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      Enter the SF Gateway …

      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain's oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language's finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:

‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today's leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’

      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.

      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.

      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.

      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


   
	
	   
“For that man cannot exhaust or lessen the powers of nature follows from the indestructibility of matter and the persistence
         of force. . . . That the Earth could maintain a thousand billions as easily as a thousand millions is a necessary deduction
         from the manifest truth that, at least as far as our agency is concerned, matter is eternal and force must forever continue
         to act. . . .”
      

      Henry George: Progress and Poverty





      PREFACE

      This novel makes the assumption–suggested by the epigraph from Henry George–that the world will support a population of about
         one trillion (one thousand billions, or 1,000,000,000,000) by the year 2794. The part of the assumption contained in the word
         “support” is admittedly the wildest sort of fantasy.
      

      It is of course likely that world population will continue to double itself each century, though the rate may flatten out
         toward the end of the second millennium. It is also likely that by that time most of these people will be starving to death,
         and the rest will be scraping desperately.
      

      We chose to examine an alternative. Physically, George is right; given a huge cooperative endeavor, the Earth could support such a population. But a human society of this magnitude will never develop if the race does not organize itself
         into some uniform political and economic unit before the population has expanded much beyond its present numbers.
      

      What sort of unit? We concluded that nothing less than a Utopia would do. We realize that Utopias are out of fashion lately;
         on the other hand, the picture of the future as a universal Asiatic despotism atop the starving masses has been painted to
         death by all the modern dystopians from Huxley on–and we could not believe that a population of this size could be a slave society. For one thing, a tyranny is too indifferent to individual human lives to undertake the colossal engineering effort
         involved; for another, the existence of so enormous a population even under very mean circumstances would require a citizenry
         capable of intelligent cooperation–it could not be run as a multibillion horde of sullen yes-men.
      

      It will surprise some readers, and perhaps horrify a few, that the economic system we settled upon for our Utopia is a form
         of the corporate state, or what was once called fascism. We were interested in the fact that this kind of economic system
         has actually never been tried (Mussolini’s version was a clumsy and indifferent fake, and that of Jerry Voorhis, though eminently
         sensible, suffered the usual fate of any political notion born in California). We thought it might be workable, and perhaps
         even inevitable, in a high-energy economy; and while we would agree that the notion of an even quasi-democratic fascism is
         unlikely, we don’t view the possibility of a democratic socialism as likely either.
      

      Our future world requires one hundred thousand cities in an area as small as Puerto Rico, about twelve to sixteen miles apart,
         if the cities are spaced evenly all over the globe in a checker-board pattern. Yet even these close-set megalopoli could not
         contain an uncontrolled population for long. By the time the population reached 4.56 trillion, the cities would be shoulder
         to shoulder, covering the whole Earth and reaching well under the seas; so our solution of George’s challenge is strictly
         transitional.
      

      Our World of One Trillion did not spring full-blown from Henry George and the present-day population explosion, however. In
         many important ways it is a logical outgrowth of two previous novels by one of us (NLK): Frontier of the Unknown (Astounding Stories, 1937) and Crisis in Utopia (Astounding Stories, 1940; Five Science Fiction Novels, Gnome Press, 1952), to which this book is a sort of sequel. We began speculating about the population side of the problem
         in 1948; the intervening time was consumed mostly by endless pages of calculations, several dozen drawings and diagrams, about
         thirty thousand words of notes, and many fat letters almost completely covered with stamps–during which time the essence of
         the problem has not changed a bit, but has come to seem a great deal more immediate.
      

      We are indebted to Frederik Pohl, editor of Galaxy Magazine, for much valuable criticism.
      

      JAMES BLISH

      NORMAN L. KNIGHT

      Alexandria, Va.

      Silver Spring, Md.

      1948-1967
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      The dove descending breaks the air
With tongues of incandescent terror . . .

      T.S. Eliot: Four Quartets





      BOOK ONE

      

   



      1 Biond on Edge

      
      
      The city inside the picture frame in Biond Smith’s office was standing on edge.

      
      Biond, of course, couldn’t see it, since he had his back to it. Only a tiny mirror set into the banked, horseshoe-shaped console
         before him hinted at what was in the frame. But that didn’t matter. The perpendicular city was for his visitor to look at;
         Biond had seen it often before.
      

      
      While Biond read his way through the last few projected frames of a filmstrip, Jothen Kent, his visitor, studied the city
         with obvious interest. It was, after all, Jothen’s city: Gitler, Missouri, of which he was senior water engineer. Its peculiar
         name, Jothen even knew, derived from its founding by a group of Ukrainian refugees after World War III, in honor of an obscure
         politician who had led an earlier, unsuccessful attempt to destroy the Soviet state.
      

      
      Biond knew this equally well, but it had no significance for him. To Biond, and to the Disaster Plans Board in general, Gitler
         was just City 2,103, World Zone 6 (Union of Occupied Classes).
      

      
      
      “Looks funny, seen all at once that way,” Jothen said. “I’m used to thinking of it from the inside–in terms of the sluices
         and penstocks and so on. Where’s the view coming from?”
      

      
      “VIGIL Eighteen, part of the Relay satellite net,” Biond said, flipping the viewer to the last frame of Jothen’s protocol.
         “The focal plane is about three miles up.”
      

      
      He turned in his chair to look directly at the picture. At once he could feel himself falling sidewise out of his seat, his
         feet being plucked out of the treadles of the console, his ears singing. Biond’s orientation was heavily biased toward the
         visual end of the sense triad; he sometimes felt a moment’s vertigo even while looking down at a map. Had it not been for
         the presence of Marg’t Splain on Prime Center, he would have reported himself for therapy long ago. Now he simply clung unobtrusively
         to the smooth, motherly forearms of his chair.
      

      
      The process was reversible: he could look at the picture as a map, hung on the wall. The whole area in the frame was uniformly
         green, except for the dead square of the flyport exactly in the center of the city. A muted black tracery made another square
         around the flyport, just one and a half miles out from the margins of the paved area. There was another such square surrounding
         that, at the same distance farther out; and finally— five miles from the mathematical center–the city came to an end, a pyramid
         with ten miles to a side. That final square had four immense, interrupted ellipses cut into each side, like bites out of a
         monstrous wafer. A closer look at the bites would even reveal tooth marks: eighty-story tiers of apartments arranged in ten
         one-hundred-foot-high setbacks.
      

