,� Watts observed, as he entered the office. He lowered himself into the chair across from Alan. �As long as I�m here, what do you want to do about these paintings in the corridors?�
�Honestly, I haven�t had time to think about it. What do you recommend?�
Watts grinned. �I know this sounds crazy, but I think we ought to leave them. They�re good, and they brighten up the corridors.�
Alan chuckled. �I hear there�s one of me, now.�
Watts nodded. �It�s cleverly done. You�ll like it, I think.�
�If you think they won�t hurt anything, let it go for a while. If nothing else, it sounds like it will be good comic relief.�
Watts nodded and left.
Seconds later, Anne�s face faded in slowly, on Alan�s side of the desk, for a change.
�Are they gone yet?�
He glanced at her. �Who? Cantner and Watts?�
She nodded. �I thought it might be a good idea to send for reinforcements.�
�Fortunately, I didn�t need Sam, but I appreciate the thought. It could easily have gone the other way.�
She grimaced. �If I miscarry, it�ll be Cantner�s fault,� she said, and disappeared.

Reg Arnold ran through the rain with his coat pulled over his head. On reaching the door to Conner�s Corner, he skidded on the wet sidewalk, caught himself on the jamb, and hurriedly slipped inside. He barely grunted at the bartender as he passed, and slid into the empty booth at the back. There were few patrons on such a wet night.
�What�ll it be, Reg?� the bartender asked.
�Gimme a Busker�s, I guess,� he said morosely.
Moments later, the ale arrived. Nursing it slowly but steadily, he looked around. None of the traditional crew were in; if they had been, he would have found them already seated in the booth. He didn�t recognize anyone else.
It was almost an hour and four Buskers�s later before Sheila Haskel came in. She stopped and shook off her umbrella outside, then leaned it next to the door. She spoke to the bartender for a minute and came to the booth.
�Hey, Reg, how are you? Seems like you and I�ve missed each other the last week or two. You were here when I wasn�t, and vice versa.�
He looked blearily at her. �I�m going up to Luna,� he said without preamble.
She glanced at Reg�s nearly empty mug, then over at the bartender, who gave her a carefully expressionless look in response. �Um, Reg, are you sure you know what you�re doing?�
�You mean, have I thought it over and all that?�
She nodded.
He tipped his mug up on one side and swiveled it back and forth. �Yeah.�
�When did you decide this?�
�Today. This morning.�
�But why? I thought you hated Luna.�
�It�s�� He shook his head. �I don�t want to talk about it, OK? It just looks like the only thing left for me to do.�
�When are you going? Have you decided yet?�
�I�m going to apply tomorrow. Supposedly, they�re able to reply pretty quickly. I just came in tonight to say good-bye to all you guys. I think you�re all assholes and idiots, but I�m going to miss you. Funny, the way you get hooked on people, isn�t it?�
Touched by his bumbling, crude attempt to show his feelings, she reached out and covered his hand with hers. �It�s OK, I know what you�re saying.�
He looked at her, then his eyes fell to where her hand rested on his. �You wouldn�t want to� uh�� He gave up. �Never mind.�
She waited until his eyes came back up. She smiled slightly and shrugged. �Just might. You never know. Besides, someone�s going to have to drive you home. You�re obviously in no condition to do so yourself.�
Reg took a deep breath, slid to the end of the booth, then pivoted and sat heavily on her side. �Sheila, did you know that you�re an angel?�

An elaborate graphics terminal sat unused while Roberta Lith sketched by hand an intricate web of lines on a pad of paper next to her elbow. Small blocks, neatly labeled with part numbers, reached out geometric tendrils towards other blocks. Occasional clusters of discrete UV optical transistors appeared when no commercially available integrated circuits would do.
�Roberta?� came the voice from behind her.
�Hmmm?� She continued to trace in parts of the circuit.
Jennifer Holmes, inventor of the Holmes Door, bent to look over Roberta�s shoulder at the schematic. �I�ve never been able to decide whether you use a pad and pencil because you�re from Earth or because you have this innate need to be an anachronism.�
Roberta laughed. �Neither. I get a better intuitive feel for the circuit when I do it by hand. That thing,� she gestured at the terminal, �has no soul.�
�Is that the feedback loop for the secondary sampler?�
�I finished that hours ago.� She made a long reach and grasped the corner of a piece of paper, which she turned and handed to Jenny. �I changed my mind at the last minute. You know how we had talked about running the time base up another couple of meg? I thought of another way to do it. If you look over towards the clock for the logic circuits, you�ll see that I�ve pulled the pulse from there, instead. That way we can dispense with the phase check, they�ll already be in sync.�
Jenny studied the schematic for a moment. �Cute. Kills two birds with one stone.�
Roberta shrugged. �If it doesn�t work, we can always go back to doing it the way we discussed, but this looked like a more elegant solution.�
�I�m not sure it matters how we get the job done, just as long as we get there. Alan asked me again the other day about the Mars Door.�
�He really wants to go, doesn�t he?� Roberta asked.
Jenny nodded. �He first asked me about this the night of the vote for independence. I don�t think a week has passed since then that he hasn�t checked in, just to see how things are getting along. Mark my words�we�re going to Mars.�
�But� I mean, we work for Lunar Magnetics. How did he get them to spring for the project?�
Jenny laughed. �I�ve known Alan for years, and I�ve never known him to ask for anything. Not like that, anyway. He just starts talking about it as though it were an accomplished fact, and somehow things fall out the way he wants them to. Sometimes I think he�s got some kind of mysterious mind power that makes others go along with him. God knows he�s gotten me to do enough things that I didn�t want to do.�
Roberta frowned. �That doesn�t sound like the Alan I know. He�d never force anyone to do anything.�
�Oh, don�t get me wrong�just between you and me, I�ve carried a bit of a crush on the man ever since I first met him, but I�ve seen him be tough as steel when the mood strikes him.� A distant look came into her eyes. �Sometimes he scares me.�
�Alan, scary? Oh, come on, now! He�s just a teddy bear.�
Jenny smiled, still distant. �Never forget, Roberta. Even cuddly bears have teeth and claws��

Edgar Rice was beginning to take an interest in the graffiti that was popping up in random corridors around town. Part of it was the story value�after all, he was a newsman at heart, and The Crisium Observer was always hungry for a good story. But somehow, that wasn�t the whole of it. The artist had struck a chord. The paintings were not just the random vulgarities and simple-minded doodles that one would see on Earth. They were thoughtful, well done. They cut across the social spectrum, managing to appeal to everyone. Like a well done political cartoon, they managed to combine elemental truths with a poignant irony, almost self-deprecating.
The latest one showed an asteroid. The pockmarks and scars of millennia in space had been cleverly combined to make a recognizable face. Trevor York. Somehow, the artist had contrived the impersonal stone surface of the asteroid into something ugly and frightening, a clever mockery of Trevor York�s well known fascination with his own looks.
Just to see what reaction it would provoke, Rice had made certain that a reproduction of the painting had made it onto the first screen of the Observer. Somewhere where it was certain to come to York�s attention.
So far, York had made no public response. Rice, however, was sure that it was going to have a place in whatever show York was concocting about Crisium.
There was one other thing about the picture in the corridor. The asteroid was clearly on a collision course with a much larger body in the background: Luna.

Anne Lister sat behind the expansive semicircular desk she used in her secretarial duties for her husband. It was, in feet, considerably larger than her husband�s desk, something that had been fodder for much joking back when she had set up her office in their home. Now, it was simply accepted as a fact of life that she needed multiple terminals to keep her finger on the pulse of the city.
Right now, she was reading through something that the city computer had kicked up to her for resolution. Brows furrowed, she pondered it, then, since it would involve setting a precedent, decided to present the situation to Alan.
She had the computer inquire as to whether he was busy at the moment. He wasn�t. �Alan,� she began, as her image materialized in his office, �I�ve got a problem.�
�What is it, babe?�
�We�ve got a guy who has immigrated from Earth. He applied�well, wrote a letter, since we don�t have a form for it�asking for unemployment compensation.�
Alan rocked back and forth in his seat for a few moments. Finally, he shook his head and sighed. �Anne, make a note on your calendar. As of this date, Luna no longer represents a cutting edge, frontier society. It used to be that we attracted only those who were willing to work�who were aching to work. All they wanted was an opportunity to do their jobs without having their elbows joggled every ten seconds by some busybody bureaucrat. Then came the rank and file workers who were content to earn a steady paycheck.� He eyed his wife. �Mind you, I�m not criticizing them, we need them. As long as they�re productive citizens, my hat�s off to them.�
�Not everyone can be a general,� Anne agreed, �somebody has to be a soldier.�
He nodded. �Exactly. But now it looks as though we�re getting the first of the parasites�the looters who follow your metaphorical army.� He rubbed his face vigorously with his hands, then said, �The application has a spot where they�re supposed to tell us what they intend to do when they get here. I don�t suppose this fellow just up and said he was going to be on the public dole, did he?�
Anne shook her head. �No. He said he had worked at GM, and expected to find a job in manufacturing.�
Alan steepled his fingers and resumed thinking. �Has he even tried to find a job?�
�According to his letter, yes, but he couldn�t find anything he liked. Reading between the lines, I gather that he felt that the jobs he was qualified for were beneath his dignity.�
Her husband�s expression soured. �There�s a lot of that attitude on Earth. Somehow, I find it hard to sympathize. I was raised to pay my bills, come hell or high water. If I had to wash dishes to do so, then so be it.�
�Some people don�t feel that way,� she said. �Some of them want dignity from their work.�
�They�ve got it backwards. Dignity doesn�t come from your job, dignity comes from paying your bills.�
�So what do you want to do about it? Want me to make up a form letter that we can fire off every time we get one of these?�
�Not yet. Let me go talk to him. Let�s hope it�s just a misunderstanding, although my gut tells me otherwise.�
�If we get more than one or two of these people, that will get pretty time consuming.�
�I know. I�m afraid the long term solution will be to check on whether immigrants actually have solid job prospects. Up until now, we�ve only been concerned with whether they had a job skill we could use, and left the job hunting to them.�
�We�d have to hire someone to follow up on the information on their applications,� Anne pointed out.
Grimacing, Alan nodded. �It�s not that governments automatically get bigger, it�s that people demand more services. A government�s size is a reflection of the peoples� lack of will to do for themselves.� Sighing, he added, �And it looks as though we�re in for a growth spurt.�

Trevor York was falling endlessly, flailing at the air like a slip of paper fluttering in a strong wind. Stark, unreasoning fear brought him up from the depths of sleep. He awoke screaming.
Brigitte started bolt upright in the bed. �What is it, Trev?�
�I� I�� Now that he was awake, more rational, more in control, he saw that the truth was simply too embarrassing to tell. Of course he weighed too little, he was on Luna. �Uh� just a bad dream,� he said lamely.
She was barely able to see him in the dark. In the dim glow from the time display she thought that she saw him wipe sweat from his face. �Are you sure you�re OK?�
�Yes, I�m OK!� he snapped. �Didn�t I just say so?�
In fact, he had not, but Brigitte knew a wounded ego when she saw one. She reached out, touching him gently, tracing arcs on his skin with her fingernails.
�Don�t do that.�
�You used to like��
�I don�t care what I used to like. Just don�t do it.�
Three times in the past two weeks he had rejected her like this; harshly, abruptly, without explanation. While tonight might be explained away as residual tension from a bad dream, she knew that the overall pattern wasn�t good.
He was getting bored with her.
Slowly withdrawing her arm, she turned her back on him. Three strikes and you�re out. It was time to start making contingency plans, as Trevor York was not renowned for keeping his women around for long, and it appeared that her time was nearly up.
Brigitte intended to hit the ground running.

Roberta Lith was caught between conflicting emotions. On one hand, she was not only gainfully employed, but she was making an obscene amount of money compared to what people were making down on Earth in the midst of the Depression. She even had her own tunnel. Small, true, but adequate.
Balanced against this was the fact that her parents disapproved� hated, actually, Luna and all that it stood for. For years, they had made their point of view known in ways great and small. Those people� they� the Lunarians, had greedily absorbed billions of dollars of Earth�s money without returning a single red cent. Meanwhile, those on Earth were left to suffer for lack of money. To them, the conclusion was inescapable: Luna had soaked up so much money that they had caused the Depression. They were a little hazy on the specifics, but the depth of their conviction was not to be doubted.
And Roberta, their only daughter, had defected to the enemy without even so much as saying good-bye.
Roberta wasn�t homesick� honestly. She just wanted to hear their voices and to let them know that she was all right. It had been almost a year since she had slipped out the front door, leaving nothing behind but dark, sliding tracks in the early morning dew.
She had meant to write or call before this, but had always found a good excuse not to follow through. This time would be different, if only she could quit wiping nervous sweat from her palms.
Biting her lip, she told the computer terminal in her tunnel to dial. It had been programmed with the number long ago, the first time she had tried to call.
The signal took one and a quarter seconds to speed to Earth. It took an additional eight seconds for the call to be answered. In that short span of time, Roberta died a thousand deaths. She nearly reached out to slap the disconnect button.
But didn�t.
It was her mother�s face. �Hello?�
�Mom?�
By the time Roberta�s hesitant reply had time to travel the distance, her mother�s face turned pale. Her eyes grew wide. �Baby?�
If her mother had replied with anything other than that one word, Roberta would have been able to keep up a brave face. She crumpled instantly, tears pooling in her eyes. �Oh, Mom, I�ve missed you.�
For almost five minutes they waged a nearly incoherent battle with each other and with their own emotions. It was a subtle battle for mastery�was Roberta an adult, or was she a wayward but still much-loved child? Roberta won, barely.
She smiled and dabbed at her eyes with a tissue. �So� how are things down there?�
Her mother shook her head, part wonder, part tacit acknowledgment of defeat. �We�re fine, baby. We were really worried about you, though.�
�I�m OK.�
�Did you really do it? Are you really up there?� She craned her neck, trying to see around her daughter, to catch partial glimpses of the room where she lived.
�Yeah, Mom. I live in Crisium now. Uh� would you like my address?�
�I guess I�d better get it. Your birthday�s coming up and I�d like to send you a little something.�
�Mom� don�t. I don�t need anything. Really.�
�But��
�Mom, I make more here than Daddy did when he had a job. Seriously, I was going to ask if I could send you some money.�
Her mother looked scandalized. �Darling! You can�t be serious. We�re doing just fine.�
�Look, I�m not kidding. I make plenty and spend almost nothing. I�ve even got money saved.� She paused, unsure as to whether she should, then told her mother how much she was making.
Her mother�s involuntary gasp was completely satisfactory.
�Please? I want to send you two something. Running off the way I did probably wasn�t the right way to handle things, but I want to show you that everything turned out all right in the end.�
�Baby, I don�t want your money. You�ve given me the best present you possibly could just by calling and��
Roberta played her trump card. �I love you, Mom.� Then she added, �This is something I want to do.�
Complete capitulation. Her mother just slowly shook her head and cried, unable to respond. Behind her, Roberta�s father entered the picture.
His face cascaded through four or five distinct emotions before he was able to choke out, �Roberta?�
After dealing with her mother, her father was a piece of cake. In seconds he had accepted the inevitable�his little girl was a grown woman.
�Listen, I want the two of you to come up here and see me. I want to show you my tunnel and take you shopping and we�ll go out to eat and��
Her father shook his head gently. �Honey, we can�t afford that.�
Roberta smiled. �But I can. I�ll send you tickets and everything. It�s no problem, really.�
Her mother looked up at her father, her expression pleading with him to set his pride aside and take the offer.
�Besides, Mom, I need help figuring out how to decorate this tunnel so that it looks just right.� It was a traditional ploy, but, as it had for so many other young women, it worked.
Without even waiting for her husband to reply, Roberta�s mother said, �Of course, darling. When do you want me to come up?�
Her father, seeing the inevitable, gave in gracefully. �I guess I�d better come, too. You might need the furniture moved, or something.�
Roberta decided not to mention that, in Lunar gravity, she could pick her father up with one arm. �Just as soon as you can get here. Yesterday, if possible.�
Her mother sighed. �I�ll get there if I have to walk.�
A few minutes later, they concluded their call. Roberta sat back and took a deep breath.
Had her parents always looked so old?

Mike Ordner aimed his pocket laser scanner at the bill of lading on the side of the crate he had just brought across from New York. It beeped, registering the crate as having been delivered to Luna, from New York, via the Holmes Door, with the date, time, and his name.
�Excuse me, do you work here?�
�Yeah.� He turned�and froze, unable to say more. A young woman was standing next to him. She was attractive, but not beautiful. More like� interesting. Something about her eyes.
�My name is Roberta Lith, and I was expecting something from Earth. I was wondering whether it had arrived yet.�
Ordner nodded. In an abstract way, he noted that his knees were getting weak.
�It has? Good.�
�Uh, no. I mean, I don�t know, but I�ll be glad to check.� His face flushed. He felt like an idiot.
It was almost as though she hadn�t noticed. �Great! What do we do?�
He wasn�t breathing right, and his mind kept trying to break free and gallop in a thousand directions at once. What was she doing to him? Must be some hellacious perfume. Is this what it felt like to get a whiff of pheromones?
He nodded towards the freight desk on the Crisium side. �Let�s go see what we can find out.�
Motion helped. Like a bicycle, by moving forward he discovered that he could retain his balance.
She caught him looking at her and grinned. �You�re Mike Ordner, aren�t you?�
Two years before, simply through being in the right place at the right time, he had managed to save Alan Lister�s life. Ever since then, people would come up to him and call him by name. It had never meant anything to him before. Now, suddenly, he was obscurely pleased that this stranger named Roberta Lith knew his name.
He nodded. �I��
�It�s a box my parents are sending me. It was supposed to get here today. They�re coming, too, but they won�t be here until the end of the week.�
He opened his mouth to speak, but decided that, since he would only say something inane, it was probably wiser to let her carry the conversation. She continued to chatter gaily as they approached the counter, telling him about how her mother wanted to help her decorate her tunnel. While he queried the computer about her package, she told him that she had come up during the period that the Door had been closed. That sparked his interest.
�Are you the one who camped out next to a junkyard, waiting for the Door to open?� he asked.
Her eyes sparkled. �It wasn�t much fun at the time, but now that I look back at it, it was pretty neat.�
�So you were born on Earth.�
She nodded. �Just like you.�
Suddenly serious, he turned and faced her. �Can I ask you something?�
She nodded. �Sure.�
�Do you ever feel like you don�t belong? I�ve always felt like I don�t quite fit in.�
She looked at him as though he were demented. �Are you kidding? I�ve waited my whole life to be up here! I love it.�
He shook his head. �I wish I could feel that way. I mean, I live here now, and even though the Door�s open again, I won�t move back to Earth. I just don�t feel like I belong on either side of the Door.�
Her eyes softened. �Have you ever given Luna a chance? I mean really tried to get to know people and everything?�
�I don�t know anybody other than the people I work with.�
What might have been the ghost of a smile flitted over her face, but it was gone before he could be sure. �Maybe we could go look around sometime. I�ve been pretty busy since I got here, but I�ve had time to find a few things. Would you like to?�
He felt like he was falling�out of control�Mayday, Mayday� �When?�
�How about tonight? After you get off work.�
He had to remind himself to breathe. �I� yeah, that sounds good.�
The rest of the afternoon was hazy to him. Unable to concentrate, his mind was fogged by a curious mixture of elation and an odd sense of not being quite as alive, now that she wasn�t where he could see and talk to her. The rest of his shift lasted nearly forever.

