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novel, f|rst publlshed in 1957, has been a
bestseller for more than three decades as
well as an intellectual landmark. It is the
story of a man who said that he would
stop the motor of the world—and did.
Was he a destroyer or the greatest of lib- .~
erators? Why did he have to fight his bat-
tle, not against his enemies but against
~ those who needed him most, and his
hardest battle against the woman he
loved? What is the world’s motor—and -
the motive power of every man? These
are the questions behind the baffling
events that play havoc with the I|ves of
the characters in this story.

- Tremendous in its scope this
novel presents an astoundlng panorama‘
of human life—from the productive genius

- who becomes a worthless playboy . . . to
the great steel industrialist who does not
know that'h,e Is wor@king for his own des-: |
truction . . . to the philosopher who be-
comes a pirate . . . to the ébmposer who
gives up his career on the night of his tri-
‘umph . . . to the woman who runs a trans-

" continental railroad . . . to the lowest
track worker in her Terminal tunnels. |

- This is a riveting mystery, not .
about the murder of a man’s body, but -
about the murder—and rebirth—of man’s
spirit. It is a philosophical revolution, told
in the form of an action thriller of violent
events—with a ruthlessly brllllant plot and
|rreS|st|bIe suspense
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INTRODUCTION TO
THE 35th ANNIVERSARY EDITION

Ayn Rand held that art is a “re-creation of reality according to an artist’s
metaphysical value-judgments.” By its nature, therefore, a novel (like a statue
or a symphony) does not require or tolerate an explanatory preface; it is a
self-contained universe, aloof from commentary, beckoning the reader to enter,
perceive, respond.

Ayn Rand would never have approved of a didactic (or laudatory) introduc-
tion to her book, and I have no intention of flouting her wishes. Instead, I
am going to give her the floor. I am going to let you in on some of the thinking
she did as she was preparing to write Atlas Shrugged.

Before starting a novel, Ayn Rand wrote voluminously in her journals about
its theme, plot, and characters. She wrote not for any audience, but strictly
for herself—that is, for the clarity of her own understanding. The journals
dealing with Atlas Shrugged are powerful examples of her mind in action,
confident even when groping, purposeful even when stymied, luminously
eloquent even though wholly unedited. These journals are also a fascinating
record of the step-by-step birth of an immortal work of art.

In due course, all of Ayn Rand’s writings will be published. For this 35th
anniversary edition of Atlas Shrugged, however, | have selected, as a kind of
advance bonus for her fans, four typical journal entries. Let me warn new
readers that the passages reveal the plot and will spoil the book for anyone
who reads them before knowing the story.

As I recall, “Atlas Shrugged” did not become the novel’s title until Miss
Rand’s husband made the suggestion in 1956. The working title throughout
the writing was “The Strike.”

The earliest of Miss Rand’s notes for “The Strike” are dated January 1,
1945, about a year after the publication of The Fountainhead. Naturally enough,
the subject on her mind was how to differentiate the present novel from its
predecessor.

Theme: What happens to the world when the Prime Movers go on strike.

This means-—a picture of the world with its motor cut off. Show: what, how,
why. The specific steps and incidents—in terms of persons, their spirits, motives,
psychology and actions—and, secondarily, proceeding from persons, in terms
of history, society and the world.



The theme requires: to show who are the prime movers and why, how they
function. Who are their enemies and why, what are the motives behind the
hatred for and the enslavement of the prime movers; the nature of the obstacles
placed in their way, and the reasons for it.

This last paragraph is contained entirely in The Fountainhead. Roark and
Toohey are the complete statement of it. Therefore, this is not the direct theme
of The Strike—but it is part of the theme and must be kept in mind, stated
again (though briefly) to have the theme clear and complete.

First question to decide is on whom the emphasis must be placed—on the
prime movers, the parasites or the world. The answer is: The world. The story
must be primarily a picture of the whole.

In this sense, The Strike is to be much more a “social’ novel than The Foun-
tainhead. The Fountainhead was about “individualism and collectivism within
man’s soul”; it showed the nature and function of the creator and the second-
hander. The primary concern there was with Roark and Toohey—showing what
they are. The rest of the characters were variations of the theme of the relation
of the ego to others—mixtures of the two extremes, the two poles: Roark and
Toohey. The primary concern of the story was the characters, the people as
such—their natures. Their relations to each other—which is society, men in
relation to men—were secondary, an unavoidable, direct consequence of Roark
set against Toohey. But it was not the theme.

Now, it is this relation that must be the theme. Therefore, the personal becomes
secondary. That is, the personal is necessary only to the extent needed to make
the relationships clear. In The Fountainhead | showed that Roark moves the
world—that the Keatings feed upon him and hate him for it, while the Tooheys
are out consciously to destroy him. But the theme was Roark—not Roark’s
relation to the world. Now it will be the relation.

In other words, | must show in what concrete, specific way the world is moved
by the creators. Exactly how do the second-handers live on the creators. Both
in spiritual matters—and (most particularly) in concrete physical events. (Con-
centrate on the concrete, physical events—but don't forget to keep in mind at
all times how the physical proceeds from the spiritual.) . . .

