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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.


      
   Introduction

      
      I used to live in New York, a place where snow has been known occasionally to fall. I had a fine grand house up in the northern
         reaches of the city, close to the Westchester County line. That fine grand house had a fine grand driveway and a fine grand
         front walk, and every time we got a fine grand snowstorm I came out with my shovel and set to work. It was good exercise,
         and no doubt the quantities of snow I shoveled in the early 1960s do much to explain the generally good health I enjoy here
         in the late 1970s—but somewhere between then and now I decided I had had enough of that kind of exercise, and I moved to California.
         Out here a little snow sometimes falls, seven or eight times in a century, and the inhabitants assemble in the streets and
         stare at it in wonder and reverence and, if there is enough of it, gather it up to make snowballs, which they lob ineptly
         at one another amid great giggles. At least, that’s how it was the last time it snowed in my part of California, and I may
         live long enough to see it happen again, though I’m in no hurry for it. Snow may be a charming novelty to native Californians,
         but it’s one of the things I came out here to get away from.
      

      
      The winter of 1962-63 was a notably snowy one in New York. I wielded the shovel constantly, and there were times when I had just barely finished hacking a path to the street when the sky turned that ominous iron-gray color
         and a new load of the stuff came down. I recall a period of seven or eight weeks in a row when there was a major snowstorm
         every Saturday night, so that I would awaken to a world of whiteness on Sunday morning and have to go out and excavate a thirty-foot
         swathe in order to find the copy of the New York Times that was supposed to provide me with amusement by the fireside on Sunday mornings.
      

      
      All that snow was very much on my mind in the spring of 1963 when I proposed doing a science fiction novel for the young readers’
         division of Holt, Rinehart & Winston. Time of the Great Freeze, I called it: a novel of the next ice age. I was already doing research for a non-fiction book on Antarctica, The Loneliest Continent, and my studies on the world of prehistoric man had given me some familiarity with Pleistocene conditions, so it was no difficult
         matter for me to postulate a world of the near future in which minor climatic adjustments had sent glaciers marching once
         more over the world. The winter I had just endured had left me convinced, well into March or perhaps early April, that glaciers
         would any day now come sliding down out of White Plains or Yonkers and come to rest in my driveway.
      

      
      I signed the contract for Time of the Great Freeze in May of 1963 and began to write the book in July. It does not snow in New York in July. The summer weather in New York,
         in truth, is something other than polar. There I sat, day after day, in 95° weather and 950% humidity, slaving over my typewriter
         while the air-conditioner struggled wearily to cope, and I wrote of bitter cold, I wrote of knife-sharp winds, I wrote of fields of ice so bright they stung the eye,
         so frosty they burned the skin. It was a heroic act of the imagination. Each morning, settling in at my desk, I closed my
         eyes, I journeyed backward in memory some six months, I saw myself grimly setting forth in boots and parka, shovel in hand,
         to excavate my Sunday Times, and gradually I started to shiver, I felt my nose and cheeks turn brittle, I huddled in against the cruel wintry blasts,
         and I began to write.… and after a few sweaty hours staggered downstairs to dunk myself in the swimming pool. And so it went.
         There in the tropical heat of the New York summer I visualized a frozen Earth, and transmitted my vision to paper, and finally
         brought my valiant band of adventurers safely through to a land of mild weather and fleecy skies, and never once did I think
         of abandoning New York myself for some place where the climate was favorable to human habitation.
      

      
      Years later I joined the great westward migration and ended up just across the bay from San Francisco, in a place where fuchsias
         and camelias are blooming merrily on this sunny February day, where the winters never get very cold and the summers never
         get very warm, a never-never-land of gentle breezes, and I think kind sad thoughts about my poor old mother and the eight
         million others who nobly endure the rigors of life back east, sacrificing themselves rather than adding to the population
         problems of our happy, if some-what geologically unstable, land. And for all of them, and all of you, here is Time of the Great Freeze in print again. It was, long ago, a selection of the Junior Literary Guild, and in its hardcover edition received all sorts of flattering reviews which I would quote if I
         knew where I had filed them, and in its earlier paperback edition it sold quite well and went into several printings, and,
         all things considered, I suppose it was usefully inspirational for me to have had to do all that snow-shoveling in the winter
         of 1962-63. On the other hand, I’d rather live in California.
      