      
      The Chinese walls that wove back and forth sinuously over the surface of every level of the city showed the same setback system,
         as did the margins of the Individual levels. The thirty-two ziggurat-like towers reared above their levels at the corners of each square, as well as along each
         side in the ratio 1/2/1/0. The towers were conspicuous because, like the flyport, they were gray-white against the general
         background of the greenery; otherwise the small concentric circles that they made in the picture would have been invisible
         from a height of three miles.
      

      
      Except for its regularity and its comparatively small size, Gitler, Missouri, could have been any city in the world–any one
         of 100,000 such cities. And only its regularity, its perfectly rational shape, marked it out to the trained eye as a Disaster
         City.
      

      
      After a moment, Biond had to turn away from it, with a slight involuntary lurch as his muscles tried to react to the illusory
         shift in the gravity plane. He had set the scene up for Jothen, and it was downright foolish to become involved with it himself.
         It was too good a mirror of his own perturbations. Even in this year of rationality 2794, most people had some small insecurity
         that might be called forth by exposing them to something very familiar in an unfamiliar context. The city standing on edge
         was one move–far below the level of conscious argument, and by no means the most unfair in Biond’s armamentarium–in Biond’s
         campaign to persuade Jothen Kent to stay home.
      

      
      Jothen did not seem to be at all disturbed. He was smiling faintly. He was a tall, heavy-boned man with red hair cropped close
         to his head in conventional style. His craggy but mobile face showed marked traces of some emergent Caucasoid strain and was
         decorated with rather thick red-gold eyebrows. One rarely saw body hair these days, but Biond had to admit that the streaks
         of rich light over the blue eyes had a startling and not unpleasant cosmetic effect. The contrast of red-gold and blue was
         picked up in an irregular pattern in Jothen’s dress half-cloak, which, however, he wore without the popular exaggerated shoulders. With them, Biond thought, he
         would have looked like a delta-winged air infantryman out of the pages of the Third War. The rest of Jothen’s costume was
         flatly utilitarian: sandals and white boxer’s shorts.
      

      
      “You’ve got a case for a vacation, Jo,” Biond said finally, turning off the film projection. “Admittedly Gitler’s never been
         occupied since it was built, and you’ve been on duty there the whole time. But now you know the other half of the story. We
         may need to occupy the town at any moment.”
      

      
      “The chances,” Jothen said slowly, “look pretty low to me, Biond. Otherwise I wouldn’t have asked permission to leave. None
         of the cities Gitler is set up to serve is in or even near the Zone of Fire. As for an epidemic, that’s even more unlikely
         than an earthquake–your own plague section admits that it hasn’t had so much as a sneeze reported to it, from anywhere in
         the world, since the winter of 2742. The storm season is over for my zone, and anyhow it’s my theory that modern cities, even
         the oldest, are one hundred percent weatherproof. And I’ve got a vacation coming to me.”
      

      
      “I know you have,” Biond said. “But I still think you ought to spend it in your own city.”

      
      Jothen shrugged. “I’ve had my fill of that for a while,” he said. “There’s not much to do in Gitler. It’s different if you
         live in an occupied town. A Disaster City is a damned dull place to be, Biond.”
      

      
      There was certainly no countering that proposition. Biond wondered whether it would be worth trying to persuade Jothen that
         Novoe Washingtongrad and even York Basin were also damned dull places to be. He shelved the notion as too last-ditch to bother
         with.
      

      
      “Where do you want to go, then?”

      
      
      “It’s all in the protocol. I thought one of the planetary resorts—”

      
      “Out,” Biond said flatly. “Suppose your city did have to be occupied on short notice–and you were in the twilight zone of
         Mercury, watching the sun come up and go back down again over the Antonaidi Range? That’d be a nice mess. Why don’t you go
         to one of the Preserves? There’s one near you, as I recall.”
      

      
      “Sure,” Jothen said. “Starved Rock Preserve. Kim’s an ecological surgeon there. I don’t think she’d warm to spending her vacation
         at home either.”
      

      
      Something cold ran quickly down Biond’s back and vanished. There should have been no need for Jothen to remind him of that;
         it was in the film dossier Biond had just finished reading. The fact that he had set up a block on it was fresh warning, should
         another be needed, of how deeply the thought of Marg’t Splain was disturbing his judgment, even in apparently unrelated matters.
         The crass directness with which his unconscious had operated was unpleasantly fascinating: Jothen has Kim Wernicke. Kim Wernicke equals Marg’t Splain. I cannot have Marg’t Splain. Therefore: Kim Wernicke does not
            exist.

      
      “Well, there’s still the seaside, the floating hotels, the highlands, the poles,” he said. “But I don’t think you’ll have
         much of a chance at any of them. They’re booked up solidly for years in advance. Got a reservation anywhere?”
      

      
      “No,” Jothen said. “I was waiting until you—”

      
      “Good grief, Jo. You’re wasting your time, then”

      
      “I don’t think so,” Jothen said. “If the planets are out, I’d like next best to go on a sort of busman’s holiday. I’m not
         interested in sightseeing or swimming, per se. Suppose I go to one of the big coastal cities, or even undersea, to study their
         water supply plants? I hear that something special in the way of new techniques had to be evolved for Triton Reef, for instance.”
      

      
      “Hmm. Do you speak Triton—or pidgin dolphinese?”

      
      “I don’t speak anything but Basic,” Jothen said composedly. “Kim speaks a lot of languages, since she’s in contact with the
         public most of the time. Besides, if you okay the trip, I can get conditioned in any language I need, you know that. As an
         employed citizen I’m allowed machine education in any subject essential to my specialty—and I think a trip like this would
         be ruled into that category.”
      

