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For Margaret 








ONE





 


IN SPITE of you, we will be
remembered.


You have yourselves put this
stub of pencil in my hand, have placed this dampened and blotched pad of yellow
paper in front of me. It is at your wish that I write. It is at your command
that word by word, fighting both the pain and the creeping cold, I will slowly
inscribe in this antique Cyrillic our story.


If time permits.


I will begin in Paris.


 


*         *         *


 


Taking a slip of paper from
my trouser pocket, I compared it with the number and the name of the street. I
was standing on the narrow sidewalk, having walked two blocks from where my Peugeot
was parked. Yes, this was the correct address, though my caller hadn’t said it
was a cafe. Standing in front of the Cafe de la Canard Sauvage, I slowly folded
the paper.


Caution
learned over many years in the troubled parts of the world made me look up and
down the street before going in. The early spring this year had made the
late-March morning very warm, and the shoppers and the café-goers and those who
simply walked to enjoy the sunshine thronged the sidewalks. I doubted I’d spot
anyone; cover was too easy. But I checked, just the same.


If there was someone watching
I wouldn’t be easy to miss. Tall, dark-haired, thin as my father and émigré
grandfather had been, I was dressed casually in a light gray suit and dark tie;
the alpaca coat, unnecessary today, I carried over my arm. Anyone watching for
Edouard Roudensky, foreign correspondent for Le Monde, would spot me in
a moment.


But no one seemed to be
taking any special interest. With a shrug, I turned from the busy, sunny street
and entered the dark coolness of the Wild Duck Café.


The light fretted-metal
tables had not yet been set up for the summer, and were stacked around the
entrance. Light scents of spring perfumes, the bite of expensive cigarettes,
and the heavier fragrances of liqueurs floated on the dim air. After a few seconds
my eyes adapted, and I looked around for the woman who’d phoned me.


The only lone woman there was
small, dark-haired, and obviously not French. As my gaze met hers she lifted a
finger. I looked about for a second more, then strolled over.


"Madame K.?" I
asked, speaking slowly, so she’d understand.


"Please sit."


The accent was Parisian, the
syllables clipped, rapid, and precise, though the small, fine-featured face was
Asian. "I was looking for a Frenchwoman," I smiled, sitting down
opposite in the corner booth.


"Understandable, M.
Roudensky.  Perhaps I should have given you my full name —   Fumiko
Kasuhara."


"That would have made
things easier. But no matter. A drink?"


"Brandy, please."


I ordered two. "Well,
Mrs. Kasuhara, you have a proposal. Or so you said on the phone yesterday. What
can I do for you?"


"I understand you're
leaving Le Monde."


I couldn't keep my surprise
from showing. "I was thinking about it. Haven't yet made it
official."


"And you have some . . .
family trouble, as well?"


"Yes," I said,
interested now. Someone had taken the trouble to check up on me very closely.


"Decided where you'll go
next? Another paper?"


"No . . . that is, not
another paper. I have some vague plans, but I'm out of newspapers. For
good."


She smiled. "In that
case, I may be able to offer you something that may arouse your interest."


Snifter in hand, I waited,
studying her face. She was not an unattractive woman. But as she continued to
speak, keeping her voice low in the darkened cafe, I forgot her looks in my
growing absorption in what she was saying.


 


*         *         *


 


Three months before, in late
January, I’d wrapped up two years' work in Africa, and was recalled to Paris.
The assignment there was nothing very serious, and Jacqueline, Alain, and
myself regarded it as something in the nature of a vacation. I was back in
France at last, and the arrondissement where Jackie had rented an apartment was
very beautiful. We could have been happy . . . if there’d been anything left
between us.


My reporting on the long
agony in South Africa had won the Prix Annuel de Reportage, an award roughly
comparable to the American Pulitzer Prize. In spite of this, by late March my
apparent inactivity began to annoy the overseas editor.


The day after the
conversation in the Wild Duck I got to the office to find a note asking me to
see Leclerc (the said overseas editor) at my earliest convenience. He’d dated
the note, the dog, and it had been sitting on my desk for three days. Of
course, I hadn't been in since the Thursday before; Jackie and I had left four-year-old
Alain at my parents' estate in Franche-Comte, and we’d spent several lovely
days skiing in the French Alps. It had been almost like old days for the two of
us. Almost, but not quite.


Asking my secretary to lay
out the rest of my correspondence, I took the lift to the seventh floor. 


Leclerc was not a polished
man. His business manners were peremptory and often offensive. He may have
disliked me for class reasons; but he wasn’t the reason I wanted to leave Le
Monde. He was only a minor irritant.


"But it's good to see
you this morning, Edouard!" he said, stepping forward from a side table
with a glass of cognac. I was taken aback by his affable tone, and even more
surprised when the Courvoisier was for me. Evidently the
"pork-butcher," as he was called behind his back, needed something
from his prize-winning correspondent.


"Lovely to see you, too,
Richard," I said, taking a low leather-covered chair. "Excellent
cognac. Thank you."


"It's nothing,"
said Leclerc, pleased. He was obviously unsure of his palate, and my compliment
seemed to gratify him. He settled his chubby body behind his desk and studied
me covertly. I could almost hear his thoughts: He's picked up a tan
somewhere, the lazy bastard. Where was he this weekend? The Cote d'Azur?
But all he said was: "How are Jacqueline and Alain?"


"Both fine. It’s good
being back. I’m becoming almost a family man again."


We both laughed, then he
asked suddenly, "You've enjoyed your time off, then?"


My eyes met his over the rim
of the glass. I set it down. "What time off was that, Richard?" I
asked, in the level, almost bored tone my aunt had used when the topic was sex
or money.


"These past three
months, my friend, during which you’ve checked in perhaps twice a week and have
filed a total of fifteen hundred words, all unusable."


"Ah," I said, still
low-key. "So you called me in here and offered me this . . . export-market
cognac to tell me I’m not earning my salary."


It wasn’t my words, but my
amused tone that must have reverted Leclerc to the pork-butcher. "Look,
Roudensky," he said, fat cheeks reddening, "you spent two years in
South Africa, and I know they must have been damned hard. You more than anyone
got this paper the Prix last year. We don't get along personally, but you're an
excellent correspondent, imaginative, a flair for the dramatic — "


"Grudging praise is
twice valued," I murmured.


"What?" 


"Old Russian proverb. My
grandmother."


"Oh . . . Well, it's
because I respect you I won't beat around the bush." Leclerc loved
Americanisms. "Vacation's over. You covered Cambodia, didn't you?"


"Yes," I said,
gripping the armrests as memories came rushing back. "It was my first
combat coverage."