      
      —Robert Silverberg

      
      Oakland, California

      
      February 1978
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      City Under the Ice

      
      IT WAS LATE IN THE DAY—OR WHAT PASSED FOR DAY IN the underground city of New York. Pale lights glimmered in the corridors of Level C. Figures moved quietly down the long
         hallway. At this hour, most New Yorkers were settling down for a quiet, restful evening.
      

      
      Jim Barnes paused in front of a sturdy door in the residential section of Level C, and rapped smartly with his knuckles. He
         waited a moment, running his hand tensely through his thick shock of bright red hair. The door opened, after a long moment,
         and a short, blocky figure appeared. It was Ted Callison, whose room this was.
      

      
      “Jim. Come on in. We’ve already made contact.”
      

      
      “I got here as soon as I could,” Jim said. “Is my father here yet?”

      
      “Ten minutes ago. Everyone’s here. We’ve got London on the wireless.”

      
      Jim stepped into the room. Callison closed the door behind him and dogged it shut. Jim stood there a moment, a tall, rangy
         boy of seventeen, deceptively slender, for he was stronger than he looked.
      

      
      Half a dozen faces confronted the newcomer. Jim knew them all well. His father, Dr. Raymond Barnes, was there. Chunky Ted
         Callison, capable in his field of electronics. Nimble-witted, blue-eyed Roy Veeder, one of the city’s cleverest lawyers. Dom
         Hannon, small and wiry, whose specialty was the study of languages, philology. Brawny, muscular Chet Farrington, he of the
         legendary appetite, a zoologist by profession. And Dave Ellis, plump and short, a meteorologist, who studied the changing weather
         of the world far above the city.
      

      
      Six men. Jim, who was studying to be a hydroponics engineer, learning how to grow plants without soil or sun, was the seventh.
         Jim’s heart pounded. What these men were doing was illegal, almost blasphemous—and he was one of them, he was part of the
         group, he shared the risk as an equal partner.
      

      
      For six months now they had been meeting here in Ted Callison’s room. At first, their goal had seemed hopeless, a wild dream.
         But the months had passed, and through long nights of toil they had put the radio equipment back into working order after
         decades on the shelf, and now …
      

      
      “Speak up, New York!” a tinny voice cried out of nowhere. “We can barely hear you! Speak up, I say!”
      

      
      “It’s London,” Roy Veeder murmured to Jim.

      
      London! At last—contact with another city!

      
      Like a priest before some strange idol Ted Callison crouched by the table and feverishly adjusted dials. Callison, whose broad
         face and ruddy light-brown skin told of his American Indian descent, was probably the best electronics technician in New York—which
         wasn’t really saying too much. It was he who had restored the set to working order. Now he desperately manipulated the controls,
         trying to screen out interference.
      

      
      Dr. Barnes grasped the microphone so tightly his knuckles whitened, and he leaned forward to speak. A historian by profession
         and something of a rebel by temperament, he was as thin as his son, but an astonishingly deep voice rumbled out of him: “London,
         this is New York calling. Do you hear us better now? Do you hear us?”
      

      
      “We hear you, New York. Your accent is hard to understand, but we hear you!”

      
      “This is Raymond Barnes, London. Barnes. I spoke last week with a Thomas Whitcomb.”

      
      A pause. Then:

      
      “He is dead, Raymond Barnes,” came London’s answer, the words clipped and almost incomprehensible.

      
      “Dead?”

      
      “He died yesterday. It was by mischance —accident. He was found by …” The signal faded out, buried by noise. Callison toiled
         frenziedly with his controls. “… am Noel Hunt, his cousin,” came a blurp of sound unexpectedly. “What do you want, New York?”
      

      
      “Why—to talk!” Dr. Barnes said in surprise. “It’s hundreds of years since the last contact between London and New York!”

      
      “… did not hear you …”

      
      “Hundred of years since the last contact! No record of contact since twenty-three hundred!”

      
      “We have tried to reach you by wireless,” the Londoner said. “There has never been any response.”

      
      “Now there is! Listen to me, Noel Hunt. We think the ice is retreating! We think it’s time for man to come up out of these
         caves! Do you hear what I say, London?”
      

      
      “I hear you, New York.” The London voice sounded suddenly wary. “Have you been to the surface yet?”