Alan Lister�s grimace spoke volumes. �It�s the same old problem. Either the Door is open, or it�s closed. There�s no middle ground.�
�And both extremes present problems,� Hammond Kent acknowledged. As the Commissioner of New London, the largest city on Luna, he was only too aware of the problems that Lister faced. He saw them daily.
�It�s the old saw about can�t live with them, can�t live without them. We need the Door open so we can tap into Earth�s industrial base and schools. On the other hand, if it is open, we get people coming up who seem to feel that we owe them something, based purely on the fact that they were born. Emily Starnes, for all the trouble she ended up causing, didn�t ask for anything but a quiet place to spend her last days. Some of those who followed in her footsteps have been a little more demanding.�
Kent nodded. �We�ve had a few of them over here. They come up under false pretenses, but it�s hard to prove. So far, we�ve seen two kinds�one claims to have a way to support himself, but doesn�t�the other comes up on vacation, then stays. We�ve just begun trying to track them down. When we find them, we�re going to throw them out.�
�Great!� Lister said sarcastically. �That means they�ll be coming back through here on the way back to Earth. Why don�t you open up your own Door to Earth, instead of doglegging through us to get to New York?�
Kent took the facetious question seriously. �Two reasons. One, it�s hard enough to keep track of the people coming in the Door we have over to Crisium. Another Door would only make it worse. Two, it wouldn�t produce enough revenue to justify keeping the Door open. If New London and Crisium were to split the existing traffic, both links would end up losing money hand over fist.�
�Well, supposedly we�re a nation now,� Lister said. �We�re going to have to deal with this on our own. It�s not like we can ask Earth to solve it for us. Unfortunately, it seems to me that it�s going to be one of those long running battles that nobody wins.�
�We could deny all non-commercial traffic,� Kent suggested. �Or, as a variation, anybody who comes across to Luna has to be out by the end of the day.�
Lister shook his head. �That�s too much like a police state, Hammond. It would also be a monumental logistical headache.�
�I guess you�re right. If nothing else, we�ll need some immigrants in order to help us grow.�
�The best I�ve been able to come up with is to raise the non-commercial rates to exorbitant levels. Then we could subsidize the ones we want to come up from a fund fueled by the rate increase itself.�
�Call it a surcharge? A tax?�
Lister nodded. �Something like that. I hate it. It�s not a free market pricing system, and as soon as the government gets involved in anything, it goes to hell in a handbasket. We�ll have to have rules and regulations. Then those will breed exemptions and exceptions. In a couple of years, we will have created a whole new class of lawyers who specialize in getting people through the Door.�
�Which will, in turn, make it even more costly to go through the Door,� Kent added, eyes twinkling.
Lister shook his head sadly. �I�ve spent my entire term in office trying to keep the government here in Crisium out of things. Now that I�m near the end of my term, I�d hate to betray people by doing the exact opposite.�
�Get Lunar Magnetics to do it. After all, it�s their Door. Jenny designed it for them, not the city of Crisium.�
�I�d rather do my own dirty work, Hammond.�
�If Lunar Magnetics does it, it�s a rate increase. If you do it, it�s either a tax or a surcharge. Seems to me that it would be more palatable if it comes from them instead of you.�
Grudgingly, Lister agreed.
�Alan, the way I see it, the Holmes Door will either make or break Luna. It�s all going to boil down to the details of how it�s managed.�
Lister mused aloud, �I think I�m beginning to understand how Jenny feels about this Door�so far, it�s created more problems than it�s solved.�

On Earth, acrimonious debates flared as people took sides on what should he done to combat the effects of the global Depression. Government regulation vs. laissez-faire, unemployment checks vs. work programs, deficit spending as economic stimulus vs. deficit reduction. Conclusive decisions were never reached. The net effect was one of paralysis. As time passed, it came more to resemble rigor mortis.
The media were quick to note such sharply divided opinions. Dedicated channels for every conceivable variation of political and social position sprouted overnight. Shows aired which claimed to speak for the public at large, though, in truth, they only represented small, highly vocal segments. Paradoxically, friction, even between diametrically opposed viewpoints, produced few sparks, due to the fact that people were opinionated only in principle, not in deed.
Rare, scattered acts of violence were widely reported as evidence of impending catastrophe. Many of the perpetrators were turned into perverse heros, usually by portraying the criminals as victims striking back. Although, in fact, they represented and affected only an infinitesimal percentage of the public, it seemed that everyone took each and every affront personally, as though they, themselves, had been hurt. Impartial judgment became impossible in an atmosphere seething with media-manufactured tensions.
Not surprisingly, the citizens of North America felt powerless to change the course of events. Resigned to the idea that they were adrift in currents too large for them to affect, or even to understand, they gave up, becoming content to experience their world vicariously, passively.
Some commentators, more jaded than the rest, pointed out that talk was cheap and that those who tuned in were the least likely to bring about change. True, the opinion channel watchers admitted, they weren�t doing much, but they could if they wanted to. They seemed content with power unused. For hours on end, they sat before glowing screens, filled with fantasies of righting grievous wrongs� then went to bed.
This vast, inchoate angst was there to be tapped, a fertile field for those who knew how to reach the emotions of the American public. Trevor York and his ilk had a field day.

Black hair.
The hair color, of course, came from a bottle. There were no highlights; it was flat black, like velvet, and no light reflected whatsoever. It was styled carefully in a wave just short of a pompadour. Only continuous care could maintain such perfection for more than an hour at a time.
It took a full five seconds before Alan Lister could force his eyes down to meet those of Trevor York. Amused with himself, he wondered if that was the reason that York wore his hair in such an unnecessarily dramatic style. If people were staring at the top of his head, they would not notice the predator behind the eyes.
�Good morning, Commissioner Lister,� York said, his hand outstretched.
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Lister paused briefly to admire the smoothly modulated voice. He could see why people followed York�he had presence, a sort of oily charisma.
�Good morning, Trevor.� He made no attempt to match the other�s projection of bonhomie.
�I�d like to thank you for taking the time to see me. I realize that you have a busy schedule and that interviews are not productive time for you.�
Lister belatedly realized that there was a cameraman silently sweeping in an arc to the right, his palmcam staying steadily focused on the conversation. An attractive woman was moving with him, staying an arm�s length away so as not to interfere with his field of view. She carried an enormous bag slung over her shoulder.
Tight, polished, professional. Lister made a mental note not to underestimate York. The man certainly had not achieved his current popularity by accident.
York noticed his attention and smiled. �I hope you don�t mind my crew. Naturally, we need to have shots for the show.�
�It�s no problem at all.�
�Do you mind if we begin?�
�Certainly not.�
�Commissioner Lister, as I�m sure you�re aware, there are those on Earth who feel that Luna took unfair advantage of their generosity. They are concerned about the amount of money that was spent, your attitude towards the recent economic problems on Earth, and, in particular, your handling of the Emily Starnes crisis. How would you defend your actions against those accusations?�
Lister gave him a faint smile. �I don�t intend to.�
York blinked in surprise. �You have nothing to say?�
�I have plenty to say. It�s just that I have no intention of defending my actions. That implies that I am on trial for doing something wrong. I have done nothing of the sort.�
�Turning your back on the people of Earth isn�t wrong? Those people put you where you are today.�
�This may come as a shock to some of your viewers, Trevor, but there is no contract between the citizens of Luna and the people of Earth. Earth spent the money to start the Lunar colonies of its own free will. It�s a little late in the game to start demanding payback. I�d also like to point out an important fact that often slips through the cracks in discussions like this�the overwhelming majority of the money that Earth spent was spent on Earth, paying Earth�s wages and buying Earth�s products. That money filtered through Earth�s economy, not Luna�s, providing income for grocery store clerks and charge station attendants down there. Earth�s economy benefitted greatly from starting the Lunar colonies, and anyone who pretends otherwise either hasn�t looked at the numbers carefully enough, or they�re purposefully ignoring them. Honestly, it looks to me as though Earth derived the most benefit from those dollars. It seems a little greedy to be asking for payback in addition to what you�ve already gotten.�
Something indefinable crossed York�s face. �So you�re denying that you owe Earth anything?�
�Listen carefully, Trevor. If I buy you a beer of my own free will, are you under any obligation to buy me one in return?�
�But it�s not the same! We spent billions��
Lister�s eyebrows raised. �So the amount of money is the variable? At what point does the switch occur? One billion? Ten? The cost of the second beer? We owe Earth nothing.�
York stared, then switched tactics. �Simple human decency would have dictated that you help Emily Starnes. The poor woman starved to death right here in Crisium. How do you justify that?�
�I don�t have to. It�s not as though we locked her in a room and denied her food. As you and every other mortal being in Luna and on Earth are aware by now, Emily Starnes crossed through the Holmes Door of her own free will and hid in a side tunnel down in an unfinished level. We have the death penalty here in Crisium, but we certainly didn�t apply it to her. She killed herself. You can call it accidental death, or you can call it suicide, but either way, she chose the course of actions that led to her death. I feel no more guilt over her death than I would if someone died of explosive decompression on the surface after choosing not to check their surface suit before going out. People make choices every day. Some are fatal. Life is dangerous.�
�You�re a monster!� York roared in outrage.
�That depends on your definition. Perhaps I am,� Lister admitted calmly. �On the other hand, I happen to think that you, or rather, the current society on Earth, is the monster. You created Emily Starnes�the product of a sick society. Then you blamed her fate on us. We simply chose not to accept the guilt. It�s that simple.�
�But it�s so unfair! You have so much, and she had so little. Surely, it wouldn�t hurt so much to provide for one person.�
�One person? No, of course not. The problem is that it�s never just one. Your society can�t stop with producing only one person like Emily. You produce them by the hundreds every day. Is that fair? To them? To you? To us?�
�But all she needed was a little food, and you can produce it easily.�
���From each according to his abilities, to each according to his needs,��� Lister quoted. �Is that what you�re saying?�
�Well� yes.�
�Do you know who said that?�
�No.�
�Karl Marx, although he lifted the thought from someone else. Communism, they called it. The last country that practiced it failed over fifty years ago. Unfortunately, it�s an insidious disease, and a great many people continue to urge some fragment of that philosophy on you with the best of intentions. You see, Trevor, the trouble arises in determining ability and need. Nearly every person alive can give you a thousand reasons why they need a new house, preferably a bigger, fancier one. Give them half a chance and they�ll also tell you that they need a new car, new clothes, and while you�re at it, a swimming pool in the back yard. All these so-called needs far exceed the aggregate ability to produce. Trevor, the word need is one of the most dangerous words in the English language. Use it only when no other word will do.�
�But food is a genuine need,� York said.
�So is shelter. So is transportation, at least in today�s world. The question is, where does it end? At a bare subsistence level? Or do you add an arbitrary 10 percent to improve the quality of life? While we�re at it, why don�t we make it 20 or 30 percent? Soon, the poor are living better than the people who are footing the bill through taxes� after all, the money has to come from somewhere. At that point, unless they�re fools, the taxpayers see that they would be better off not working and quit. Sure enough, their standard of living improves. But that increases the load on those still working. Eventually, those people get the message, too. A society where no one works because they cannot get ahead is on the verge of collapse. People must see that it is to their benefit to work harder, not someone else�s.�
�But it�s not like that. Of course, there are people on unemployment, but America hasn�t collapsed.�
�A major Depression isn�t enough to convince you that something�s wrong? How about the food riots? You had a big one in Sacramento just a month ago. If I recall correctly, the National Guard killed six people. If American society hasn�t collapsed, it�s certainly one sick patient.�
York, clearly disturbed, tried to regain control of the interview. �Commissioner Lister, are you saying that you don�t care about what happens on Earth?�
Lister smiled sadly. �On the contrary, I happen to care very, very much. I simply believe that people should be responsible for their own actions�that they should be willing to bear the consequences of those actions with a minimum of fuss. Earth, North America in particular, chose the course they are on. Now the bill has come due, but no one seems to want to pay. That, to me, seems irresponsible.�
�Who are you to judge the people of North America? Do you have a god complex?�
Lister laughed easily. �No, just common sense.�
York shook his head slightly as though dazed. He turned, �Bob, switch off.�
�Off.�
The woman began to move towards York, reaching into her bag. York waved her back. �Not now, Sue.�
He turned back to Lister. �The camera is off Whatever we say now will be off the record.� He exhaled heavily. �Look, Commissioner Lister, let�s be serious for a moment. I think you know that I don�t approve of you��
�Somehow, I got that impression,� Lister said dryly.
��But my personal opinion of you isn�t really all that negative. To me, this is just business. The public on Earth buys this stuff and I make a lot of money giving it to them.� He shook his head slowly. �Really, now, I meant for this interview to have a� shall we say, a certain slant to it, but I certainly didn�t intend for it to go like this. Wouldn�t you rather just start the interview over? Is this some kind of joke? Why are you doing this?�
�Perhaps it�s what I happen to believe.�
�It�s political death!�
�Since you�re from Earth, you may not be aware, but I only intend to serve one term in office�about another eight months to go, now. Since I don�t care to be reelected, I can say anything I damn well please. As it happens, the people of Crisium seem to approve of the way I�ve run their government for them, but I can�t say that it really matters to me one way or another.�
�Are you really as cold as that?�
Almost distractedly, Lister smiled. �I�d rather reserve my warmth for those who matter most to me. If you choose to interpret that as being cold, be my guest.�
�You honestly don�t care what others think of you?�
Lister looked puzzled. �Other than the ones I care for, no. Why should I?�
York shook his head in wonder. �I�m going to slay you with this segment.� He said over his shoulder, �Sue.�
As she moved forward, already reaching for a brush with which to touch up York�s hair, Lister gestured towards her. �That�s the purest essence of the matter right there, Trevor. You have people whose only job is to keep up your appearance. I�m more interested in the core of an issue than with appearance. Tell me honestly, do you really care a whit about what happened to Emily Starnes?�
�No. I never met her. It�s just good story material.�
�So your attitude is just a pose, a front. It�s inherently false. The vast majority of your audience don�t really care either, they�ve just been told since they were children that they should care. They merely put up a show of concern because they feel it�s expected of them.�
York made a face as though he wondered why Lister was wasting breath on something so intrinsically obvious. �Of course.�
�So drop the pose.�
�But people expect it.�
�It�s a lie.�
�Of course it�s a lie.�
�Didn�t your mother ever tell you not to tell lies?�
York shrugged indifferently. �So people are caught in a dilemma. Either they disobey by not caring, or they disobey by lying. Big deal.�
Lister�s eyes twinkled. �I submit that your attitude is a great deal colder and more cynical than mine.�
York gave him a grimace that might have been a smile. �Perhaps so, but mine is more profitable.�
Lister raised one eyebrow. �I�d rather keep my self-respect.�

For the second time in a week, Roberta Lith found herself wishing desperately that she had something to dry her palms on. She paced nervously back and forth on the Crisium side of the Door, waiting for her parents to arrive.
Across the way, Mike Ordner was keeping one eye on her as he worked. Although they had spoken only a few words when she arrived, Roberta was very much aware of his presence. Mike had a curious mixture of strength and vulnerability that she found hard to resist. From hints he had dropped, she thought that he cared for her too, but she wasn�t sure yet. For the moment she found her attention equally divided between Mike and the impending arrival of her parents.
She wasn�t certain whether she dreaded or welcomed her parents� arrival. She wanted desperately to seem the adult, but a persistent part of her wanted nothing more than to crawl into the bosom of her family, seeking approval. She hated herself for her weakness.
It was her mother�s voice that caught her attention. �Roberta!� she had called, from over on the New York side.
Her mother had caught her daydreaming�watching Mike. Her head snapped around. �Mom!� She began to run towards her.
Halfway there, she collapsed suddenly, sprawling on the floor.
Mike dropped the box he had just picked up. He was at her side in an instant, sliding an arm underneath her shoulders to prop her up. �You idiot! You could have hurt yourself running over the threshold like that!� The obvious concern in his voice robbed the words of any offense.
She grinned sheepishly at him. �I guess that old saying about how gravity never sleeps is true, huh?�
�Are you OK?�
�My dignity is pretty badly bruised, but the rest of me will live.�
He shook his head. �Sweetheart, you�ve got to be more careful than that. There�s a lot more gravity on this side of the Door. You can�t just waltz across, you know.�
Ruefully, she rubbed her left elbow. �I remembered that as I was going down.� Glancing past him, she said, �Help me up. My parents are coming.�
�Oh, baby!� her mother exclaimed as she scurried up. �We saw you fall. Are you all right?�
�Right as rain,� she said, dusting at her jumpsuit. �I just got careless, that�s all.�
Her mother looked dubiously at the diagonal red and yellow stripes that mapped out the threshold of the Holmes Door. �Are you sure that thing�s safe?�
�Of course it�s safe. Mike does it all the time.�
�Mike?� Her gaze traveled to Ordner. �Oh.� She offered him her hand. �Hello, I�m Mrs. Lith, Roberta�s mother. This is her father, Joseph.�
Ordner gravely shook hands with the grim man standing by her side. �Mike Ordner.�
�Aren�t you�?� Something closed in Lith�s face. His expression became faintly disapproving. �Glad to meet you,� he said formally.
Roberta looked at Mike, then at her parents, noting the look on her father�s face. �Urn, have you two already got your tickets?�
�Oh, yes,� her mother answered, holding up two pieces of scrip.
�Then let�s go on over to the Crisium side.�
�But what about our bags?�
�Mi� uh, they�ll be taken care of.�
�Oh, honey, I�ve been meaning to ask, did you get your drafting and art supplies? You told me what you wanted, but I never learned the names of all that stuff. I just gathered up everything I could find.�
Roberta nodded. �They came in the other day. Thanks.�
Her mother�s worried look persisted. �Was everything you wanted in there?�
�It�s OK, Mom. Promise. I just wanted a few things that are hard to find here on Luna.� They paused at the threshold. Roberta said, �OK, now be careful when you step across. It�s easy to fall.�
�So I gathered,� her father said sarcastically.
Roberta rolled her eyes and stepped across. She reached back over and took her mother�s left hand to help her keep her balance in the sudden gravity change.
�Oooh!� her mother breathed as she crossed over. She looked back over her shoulder at the threshold. �I haven�t felt like that since I rode a roller coaster back when I was a teenager.�
�Well, now you�re on Luna!� Roberta said unnecessarily. �How do you like it?�
Her father grunted. �I haven�t been here quite long enough to decide. Give me a few seconds longer, if you don�t mind.�
Roberta�s mother took her hand and patted it. �Don�t pay any attention to him, dear. Just give him time to get used to it.�
Roberta wished she could stop herself. She knew she was trying too hard; that she was overanxious. It was hard to feel as confident as she had when she�d been talking to them on the phone. This was the moment of truth, and she felt her courage deserting her.
The slidewalks out in the corridor gave her parents some trouble. Just by looking, it was easy to understand that stepping onto one of the moving belts would allow a person to move from one point to another in the city. Putting the idea into practice, however, required reflexes they did not have. Her mother stepped unsteadily onto the slowest belt, swayed, wind-milled her arms, then caught herself. Her father stayed stiff and immediately went down in a tangled heap.
Roberta expertly danced across the slow lane to a faster one, caught up with her parents, then stepped back over to the slower one. She took her father�s arm to help him up.
Angrily, he shook her off. �Damned Loonies,� he cursed under his breath.
When it became necessary to change slidewalks to get to her tunnel, Roberta had them walk the rest of the way. At the portal to her tunnel, she had to stifle the impulse to make a grand gesture. Matter-of-factly, she let them in. Although she already knew it intellectually, having her parents visit reminded her forcibly how small her tunnel really was.
Her mother peered into the tiny bedroom, then looked at the combination living and dining area. �Well,� she said diplomatically, �there�s not much to clean.�
�Mom, I know it�s small, but that�s the way things are here on Luna.�
Her mother took a deep breath before accepting the situation. �When you think about it, it�s not all that much smaller than the apartment where your father and I lived after we were married. It�ll do for a start.�
�I was thinking that maybe mirrors would help make it look bigger�� Roberta began.
�Oh heavens, child! Before we try mirrors, we need to lighten up the color of these walls. This place is as dark as a tomb��
After half an hour, Roberta was able to coax her father out of his ill humor by asking him which software interface he thought she should use on her tunnel�s terminal. When he began to volunteer suggestions on his own she knew she had won the most important battle of her life. Her parents had accepted her as an adult with her own life to lead.