"You've seen the news
about incursions into Thailand?" I nodded. “The editor-in-chief thinks that’ll
be the next big one. His contacts at the Quai d'Orsay give it six months to a
year to break into open warfare. We want you to cover it, Ed."


For some time I sat, legs
crossed, looking down at the empty glass. Then I took a pack of English
cigarettes, Players, from my jacket and lit one. “No, Richard, I'll have to
decline that assignment."


"Be serious. It's right
up your alley. A natural. Raise in salary, of course.”


"Of course. As a matter
of fact, Richard, I expected this when I read last Wednesday's Reuters, the
feature Pearson put out on the ambush of the Thai Regular Army battalion."


"You've thought about
it, then?"


"Oh, yes."


"May I ask why you don't
want to go?"


"Yes, you may. We've
never been friends, but we've worked together for a long time, and although
many think of you as an uncultured man you are quite effective as overseas editor.
It's not too much to say that without you, also, Le Monde would not have
won last year's prize. That’s why I’ll tell you why I won’t go to Thailand, and
explain at the same time why I’m resigning from the paper."


"Just a moment."
Leclerc pressed a button on his intercom. "Marianne, I'll be in conference
with M. Roudensky. Don't disturb us. I'll return all calls."


Under the desk, I knew, his
foot would be pressing a silent contact to record our conversation. If The
Great Roudensky were really to resign, the editor-in-chief would want to know
why.


"Now.  This is the first
word I've heard from you about resigning, Edouard. I thought you loved the
paper and your work."


"I did; but I don't
anymore."


"Because of me? Is it
something I did?"


"No, of course not. It's
the work. The life . . . I've always lived well, Richard."


"Oh?" said Leclerc,
to whom this had probably been evident the first time I'd opened my mouth in
his hearing. But I played along for the benefit of the tape. I owed him that
much.


"My grandfather got out
of Russia in 1920 with three million English pounds. He bought land in what’s
now the New Quarter. My mother's family was titled and had a considerable
fortune in land and textiles in Lyon.


"Richard, Jackie's the
same way. I married her when we were kids, before I saw Cambodia and Lebanon
and Africa. Before I saw how people live there and the rottennesses they have
to die for, thinking it's for a better life. We here in France have forgotten
that. Abdicated our humanity."


"You can't resign from
France, Edouard."


"Can't I? Listen,
Richard. What do you and I do in the world, for the world? We entertain
Frenchmen. We give them the bloody stories to read over their breakfasts and we
make our horror-filled indictments of the U.S. in Vietnam and the whites in
South Africa — we do, after Indochina and Algeria!  And we live well off
it. There's a worldwide recession, nobody knows when it will end, there's less energy
and less food every year, and . . . Damn it, you can't understand, can you? I'm
rich, I'm useless. I won you the Prix Annuel, there's nothing more in
journalism. I'm not satisfied any longer with Puccis and Auteil and fine
cognacs."


"Bored, Edouard?"
asked Leclerc sympathetically.


For me, at that moment, it
was the wrong tone to take. "Bored? Damn you! It sounds attractive to a
pork-butcher, doesn't it? But for me there's never been any challenge. I've
never been involved in any of those blind, futile struggles I covered so
penetratingly. I'm thirty-two. I want to do something with meaning before I
die. I won't go to Thailand and play the omniscient Gallic god peering down at
the foolish mortals. Give someone else the chance."


Silence in the office. I was
breathing heavily. It had been building up for a long time. Since I’d first
seen dead children piled in the streets of Pnomh Penh, and pulled the canvas
sheeting aside to get better footage.


"So what's left,
Edouard? God? Alcohol? Suicide?"


"I guess those are the
choices I'll come down to eventually," I said, abruptly sick. I stood.
"But before it comes to that, I'm going to try a bit of
free-lancing."


"Anyplace in
particular?"


"I have one offer that
sounds interesting."


"Would I know
them?"


"Don't know them myself,
Richard. Only a letter and a rather mysterious conversation with . . . a fellow
at a café."


"I see," he said.
"Well, if your mind’s made up, I'm sorry. As your boss, I'll miss
you."


We shook hands, and I left. I
knew what he meant to say, what he would have said if not for the recorder. As
my boss, he would miss me.


As Richard Leclerc, he would
have been glad to see the snobbish Roudensky doing his freelance work in hell.








TWO





 


In a windowless room, far
from Paris, Fumiko Kasuhara waited in front of a large desk.


The room was an office, and
judging by its furnishings — walnut, chromium, heavy glass, a vibrant Persian
rug spilling over the floor like wine — the office of a Very Important Person.


This person sat across from
her; reaching middle age, but still intense, still as assertive and outspoken
as ever. Still very much in command. The reddish-brown hair was faded, though
no gray dared to show yet. There were a few fine lines in the well-kept face,
furtive crow's-feet around the sharp green eyes; but those eyes still held the
glance of subordinates as a rattlesnake's curved fangs hold a mouse.


"Roudensky?" the
middle-aged woman asked.


"He accepted,
Dorothea," said Fumie quickly. She did not really fear Lindahl, for all
her very real power; in the last year she’d lost too much to fear any person again.
There was little more Lindahl could do to her. But she had the Japanese respect
for age and experience, so she answered quickly, glancing from time to time at
a bluff-looking man who stood, legs wide apart, beside the desk.


"I don't know what your
sources were, but they were right. When I approached him he seemed amused, I
think at the mysteriousness of our meeting; or maybe he wasn't expecting
someone like me. He's handsome, in a polished European way, but he struck me as
a bit of a snob. He was ready to listen, though. I gathered he’d already
decided to leave his newspaper. And, I think, his wife as well."


Dorothea Lindahl nodded. Fumie
went on. "As you instructed, I told him nothing of importance — nothing
that could lead him to us. I said the work would be meaningful but dangerous.
That it could be of importance to humanity. That he was guaranteed return
passage to France when the assignment was complete, with full publishing
rights. And finally that the pay would be . . . nothing."


"Um," said the
bluff-looking man. Above his folded arms weatherbeaten cheeks creased in a sardonic
grin. "For some, that's a lure they can't resist."


"Money, you mean,
Adrian?" asked Lindahl.


"Not quite," he
said, taking out a short, scarred old briar and tamping a dark tobacco into it.
"The intimation money’s beneath their notice."


"That's really about
all," Fumie said. "He'll be in Quebec on the appointed date."


"Thank you," Lindahl
said quietly. She turned her gaze to the man, who’d begun pacing, rolling as if
he were unused to solid land. "Adrian, you were to contact Parker?"