      
      “Not yet. But we’re going to go! We hope to visit you, London! To cross the Atlantic!”

      
      “To visit us? Why?”

      
      “So that contact between cities can be restored.”

      
      “Perhaps it is best this way,” the Londoner said slowly. “We—we are content this way.”

      
      “If you don’t want contact,” Dr. Barnes said, “why did you build the radio set?”

      
      “I did not build it. My cousin Thomas Whitcomb built it. He had—different ideas. He is—dead now …”

      
      The set sputtered into incoherence.

      
      “He’s saying something!” Jim cried.

      
      Callison scowled, stood up. “We’ve lost the signal,” he said bitterly. There was sudden silence in the room. “I’ll try again. But he didn’t sound very friendly.”
      

      
      “No,” Dr. Barnes said. “He sounded—frightened, almost.”

      
      “Maybe someone was monitoring him,” suggested Dave Ellis, the short, plump meteorologist. “Maybe he was afraid to say what
         was on his mind.”
      

      
      “Whitcomb was much more encouraging,” Dr. Barnes said.

      
      “Whitcomb’s dead,” Jim pointed out. “He was killed in an accident.”

      
      “I doubt that,” Roy Veeder said, in the precise, clipped tones of one who has spent much of his time droning through the dry
         formalities of the law. “It sounds to me as though Whitcomb were murdered.”
      

      
      Jim stared at the lawyer in shock. “You mean killed deliberately?”

      
      Veeder smiled. “I mean exactly that. I know, it’s a strange concept to us. But things like that happened in the old chaotic
         world up above. And they may still happen in London. I don’t think it was an accident. The Londoner was trying to tell us
         something else. Someone may have deliberately removed Whitcomb. I’m certain that’s what he was saying.”
      

      
      Dr. Barnes shrugged. “That may be as may be.” He glanced at Callison and said, “Any hope of restoring transmission?”

      
      “I don’t think so, Doc. It’s dead at the other end. I’m not picking up a thing.”

      
      “Try some other channels,” Chet Farrington suggested, crossing and recrossing his long legs.

      
      “What’s the use? No one else is broadcasting.”
      

      
      “Try, at least,” Farrington urged.

      
      Callison knelt and began to explore the air waves. After a moment he looked up, his face tense, a muscle flicking in his cheek.
         “It’s a waste of time,” he said darkly. “And the air in here stinks! Open that vent a little wider. Seven people and only
         air enough for two!”
      

      
      Jim moved toward the vent control. As he started to turn it, his father said simply, “Don’t, Jim.”

      
      “Ted’s right, Dad. The air’s bad in here.”

      
      “That’s okay, Jim. But we don’t really want people to know we’re meeting, do we? If the computer registers a sudden extra
         air flow in Ted’s room, and somebody bothers to check, we may all have to answer questions.”
      

      
      Callison balled his fist menacingly and shook it at the air vent. “You see?” he demanded of nobody in particular. “We aren’t
         even free to breathe down here! Oh, I can’t wait to get out! To see the surface, to fill my lungs with real air!”
      

      
      “It’s cold up there, Ted,” Dom Hannon said.

      
      “But it’s getting warmer!” Callison retorted. “Ask Dave! He’ll tell you it’s warming up!”

      
      Dave Ellis smiled thinly. “The mean surface temperature is about one degree warmer than it was fifty years ago,” he said.
         “It’s warming up there, but not very fast.”
      

      
      “Fast enough,” Callison growled. His thick-muscled, powerful body seemed to throb at the injustice of being cooped in a man-made
         cave far below the surface of the earth. “I want to get out of here,” he muttered. “Bad enough that my ancestors were penned down on reservations. But to be boxed up in a little hive underground, to live your whole life without seeing
         the sky and the clouds—”
      

      
      “All right,” Dave Ellis said with a snort of amused annoyance. “If he’s talking about his ancestors, it’s time for us to break
         up for the night. Next thing he’ll be painting his face and trying to scalp us, and—”
      

      
      “Shut your mouth!” Callison erupted. He whirled, amazingly fast for such a thick-set, stocky man, and grabbed the meteorologist
         by the shoulders. He began to shake him violently. Ellis’ head joggled as though it were going to fly loose from its moorings.
         “I’ve had enough sarcasm from you!” Callison cried. “If you want to spend the rest of your life huddled like a worm down here,
         that’s all right with me, but—”
      

      
      “Easy,” Ellis gasped. “You’re—hurting— me—”

      
      A figure stepped between them and easily separated them—Dr. Barnes, looking fragile but determined as he pushed the chunky
         Callison away. “Enough of that, Ted,” he said quietly.
      