      
      Jothen leaned forward, bracing his hands on his thighs. “Look, Biond,” he said, “I’ve known you for some time, but even a
         stranger would have spotted that language question as the purest sort of quibble. As far as I can see, there isn’t a single
         good reason why I shouldn’t be allowed to leave Gitler for three weeks, except for this general policy of discouraging traveling.
         And I don’t mind telling you that I think that policy’s asinine.”
      

      
      “No, it isn’t,” Biond said, with the unconscious sigh of a man who has been given an unexpected lead out of a maze. “It’s
         essential. Let me ask you a question, Jo. When we have to put a disaster plan into operation, what’s the minimum number of
         people we have to move?”
      

      
      “I follow the Maneuvers Census as closely as you do. About a hundred million. A hundredth of one percent of the world population,
         whatever that is at the time.”
      

      
      “Right. That’s a lot of people, I think you’ll agree. Now then, suppose one percent of the present world population elects
         to take a monthly traveling vacation each year—people for whom we have to provide transportation, sure, but for whom we also
         have to provide transient housing, food, recreation. No, don’t get out the slide rule, because I know the figure like the
         back of my hand. It comes to about one point six billion people every month.”

      
      “I had no idea,” Jothen admitted.

      
      “It’s only the beginning. The figure is hypothetical, because we can’t figure on that percentage going on vacation annually—we
         don’t have that many people employed! Most of the world is idle. We don’t dare encourage them to move about as they please.”
      

      
      “Are you sure there are so few people on jobs?”

      
      “If I’m not sure, who would be? Look, Jo, you live in a city designed for an average population, but it’s an empty city, staffed
         with a maintenance crew, every member of which has a job. That’s a rare and highly artificial situation. Ever since the Cybernetic
         Revolution the number of employable people has been falling on an exponential curve. We literally have no use any more for
         anyone but creative and administrative minds, of a caliber our grandfathers would have thought very high indeed. Furthermore,
         the leaching-out of the gene pool, which took place while the population was reaching its current peak, has left us with a
         high majority of pure thumpheads. All but a tenth of one percent of the world is living on the dole—as is their right, of
         course. And next year, you and I and an appalling number of other employables may find ourselves outclassed by some new think-box—and
         then we’ll be living on the dole too.”
      

      
      Jothen pulled reflectively at his nose. “Then you don’t really have a vacation problem,” he said at last.

      
      “Of course we don’t. We have something far worse. We have a population that has nothing to do with itself all the time. Obviously we can’t allow the whole world to be constantly in transit, just because it’s bored. We’re barely able to keep
         our essential transportation running as it is. We must keep people at home. We do it in dozens of different ways. We keep
         language barriers up, for instance. We could give the world a common language overnight if necessary—after all, everyone who has a job can
         speak Basic now, and Basic doesn’t have to be a privilege—but instead we go out of our way to create language rivalries. On that point alone, we’ve Hispanized the
         Earth.”
      

      
      “I don’t know the term,” Jothen said.

      
      “Sorry. In old Spain, the man who spoke Catalan had a vast contempt for the man who spoke Basque. Now we’ve made it a point
         of honor for every man but the man with a job to speak no language but his own. We’ve encouraged local customs and cultural
         matrices in the same way. If you can’t sing the songs that are sung by everyone in a given city in a given year, you’re a
         fool and an outcast in that city—you may be torn to shreds by children. And so on.
      

      
      “There used to be a song in this part of the world, just about a millennium and a half ago, that summed it all up nicely.
         It asked how you kept the farmer down on the farm after he’d seen Paris.”
      

      
      “You gave him orders,” Jothen said wryly, “as you would me.”

      
      “No, because agriculture was a private industry then, fragmented—not a corporation. Our problem is even worse. We have no
         farmers, only managers. We have to keep the Parisian himself in Paris, though there’s nothing there for him to do, and nothing
         for him to do anywhere else either.”
      

      
      “Then why,” Jothen said quietly, “are you chewing up all this valuable time trying to keep one single man ‘down on the farm’?
         Why did I have to come to Novoe Washingtongrad to see you, if the only reason for turning me down is the general policy? You
         don’t try to keep every single applicant at home by making him travel to a personal interview. Why me?”
      

      
      “I didn’t say that the general policy was the only reason. I’m explaining the policy because you called it into question—now you can see that it makes sense. The reason I’m
         trying to keep you home is that I’m chairman of the Disaster Plans Board, and I don’t want to find myself evacuating a horde of people into
         a Disaster City that has no water engineer!”
      

      
      Biond calmed himself down hastily. There was absolutely no reason why he should be shouting at Jothen. After a while he added:

      
      “Which brings up another matter. The Jones Convention is scheduled for Gitler this year, starting two days after you’ve asked
         to leave. You wouldn’t know about it, but the Chavez Convention last month wasted water at such a terrific rate that Resources
         considered discontinuing convention years entirely. I had to release half the staff of the city it was held in as unemployable.”
      

      
      “Where was that?” Jothen said interestedly.

      
      “I can’t say. It was a violation of the declassed men’s dignity to give you the name of the convention, even. Don’t trace
         it, please.”
      

      
      “Certainly not. But don’t worry about the Joneses. They’re a dwindling clan—we don’t expect more than a million of them to
         show up. If we’d been assigned the Singh Convention I’d have worried, but I think we’ll be able to quarter all the Joneses
         in the second level, northeast wing. The boys can handle them.”
      

      
      Biond shrugged. “On that your assessment is final, of course.”

      
      “Thanks. Well then, Biond, what’s the verdict?”

      
      “You have a job. That makes you a free agent. If in your judgment you can leave Gitler safely for three weeks, neither I nor
         anyone else in the world can prevent it.”
      

      
      “Hell, Biond, I know that,” Jothen said. “Naturally I want your approval, so I won’t be declassed if my judgment turns out
         to be faulty. Biond, please don’t spar with me. This trip is important to me. Just between friends, I hope to persuade Kim to marry me. So far I haven’t made
         a dent, but I have the feeling that with three uninterrupted weeks to work it out, things might be different. At least she’d
         have the chance to see what living with me on a twenty-four-hour basis would be like.”
      