"Why, yes, Dotty.”  He crossed
to a filing cabinet and slipped a folder from a stack of perhaps ten or twelve.
"Parker, Merrill M.," he read, scrutinizing the full-face photo of a
serious-looking, darkhaired man in his late thirties. "White male,
American citizen, aged thirty-seven . . . B.S., geology, Penn State . . .ROTC,
Army, two tours . . . construction consultant, Alaskan Pipeline . . . Ph.D.,
sedimentary geo at Texas. Married, two children, resides Newport, Rhode
Island."


"A family man,"
said Lindahl. "Newport’s a wonderful town for children."


"Not anymore. Read this,
the 'motivations' section."


"Oh . . . wife and
children dead in a boating accident. Was he responsible, Adrian?"


"He wasn't even aboard.
They were out for a pleasure cruise with friends. Owner was a novice and didn't
bother with small-craft warnings. Went out to look at the lighthouse. Engine
quit; they were carried onto the Three Sisters, capsized, and drowned."


"What's Parker doing
now?"


"Contacted his old
company and asked for assignment to Alaska again. They were more than happy to
take him back, with a doctorate in sedimentary."


"I see." She
inspected at the photograph. "He doesn't look like the pioneer type. More
like a university professor. The glasses."


"Army. Construction work
in Alaska — "


"I suppose you're right.
Well, is he coming?"


"He'll be there early on
the morning of the first."


"Excellent. Well, Fumie,"
said Dorothea, shooting her a glance, "I think we're in business; he and
H'siao-Ping should make a good team for the geological work. And we've
accounted for all our other openings. Right?"


"Blakeley, Roudensky, Al-Dhiyabi,
Mills — all the leader slots are filled, unless someone drops out."


"Wonderful." She
sat back and smiled at them with an expression that said, well done. "And
just in time — the meeting's only two days away."


 


*         *         *


 


Shortly before nine in the
morning, a small group of men and women began to assemble at a third-floor
conference room in a luxurious but obscure Quebec hotel. Most had been advised —
in the broadest and least-committal terms possible — of the matter to be
discussed. And all were curious as to what this obviously well-planned and
well-financed venture was to be, and what part in it they were being asked to
play.


And at what price.


Merrill Parker had arrived
early. After the flight from Anchorage the night before he found himself in the
city at three A.M. with nothing to do and nowhere to go until the meeting. He
considered and rejected checking into a hotel. Instead, he took a taxi down to
the Old City and passed the dark hours before dawn sitting on an iron bench
overlooking the St. Lawrence, struggling with the agony he carried bottled up
within himself.


At eight-forty he arrived at
the Hotel Livry-Level and took the elevator. There was only one conference room
on the third floor. As soon as he found his seat other men and women began to
arrive.


At precisely nine, three
persons of middle years came in. One carried a videotape, which he slotted into
a player near the conference table's head. All three — one woman and two men — had
an air of competence and command. Parker had the feeling he should recognize
them from newspaper photographs, but didn't. To the left of the table's head,
nearest a large-screen television, sat a woman of fifty or thereabouts. She was
only a few inches shorter than Parker himself, maybe two inches shy of six
feet. She was slim, had somewhat faded auburn hair, and an air of absolute
equality with the men, with whom she talked in a low voice. She wore a tailored
blue business suit. A large name card before her read LINDAHL.


The second, a man, was older
than she was. He wore a rumpled blue suit of British cut, but even the double-breasted
styling couldn’t disguise a stocky, once-powerful frame now running to fat. The
face, though, held Parker's attention. Craggy and uncompromising, red and
weatherbeaten, topped by a shock of silvery hair, it was dominated piercing blue
eyes under massive, shaggy brows. The old man looked as if he’d spent his life
on the bridge of a North Sea trawler. He sat stolidly, arms folded and jaw
clamped on a short pipe. His name card read LARSSON.


The third, also male, was
shorter than the woman. Even more than the other man was PETROV built like a
bear. Though he sat quietly he gave an impression of overwhelming vitality and
determination, almost of arrogance. His deeply furrowed face and deep-set eyes
looked Mongolian. If he's a native Russian, thought Parker as a tall Frenchman
entered and took the last seat, I'd lay money he's from the East. Not from
European Russia. From somewhere in the New Lands.


Then it was time for the
meeting to start.


 


*         *         *


 


 From Roudensky's Confessions,
manuscript page 3:


 


 At precisely nine I took the
last remaining seat around a T-shaped conference table. At its head was a
middle-aged woman and two older men. Ranged along the sides of the T's vertical
stroke were six others who looked as if they’d come from every corner of the
world.


I was seated at the foot —
before a placard which stated, baldly, ROUDENSKY — and on my left were two
women. Opposite me sat another, thirtyish, dark-complexioned, with long dark
hair; and to her right, diagonally across from me, two men. I was struck by one
impression as the meeting started: the extraordinary gravity and self-assurance
of each person there, different though they were; as if, although life had been
hard for them all, they’d come out of their trials with one thing in common —
confidence in their own abilities, if in nothing else. I hoped my own
appearance didn’t contrast too sharply with theirs.


 As I drew my chair to the
table, the woman at its head, Lindahl, looked at her watch and stood. She spoke
a few sentences in English, to the effect she was pleased that all invited were
present and on time, and that she appreciated our leaving our own concerns to
attend.


As abruptly as she’d begun,
she stopped, and Petrov began to speak, translating her short sentences first
into Russian — which several people besides myself appeared to understand — and
then into another language, which must have been Chinese, since he spoke
directly to the cotton-clothed woman at my left, who listened without changing
expression.


When he finished, he reached under
the table and came up with a set of soft plastic earphones, which he held up. When
we all had our earphones in place Larsson touched a button. The room lights
went out and the player came on, filling the screen with a square of white
light. I started; a soft voice had begun to speak into my ear in perfect
Parisian French. Was it Mrs. Kasuhara's? I couldn't be sure.


The presentation began with a
detailed analysis of world oil consumption, both by nations and by the various
uses of petroleum; fuels, lubricants, textiles, drugs, and so on. These were
shown by means of bar graphs. Then it shifted to show oil production by
nations, in millions of barrels, and projected this into the future by means of
an X-Y coordinate grid.


It was evident from the
thirty-year projection that one of the greatest oil-producing nations, the
United States, had reached its peak of production and had since been declining.
 Those nations that had once boasted "inexhaustible" reserves of
petroleum – Saudi Arabia, Venezuela, Kuwait, the Emirates — were at their peak
now. Their curves began to decline in the next decade.


Not to mention, as the narrator
remarked dryly, the political problems involved in working with OPEC.


Production was rising in only
three states: Russia, China, and Brazil. But by a pie-slice comparison, Russian
production would be equal to the other three combined. Smaller deposits
(Australia, Indonesia, Canadian Arctic, Alaska) were minuscule in comparison.