Like all cities, Crisium had neighborhoods which were deemed more desirable than others. A single principle governed the price of the individual tunnels that led off of the corridors: Age, or the aura of it, was everything.
In absolute terms, no man-made artifact on Luna could be much over a century old. Nothing habitable was more than about sixty or seventy years old, and even the oldest parts of the underground settlements were much younger than that.
The most valuable real estate in Crisium was that which had been dug when the city began its first wave of underground expansion. Originally called the core by the first settlers, the word had, by degrees, become capitalized. Now, tunnels in the Core went for prices as much as four or five times higher than equivalent tunnels elsewhere in the city.
There was also a distinct gradient from the top levels to the bottom, tunnels near the surface being more expensive than the deepest ones. This in spite of the fact that tunnels nearer the surface were more vulnerable to decompression in the event of a major municipal structural failure. Being near the surface carried the implication of having an older tunnel, even if it was not born out in fact.
Furthermore, the more distant a tunnel was from the geometric center of the city, the less it was worth. This, too, was based on the idea that older tunnels were more desirable, since the city had, over time, spread outwards from the Core.
When Alan Lister found himself seeking a small tunnel on the outskirts of the second lowest level, he knew without asking that it was about as inexpensive a place to live as Crisium had to offer. He pressed the annunciator button next to the portal and waited.
Just as he was considering leaving, the portal opened. The man revealed was disheveled. �Yeah?� he asked.
�My name is Alan Lister. Are you Reginald Arnold?�
�Yeah.�
�May I come in?�
The man glanced behind himself into the tunnel. �Uh, yeah. I guess so.� He turned and shuffled back into the tunnel, leaving the portal open.
Lister took a deep breath before entering. �I�ve come to talk with you about your request for unemployment benefits.�
Arnold stopped and turned to stare at Lister. �Is this an interview or something?�
�Well, no. Not exactly.�
Arnold nodded and shuffled over to a couch. He gestured. �Have a seat.�
Lister chose to sit at the kitchen table, rather than on the couch. He looked around. The tunnel was untidy but clean, in that there was a pile of unsorted clothing on the floor in the kitchen, but it appeared to have been freshly washed. Dishes, also clean, sat in a neat pile next to the sink.
�Today�s Tuesday. Tidy-up day. You woke me up. I was going to put things away after breakfast,� Arnold explained, noting the direction of Lister�s gaze.
Lister shrugged. �No business of mine. As long as you don�t endanger other people you can run your life pretty much any way you like.�
�So what about the unemployment?�
�There is no such thing. Not here on Luna, anyway.�
Arnold frowned. �Um� so what do people do when they can�t find work?�
�We encourage people to save for rainy days. As a matter of fact, we require it. Ten percent of everyone�s paycheck is taken off the top and put into an individual, interest-bearing account. The government doesn�t touch the money. It belongs to the individual, but it can�t be withdrawn except at retirement or in an emergency.�
�So what about people coming up from Earth, like me?�
�You filled out an application that asked what you intended to do when you got here. If you lied about having a position lined up, then the consequences are on your own head.�
�Just like that?�
�Just like that,� Lister agreed.
�I get the feeling there�s a message here.�
�If you want money, get a job. We don�t have any to give out.�
�No other choice?�
�Sure, you�ve got choices.� Lister ticked off on his fingers. �If you�ve got savings, you can coast for as long as your money holds out�the rest of your life, if you�ve got enough. You can get a job. You can go back to Earth.�
�Or I can starve like Emily Starnes.�
Lister shook his head sadly. �For obvious reasons, we�d rather people didn�t do that.�
�Do you have to be so cold-hearted about it?�
�We happen to believe that people should pull their own weight. Communism and socialism are dirty words around here.�
�Commu-what?�
�My God, what do they teach in the history courses down on Earth?� Lister asked, rolling his eyes. �Never mind, the point is that we don�t have an unemployment system and have no intention of starting one.�
�But I can�t find a job!� Arnold protested.
Lister frowned. Without speaking, he stood and walked over to the tunnel�s computer terminal. In seconds, he had pulled up the job listings for Crisium. He turned to Arnold, his eyes questioning.
�There�s nothing there. I�ve already checked.�
Lister considered this for a moment, lips pursed, then turned and brought up the master listings, including New London, Besselton, and the smaller outlying communities. �Nothing on all of Luna?� He tapped a key. �According to the database, there are over twelve hundred jobs listed in here. That�s an awful lot of nothing.�
�But not what I was doing on Earth.�
Lister snorted. �I should say not. According to your immigration application, you worked for GM. Since we don�t have any use for cars up here, I suggest you find something else to do.�
�But what?�
�That�s up to you.�
�You don�t care?�
Lister shrugged. �Not particularly. Why should I? I�m not here to save you from yourself. If you make a bad decision, why should everyone else have to pay for it?�
�I�m not asking for anyone else to pay for anything, dammit!� Arnold flared. �I just think your stinking government should give people a hand when they need it.�
A puzzled frown crossed Lister�s face. �Where do you think governments get their money? It comes from taxes. Where do you think taxes come from? From people. So why should the city government take money from others and give it to you? What have you done to earn it?�
�Why do I have to earn it? I need it!�
Lister finally lost his patience. He stalked to the portal. He turned before leaving, eyes narrowed. �So do the people who earned it,� he snapped. �Try it. Earn a little, then see if you don�t agree.�

When Trevor York came through the portal, he saw packed luggage. �Brigitte?� he called, not seeing her at first. �You screwed up, sweetheart. We�re not leaving until tomorrow.�
She stepped out of the bathroom, zipping the small makeup pouch she carried. Without haste, she crossed to the bags and slipped it into one of them. Then she turned to face him, smiling sweetly. �No, darling, I�m afraid that it�s you who�ve made the mistake. Screwed up, as you so elegantly put it. You may not be leaving until tomorrow, but I am leaving today.�
York caught the undertone of mutiny in her voice, but chose to ignore it. �Brigitte, what are you talking about?�
�Find yourself another sex toy, Trev. This one doesn�t like the way she�s being treated.�
He frowned. �Sex toy? You�re not just��
She patted him gently on the cheek. �Don�t get yourself in a dither, darling,� she said patronizingly. �I�m sure you won�t have any trouble finding someone to keep your bed warm�or has Sue thrown you over, too?�
He flinched. �I don�t know what you�re talking about.�
Brigitte only smiled in return. �Sue, my darling, invariably wears a fragrance called Serenity. And though she is close to you throughout the day, there are certain parts of you she has no right to be near� yet she leaves her calling card.�
�Brigitte��
�Good-bye, Trev.�
�Where are you going?�
�Not that it�s any of your business, but I�ve been accepted here in Crisium. I�ve already found a job.�
�A job!� he huffed, as though that were ample evidence of how low she would fall without him.
�Modeling. Amongst other things, I�ll be wearing the Second Skin fall line next Tuesday night.�
He reached out for her. �Listen, Brigitte, I�m sure we can work things out.�
�I already have,� she said evenly, then picked up her bags and left, leaving him staring after her.

Had anyone suggested to Roberta Lith a month ago that she would be feeling this way about a man, she would have told them they were crazy. The Lunarian men she had met so far were OK, but there always seemed to be something lacking. Within seconds of meeting Mike Ordner her life turned upside down. Colors were brighter. Food tasted better. She could swear that the very air had more oxygen in it. Strange that it should take a man from Earth to make her feel this way. After all, Earth was what she had come to Luna to escape.
She glanced at the signs and skipped over to the slowest lane of the slidewalk, then onto the fixed sidewalk almost directly in front of the side corridor where Mike lived. His directions had said that he lived in the third tunnel on the right.
When he answered the portal, she smiled, just at the sight of him. He had that effect on her. On the way over, she had felt a little nervous; suddenly it was gone.
�Ready to go?� she asked.
�Hang on a second.� He turned and reached for his wallet, which was on the table right behind him. The tunnel was that small.
She glanced in. It was not much more than a closet in the rock. Tiny to the point of inducing claustrophobia. And her mother thought her place was small� �Uh, Mike, what happens if you sneeze?�
From the sudden defensive look on his face, she knew she had made a mistake.
�It keeps the rain off my head,� he said gruffly, then quickly stepped out into the corridor, closing the portal behind. Heavy silence surrounded him like armor plating.
As they made their way across town to the Door to New London, she did her futile best to get him to come out of his shell. Finally, when she could bear the weight of his silence no longer, she reached out and touched his arm gently. �Look, Mike, I�m sorry. I didn�t mean to sound like I was criticizing your tunnel.�
He shrugged, not meeting her eyes. �It�s OK. I�ve been meaning to look into getting something bigger, anyway.�
Better, but not quite the Mike she knew he could be. �No, really, I mean it. I was teasing you, but it fell flat. I�m sorry.�
He glanced at her sideways. �It�s all I�ve needed up to now. A small room is all you need to hold a small life. Suddenly my life is growing, and I�m struggling to catch up.�
It was the little things he said that made her heart jump. �Maybe we could�� no, too soon to bring that up, �uh, eat while we�re in the Atrium.�
�We�re already supposed to, remember?�
Damn� caught. The twinkle in his eye told her that he had guessed what she had been about to say. He was so cute when he looked at her that way. �OK, OK. Just let me stew in my own juices.�
He cocked one eyebrow. �Surely, you aren�t the main course at dinner?�
She grinned saucily at him. �Nope. Dessert.�
His eyes widened. �I think I�m looking forward to this meal.�

Anne Lister threw herself back from her desk, kicked free of her chair, and was nearly to the portal when the computer chimed to announce an incoming call. She stared at the icon in an agony of indecision. What if it was the doctor? She pointed at the icon and the computer brought up the call.
It was Edgar Rice. He took one look at her blanched face and said, �My God, Anne! Are you all right?�
�It�s Alan. He�s hurt. I�m on my way there.�
�The office?�
She nodded jerkily. �Yes.�
�I�ll meet you there in ten minutes. Go!�
There were five eastbound lanes on the slidewalk, each going at a progressively higher speed. Anne skipped hard and landed on the middle lane, legs braced for the jolt of acceleration when she hit. She bounced across the fourth in one stride, catching the fifth.
It wasn�t going fast enough to suit her. Without thinking, she began to sprint, in open defiance of the city ordinance against doing so. Across town she sped, scattering other pedestrians in her haste.
One man had the misfortune to be changing onto the fifth lane ahead of her. She knocked him sprawling with a sweep of her arm. He came to rest across the third and fourth lanes, tripping six other people as he went down. Fortunately, no one was seriously hurt. Most others were able to get out of her way. Anne never once looked back.
She hurled herself into the side corridor where Alan�s office was located, only to crash headlong into the broad chest of Samuel Watts.
He caught her by the upper arms to steady her. �Whoa, Anne!�
�Arrest me later, goddamit! I�ve got to see Alan!�
�There�s nothing you can do, Anne. The doctor is with him now.�
�Why�d you call if you didn�t want me here? Think I�d sit at home and wait?�
�Anne�� he began.
�Damn you, get out of my way!� With hysterical strength, she shoved him aside and dashed through the open portal into her husband�s office.
What she saw there brought her to a sudden stop. �Oh, God�� she whispered.
Watts took her gently by the shoulders and tried to draw her back out into the corridor. Dazed, she pulled loose and walked ahead, slowly, uncertainly, towards where her husband lay sprawled on the floor behind his desk. Irregular stains of blood covered the wall behind him.
She. knelt, gently reaching out to push the hair off of Alan�s forehead. Her hand seemed to belong to someone else. At least for the moment, that other person was obeying her will.
The doctor turned to her. She met his eyes. �He�s alive� barely. An ambulance is on the way.�
She looked up at Watts, standing across from her. �Who did this?�
Watts took a deep breath. �Alan managed to hit the panic button as he went down. The recorder caught two of the shots.�
�Who, dammit?� she snarled.
�Lewis Cantner.�
�Find the son of a bitch,� she hissed. �Bring him to me. I�m going to rip his lungs out.�
�We�ve sealed the Doors and the surface locks. He�s somewhere in Crisium. We�ll get him.�
A wet coughing sound brought her eyes back down. �Alan? I�m here.�
His eyes opened�fluttered, focused. Breathing raggedly, he rasped, �Honey� I� I had a bad day at the office.� A thin line of red ran from the corner of his mouth.
Tears sprang to her eyes. �I told you that bastard was trying to make me miscarry.�
�Do what needs doing, babe,� he whispered. �Take care of the kid.�
�Save your strength. I�m here now.�
The ambulance arrived. Anne backed away to give the medical technicians room to work. She spoke briefly with Watts and the doctor in the corner of the room, eyes carefully averted from the gore. Within minutes, they had Alan strapped securely to the back of the flat-bed electric cart. She then followed them out into the corridor.
Edgar Rice ran up just as they were pulling away. �Anne?�
She turned from watching the ambulance. Face drawn and pale, she drew herself to her full height. �Edgar, turn on your microphone,� she ordered. �I have an official press release for you from the Commissioner�s office.�
�Uh, right.� He fumbled at his collar to unfold the tiny gooseneck, swiveling it towards her. �Ready.�
�At 2:55 this afternoon, Lewis Cantner, former president of the Crisium Business Group, entered the office of Commissioner Alan Lister. He shot Commissioner Lister three times in the chest at close range with a high-velocity, small caliber weapon. He is presently at large in the city of Crisium, presumed to be armed and dangerous.�
She swallowed hard as tears began to trickle down her cheeks. �Commissioner Lister is not expected to live.�

Twenty-four hours. That�s all she asked. Twenty-four hours. Turn back the clock. Give her time to say all the things that she had thought she�d had a lifetime to say. Time to apologize for burning the steak she�d cooked for his birthday two weeks after they�d met. Time to hold him just once more. Time to laugh about the look on her face when he�d asked her to marry him. Time to tell him how much she loved him. Time for another cup of coffee together. Time to tell one more joke. Time to choose a name for the child. Time to tell him how much she�d miss him.
Time for her to tell him not to go to the office that day.
When it comes to love, there�s never enough time.

The downside to having a small, efficient government is that there�s no redundancy. There�s no one to take up the slack.
With clench-jawed determination, Anne took the helm of the Crisium government. She didn�t want the job. She didn�t have the intuitive feel that Alan had brought to the position. She wanted nothing more than to crawl into a cave and lick her wounds.
But it was better than staying at home.
The very place that should have been a comfort to her had betrayed her. Every wall, every pillow, every chair screamed Alan�s name. She was being deafened by her memories.
So she had come to work�to escape.
Things that Alan had done instinctively, effortlessly, required conscious thought on her part. Things she had taken for granted now pressed in on her relentlessly. She had been too close to her husband to see what a talented administrator he had been. Only by facing the problems he had faced on a day-to-day basis did she learn that she was not cut from the same cloth as he. Others had told her for years that he was a great man, possibly that rarest of political species, a statesman. Editorials had always respected him, even when they disagreed. To her, he had always been just� Alan.
It took his death for Anne to learn that he had been something more than a man with a habit of leaving socks on the floor and a weakness for tapioca. She had been too close to the trees to see the forest.
A persistent psychologist kept calling, unasked, unwanted, telling her that she was not allowing herself time to grieve; that she needed to take time to grieve; take time to be by herself. The last time he had called, she had exploded, telling him that if he was so blasted sensitive and caring, that he could damn well do her grieving for her. She had not heard from him since.
She would have the rest of her life to grieve on the installment plan. She knew. She cried herself to sleep every night.
Two weeks after she had assumed the reins of power, she allowed herself a rest, if only for ten minutes. She had the computer call Jennifer Holmes.
�So when are we going to Mars?� she asked as soon as Jenny�s face appeared over her desk.
Jenny froze when she saw who was calling. �Anne! I was so sorry to hear about Alan. I tried to call, but I couldn�t get through.�
Anne waved her hand as though to wipe the slate. �I set the computer to refuse all calls. When are we going to Mars?�
Jenny sighed. If Anne wanted to be brusque, then that was her option. �We�re doing well. Ramping up the power to increase the range was a simple engineering problem. It�s the control circuits that are giving us fits. We�re working on our third prototype now. We expect to have it ready for testing in another two weeks or so.�
�Jenny, you don�t work for me, and I can�t claim that I have a lot of clout with the brass at Lunar Magnetics, but I really want to go to Mars.�
�A change of scenery?�
�Call it that.� She shook her head. �I just� Alan�s last words were for me to do what needed doing, and to take care of the kid. I�m going to have the baby here, but as soon as things settle down, I want out.�
�Is that safe? I mean, for the baby?�
Anne laughed humorlessly. �Children seem to survive being born into Earth�s gravity. If anything, the gravity on Mars, being a little over twice what it is here, ought to be closer to what we were designed for.�
�But won�t it be rough on you?�
Anne snorted. �So? Pioneer women survived worse. If we�ve got a Door, I�ll be within minutes of good medical care here in Luna. It won�t be that bad.�
Jenny was quiet for a moment. �Anne, are you sure you�re not just running away?� she asked gently.
�Of course I�m running away, dammit! But this is one of those rare occasions when running away and forging ahead happen to lead in the same direction. I�ve always wanted the same thing that you�ve wanted, Jenny�to go outwards. I just happen to have an extra reason now. I hate Earth. I hate what it represents. I want to get as far away from that cursed place as I possibly can. When you get around to opening a Door to Ganymede or Titan, I�ll be the first one in line.�
�Wait a minute. I don�t understand. How did losing Alan translate into hating Earth?�
�Lewis Cantner may have pulled the trigger, but it was Earth that created Cantner�his attitudes, his entire personality. He didn�t have what it took to succeed on Earth, or, as it turned out, on Luna. When the inevitable failure came, he took it out on my husband, instead of on the person at fault� namely, himself. Earth is full of people who are convinced that they�re victims�that it�s all someone else�s fault. I cannot forgive Earth for that.�
Jenny frowned thoughtfully. �But that can be fixed, can�t it?�
�Alan always said that it�s not the strong that you have to fear, it�s the weak.�
�What? I don�t see��
�Let�s say that you have one really evil man�someone who�s intent on taking over the world. To stop him, all you have to do is find him and either reason with him or kill him. Without him, the organization falls apart�all that�s left is some mopping up. But true terror is a mob. You can�t reason with them. Killing just one won�t stop them, because the rest keep coming. They will overwhelm you by the sheer weight of their numbers even though individually they�re weak.�
�I still don�t see what this has to do with Earth, though.�
�No matter what we do to Lewis Cantner, it won�t matter a whit to the rest of them on Earth. They�ll keep messing up their lives and blaming it on Luna, or their next door neighbor�s cat, or sunspots. They�ll never take responsibility for their own lives, especially for their own mistakes.�
�So Lewis Cantner was only the beginning. I think I see what you�re saying now,� Jenny said.
�This is the inefficient side of evolution, Jenny. There�s no guarantee that any given individual will survive, even if they�re better adapted. It�s a matter of odds. On average the best will survive, but sometimes it�s the strong who get taken out,� Anne said. �This time it hit a bit too close to home for comfort.�
Jenny nodded slowly. �All because Lewis Cantner was a problem looking for a place to happen.�
�Earth actively interferes with evolution in every way they can. They artificially prop up those who can�t cope. They won�t allow the second raters to fail�to face the consequences of their own actions. Instead, they cripple those who do have ability by taking the fruits of their labors to make the failures successful in spite of themselves. They go on, having children and wrecking other peoples� lives when they should, by any objective standard, have failed long ago, taking their bloodline and their bad attitudes with them.� She sighed. �This is religion against science at its most fundamental, Jenny. Religion teaches that all life is sacred, no matter how warped or perverted. What they should teach is that adaptability, intelligence, and the ability to thrive are sacred. That�s what makes the human race stronger in the long run.�
�But what can we do?�
�Nothing. You can�t stop it. It�s the rabble mentality. You cannot reason with a mob. By their very existence, they destroy what they touch. Eventually, some new evolutionary mechanism may stop them, but for now, we aren�t strong enough to fight them.�
�What about closing the Door? If we isolate ourselves from them, we��
�Once we get to Mars, we will close the Door, but we�ll need to be more self-contained than we were here.�
Jenny looked thoughtful. �I�d better start making some changes in the design of the Door, then.�
Anne blinked. �Why?�
�I�ll need to make it portable. Once we go through, we�ll pull it through after us, then close it from the Mars end. That way, we retain control.�
�But what�s that accomplish?�
�Closing the Door is one thing. But from what you�re saying, we�re not only going to need to close the Door, we�re going to need to raise the drawbridge behind us.�

Samuel Watts stood outside the cell where they were keeping Lewis Cantner. He looked at the officer standing before him. �All I want you to do is make certain that Cantner doesn�t escape. I don�t expect him to be any trouble, but you never know. He�s surprised us once. He might just do it again.�
�Yes, sir.�
Watts shook his head sadly. �This is at least partly my fault, you know. Alan was an easy target. He was unguarded. Cantner just walked right in.�
�Are you doing anything to protect his wife?�
�Anne? Yeah, we�re working some stuff out. It�ll just be temporary, though. Eventually, we�ll have to build an official commissioner�s office, just like they have governors� mansions or the White House on Earth. Some place that has built-in security systems. God, Alan would have hated that. He didn�t want anything special or expensive because it would increase the cost of the government.�
�From what you�re saying, that attitude cost him his life.�
�Don�t remind me,� Watts said bitterly. He slapped the button to open the portal into Cantner�s cell and stepped inside.
Cantner looked up from where he sat on the side of his cot. �Leave me alone.�
Watts raised an eyebrow. �Now, that�s a curious attitude to take. You murder a man in cold blood, then have the gall to tell me to leave you alone. There�s an unborn child who�ll never know his father because of you.�
Something ugly flashed across Cantner�s face. �The bitch is pregnant?�
Watts gritted his teeth. �Don�t make me hate you more than I already do. You aren�t fit to dust the soles of that woman�s shoes.�
�But they�� Cantner began.
Watts raised his hand. �I don�t want to hear it. I don�t care what you think they did to you. It didn�t justify killing Alan.�
�Save it for the trial, huh?�
Watts looked surprised. �Trial? What makes you think you�re going to get a trial?�
�But there has to be a trial! I��
�Do you deny killing Alan Lister?� Watts demanded.
�No, of course not! He deserved��
�So you�ve confessed to the crime. Add to that the fact that the computer recorded you firing two of the shots. Why waste the taxpayers� money with a trial? Trials are to determine guilt. There�s no question of guilt, so there�s no need for a trial.�
�But the judge might see that there were extenuating circumstances. He might��
�Planning on pleading insanity, Lewis? Sorry, Lunar law doesn�t allow for that. An insane murderer is just as much a threat to society as a sane one, perhaps more so. Either people are treated equally under the law or they aren�t. We aren�t going to have twenty-eight sets of law here on Luna. One for the sane adults, one for the insane, another for sane children, still another for insane children, plus variations for sex, race, age, and whatever their favorite color might be. That�s one thing that Earth did wrong. We aren�t going to do it that way. One set of laws for everybody� period. Keeps the lawyers from taking over society, you see.� Watts stared hard at Cantner. �You can�t plead self-defense, since you went after Alan. You can�t plead insanity, since Lunar law doesn�t allow that loophole. You can�t escape it. You�re guilty of murder, Lewis. And sentencing is trivial because there�s only one penalty for murder on Luna.�
�And what�s that?�
�Death.�
�But my life is worth something! I deserve a second chance!�
�If you�re going to advance that argument, take a minute to reflect on the fact that the same criterion could just as easily have been applied to Alan�s life. Yet you killed him. Interesting bit of hypocrisy, there. The murderer�s life is worth more than the victim�s? Explain that to me, if you can.�
Cantner just stared at him sullenly.
�That�s what I thought.� Watts said, and walked out.

The painting included the by-now standard representation of Alan Lister as the Man in the Moon. It had become an accepted shorthand; an understood cartoon caricature, in much the same way that political cartoons on Earth might focus on the smile, the eyebrows, or the ears of a public figure. There were three fresh craters, still glowing angry red. The eyes were closed.
And the paint was still wet.
�I was wondering how long it would take for you to get around to dealing with Alan�s death,� the man murmured from just behind the artist�s ear.
The young woman started so badly that she dropped her airbrush. It hit on the trigger, spitting once as it rolled onto its side�a reddish cloud that stained the floor.
�Oh, God!� she cried.
Samuel Watts held up his hands, palms out. �It�s OK I�m not going to hurt you.�
�But�� she began, not knowing how to finish.
�I�m Sam. I�m the police chief.�
She glanced wildly at the still unfinished painting on the wall, then back at him. She saw that his facial expression was one of amusement. �I� I know who you are. Am I� are you?�
He shook his head. �You�re not in trouble, and I�m not going to arrest you.�
She tried to relax, but the jolt of adrenaline still had her on the cusp of a fight or flight reflex. �You scared me.�
He nodded. �I know. You probably thought that your infrared beams would let you know that someone was coming.� He held up a small monocle. �I expected something like that, so I�ve been carrying this with me. I saw the beams and stepped around them. Nothing to it.�
Her shoulders slumped in defeat. She glanced at the wall. �Want me to clean it up?�
He shook his head. �Heavens, no! I happen to think your work is something that we�ve needed for a long time. We just didn�t know it yet. As a matter of fact, I was one of your earliest supporters.�
�Really?�
�Really.� He smiled reassuringly. �Can you tell me your name now? Are you over your fright?�
She took a deep breath. �Roberta Lith.�
Watts�s eyes narrowed. �Lith. I remember you. Weren�t you the one who camped��
�I�m the one,� she said, nodding. �I�ve always admired Luna. Somehow, I�ve always known that this is where I belonged. Once I got here, I discovered that Lunarians don�t laugh often enough. It�s not that they don�t have a sense of humor, they just don�t have time to indulge it. Since I was relatively late getting here, I thought that I might be able to step outside the rush more easily and show them themselves. God knows, I�m not objective�I love this place too much�I just wanted to make people smile once in a while. The commentary angle just sort of happened.�
�Where�d you learn to paint like that?�
She laughed, still nervous. �Oh, that. That�s nothing. I was doing a lot of drafting in school, schematics and things like that, but my lines were always sloppy. I thought that it might help if I took some art classes to develop my hand. I discovered that I enjoyed it. I�ve doodled a bit here and there, but this is the first time I�ve ever actually put it to use.�
Watts shook his head. �Well, I, for one, appreciate what you�re doing. I know it�s a helluva note for a policeman to be endorsing anarchy, but what you�re doing has a place in our society. We need a court jester to keep us honest.�
Roberta looked back at the wall. �This isn�t funny, though. Alan�s gone and no one�s laughing.�
Watts shrugged. �You can�t help that.�
She glanced past him down the corridor. �This is the last one I�m going to do. I don�t feel safe any more. Being out alone like this, late at night.� She shook her head. �I wanted to do one more, though. I had to say good-bye to Alan in my own way.�
�What if I offered to stand guard? I don�t want you to quit doing this if you feel that you have more to say.�
�But��
He pursed his lips, thinking. �Tell you what. Just call me at work when you want to do something. If you don�t get me, just leave a message that I�m to call the Court Jester. People will look at me funny, but that�s my problem, not yours.�
�Are you sure that�s all right?�
He nodded. �I�m going to stand back over here against the wall. You go right ahead and finish.�
As the painting took shape, Watts noted that she added a small body circling Luna. The face she gave it was unmistakably his own, scowling fiercely outwards as though to say that Alan�s death would never be repeated.

Hank and Carol Willis sat on one side of the booth. Sheila Haskel, arriving later in the evening, sat across from them. �I heard from Reg this afternoon,� Sheila said.
Hank�s eyebrows rose. �So how is he?�
Sheila shook her head in wonder. �He�s got a job. After all that bitching he did the last time that he called, he just up and took the next thing that came along.�
�What�s he doing?�
�Something small, it sounds like. He�s working for Lunar Magnetics there in Crisium. He said he�s working in their machine shop. Something about building prototypes.�
Hank nodded approvingly. �OK. I can see how he might fit into something like that.�
�He�s� changed. You know how he used to be so much fun? Then he lost his job and turned into a major grump. You�re not going to believe this, but he almost sounds like he used to�the old Reg. I wouldn�t go so far as to say he�s happy again, but he certainly isn�t anywhere near as gloomy as he was six months ago. He was even telling jokes.�
Carol looked surprised. �It�s been a long time since he did that. I wonder what got into him?�
�Maybe he got religion,� Hank suggested.
�He said that Commissioner Lister came and saw him just before he was shot. Reg acted funny about it. Almost as though he was ashamed to talk about it.�
�Wonder what Lister said,� Carol said.
�I don�t know, but whatever it was, it seems to have made a big impression on Reg.�
�And he hated Luna so badly.� Carol mused.
Hank huffed. �He didn�t hate Luna. He was just jealous. They had jobs and he didn�t. If he�s got a job now, then he doesn�t have to feel that way any more. His pride is coming back.�
�He�s asked me to come up,� Sheila said quietly, almost as an afterthought.
�To Luna?� Carol cried incredulously. She and her husband exchanged looks. They had suspected a last minute liaison between Reg and Sheila, but nothing had led them to anticipate this.
Hank was teasingly skeptical. �Are you sure this call wasn�t a wrong number? This doesn�t sound like the Reg I remember. This guy�s an imposter, although I�ll be damned if I can see any reason someone would want to palm himself off as Reg. After all that complaining he��
Carol clapped a hand over his mouth to shut him up. �Let�s get to the important part. What did you say?�
Sheila looked sheepish. �I told him I�d think about it.�
�Don�t pull that crap on me, Sheila! Are you going up there or not?�
She nodded. �If they�ll let me.�
�First Frank, then Reg, and now you,� Carol said. She punched Hank in the ribs with her elbow. �So when are we going, you big ox? Everybody else has up and gone. Are we going to let them leave us behind?�
He affected a surprised look. �You mean I can speak now? Golly!�
�You not only are permitted to, but it�s expected of you. Answer the question.�
�Do you mind if I think about it a bit first?�
�Of course not. As long as you don�t take over sixty seconds and the answer is yes.�
He rolled his eyes heavenwards. �Reg, just wait until I get my hands on you!�

Ron Abner examined his best friend with a critical eye. �Something�s up.�
Mike Ordner looked at him quizzically. �Was that a question or a statement?�
�Both. You�re grinning like an idiot and I want to know why.�
Ellen, Ron�s wife, said, �There�s a woman involved. See the smug, self-satisfied look, Ron? I�ll bet he got��
�Honey!� Ron said hastily, �Mike might not want to��
�How about it, Mike? What happened?� she demanded, pointedly ignoring her husband.
Chuckling and shaking his head, Ordner said, �Well��
Ellen nodded approval. �Good. Now you can forget all about Susan. She wasn�t good enough for you, anyway.�
�Ellen!� Ron cried in horror, knowing that his friend was still sensitive about his ex-girlfriend. But� damned if Ordner wasn�t grinning. Almost against his will, Ron began to take his wife�s theory seriously.
�OK, I confess�� Ordner began.
Ellen pounced. �I knew it! What�s her name?�
�Roberta Lith.�
�The Roberta Lith?�
He nodded.
�Ye gods, now we�re in for it. We�ve got two celebrities going head to head.� Ellen beamed and rubbed her hands together. �This is going to be good.�
Ron had been watching this exchange, his head swiveling back and forth like a spectator at a tennis match. �Um, Ellen, Mike might not need you as a back seat driver.�
She wrinkled her nose. �Back seat driver? What�s that?�
�Oh, uh� crap. It�s an expression I picked up from Mike. It�s someone who sits in the back seat and tells the driver what to do.�
�The back seat of what?�
Helplessly, Ron shrugged. �Never mind. Just don�t try to run his life for him, OK?�
Ellen looked exasperated. She sat back, crossed her arms, and glared at them. �Men are boring!�

Days followed nights followed days followed nights. Anne Lister, unelected, served out the final months of her husband�s term in office. No one challenged her authority to do so, in spite of the fact that there were no formal guidelines for transfer of power to a successor in the event of the death of the incumbent. Campaigns were under way for the regularly scheduled elections in late December, but Anne paid scant attention to them. She had no intention of remaining in power past the end of the year. She neither endorsed nor condemned the candidates running for her seat. Her one and only goal was to hold her government together for a few more months, have the baby, and leave Luna.
Roberta Lith called Samuel Watts. The next day, a new picture was found. It was the Moon again, with a face, but this time the face was Anne�s, with hand on chin and a raised eyebrow, contemplating Mars, which had been painted across the corridor on the opposing wall. By slow and subtle degrees, the pressure began to build. Onwards to Mars.
Edgar Rice did his part to help both women. For Anne, he began to slant his editorials. It was a small thing, but he was determined to help give her the ground swell of support she would need to bring Alan�s scheme to completion.
For Roberta, whose identity he had learned from Watts, he gave her the one slight push she needed to take her from a purely local phenomenon to a more global one. Acting on behalf of The Crisium Observer, he had begun giving her regular full-color reproductions on the editorial page. It had not taken long before The New London Times and The Besselton Herald picked them up. A few of the more progressive papers on Earth had followed suit. Virtually overnight, she was in syndication� for something that had started as graffiti.
Roberta, whose identity was still being held secret from the public, was frantically working eighteen-hour days, and had never been happier. Her job at Lunar Magnetics, working under Jennifer Holmes, gave her daily contact with the Door project. Her free time was spent with Mike Ordner. He had not put up even token resistance when she proposed moving to Mars. His only comment had been, �Just tell me when to pack.� He had never truly felt a part of the Crisium community and was hoping to find his niche on Mars.
Trevor York, for his part, discovered that trying to discredit a dead man was harder than he had thought. True, among certain segments of the population, there was an attitude that the human race was better off without Lister. A surprising number of people, however, considered him a martyr. York pitched his Lunar segment to those who had hated Lister and set it to air. Too late, he discovered that every advertising slot during the show had been bought by Lunar Magnetics, acting as a thinly disguised front for the Crisium government, meaning Lister�s widow.
No commercials had been shown. Instead, the signal, beamed live from Crisium, had consisted of outtakes from his conversation with Lister. When he had asked Bob to switch off so that he and Alan Lister might have a few words off the record, Lister�s clandestine cameras had kept right on recording. A kind of electronic judo resulted, with Anne Lister using his own words to throw him. The strength of the reaction caught him off guard. He was condemned by many, particularly the religious right, for being so callous about the fate of Emily Starnes.
It had been cleverly arranged. After the fact, he had demanded that advertisers be more carefully screened, but the damage was done. Anne Lister had succeeded in making a fool out of him. York�s viewers wanted scandal and slander. She had known that and used it against him, aware that his viewers didn�t really care who was the victim. They were just as happy to see him at the sharp end of the stick as anyone else.
He heard through the grapevine that she considered him, like Lewis Cantner, to be a symptom of all that was wrong with Earth. He considered doing a show on her, then thought better of it. She had already shown herself to be a capable adversary.
Lewis Cantner was executed without fanfare. No press sensationalizing of his crime was allowed. He died with only the minimum of information being released: Three shots to the chest, just as he had killed his victim. Whenever possible, Lunar law stipulated that a murderer be executed in the same manner as his victim.
Many on Earth were outraged, proclaiming that Cantner�s rights had been violated. Some however, watched as Earth�s convicted murderers were released to roam the streets again and wondered if there might not be something to the Lunar legal system.

�When are you leaving?� Edgar Rice asked.
Anne Lister had circles under her eyes from driving herself ruthlessly, but she was beginning to laugh once in a great while. She was slowly beginning to find joy in life again, in part due to the sleeping child in her arms. �Not yet, Edgar, not yet, but soon. You can count on that. I want my son to grow up in Mars�s gravity field, not Luna�s.�
�We�re going to miss you, Anne.�
�Come with us,� she countered.
He shook his head sadly. �I can�t. At my age, I don�t care to face a gravity double what I�m used to here. Going from this gravity to a lesser one I could handle, but not an increase, not of that magnitude.�
She smiled kindly. �Aren�t you just being lazy?�
He took it without offense. �Probably. Coming to Luna from Earth cured my wanderlust. With luck, I�ll control the Observer in another year or two. That�s my dream, and I�m nearly there. If I were to pull up stakes now, I�d have to give that up.�
�Don�t. If that�s your goal, stick to it.� Her mouth twisted into a sly grin. �Besides, you�ll need the experience before you start The Mars Observer. After all, owning one paper won�t be enough.�
His eyes widened. �Why, you impertinent imp! I do believe you�re trying to put ideas into my head.�
�Oh? You noticed?� she teased.
�All right, all right. I�ll think about it.�
�The place just won�t feel right until you get there.�
�Anne, that�s the thing that you�ve yet to fully realize about the Door. If distance is reduced to nothing, then who cares where we live? I�ll be able to visit you on Mars almost as easily as I do now. There are no barriers where there are Doors.�
�Don�t wait too long, Edgar. We�ll be closing the Door once we�re self-sufficient.�
�Forever?�
She shook her head. �No. We�re going to bring people across from time to time. We�re going to Mars with the intent to form a permanent colony. If nothing else, it will take quite a few people to have a stable breeding population.�
�Have you decided where you�re going to touch down, yet?�
�Oddly enough, no. It doesn�t really matter that much, since we�re going underground as soon as we get there. Surface conditions just won�t make that much difference to us.�
Rice frowned. �But, Anne, it will take ages for you to tunnel out the first level. What are you going to do in the meantime? Live in surface shelters?�
Anne smiled smugly, obviously relishing the moment. �Actually, we intend to be underground within the first week.�
�What?� Rice demanded, eyes staring. �It takes us, what, nearly two years to prepare a new level here. How in hell are you going to have living space underground that quickly?�
�It turns out that the Door singularity is a tunneling device par excellence. All you have to do is choose the diameter you want, then guide the Door through solid rock. The perimeter of the singularity will slice through the rock like butter. On the other side of the Door, there will be a huge rod of solid rock sticking out. We plan to set up a Door on the surface. That way we can just let the rock coming out of the Door fall to the ground. We�ll leave long cylindrical cores of rock side by side on the surface, like a bunch of pencils.�
�Well, I�ll be jiggered,� Rice breathed. �Instant tunnels.�
�Nearly so. By the end of the first week, we�ll have pressure locks installed. In theory, we�ll be able to excavate an entire city for less than what it costs Crisium to do a single level, using conventional blast and laser techniques.�
�Then the same technique can be used here?�
Anne nodded. �Easily� and will be. Someday, Luna will be honeycombed with tunnels. Nothing but three-dimensional living space.�
Rice looked dazed. �Who needs Mars? Luna will be enough to keep us all busy for the rest of our lives, and on down through our great-grandchildrens� lives.�
Her face split in a slow, dreamy smile. �Ah, but Edgar� where�s the adventure in that?�

EDITOR�S NOTE: �Evolution� is a sequel to �Darwin�s Children,� which appeared in the October 1993 Analog, �Survival of the Fittest� (May 1994), and �The Missing Link� (October 1994).
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