      
      A small, cold shock wave launched itself in the pit of Biond’s stomach. Someone in Prime Center had been talking, someone
         had violated his dignity—perhaps Marg’t herself. How else could Jothen have known so precisely where he was most vulnerable?
         And given that knowledge, Jothen’s stroke was itself outrageous, as invasive as a parlor psych-analysis. Seen in this suffused
         orange light, the Triton Reef vacation, too, appeared to have been in Jothen’s mind as a prime goal from the beginning—he
         had accepted the impossibility of visiting any of the usual resorts with suspicious quickness . . .
      

      
      Biond was interrupted by light—two of the clear tabs on the console began to glow. As calls came in to the console, they were
         computer-screened and shifted into specific, coded, ultrahigh frequencies, depending upon their general content and point
         of origin. Afterward the wave-guided signals passed through a dividing network into temporary storage, while the code went
         to the proper tab on the console; which tab lit, and what color, gave Biond an instant visual report on the nature of the
         call and its probable degree of urgency. The development of the system and a few simple adjuncts had thrown no one knew how
         many myriads of receptionists onto the dust heap; it had all happened long ago.
      

      
      One of the calls was from Prime Center; the tab light was green, indicating official business. Since most of the calls received
         by employed people on the job fell into that category, it was probably routine. Transport Corporation’s tab was yellow—moderately
         urgent. As Biond reached for the console, it turned scarlet—a rare signal, and one that had needed no explanation since the beginning of modern
         history.
      

      
      Biond’s hand hesitated over the button labeled TAPE, which would take off both messages for later inspection. Then he pressed it. No emergency that Transcorp could have discovered
         could affect the Disaster Plans Board intimately enough to demand action now, rather than five or ten minutes from now. Besides,
         emergencies are not met best by a distracted mind.
      

      
      The lights went out. Jothen watched Biond with alert expectancy. The shock wave spent itself in a series of small tingles
         in Biond’s fingers and toes. The diversion had given Biond’s reasoning, too, a chance to shake down. Clearly Jothen had spoken
         in confidence, not attacking Biond, but exposing his own dignity as an act of friendship. To turn him down would seem to Jothen
         an unfriendly act, or, at the worst, an unfeeling one. For Biond himself, it would be an act of envy; Jothen would not know
         that, but Biond would.
      

      
      Damn Marg’t Splain. And damn Chen U, for that matter.

      
      “I’ll stretch a point,” Biond said with sudden energy. “I think you’re right, Jo. DPB can spare you for a fortnight or so.
         And good luck with Dr. Wernicke. Why isn’t she with you, by the way?”
      

      
      “She’s on a field trip, otherwise I would have brought her to plead, of course. There’s been an epizoötic of something or
         other in her area—false monarchs, whatever those are. Thanks for the wish—I’ll need some luck.”
      

      
      “The gene pool needs stock like yours and hers.”

      
      “That,” Jothen said, “is what I keep telling her, but somehow it doesn’t seem to be the right argument. None of the others
         seem to be either.” He stood up, smiling, and held out his hand. “Thanks again. I’ll keep posted, of course. I wouldn’t keep
         the poor old town standing on edge much longer, though, if I were you. My water system’s efficient, but that’s one strain it wasn’t designed to take.”
      

      
      Biond could not repress a tight grin. “It was an experiment,” he said. “I’ll file it under negative evidence. . . . And—you’re
         welcome, Jo. ‘Find the deeps at peace.’ ”
      

      
      “ ‘And the darkness quiet,’ ” Jothen said, also in Triton. It was not until after the door had slid shut after him that Biond
         remembered that Jothen had claimed to know no language but Basic. The water engineer from empty, remote Gitler, Missouri,
         had had his boss outgunned from the beginning, and had known it.
      

   


      
      2 To Run a World

      
      
      Deban Tod took the package out of the delivery well and opened it. His huge, bland face fell theatrically. “This appears to
         be plankton chowder,” he said. “I had left special orders for all of us tonight, ladies and gentlemen, but they appear to
         have gone astray. I myself am damn tired of boiled brit.”
      

      
      “I’ve no objection,” Chen U said, shifting comfortably in his chair. The small-boned, neatly articulated man looked even smaller
         against Deban Tod’s outsize furniture, but he handled himself with such perfect assurance that it did not seem to matter.
         As chairman of World Resources Corporation he was effectively the president of the Earth (officially there was no such office,
         for the Union of Occupied Classes was an oligarchy with no single head, and Prime Center—the rulers of the world, now meeting
         here tonight—a committee with no chairman). Nevertheless, Chen U allowed no sense of this to pass from himself to other persons, no more than he allowed others to notice that his wife, Marg’t Splain,
         was a head and a half taller than he was. Chen U made himself neither great nor small; in repose, in speech, in gesture, in
         act, he let it be known that he was of a proper size for Chen U.
      

      
      “Nor I,” Biond said quickly. “By luck, I haven’t been served the stuff in a month.”

      
      “Very well,” Deban said. He thumped down beside Biond on the viewing couch. “Dip in, everybody.”

      
      Biond dipped in, although his appetite was puny. Like everyone else, he ate with his fingers for the most part, using the
         spoon only for foods not solid enough to pick up, and rinsing his fingers and lips periodically. The dining table, which had
         risen from the center of the floor, was provided with finger bowls sunken into its top. Induction valves, actuated by the
         approach of a hand, kept them half filled with tepid sea water containing a trace of citric acid. Everything loose on the
         table, including the almost indestructible napkins, was community property, and would be returned at the end of the meal to
         the neighborhood distribution center, where it would all be flamed clean.
      

      
      Late afternoon sunlight slanted in across the carpetment from the porch. Biond would have preferred to have taken his meal
         out there, but when Prime Center met in Deban’s apartment everyone had to eat indoors, even when the wind was right. In addition
         to being the elected head of Communications Corporation, Deban was an ardent amateur gardener. He belonged to a world-wide
         organization of such amateurs and faithfully followed every issue of the 3-V magazine devoted to the hobby.
      

      
      The flowers seemed to delight Dorthy Sumter, the slight, blond representative of Submarine Products Corporation. Submarine
         had originally been a wholly owned subsidiary of World Resources, and had been split off by its stockholders into an autonomous company only recently; hence
         Dorthy had not been seated on Prime Center long enough to have seen Deban’s growths before.
      