The voice continued. "A
group concerned with the stability of world political and economic development
has held annual meetings for many years, in secret of course. To some extent,
this group has been able to coordinate and expedite exploration and production,
especially in new territories like the coastal shelves and the Arctic.


"But humankind is
running out of world. The shelves are limited in extent, and environmental
concerns limit their exploitation.  And the continents themselves, the dry
land, have been so thoroughly explored there’s little chance of another major
strike.


"Power is, of course,
available from other sources, among them hydroelectricity, coal, solar, and
nuclear energy. But hydroelectric power is already exploited almost to the
limit; coal production is lagging far behind demand, and is also subject to
pollution concerns; and the uranium supply, leaving aside the question of
nuclear safety, is almost as bad as oil, with proven reserves of only fifteen
years at current levels of power production. Solar and wind energy are catching
up, but still not economical for large-scale use.


“It’s easy," the
recorded voice went on relentlessly — and I felt a stir around me in the
darkened room — "To foresee the results of the coming energy scarcity, and
studies funded by the group have confirmed what one would expect.


"Petroleum will become
almost unobtainable as its price on the world market continues to soar. This
will curtail its use as fuel. Standards of living in the advanced nations will
fall, even though alternate energy production will be heavily funded and
engines may become somewhat more efficient. Eventually solar, wind, geothermal,
and possibly fusion technologies will take over the role of fossil fuels in
power generation. Even then, nothing will replace petroleum as a strategic raw
material for textiles, drugs, industrial chemicals, and explosives.


"It will not be easy,
but we could cope with this reduction in supply. Except for one factor. For a
period of approximately thirty years, our projections show that the balance of
world power will be overwhelmingly on the side of the one great producer of
surplus petroleum.


"At a time of worldwide
scarcity, Russia has deliberately held back the exploitation of its reserves —
and still it's the major producer in the world.  This one factor will be enough
to cause a drastic upset of the rough parity that has existed since the early
sixties. For the first time, they will hold a convincing advantage over the
West and China combined in an essential strategic and economic resource.


"We do not believe this
opportunity will be neglected by the leaders of the Russian state."








THREE





 


With this last sentence
reverberating in our ears, the tape stopped and the overhead lights came on,
making me blink in the sudden brightness. After a moment of silence around the
polished teak, Petrov began. He made his remarks in slow, short Russian
sentences; Kasuhara translated them into English, after which he repeated
himself in Chinese.


"Before we proceed, we must
ask whether, in spite of the background checking done before each of you was
contacted, there’s anyone here who would not be willing to act against the
interests of the Russian state, considering that it would be to his profit to
do so."


The English of that came
through fairly straight, but from the look of hatred that crossed the face of
the woman next to me, Chang H'siao-Ping, as Petrov continued in Chinese, I
wondered what he was saying. Or did this obdurate-looking woman truly hate them
as much as that?


Dorothea nodded; no one here,
it seemed, had any love for Moscow. "Fine. Since that's settled, it's only
fair to you, before asking for a commitment, to let you know more about us —
about who you'll have for leaders, and for coworkers. Nothing terribly
intimate; just the facts — name, age, military experience, work or study in
petroleum exploration or production, and cold-weather experience. Colonel,
would you care to be first?"


The barrel-chested Russian
smiled a little, and the deepset gray eyes seemed suddenly sad in the lined
face. But his tone was cheerful enough. "Certainly, Dorothea. Gentlemen,
ladies — Madame Lindahl addressed me as 'Colonel.' I held that rank in the Russian
Army, as a colonel of infantry. But I defected to the West years ago. My
patronymic is Iosip Vissarionovich — Viss, saryon, o, vitch — and I
would like for you all to call me that.


"To stick to the
categories, I'm fifty-eight years old. I spent most of my army career as a
military advisor, notably in the U.A.R. and Afghanistan. I saw combat there and
along the Yaluga frontier. Yes," he said, turning to look at the Chinese
woman, who stared back impassively, "against the People's Republic of China.
The rest of you may not have heard of it, but for some years a small-scale war was
fought along the Chinese border. It was valuable experience, as far as cold-weather
fighting goes . . . which I believe was another of your requirements, Dorothea.


"As to petroleum. . .
nothing that applies specifically, but I once studied mining technology, with
practical work in Siberia. That may be applicable to some phase of our
venture."


He paused for a breath.
"I don't want to get into what you called, I think, 'intimate details,'
but I do want to say a little something about why I'm here. You might call me a
marked man. To get my family out of Russia, I had to buy protection with information.
There was a long debrief. In return, the CIA gave me a new name and a modest
pension, and a home in the United States. At first I felt safe. Then came those
leaks at the Agency, the investigations, the papers, the secret files published
last year.


"I no longer feel safe.
One photocopied list with my new name on it, linking it to Petrov of the Yaluga
Frontier, and . . . the KGB does not show mercy. They make examples. And I have
a wife and two small daughters."


He seemed about to say more,
but Lindahl cut in smoothly with a "Thank you, Colonel." She looked
next at a large, athletic-looking man with a smooth, oddly expressionless face,
closely cut blond hair, and strangely tranquil blue eyes. "Mr. Blakeley,
would you care to say a few words?"


Blakeley gave an impression
of attentive listening for a moment after she finished. Then he began in a
clipped voice, with the Commonwealth in it somewhere, though I cannot tell a
British accent from Australian or South African. But it was a rather pleasant
tenor. "Blakeley, Robert," he said quietly, "age forty. Military
experience in the Congo, Ireland, Chile. South Africa for the last two years.
You might say it's my business to be where my help is appreciated. Know nothing
about oil. Never worked in the cold." He looked briefly to the next at the
table. "That's all."


 The next man was a sharp
contrast to the three other men at the table (myself excluded). He was as tall
as me, of slim build, and looked more like a teacher than a warrior. He
appeared to be nervous, and played with his name card or with his glasses as he
spoke, darting hesitant glances at us.


 "My name's Parker,
Merrill Parker. American, age thirty-seven. I got my B.S. in geology from Penn
State, went into the Army, ROTC. I had two tours in the artillery. Saw some
combat, not much. After the Army I went back to school, and got a doctorate in
sedimentary geo from Texas. After that I went to work for Imperial in Alaska.
Spent most of that time in the Prudhoe Bay field, but I did a lot of
back-country work too, a lot of it from the air.


 "I guess that's about
it," he said, and fell silent, toying with a slim gold pen.


 The dark-haired woman was
next. She had arching black eyebrows, a strong nose, a wild dark beauty to her
rounded face.  "Not good English," she said apologetically. "But
I will try?"  Lindahl nodded, and she began.   "My name is Faizah
Al-Dhiyabi, and I'm twenty-nine years old.