      
      “It’s the air in here,” Roy Veeder said crisply. “Stale air makes tempers short.”

      
      Dave Ellis rubbed his shoulders ruefully. Still looking angry, Ted Callison began to twiddle the dials of the radio once again,
         his hands moving in brusque, deliberately jerky gestures.
      

      
      Jim felt a throb of sympathy for him. The staleness of the air had little to do with the shortness of the tempers in the room,
         Jim knew. No, it was the tension, the frustration of coming together night after night, of wearily trying to reach someone —anyone—in the outside world, the dull bleak knowledge that you and your descendants
         to the tenth or twentieth generation were all condemned to spend your lives far underground, hiding from the ice that had
         conquered the world. The glaciers that covered the surface were like hands at every man’s throat.
      

      
      Callison shut the power off, after a moment. “Nothing,” he said. “We’ve had our talk with London for tonight.”

      
      “Too bad about Whitcomb,” Ellis said. “He seemed genuinely interested in hearing from us.”

      
      “Maybe his cousin is, too,” Jim offered. “But he sounded so suspicious—so uneasy.”

      
      “Why shouldn’t he be?” Callison asked. “Put yourself in his place. You get hold of a radio set that somebody else builds,
         and you pick up signals from a city nobody’s heard from in hundreds of years. They talk about friendship, but do you trust
         them? Do you trust anybody? Suppose this other city is just out to attack you? Lull you into confidence, then steal your nuclear fuel supplies? You never
         can tell.”
      

      
      “Tom Whitcomb seemed to trust us,” Jim said.

      
      “And they must have killed him,” Callison said. “I’m sure Roy’s right about that. He probably went running to the City Council,
         or whatever they call it there, and said he had picked up radio signals from New York—so they slit his throat right away,
         naturally. Men like that are dangerous. They’re troublemakers.”
      

      
      Dr. Barnes sighed. “We aren’t getting anywhere,” he said. “Ted, will you keep trying for an hour or so? If you pick up London again—or anyplace else—let us know.”
      

      
      “Right.”

      
      “As for the rest of us,” Dr. Barnes said, “we might as well just go back to our rooms.”

      
      The group broke up. Jim and his father strode off toward the room they shared, three sections eastward on Level C. Neither
         of them said much as they walked through the cool, dimly lit corridors. It had been too disappointing an evening to discuss.
         Hopes that had been high only an hour ago were dashed now.
      

      
      They had made radio contact with the Londoner, Whitcomb, last week. He had seemed intelligent, alert, a man who enjoyed being
         alive, a bold and fearless man who welcomed the voice out of the dark. He was dead now. The new voice on the radio had been
         a more familiar kind of voice, Jim thought—the cramped, edgy voice of fear and mistrust. He knew that kind of voice well.
      

      
      “It was a pretty rough night, eh, Dad?” Jim said finally, as they reached their room.

      
      “I had hoped for better results,” Dr. Barnes admitted. He put his hand to the doorplate, and the sensors recognized his prints.
         The door yielded. They went in.
      

      
      The room was small and low of ceiling. There was no space for luxury dwellings in New York. This was not the New York of skyscrapers
         and stock exchanges, but an underground hive a hundred miles inland from the old Atlantic coastline, a nest of interlocking
         tunnels going down deep into the crust of the Earth. Eight hundred thousand people lived here. The population had not varied
         so much as one percentage point in three hundred years. It was not allowed to vary. Limiting population was easier than building new tunnels; no laws were more strictly enforced in the underground
         cities than those controlling population growth.
      

      
      The room that Jim shared with his father was occupied mostly with microfilmed books, hundreds of reels of them. They belonged
         to the Central Library—private property was a rarity in underground New York—and Dr. Barnes had nearly filled the room with
         them. He was writing a history of the twenty-third century, the century in which the Fifth Ice Age came to engulf much of
         the earth.
      

      
      Hardly had they closed the door when there came a knock at it. Jim and his father exchanged glances.

      
      “I’ll get it, Dad,” Jim said.