      
      “Are they dangerous?” she said, peering through the silicoid at the ordered riot of color on the sunporch. Her Basic pronunciation
         was tinged with an accent Biond found hard to identify. It seemed almost Polynesian, but there was also enough agglutination
         in it to suggest that it had been influenced by Welsh. Suddenly Biond had it, and wondered how he could have missed it before—the
         accent was Triton, of course.
      

      
      “Yes and no,” Deban said. “Some people can develop sensitization reactions to some of them—allergies—given enough time. But
         I keep my garden sealed only for the same reason that the Biological Preserves are sealed— to keep my pets from seeding the
         World Forest. I imagine Chen U would be mightily irritated if some of these plants turned out to be cross-fertilizing some
         crop of his.”
      

      
      “It’s happened before,” Chen U said, ducking his chin politely to his chest in order to tuck in a biscuit.

      
      Marg’t Splain was looking thoughtfully at Dorthy’s back. The younger woman was wearing a scintillating emerald cincture that
         complemented her hair without making her tanned skin look sickly. Though she was extremely slim, her figure was delicate and
         interesting; her reason for wearing clothes indoors, therefore, was not immediately apparent. Most people wore clothing outside
         their apartments, either for specific protections if they worked, or for casual protection otherwise, but at home nudity was
         the rule.
      

      
      Biond was almost sure that Marg’t was wondering what kind of physical defect Dorthy had to conceal. He knew better; he had
         several times visited Dorthy’s home office at the Reef, while Submarine was being split off from Resources, and there, where she had been on her home grounds
         and quite certain of herself, her slight body had flashed unencumbered, unflawed, and singularly gracefully from task to task.
      

      
      The cincture, instead, was probably a measure of her new insecurity. She was still a little awed to be a member of Prime Center,
         and more than a little in awe of Marg’t, who bossed Transport Corporation. Biond guessed that she was simply avoiding having
         to observe the elaborate code of manners that applied to formal nudity—at least until she had learned to observe the far more
         elaborate code of precedence that prevailed on Prime Center.
      

      
      Biond had to admit that the precaution was wise. He loved Marg’t Splain, but he was under no illusions about her magnanimity.
         She would be quick to take offense should Dorthy inadvertently do something gauche for a nude woman, like running or bending
         over—to take offense, and make political capital of it. The simple clothing enabled Dorthy to stop worrying about that, at
         least.
      

      
      He also knew that speculative glances were occasionally coming his way as well. He was the only other clothed person at the
         meeting. He could only hope that the rest would take his formal breeches as a politeness to Dorthy. Most particularly, Chen
         U.
      

      
      Luckily, there was another distracting person present. Dorthy had brought a Triton with her—one of those miracles of tectogenetics
         who could live underseas or on the land with almost equal facility, who tended Submarine Products’ dimly undulating crops,
         and rode in partnership with its dolphins. The Tritons were a new human species, the first since H. sapiens himself.
      

      
      This one was called Storm; he was Dorthy’s executive vice president over his fellows. He was tall, with a dappled dark skin—though the colors meant nothing, for the Tritons could change their markings better than any chameleon;
         it was a subsidiary form of communication among them—and the long flat muscles of the swimmer. Storm was young, with a quietly
         handsome face. Though his intercostal spiracles were invisible now, his race could be told by the webbing of his fingers and
         toes, his crest, the tubercles that pebbled his hairless crown, and by several other more subtle signs.
      

      
      Of these the most striking was that he wept, constantly. This defect of the Tritons had thus far defeated every effort of
         the tectogeneticists, though they had bred out others far more complex. The Tritons’ body fluids necessarily shared exactly
         the tonicity of sea water, which meant that they were 1.5 percentage points saltier than the body fluids of land dwellers.
         This was also true of their tears; and as these evaporated in air, they quickly became too concentrated for the tissues of
         the eye to tolerate. As a result, a Triton on land wept two tears, quite automatically, each time he blinked.
      

      
      Though Storm had thus far said nothing at all after the introductions, and listened to the others with a face polite but remote,
         the mechanically falling tears rattled Biond. Nor did he think he was alone in this. Several times he saw Marg’t looking speculatively
         from the Triton to Dorthy, and then back again.
      

      
      “Speaking of the Preserves,” Marg’t said abruptly, “has anybody ever wondered what it’d be like to eat real eggs? Or even
         real bacon?”
      

      
      “Marg’t!” her husband said. “What a subject for mealtime!”

      
      “Isn’t that the most pertinent time?” Deban Tod said. “Though the question does seem a bit academic.”

      
      “Why is it academic?” Marg’t twisted her magnificent shoulders toward her husband. Her aristocratic, perfectly chiseled face was gradually becoming animated under its helmet of fantastically sculptured blond hair; not even this coiffure
         could distract attention from the way her features came to life when she stopped thinking about internal politics. “That’s
         why I mentioned the Preserves. One could get the proper animal there. The Preserve staffs have to dispose of an animal now
         and then, don’t they?”
      

      
      “Yes,” Chen U said. “Not often, but now and then.”

      
      Marg’t’s head came to rest facing Chen U, considerably after the protracted sinuous turning of her coppery torso had stopped.
         “Then it shouldn’t be difficult,” she said. “The stacks could tell you which animal bacon came from, and the Preserve could
         supply it. Isn’t that so?”
      

      
      “No,” Chen U said. “Not even a person on Prime Center could take an animal out of a Preserve, dead or alive. Any carcasses
         the Preserves have to dispose of are destroyed inside the Preserve, and destroyed utterly. No one could take one out.”
      

      
      “I could,” Marg’t said. Biond looked sidewise at her. He thought she could.

      
      “I was talking to a young man today,” he said, “whose current fiancée is head ecological surgeon for one of the Preserves.
         I did him a favor. He might be moved to return it”
      

      
      Marg’t turned her speculative glance to the Disaster chief. “But wouldn’t that be in bad taste?” she said, her voice melodious
         and innocent.
      