 "I guess I've always
been  . . . the romantic about war. My grandfather tell me stories of his work
as a scout for the Italians, then the British. And about fly — I make my father
to buy me a light plane, lessons, when I am eighteen. I’ve a little money of my
own, that is fortunate, but really . . . no country, now."


 I suddenly remembered where
I’d heard her name. She was famous — or, in certain circles, infamous.  An
Omani princess — or at least some branch of the ruling family, Arab nobility — who’d
stolen a military jet, defected to Israel, and written a scathing book. Every
major country in Europe had refused her asylum after a fatwa had been
pronounced against her.  She looked down into the table's polished surface.   "I
flee my homeland a year ago. Now I have nowhere else to go. So I am here with
you. I thank you for accepting me.”


When Lindahl had finished
translating her words I waited a moment, then began. I of course had no
military experience — unless one counts some knowledge of tactics gained as a
war correspondent – knew nothing about oil, and disliked even the mild Parisian
winters. I began to wonder, as I spoke, why they’d included me. What had I to
offer? But I finished my resume, brief as it was, and passed off to the Chinese
woman on my left.


 "My name," she
said hesitantly, in what proved to be a fairly good, if limited, textbook
English, "is Chang H'siao-Ping. I was born in Yenan province. I am thirteen
— I mean, thirty-three years old. I learned of the military for five
years in People's Militia. My rank was sergeant.


 "I study Petroleum
Production at Tientsin for four years. I worked six years in oil fields in
China. Then I spoke out, about those enriching themselves from the resources of
the People, and was forced to leave. I — "and she leaned forward to give
her words the force her feeble vocabulary could not — "am a good and
steadfast communist."


 "Excellent," said
Lindahl, smiling at her encouragingly. "And your cold-weather
experience?"


 “Manchuria," said
Chang, "is — bloody cold." And she smiled a little too as we laughed.


 "Mrs. Kasuhara?"
said Petrov. "In which of your many languages will you address us?"


 The petite woman smiled. She
gave an impression of fragility, and yet . . . that's what it seemed to be,
merely an impression, a role that she was playing. Under the coyness of a
Japanese wife she might prove the toughest of the group.


At least, this was what I
felt at the time. And events, as they turned out, never changed my first
impression of her.


 "Since we have used
English, most of us, I'll speak that. But as the colonel knows already, one of
my few talents happens to be languages. I speak four well . . . Japanese of course,
and English, Russian, and Chinese. You speak Chinese well, Colonel, but your instructors
were Taiwanese, island Chinese, weren't they?"


 "Why, yes," said
Petrov, the sad look gone for the moment.


 "Easy to tell . . . to
a lesser extent I can speak German, Korean, and Tagalog, and read most of the
Romance languages. I confess," she said, turning to me, "I find
French beautiful to hear, but difficult to speak."


 “Thank you," I said,
smiling back at this lively and charming woman. I recognized the perfect
Parisian that had tantalized my ear during the film. "Vous êtes tres
comprehensible, je vous assure."


 "Well," she said,
again in the flat-sounding American Standard accent she always used in English,
"enough bragging. I left Japan because it was that, or go to jail. I had a
high government post as an official of the Imperial Ministry for Foreign
Affairs. But I loved money a little too much, I guess. I accepted a bribe from
a foreign aircraft company. My husband, Takashi, would no longer live with me
after the scandal. He was with the government, too, but was not involved in my
. . . mistake. My two boys are with him. I lost in one stroke my husband, my
children, my profession, my country.” She paused. "Military experience? .
. . In Japan women do not fight. Oil? I know about it only in relation to
international law, mineral rights, the law of the sea. Cold experience? The
snow is lovely, I seldom go out in it. What little I will be able to contribute
will be in the realm of international law, in the areas of claims, the sea, and
national sovereignty."


 "Which will be very
valuable," said Petrov. He seemed taken with her, I thought. "You
neglected to state your age, I believe."


She said something in seven
or eight fluid syllables, and he looked puzzled for a moment, then smiled.
"Yakut, too, is among your accomplishments, I see.”


 "Mrs. Kasuhara,"
Lindahl said dryly, "declines to answer."


 "Thank you, Dorothea. 
But you should all call me Fumie. We’ll be together a long time."


 "Fumie," said
Larsson, "has been on the project for some months already."


 "Yes," said
Dorothea. "And for that reason she's a bit more in the know than most of
the rest of you. She researched the second half of the film, which we'll see in
a few minutes.


 "My own name is
Dorothea Lindahl. Born in Wilhelmshaven, Germany, but left as soon as I was old
enough, with a Canadian sailor. We split up as soon as I got my Canadian
papers. I got involved in uranium in the Yukon, and made some money; eventually
I incorporated . . . We bought into the Alberta fields, along with more
prospecting and mining. I actually made most of my money in oil sands. Those
investments have left me, oh, fairly comfortable. Since I started in
prospecting, I know the cold, but the only contact with the military I've had —
aside from contracts — was the American bombings.


 "I never had time for a
degree; I've always been too busy for the formal side of education. So all I
know is the practical side of things, in the field and the corporate
boardroom." She looked at Chang. "You might say I'm the quintessential
pioneering capitalist, especially since I started with nothing . . . so feast your
eyes, dear, aren't many of us left.


 "Now I'd like to
introduce the final member of our group — in age, the senior —Captain Adrian
Larsson."


 "Thank you,
Dotty," said Larsson, sitting up a little. Pale blue eyes peered at each
member in turn before he continued. "I'm British-Norwegian. Grew up in
Norway. My dad was usually off adventuring somewhere up north. He was a good
man with dogs and a sled, or a boat, but he never amounted to much. Born too
late. Should have been with Amundsen.


 "When the Germans
arrived we evacuated Narvik with the Brits, my mother's people. I joined the
jolly old R.N. at the tender age of sixteen. Spent most of the war on the
northern route to Murmansk. Had two ships go down under me, and was damned lucky
both times.


 "After the war I got
into polar exploration somehow. The British sent me along on Operation
Highjump, as a liaison, and the ice got in my blood. I went back south with the
Chilean Panhandle expedition. After that I turned to whaling and spent five
years at that, going back South during the IGY with a Norwegian crew. The next
twenty years I  alternated between whaling and various Polar and Arctic expeditions,
till it seemed to be time to settle down.


"Well, I'd got a bit of
capital tucked away, so a partner and I bought into a Norwegian shipyard. The
recession broke us six months ago. So, here I am. I know a good deal about oil —
whale oil; and Bunker D for the engines, of course. Did I say how old I was?
No? Well, it doesn't really matter, does it? Dotty, shall we have the rest of
the film?