      
      He opened the door. Ted Callison and Dave Ellis stood there, side by side as though all memory of their recent scuffle had
         been blotted out.
      

      
      “What is it?” Jim asked. “Did you pick up London again?”

      
      “No,” Callison said. “They’ve shut down for the night, I guess. Dave and I had an idea, though.”

      
      They came in. Dr. Barnes picked up a reel of microfilm, put it down, picked up another, and then another. After a moment of
         tense silence Dave Ellis said, “Ted and I have decided that radio isn’t the right way to reach the Londoners.”
      

      
      “Oh?” Dr. Barnes said.

      
      Callison said, “This way, we’re just voices out of nowhere. What we’ve got to do is go to them. Get up out of the ground and
         cross the ice and say, ‘Here we are, time to thaw out!’ The Ice Age is ending. The worst of the freeze is over. We can risk an over-the-ice mission to Europe.”
      

      
      “He’s right!” Jim blurted. “Dad, that’s the best way.”

      
      “It’s more than three thousand miles to London,” Dr. Barnes said. “No one has made the trip in centuries. No one has left
         New York in fifty years, even to go to a spot as near as Philadelphia.”
      

      
      “Someone has to start it, Dad!”

      
      “Another point,” Dr. Barnes said. “It’s taboo to contact other cities. You know that. What we’ve been doing goes against the
         whole way of life down here. You don’t seriously expect the City Council to welcome the idea of an expedition, do you?”
      

      
      Ellis said, “We’re not asking them to go. Just to let us go, Dr. Barnes. To outfit us with such equipment as they can give us for the expedition. With a little help, we can make
         it to London. We can—”
      

      
      There was another knock at the door. Jim frowned; his father gestured with a thumb, and Jim went to open it. Somehow, irrationally,
         he was expecting trouble, and trouble was there—in the form of four husky young men wearing the brassards of the police.
      

      
      Jim knew one of them, at least slightly. He was Carl Bolin, a broad-shouldered, blond-haired young man, whose father, Peter
         Bolin, had been a hydroponics technician and instructor. Jim had studied with the elder Bolin the previous year, and had met
         Carl several times. Only a few months before, Jim had been saddened by Peter Bolin’s death, and had sent condolences to Carl.
         And now here Carl was with three of his police comrades, and not here to visit, either. He looked both sheepish and grim at the same time, as though he were embarrassed by his mission and yet determined to carry it out.
      

      
      One of the other policemen stepped forward. “Dr. Barnes? I’m sorry to say, you’re under arrest. Also your son James. I’m instructed
         to take you to City Council headquarters.” His hand went to the butt of his stun gun in a meaningful gesture. “I hope you’ll
         surrender peacefully, sir.”
      

      
      A second policeman eyed Callison and Ellis. “Your names?” he demanded.

      
      “Ted Callison.”

      
      “Dave Ellis.”

      
      “Very convenient, finding you two here. We’ve got warrants for both of you, also. Come along.”

      
      Jim saw Ted Callison’s muscles tensing under his thin green shirt, and realized that the hothead was likely to cause trouble.
         Quietly, Jim reached out and caught Callison’s thick wrist, encircling it with his fingers and squeezing until he heard Ted
         grunt.
      

      
      “Don’t do anything,” Jim murmured.

      
      Callison subsided, grumbling under his breath.

      
      Dr. Barnes said, “We’re entitled to know the nature of the charges against us, aren’t we?”

      
      The first policeman nodded somberly. “The charge is treason, Dr. Barnes.”

   
      
      2

      
      Enemies of the City

      
      DOWN, DOWN, DOWN!

      
      Down through the coiling intestines of the underground city, down through level after level, down past the last residential
         level to the industrial levels, and then still down, down to Level M in the depths of the city, the administrative level where
         no one went except on official business.
      

      
      Here, the great computer that co-ordinated the life of the city ticked and throbbed. Here, the master controls of the city
         were housed: the water-recycling factory and the air plant and the food-processing laboratories and the hydroponics sheds. Here, too, was City Hall, where the Mayor and his nine Councilors ran the city.
      

      
      Jim had been here once, when he was twelve, on a school trip. Every civics class came here once to be shown the heart and
         core of New York. He had seen, and he had been awed. Now he was here again—a prisoner.
      