      
      There was a brief moment of silence. Then Deban said, “Well, U, what’s on the agenda for this evening?”

      
      “Food, by coincidence,” Cheri U said. “Briefly, World Resources is considering cutting the basic ration—in fact, the decision’s
         already made.”
      

      
      “But how is that possible?” Dorthy said. “I thought the ration was down to the minimum recommended level now.”
      

      
      “It is. But the recommended level and the minimum daily requirement are two different things. We aren’t planning any changes
         in the carbohydrate, fat, bulk, vitamin, or trace-metal levels, though, just in the amino acid. Right now the daily per-person
         allotment is a little over fifteen grams of ten aminos. The average minimum daily requirement is less than half of that, but
         we’ve been maintaining it at the present level because occasional individuals require more than the average minimum, and we
         could spare it.”
      

      
      “How big a cut do you plan to make?” Deban asked.

      
      “First of all, we’re going to cut two aminos out of the diet entirely—histidine and arginine. They can be synthesized by the
         body itself. We included them in the present diet because we had them to spare, and because Paul Argus and the Genetics Board
         wanted us to. But we can afford to drop them. Secondly, we propose to cut the amount of the other eight aminos back to MDR
         level as a general policy, with an additional credit symbol on the card system allowing extra rations for all persons whose
         metabolisms require more.”
      

      
      “I hate those cards,” Biond said gloomily. “The first thing people do with them is lose them.”

      
      “The record-keeping requirements of the new system will be extensive, without doubt,” Chen U said smoothly. “But the saving
         in food will more than cancel out the increased energy budget.”
      

      
      “Not the heart of my complaint,” Biond said. “Oh well. What I really want to know is why Resources decided to do this. Surely
         we’re in no danger of a shortage?”
      

      
      “Not yet, but we will be soon.”

      
      “I thought dinosynthesis—”

      
      “We don’t have production fully adapted yet, Biond. Only about a quarter of our photosynthetic industry has been converted to dinosynthesis yet, even though the machinery for the two processes are partly compatible. It takes time
         to apply a new process on a world-wide scale, after all. In the meantime, consumption’s rising-consumption always rises, that’s
         axiomatic—and the computers say we’re to have a pinch in the year before we finish conversion. The proposed ration cut anticipates
         that. We’re being Joseph the Provider, as it were.”
      

      
      “How will the cut affect what we get, in terms of meals?” Dorthy said hesitantly.

      
      Chen U smiled at her. “You’ll never notice it,” he said. “You’ll get the same variety of foods as before, in the same quantities
         as always. We’ll even continue putting skins on the bananas, silly though the procedure is. The amino acid content of your
         meals will be lower, that’s all.”
      

      
      “And you’re sure that there’s no danger of malnutrition?” Biond said.

      
      “None at all. Eight aminos, in quantities of a gram or less each, are all the human body needs per day to make protein—the
         other fourteen it synthesizes. There are individual variations, as I mentioned before, but we’ll see to it that all those
         people are given the additional amounts they need.”
      

      
      Deban picked up his phone and said, “Local. Kitchen. Instrument 29—1, 012. Endit.” At once the plates and cups and gear rose
         straight up and soared into the disposal tunnel. Deban put down the phone and stared thoughtfully out at his garden.
      

      
      “There’s something you’ve left out, U,” he said slowly. “You mentioned the Genetics Board. It’s a pity Paul Argus couldn’t
         make it tonight. I’d like to know what the board’s angle is on this.”
      

      
      “I can tell you,” Chen U said. “They asked us to keep histidine in the diet because it’s a necessary amino in every other
         animal except man. They felt that omitting it from the human diet might have some long-term effect that we’ve been unable to detect so far. Similarly, arginine is necessary
         in the diet of rats and some other animals. They can live without it, but they don’t attain proper growth. Again, omitting
         it from the human diet has no detectable effect, but Genetics hates to take chances.”
      

      
      “So do I. Does Genetics oppose the new amino schedule?”

      
      “They do,” Chen U admitted.

      
      “Then I oppose it too,” Deban said promptly. “I see no harm in cutting back the actual amounts, but let’s keep histidine and
         arginine both in the ration.”
      

      
      Dorthy said, “May I make a suggestion?”

      
      “That’s what you’re here for, Dorthy,” Biond said.

      
      “My company’s growing very rapidly. The Caribbean Hatchery is already producing on an enormous scale, and we’re opening deeper
         and deeper frontiers all the time—we’re no longer limited to the continental shelves since the Tritons and dolphins began
         to exploit this Deep Water Safari technique. If there’s going to be a shortage, why not make it up from the sea?”
      

      
      Chen U smiled indulgently. “We’ve computed the rate of expansion of your outfit,” he said, “and while it was astonishing enough
         to give you a place at Prime Center, Dorthy, it doesn’t begin to match the consumption curve. Natural foods, including those
         from the sea, can never meet more than a small fraction of our needs. No, we’re going to have to cut the ration, and take
         our chances with Genetics’ assorted misgivings. Frankly, I don’t put much stock in them. Our experiments show absolutely no
         effect from the omission of histidine and arginine, and they’ve been conducted over more than thirty-five years.”
      

      
      “I won’t ask where or how,” Deban said. “But let’s have a vote, just for the record. Biond?”

      
      
      “I don’t know enough about it. I’ll just go so far as to say I don’t like it. Call mine a no, pro tem.”
      

      
      ”Transcorp?”

      
      “I think it’s necessary,” Marg’t Splain said. “It’s only to cope with one lean year, anyhow.”

      
      “Dorthy?”

      
      “I—I still think you’re underestimating Submarine Products” She hesitated and looked around the rest of the circle; then,
         apparently seeing no overt hostility in her confreres’ expressions, drew in a deep breath and burst out eagerly:
      

      
      “It happens that SPC is concentrating a special effort on a high-yield natural process for making aminos and proteins in quantity.
         We have a research team of about twelve hundred people—twelve hundred seventeen, if I remember correctly—working on it. Most
         of them are Tritons. The technique is being tested at twenty-five different stations throughout the world, in different seas,
         in different latitudes, at different depths, but all well down into the Dark Water—”
      

      
      “Dark Water!” murmured Biond, like an incantation. “What is the Dark Water?”