 "We certainly shall,
Adrian," she said, and once again the lights dimmed.








FOUR





 


 The globe of Earth,
spinning, blue and white and brown against the sterile blackness of space.


 "In rapid progression
each continent and sea has been explored and then exploited for oil, as well as
for other resources. The deserts of the Sahara, the jungles of the Amazon and
Africa, the Arctic wastes of Canada and Russia, even the depths of the sea, have
been sounded and probed kilometer by kilometer.


 "One area only remains
untouched: a continent larger than the United States and Mexico combined. It
remains unpopulated, unexploited, almost unmapped except for aerial and satellite
photography."


 The globe, spinning, tips
up, exposing the center of the Southern Hemisphere, rotation abruptly stopping
to show the white continent at the Pole. The camera zooms.


 "The seventh continent
is remarkable in many ways, but it shares the common origin and composition of
the others. Until only about 170,000 years ago—a very short time measured
geologically — Antarctica was favored with a temperate climate. And after a survey
of fossil and other data, our geologists have concluded that petroleum deposits
there are as likely as in any other continental area. Extrapolating from the
land area underneath the ice cover, and using the data available, a study team
has located three areas that seem especially promising."


 Three red areas appear on
the stark whiteness of the southernmost continent.


 "In summary: Shortfalls
in oil production in most parts of the world will give one world power economic
and military dominance very soon. One of several countermoves being considered
by our group is the occupation of Antarctica and the development of its
resources for the common benefit of the world, and, of course, for our
investors."


 


*         *         *


 


 The lights came on again. 
Lindahl busied herself with some notes. Around the table, tension manifested
itself in different ways: Blakeley looking at the wall quietly, body relaxed
but head and eyes alert; Parker with glasses off, twisting them nervously; Al-Dhiyabi
frowning; Roudensky staring at Larsson as if fascinated; Chang H'siao-Ping,
impassively watching Dorothea's hands. At length the former prospector and
present oil executive began to speak.


 "I'll start with the
facts, assuming nothing as far as your knowledge is concerned," she said,
smiling a controlled little smile. "Antarctica is a continent, not an
island, roughly centered around the South Pole. Although it was long suspected,
its existence was not confirmed till 1840. It covers five and a half million square
miles, including shallow areas of water permanently covered by ice. As the presentation
stated, about the size of the United States plus Mexico, or if you prefer, a
little smaller than South America.


  "The continent has
never yet been populated, for two reasons: inaccessibility and the hostility of
the environment. For nine months out of the year the coasts are guarded by thick
pack ice stretching far out to sea. Icebergs and fierce weather further
complicate navigation of the Antarctic Ocean. Captain Larsson, who earned his
living whaling there, will have more to say on the subject, but not at this
meeting. It's enough now to remember that sea approaches are only open in the
summer — December, January, and February in the Southern Hemisphere. Yes, the global
climate is warming, but for the rest of each year Antarctica is still unapproachable
by sea because of ice and by air because of hostile weather and darkness.


 "For, of course, south
of the Antarctic Circle the sun is below the horizon for about six months each
year, during winter.


 "The climate made the
explorations of Amundsen, Scott, Shackleton, Byrd stories of heroic endurance,
often ended by death. This is the second factor that has kept this last
continent sealed against humanity: the most hostile environment on earth.


 "Nine-tenths of the
land area is covered with ice and snow, in places only a few meters deep, at
other spots up to three miles thick. Except for a few lichens near the coast there’s
no land vegetation, and of course no land animals.


 "Summer temperatures
average about ten degrees Fahrenheit – about minus twelve Centigrade — along
the coasts, falling to an average of minus thirty-two degrees during July, the
coldest month. It’s much colder in the interior: summer average minus thirteen
degrees, winter average minus eighty. The record low was minus one hundred
twenty-seven degrees; in Celsius, minus ninety. Blizzards and high winds are
frequent, especially in winter. Again, yes, a few degrees warmer here and there
than it was, but still, a very challenging climate.


 "In the face of these
conditions, exploration has till now been limited to overland trips and the
establishment of small stations, or bases, by individual nations. During the
Geophysical Year there were sixty such stations, most only temporary and quite
small — two or three men — but the number has declined since: today the
worldwide recession has reduced that number to five. Two of the five left are
American, two Russian, and one joint Australian-British-New Zealand station. We
estimate the number of men wintering over this year at no more than two hundred
and twenty.


 "With advancing
technology, human beings have begun to live in areas untenable in former times.
Once-deserted areas of Alaska, Siberia, and Australia now support large populations,
thanks to advances in transport, shelter, irrigation, the efficient use of solar
energy. Plans exist for the establishment of self-sustaining colonies on the
sea bottom and on the moon. In the opinion of our technical experts, it is now
possible to colonize and exploit Antarctica.


 "We nine have been
selected as the sort of persons, skilled and unconventional, unattached for
various reasons to our homes and countries, needed to be the leaders of the
first party of colonists."


 "Good Lord,"
muttered Parker, and with a quick nervous movement knocked his glasses to the
floor.


 Lindahl shot him a quick,
not unsympathetic smile. "I know you'll have questions, and you'll need
some time to think this over. It will most likely be a lifetime commitment. It
will be dangerous, and some will die planting this colony.


 "Unfortunately, we can’t
tell you more about our plans until you’ve made your own individual decisions.
We have to be able to count on you; there can be no turning back halfway. For
some of you this will mean a new life, far from the disappointments of the old;
for some, a new country, to replace one that no longer engages your loyalty;
for others, it means a great deal of money — in whatever currency you desire —
and the freedom to spend it elsewhere once we’re firmly rooted.


“For
those who consider such things important, it's a chance to make history, to
have your name remembered. And for those who love adventure, it will be that.
It will be an adventure. That I promise.


 "Well, with that I'll
adjourn the meeting. As you leave, you may each pick up a room key from the
colonel. We'll meet here again tomorrow at nine. Please have your decisions made
by then."


 


*         *         *


 


 From Roudensky's Confessions,
manuscript page 8:


 


 I spent that afternoon
wandering about the streets of Quebec, a surprisingly cosmopolitan city for the
New World. I had never visited it before. After dinner in an unpretentious but
excellent little Chinese restaurant off the Grande Allee, I took a taxi back to
the Livry-Level and settled into my room with a bottle of the house brandy, and
began to think out the startling proposition that had been made to me that day.
 The first thing that had struck me was the majesty of the proposal. I’d
expected — oh, an offer to ghost-write some shy billionaire's autobiography, or
do some investigative reporting — even an invitation to do a bit of spying would
not have taken me aback. But these people proposed to take over a continent!
And, for some undecipherable reason, they wanted me to help.