      
      The gleaming shell of the elevator came to a halt.

      
      “Out,” the police ordered.

      
      Out, and down a shining ramp, and into a waiting roller car that ran along a track down a wide corridor, through looping curves
         of hallway. Dimly visible to left and to right were bulky power plants and mysterious installations, flat against the low
         ceiling. A faint humming sound, ominous and persistent, assailed Jim’s ears. The deep booming thum-thum thum-thum thum-thum of the generators set a rhythm for his own thumping heart. Every narrow corridor intersecting the main one bore a glowing
         sign:
      

      
      AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY

      
      Some of the signs carried an extra symbol, the atom-symbol, warning that this was the approach to the nuclear reactor that
         powered the entire city. Anyone caught going beyond a sign that bore the atom-symbol was a dead man if a guard saw him. No
         citizen could approach the reactor for any reason whatever, without express permission of the City Council. To cross into
         the forbidden zone was to invite a fatal full-intensity blast from a stun gun, no questions asked.
      

      
      There was silence in the roller car. Dr. Barnes sat in the front seat, bolt upright between two of the policemen. Jim, Ted Callison, and Dave Ellis were crowded together with a third policeman in the rear seat, while the
         remaining officer was hunched behind them, his stun gun drawn, its blunt snout tickling their backbones warningly. Jim saw
         Callison’s powerful fists clenching and unclenching in cold, silent fury.
      

      
      City Hall loomed up before them, squat and somehow sinister. The roller car halted. More police were waiting there, at least
         a dozen of them, although by now it was quite late at night.
      

      
      “Out,” came the crisp order.

      
      The four prisoners left the roller car, hands held high. The new escort moved in, surrounding them, and the original police
         drove off. The prisoners were marched into City Hall, and down the brightly lit hallway that Jim had seen five years before.
      

      
      He had met Mayor Hawkes then, and had been terrified of the seam-faced, wizened old man who had governed New York for what
         seemed like all eternity. Then, the Mayor had beamed, had smiled at the class of edgy twelve-year-olds, and had welcomed them
         all to the city’s administrative level.
      

      
      Mayor Hawkes would not beam tonight, Jim thought.

      
      “In here,” a frog-voiced policeman said crisply.

      
      Here turned out to be a square, forbidding little room whose unnaturally bright illumination stung the eyes. There was a raised
         dais along the far wall, and a low table with a bench behind it. No other furniture broke the starkness of the room. There
         were three other prisoners there already—Roy Veeder, Dom Hannon, Chet Farrington. The whole group, then—all seven who had gathered around the little radio to hear the squeaky voice from London only a short while before.
      

      
      Rounded up! Charged with treason!

      
      A door slid back out of sight, recessing into the rear wall, and a new group of men entered. Old men. Mayor Hawkes led the
         way, wearing his official robes of office for the occasion, the blue cloak with the orange trim, the peaked hat, the seal
         of power dangling from a massive chain around his neck.
      

      
      He looked horribly, grotesquely old. He had been Mayor of New York since 2611, thirty-nine years ago, and he had been a middle-aged
         man when first elected. Every ten years since he had been re-elected, and everyone assumed that he would be elected without
         opposition to a fifth term next year, though he was now nearly ninety. He stood rigidly erect, the light glaring down on his
         domed, wrinkled forehead, his hook of a nose, his withered cheeks and sharp chin. Humorless pale blue eyes glinted deep in
         the Mayor’s eye sockets.
      

      
      Behind him marched the City Council, nine of them, the youngest well past sixty. Like the mayor, the City Council was supposedly
         chosen in open election every ten years. But it had been a century or more since anyone had last contested an election. The
         way the system worked now, a new Councilor was elected only when one of the old ones died—and the stubborn old men never seemed
         to die. Two of the nine were past the hundred-year mark now, and evidently planned to live forever.
      

      
      The ten rulers of New York arrayed themselves along the dais and sat down. Ten pairs of flinty aged eyes peered in hostility at the prisoners, who stood before them.
      

      
      Dr. Barnes said, staring straight at the Mayor, “Your Honor, I demand to know the meaning of this arrest.”

      
      “The charge is treason,” Mayor Hawkes said in a voice that sounded like a swinging rusty gate. “The seven of you have engaged
         in activities detrimental to the welfare of New York City, and you stand accused. How do you plead?”
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