      
      “That’s SPC argot for all the underseas where no light penetrates,” Dorthy said, embarrassed perhaps, but forging on all the
         same. “There are bacteria living in the bottom ooze that synthesize nitrogen compounds in the absence of light. They live
         by oxidizing manganese. The oxidation releases energy and the energy makes the syntheses possible. You might say that these
         bacteria eat manganese. With a little tectogenetic tinkering we’ve produced several strains that put out ten to a hundred
         times the quantity of mixed nitrogen compounds the natural strains do—still not much, but there’s a good prospect of improvement.
         One of these strains is an excellent arginine producer. The crude product is a sheet of jelly-like slime loaded with aminos. We don’t know how many. We’re still separating them.”
      

      
      “A very gratifying and unexpected development,” declared Chen U, his eyes sparkling with an animation Biond did not quite
         trust. “But why have we not heard of it until now? And what volume of production have you achieved?”
      

      
      “It’s very new,” Dorthy said. “We’ve been working on it only five months, changes in technique are made almost daily, and
         it was just last week that we found we had a hundredfold jump in production by one of the new strains. But the output of partly
         refined aminos is low. This morning we had about one point three kilograms of arginine, ninety percent purity, and smaller
         amounts of the others.
      

      
      “Our chief trouble is the low concentration of oxygen in the water. The deeper you go, the smaller the concentration that
         prevails. But we can lick that.
      

      
      “There’s a Triton team at Great Barrier Reef setting up a pilot plant for synthesizing aminos and proteins at a depth of three
         thousand feet. They’re laying a pipeline along the bottom from shoreline water level down to the culture area—about one square
         kilometer. Oxygenated surface water will be pumped down this pipeline to the culture. The pipeline project, and harvesting
         the slime for fractionation and purification ashore, gives them a wonderful opportunity to demonstrate the usefulness of the
         Deep Water Safari—”
      

      
      “Deep Water Safari!” Biond interposed again, helplessly. The occasional irruptions of poetry into Dorthy’s statistics distracted
         him every time. “I’m sorry, but you mentioned that before, and I intended to ask about it. I’ve heard a bit here and a bit
         there, and it sounds fantastic.”
      

      
      “It does at first,” admitted Dorthy, “but it’s straightforward enough. The Tritons are at home under water.” (Storm permitted himself a faint Mona Lisa smile.) “Skin-diving humans, even with Scuba, become uncomfortable if they stay
         down very long at one hundred feet or more. They’re aliens in a submarine environment. Then there’s always the limitation
         of the oxygen supply—the tank becomes empty, the batteries for the gills run out. But Tritons are water people. They believe
         that even the greatest deeps are accessible to them without benefit of Scuba or bathyscaphe. They’ve been down to two thousand
         feet, traveling by easy stages and resting every hundred feet to allow their internal fluid pressure to equalize with the
         pressure outside. In one instance twelve Tritons descended to two thousand feet and stayed down for forty-eight hours. The
         return was made in stages, like the descent. They felt no ill effects on surfacing. Tritons are naturals for underwater construction,
         surveying, salvaging, or rescue operations. Think what a Deep Water Safari could mean to a bottom-stranded bathyscaphe! A
         Deep Water Safari can move about freely, observe, explore, collect—”
      

      
      “I wouldn’t dispute it,” Marg’t Splain said, somewhat coolly, “but I’m sure all of us would like to hear more about the aminos.”

      
      Dorthy flushed. It began at her shoulder blades and flowed up into her ears and cheeks. Evidently she had not heard Marg’t’s
         faint emphasis on the word all, or if she had, had not identified it as a shaft aimed at Biond alone.
      

      
      “I should tell you that our tectogenetic tinkering has produced a thing—I suppose it’s a plant, and someone has suggested calling it a sarcophyte. It looks like squirmy chocolate-colored spaghetti.
         It has a rich meaty flavor, and it’s nontoxic.”
      

      
      Dorthy glanced at Chen U, and said, “If a crash program were authorized I believe that we might be producing aminos by the
         kiloton at the end of twelve months. And sarcophytes as well, if they prove to be nutritionally acceptable. It would take some of the burden from the
         other processes during the conversion to dinosynthesis. Eventually it might take over amino production entirely. There are
         millions of square miles of ocean bottom, down there in the cold and the dark . . . waiting.”
      

      
      Unexpectedly, Biond shuddered. But apparently nobody noticed.

      
      “This is all very well,” Chen U interposed gently, “and I’m sure our colleagues here are surprised and pleased by much of
         it. But Dorthy, this is not exactly the time for it. What we need from you now is a vote, not a prospectus.”
      

      
      Dorthy returned to dry land with an almost audible plop. “I’m sorry,” she said, flushing slightly under her tan. “I’ll vote
         yes, then. On a temporary basis only.”
      

      
      “Quite. Then it’s three for, three against,” Chen U said. “The cut will proceed, of course, but the opposition is duly recorded.
         Now is there anything else? Biond, any catastrophes up your sleeve?”
      

      
      “Neither sleeve nor catastrophe on my person.”

      
      “Biond, did you get that red message my observatory chief sent you?” Deban said. “I’m curious to know what it was. He hasn’t
         had anything to say to anybody up to now but ‘no report’ since he went into office. If it wasn’t personal—”
      

      
      “I got it, but I haven’t studied it yet,” Biond said. He had, as a matter of fact, forgotten it. “I was tied up at the time.
         I’ll send you the gist later, if you like.”
      

      
      “Dorthy, anything else new—any problems, I mean? . . . All right. Marg’t, when do we go to the stars? It seems to me that
         it’s about time to let that crew on Ganymede out of exile and give up.”
      

      
      “You can’t give up,” Marg’t said, with quiet, cold intensity. “The interstellar drive is our only real hope, and you know it as well as I do. Besides, we re making real progress at last. Another year’s work—”
      

      
      “And another fiasco,” Biond said, more drily than he had intended. “Marg’t, we’ve been hearing this story ever since the announcement
         of the Weinogradsky scholium. Our top space-flight speed is still only a bare fifteen hundred miles per second. Let’s face
         it, old Milne was right, and Einstein before him. Weinogradsky’s equations are elegant, but there’s no conceivable way that
         they can be tested.”
      