 In that company of
adventurers, oil people, and ex-soldiers, I’d felt very out of place. Only
little, shy Mrs. Kasuhara seemed to be something like me; not in her shyness,
but in the fact that she too had nothing to do with oil, fighting, or ice.
However, they evidently needed and respected her for her knowledge of the ins
and outs of international law, doubtless a good thing to know when one is
intent on colonizing new territory. But me? I couldn't understand why I had
been included.


 So I dismissed wondering
about it and thought about myself, about the decision I had this single night
to make. Was this what I wanted to do with my life?


 As far as journalism — no, writing,
I was no longer a correspondent – was concerned, it could be a story that few
men ever are able to tell: the establishment of a new frontier in human life,
seen from the beginning. But as I thought about it, attractive as the chance
seemed, it paled beside the chance to build that colony, to tame that wild,  hostile
continent — not completely, that might never be possible — but to pioneer
habitation on the last and wildest continent.


 Over a second scotch I
pondered, with growing wonder, the eagerness this challenge aroused in me, when
I’d thought in Paris excitement and desire had died, satiated by good living
and professional success.  There’d be no fine dinners in Antarctica. No
pleasant evenings out with complaisant and attractive women. No more Pernods
sipped at outdoor cafes, watching a well-dressed and rather ennuyé world
pass by in the warm spring sunshine. No more Jacqueline; but she was slipping
away now, that had become plainer each time I’d gone home. She had a lover,
perhaps lovers. I didn't care. So had I. And that too had not answered my need.
Life, the life I had been living, had become insipid and without depth, become
days lived on the surface of pleasant little politenesses and lies.


 Perhaps I too am an
adventurer at heart, I thought, pouring a third brandy while I looked out
over the lights of Quebec. Wasn't it the yearning for far places and excitement
that pushed me into the news racket? And, at my age, was it already too late?
Too late to break out of this successful life congealing around me, and to
follow the dream to adventure — my own adventure, one in which I had a stake,
was not merely a spectator — and perhaps to death?


 By midnight I had still not
made a conscious decision, but by then I’d also realized I was too drunk to do
so. Leaving a call with the desk for seven, I turned in.  The air-conditioning,
set too low, had gradually turned the room frigid, but for some reason I did
not get up and turn it down. Instead, I wrapped myself inside a cocoon of
blankets, and was very warm for the entire night.


 


*         *         *


 


 At nine the next morning,
October second, the meeting reconvened in the same room. One member was missing,
but Captain Larsson took command with a few gruff words.  "Dorothea won't
be here for the first part of today's meeting," he said, looking slowly
around the table. "She had business elsewhere. Mr. Petrov and I will
continue in her absence.


 "Well, you've all had
time to consider. You should know that if you turn us down, we have alternates we
can contact. But you here were our first choices, and we hope you join us.


 "If you decide not to,
we’ll ask you to accept a generous retainer to keep this meeting, and its
subject, confidential.


 "Enough preamble. Let's
have your decisions. Mrs. Kasuhara?"


 "I'm still in,
Adrian."


 "Good. Comrade
Chang?"


 "Do not address me as
'comrade.' That is for use only among revolutionaries."


 "Sorry," said
Larsson, missing, or ignoring, the insult. "But will you join us? We need
you."


 "I suppose so. If it
will weaken the Russian revisionist power."


 "We hope it will. M.
Roudensky?"


 "Yes."


 "Good. Miss Al-Dhiyabi?"


 Kasuhara translated for her.
"One question. What are to be our living arrangements? I notice we’re male
and female in equal numbers. Will we be expected to pair off?"


 "I'll answer
that," said Petrov. “We intend to let this question resolve itself naturally.
Of course, we hope for children fairly soon, since a child’s never been born on
the continent and that would enhance our claim to permanent settlement. But to
answer your question, it won’t be a forced pairing in any way."


 "Very well. I
accept."


 "Very good, Faizah.
Welcome aboard. Mr. Parker?"


 "I . . . I guess so,
yes."


 "Also good. And Mr.
Blakeley?"


 For the first time there was
a pause in the rapid question and answer. Blakeley's cool gaze locked with
Larsson's for a second. Then he said, "We’ll have to discuss payment
first."


 "I assure you, we have
the financial resources to meet your requirements. Assume we can agree on a satisfactory
figure immediately after today's meeting. Will you join us?"


 Blakeley looked at him
expressionlessly for perhaps three seconds, then nodded.


"Splendid!" Larsson’s
weatherbeaten face crinkled into a smile, showing strong white teeth for the
first time. "Then we’re all in the game. A tribute to our selection
process, as well as to your own fortitude. And now let's . . . sorry. Almost forgot."
He reached behind him, pulled a white cloth away, and placed two bottles of a
light wine on the table, following them with eight wine glasses. "To our
union," he said, raising his own glass, when the bottles had been passed
and the glasses filled. "May it be crowned with success." Everyone
raised a glass, except for Chang, who didn’t touch it, and Roudensky, who
tasted it and then put it down with a visible shudder.


 "Now let's lay the rest
of our cards on the table," said Larsson. His face was even redder than
before. "Now’s the time to ask all those questions you've been agonizing over
since yesterday."


 Parker and Roudensky began
speaking together, then stopped. "Go ahead, Mr. Parker," said the
correspondent. "My question was personal, in any case."


 "Thank you," said
Parker. He took off his glasses, apparently a habit when he spoke. "Mr.
Larsson — Captain, is it? — it seems to me incredible this entire continent is
as unwanted as you make it out to be. No matter how hostile — it gets pretty
bad in Barrow sometimes, three hundred and some miles north of the Arctic
Circle — it's hard to believe no one’s ever claimed it."


 "A penetrating
question," said Larsson. "That leads into the remarks Fumie’s
prepared. I think her presentation will clear up most of your questions. Fumie,
ready?"


 "Yes, Adrian," she
said, hoisting a bulky pigskin briefcase onto the table and taking out books
and folders of documents.  "To answer your question first, Mr. Parker. We
did not say Antarctica was unclaimed. We said claim had not been
established. The two are very different, although related.


 "As international law
has developed, the mere discovery and formal claiming, setting up the national
flag, surveying, setting up cairns, etcetera, establishes only a priority, not
a claim. To actually own the land in question a permanent settlement must be established
and civil jurisdiction must be exercised, as by a police force, a local court, appointment
of a governor, and so on.


 "Now, various parts of
Antarctica have been 'claimed' at different times by the United Kingdom, New
Zealand, Australia, France, Chile, Argentina, and Norway. Japan once had a
claim but renounced it. Russia and the United States have been very active in
exploration, but neither has laid formal claim to any territory, although neither
has renounced the right to do so someday, based on their explorations."


She drew a document from one
of her folders and passed it around. "This is a copy of the Antarctic
Treaty, signed in 1959 and still in effect. The fifteen signatory powers have
agreed to suspend all territorial claims for the duration of the treaty. Free
movement is permitted throughout the continent for scientific purposes. Essentially,
this treaty has internationalized the continent, and also prohibited the
introduction or testing of any type of weapon.


 "This is why, Mr.
Parker, we say the continent doesn't 'belong to anyone.' Claims have been made,
but they are not legally recognized by the other nations. And this treaty, by
preventing any nation from pursuing its claims, has cast doubt on the validity
of all of them. Does that answer your question?"


 "Yes. Thank you."


 "But I have one,"
said Roudensky. "If I follow your explanation correctly, Mrs. Kasuhara. .
."


 "Fumie, please."


 "Fumie. If I follow
you, then the first sovereign state establishing a permanent colony could claim
the entire continent."


 "Other than the fifteen
nations signing the treaty, essentially that’s correct."


 "I take it that’s what
we expect to do, then?"


 "Yes, it is."


 "And what sovereign
state will we represent, Fumie?"


 "Our own,
Edouard."


 Eyebrows lifted. "Do we
constitute a sovereign state?" asked Chang.


 "International
law," said Fumie, placing a hand on a thick red book, "is very vague on
the subject of sovereignty. It is especially difficult to define it during
rebellion, civil war, or transition from a colonial or dependent status.
Fortunately, we won't be rebelling, since there’s no legal government there for
us to rebel against.


 "After close study,
I've concluded four factors must be present to establish sovereignty. First, a
permanent settlement, with men, women, and children; second, renunciation of
prior citizenship by the settlers; third, a formal declaration of sovereignty; and
fourth, the ability to maintain law and order and to resist external
challenges."


 "In other words, to
defend the settlement," said Blakeley.


 "And also the rest of
the area claimed, though it may not yet be occupied."


 "Ah."


 "Of course, all the
above can be present and legal sovereignty will not accrue, unless existence as
a state is recognized by other members of the community of nations," Kasuhara
finished.


 "Fumie, a
question," said Petrov suddenly. "Is there any lower limit to the size
or population of a state? Will eighty-some people be enough?"


 "Theoretically, there's
no minimum. The smallest usually recognized, although there are a few
questionable cases even smaller, is the Vatican State, with a population of about
eight hundred. Our own population will increase rapidly with the second and
third groups to arrive, after we've wintered over. But really, Iosip
Vissarionovich, no one 'outside' will know how many of us there are unless we
tell them. We can intimate there are two or three thousand, if we wish."


 "Not a bad idea,
either. At least at first."


 "Any other questions
for me?" asked Fumie, gathering up her references and replacing them in
her briefcase.


 "Ah, one more, I
guess," said Parker. "How does one, ah, go about . . . renouncing one's
citizenship?"


 "Very simple for an
American. Service in any foreign armed force, other than the French Foreign
Legion, constitutes renunciation of United States citizenship. We'll make you a
junior officer in our army. For the others, it may be more complex. I can
advise you individually, if you like."


 "Other questions?"
said Petrov, and the following quick exchange ensued.


 Al-Dhiyabi: "How do we
get there?"


 Larsson: "We have two
ships fit for ice. One trip has been made already to the coast to cache
supplies."


 Blakeley: "Will there
be training beforehand?"


 Petrov: "Of course. Two
months at a site in the Canadian Arctic."


 Roudensky: "What should
we take with us?"


 Larsson: "Nothing. We
will supply you with everything you need."


 Al-Dhiyabi: "What about
the U.S. and Russian stations there?"


 Kasuhara: "According to
treaty, they should be completely unarmed. As part of claiming sovereignty over
the entire continent, we’ll have to capture them and evacuate their
personnel."


 Lindahl came in and took her
seat.


 Blakeley: "Where will
our settlement be?"


 Lindahl: "We’ve found
an area in the Horlick Mountains we hope will offer heat, shelter, and
power."


 Blakeley: "Heat?"


 Lindahl: "Exposed seams
of anthracite coal."


 Chang: "How will the
coal be mined?"


 Lindahl: "Seven of your
first group of eighty are experienced miners. You’ll take along semiautomated
mining equipment."


 A few seconds of silence
intervened as each person turned the prospect over in his or her mind.


 "You three seem to have
thought this through rather thoroughly," said Blakeley, approval shading
his tone.


 "As much a part of our
business as it is of yours, Mr. Blakeley," said Lindahl. "Iosip
Vissarionovich would not have commanded infantry, Captain Larsson would not have
gained command of ships, I would not have built a powerful corporation had we
not made a habit of thinking ahead."


 "That brings a question
to me — Dorothea," said Chang, stumbling on the unfamiliar name. "You
seem to be a leader in this. Why? What have you to gain? More money?"


 The older woman smiled.
"You might call it a personal challenge, my dear. You see, when this was
proposed, the consensus was that it would be technically possible. But it
was immediately evident it would be devilishly hard to make it profitable. So I
was more or less unanimously elected. I really think of it as quite a
compliment!"


A laugh went up from the
women, and after a moment the men joined in too.


 It was Parker, curiously
enough, who toward the end of the morning brought up the question the others
had wanted to ask but had, for different reasons, been unwilling to.  "I
have the impression you won't want to answer this, since it was . .
.soft-pedaled? . . . in the video," he said, tapping the table with his
glasses. He divided the direction of his question among the head three, but
seemed to be speaking primarily to Lindahl. "Who chose you? You
mentioned ‘investors.’  Who's behind this?"


 Lindahl smiled faintly as
she traced a figure on the table with one long nail. "Merrill, it's not
that I don't want to tell you. At the proper time, I will. But it's not a
matter of naming names or companies or governments. It's more complex, and less
precisely definable, than that.


 "At a certain level of
organization — and I mean of any set of organizations as large as governments
and corporations and of other, less readily classified bodies — liaison has to
take place; cooperation, gleichschaltung, in my native language; if a
struggle for dominance and subsequent chaos is not to result. This liaison is
sometimes formal, sometimes not, but almost always it takes place sub rosa,
simply because the mass of people demand the illusion they control these larger
forces. In a totalitarian polity, of course, they’re all absorbed into the
state, which is even less controllable by the people.


 "I know that won't
satisfy you, Merrill, but I can't tell you more right now. But you know the
important things — why Antarctica must be taken — and that this has been entrusted
to  the nine of us in this room."


 The levity was gone. Shortly
thereafter the meeting was adjourned.
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