      
      “They’ve been tested. Before Weinogradsky.”

      
      “I know—phase velocity in wave-guide theory, and the rest of that. Skipping the good possibility that Weinogradsky’s examples
         are illusions—I’m not a physicist and won’t pretend to be one—I deny that the interstellar drive is the hope of the race,
         even if it is obtainable. As a matter of conjecture, I’d be more inclined to call it a curse.”
      

      
      “Excuse me,” Chen U said, “but I haven’t time to listen to the ensuing debate. If I feel the need I’ll replay it from memory,
         from one of the last dozen or so meetings. I’m due at the flyport right now, and in Seattle an hour from now. Good night,
         all—and Marg’t, stand your ground.”
      

      
      He went out, smiling. Biond stood with the rest as he left. So, of course, did Marg’t, halfway, her hands still linked gracefully
         in her lap. But the moment that Chen U was gone she swung on Biond, the corners, of her lips deepening.
      

      
      “Are you going to give me the Marching Chinamen again?” she demanded.

      
      “Of course I am,” Biond said contemptuously. Every word cut him like knives, but he was still too good an officer to allow
         his emotions to fog a matter of public policy. But he was also enough of a human being to see that he was coming closer to
         being a flagellant at each new meeting. “It’d be utterly impossible to export people from this planet fast enough to keep up with the birth rate, even
         if everybody in the world wanted to go.”
      

      
      “What in the world are we talking about?” Dorthy said. “The last I heard, the Ganymede project was a study of extraterrestrial
         bacteriology, out to make operational tests of the old Arrhenius idea that life went from world to world by light pressure.
         What has that to do with an interstellar drive?”
      

      
      “Nothing,” Marg’t said, “and the Ganymede project isn’t any more interested in xenobacteriology than you are. The publicity
         about it has been deliberately misleading.”
      

      
      “But why?”

      
      “Because,” Marg’t said, “stupid people like Biond are afraid of the very idea of an interstellar drive. They can’t see that
         the only way we’ll ever relieve the Earth of its overcrowding is to have new earths to occupy. They think that human dignity
         should be subject to more and more restrictions, so that we can stay home and become stagnant. They want to revive the old,
         old birth control campaigns, in the face of the plain evidence that such campaigns never work and setting aside the infringements
         upon human dignity that campaigns of that kind are founded on. They see human fertility as nothing but a menace. They’re incapable
         of seeing it as the driving force that it is—the force behind human destiny. . . . Are you married, Dorthy?”
      

      
      “No,” Dorthy said, startled.

      
      “Marry. Have children. Drive the Bionds out of their shells. Help increase the population pressure on this planet to the explosion
         point. Nothing else will serve. And nothing else needs to serve—because it can’t be stopped. Sooner or later the human race
         is going to burst out of this little egg, and spread to—to where? Is there any limit? To the eight corners of the universe, perhaps!”
      

      
      “Bravo,” Deban Tod said.

      
      “Bravo indeed,” Biond said, “but Marg’t, your eloquence is outrunning your sense of justice. The reason the Ganymede project
         was classified secret isn’t quite as you paint it—though I thank you for the public analysis of my role in the matter.”
      

      
      Marg’t looked back at him with magnificent iciness. “I apologize,” she said. “I had no right to invade your dignity. I’m entitled
         to a low opinion of your common sense, all the same, Biond. Suppose that the populace does learn that we’re on the threshold
         of the drive? And suppose the knowledge does produce a spurt in the birth rate? When we get the drive, the population problem will be solved. We’ll own the galaxy—and
         the increased birth rate will have all the justification it could need. Is an adequate amino ration the only goal this lazy,
         malingering race has? Are we fertile for nothing? The sky is full of stars—does nobody here want them but me?”
      

      
      Deban Tod stood up. “To be continued at our next meeting,” he said. “In the meantime, I’d like to get away from the cares
         of state in time to practice a little horticulture.” He went over to Dorthy and took her hand. She looked up at him, obviously
         awed. The two of them made a most curious couple, to Biond’s form sensitive eye like a sentimental father-and-daughter grouping
         out of the immediate pre-atomic era, or perhaps a burlesque of the heroic sculpture of an era even more primitive. Deban was
         nearly twice as tall as Dorthy.
      

      
      “Would you like to join me, Dorthy?” he said. “I’d be happy to introduce you to my flowers.”

      
      Unaccountably, the girl looked away to Biond. Biond looked back, puzzled. Did Dorthy think that seats at Prime Center had to be paid for with an oath of chastity, ritual mutilation, or some similar barbarity? After a moment he
         was forced to produce a slight smile and an even slighter nod—though why Dorthy had asked him for approval at all was also
         mystifying.
      

      
      Nor did it seem to satisfy her once she had it. Her lips paled, and several tiny muscles just above her chin went into obvious
         tetany, momentarily adding ten years to her apparent age. She looked away.
      

      
      “I’d like that,” she said to Deban.

      
      The Triton, Storm, rose smoothly. He bowed slightly to no one in particular, and went out, still without having said a word
         to anyone. It was not exactly an exit; it was more as though he had just evaporated, like his unheeded tears. Damn the man.
         What was there about him that made him so disquieting?
      

      
      “That leaves nobody but you to go home with,” Marg’t said. “If you’re not otherwise busy, Biond, let’s continue our argument
         in the tubeways. I’m going to get through to you somehow. If you please?”
      

      
      “Certainly,” Biond said. Warning waves of scarlet stormed through his body at every blow of his heart. He could not, he must
         not go with Marg’t. It was wrong. He must not go. He would not go. “If you still think it’s worth the effort.”
      

      
      “But of course I do. Fine. Goodnight, Deban, Dorthy.”

      
      “Goodnight.” “Goodnight.”

      
      “Goodnight,” Biond said.

      
      “Goodnight.” “Goodnight.”

      
      The door irised shut behind Biond. Goodnight, all. Goodnight.
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