However, for the purpose of this story, | do not start by showing how the
second-handers live on the prime movers in actual, everyday reality—nor do |
start by showing a normal world. (That comes in only in necessary retrospect,
or flashback, or by implication in the events themselves.) | start with the fantastic
premise of the prime movers going on strike. This is the actual heart and center
of the novel. A distinction carefully to be observed here: | do not set out to
glorify the prime mover (that was The Fountainhead). | set out to show how
desperately the world needs prime movers, and how viciously it treats them.
And | show it on a hypothetical case—what happens to the world without them.

In The Fountainhead | did not show how desperately the world needed
Roark—except by implication. | did show how viciously the world treated him,
and why. | showed mainly what he is. It was Roark’s story. This must be the
world’s story—in relation to its prime movers. (Aimost—the story of a body in
relation to its heart—a body dying of anemia.)
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| don't show directly what the prime movers do—that's shown only by impli-
cation. / show what happens when they don’t do it. (Through that, you see the
picture of what they do, their place and their role.) (This is an important guide
for the construction of the story.)

In order to work out the story, Ayn Rand had to understand fully why the
prime movers allowed the second-handers to live on them—why the creators
had not gone on strike throughout history—what errors even the best of them
made that kept them in thrall to the worst. Part of the answer is dramatized
in the character of Dagny Taggart, the railroad heiress who declares war on
the strikers. Here is a note on her psychology, dated April 18, 1946:

Her error—and the cause of her refusal to join the strike—is over-optimism
and over-confidence (particularly this last).

Over-optimism—in that she thinks men are better than they are, she doesn't
really understand them and is generous about it.

Over-confidence—in that she thinks she can do more than an individual
actually can. She thinks she can run a railroad (or the world) single-handed,
she can make people do what she wants or needs, what is right, by the sheer
force of her own talent; not by forcing them, of course, not by enslaving them
and giving orders—but by the sheer over-abundance of her own energy; she
will show them how, she can teach them and persuade them, she is so able
that they'll catch it from her. (This is still faith in their rationality, in the omni-
potence of reason. The mistake? Reason is not automatic. Those who deny it
cannot be conquered by it. Do not count on them. Leave them alone.)

On these two points, Dagny is committing an important (but excusable and
understandable) error in thinking, the kind of error individualists and creators
often make. It is an error proceeding from the best in their nature and from a
proper principle, but this principle is misapplied. . . .

The error is this: it is proper for a creator to be optimistic, in the deepest,
most basic sense, since the creator believes in a benevolent universe and
functions on that premise. But it is an error to extend that optimism to other
specific men. First, it's not necessary, the creator’s life and the nature of the
universe do not require it, his life does not depend on others. Second, man is
a being with free will; therefore, each man is potentially good or evil, and it's
up to him and only to him (through his reasoning mind) to decide which he
wants to be. The decision will affect only him; it is not (and cannot and should
not be) the primary concern of any other human being.

Therefore, while a creator does and must worship Man (which means his
own highest potentiality; which is his natural self-reverence), he must not make
the mistake of thinking that this means the necessity to worship Mankind (as
a collective). These are two entirely different conceptions, with entirely—
(immensely and diametrically opposed)—different consequences.

Man, at his highest potentiality, is realized and fulfilled within each creator
himself. . . . Whether the creator is alone, or finds only a handful of others like
him, or is among the majority of mankind, is of no importance or consequence
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whatever; numbers have nothing to do with it. He alone or he and a few others
like him are mankind, in the proper sense of being the proof of what man
actually is, man at his best, the essential man, man at his highest possibility.
(The rational being, who acts according to his nature.)

It should not matter to a creator whether anyone or a million or all the men
around him fall short of the ideal of Man; let him live up to that ideal himself;
this is all the “optimism” about Man that he needs. But this is a hard and subtle
thing to realize—and it would be natural for Dagny always to make the mistake
of believing others are better than they really are (or will become better, or she
will teach them to become better or, actually, she so desperately wants them
to be better)—and to be tied to the world by that hope.

It is proper for a creator to have an unlimited confidence in himself and his
ability, to feel certain that he can get anything he wishes out of life, that he can
accomplish anything he decides to accomplish, and that it's up to him to do it.
(He feels it because he is a man of reason . . .) [But] here is what he must
keep clearly in mind: it is true that a creator can accomplish anything he wishes—
if he functions according to the nature of man, the universe and his own proper
morality, that is, if he does not place his wish primarily within others and does
not attempt or desire anything that is of a collective nature, anything that
concerns others primarily or requires primarily the exercise of the will of others.
(This would be an immoral desire or attempt, contrary to his nature as a creator.)
If he attempts that, he is out of a creator’s province and in that of the collectivist
and the second-hander.

Therefore, he must never feel confident that he can do anything whatever to,
by or through others. (He can't—and he shouldn’t even wish to try it—and the
mere attempt is improper.) He must not think that he can . . . somehow transfer
his energy and his intelligence to them and make them fit for his purposes in
that way. He must face other men as they are, recognizing them as essentially
independent entities, by nature, and beyond his primary influence; [he must]
deal with them only on his own, independent terms, deal with such as he judges
can fit his purpose or live up to his standards (by themselves and of their own
will, independently of him)—and expect nothing from the others. . . .

Now, in Dagny'’s case, her desperate desire is to run Taggart Transcontinental.
She sees that there are no men suited to her purpose around her, no men of
ability, independence and competence. She thinks she can run it with others,
with the incompetent and the parasites, either by training them or merely by
treating them as robots who will take her orders and function without personal
initiative or responsibility; with herself, in effect, being the spark of initiative,
the bearer of responsibility for a whole collective. This can't be done. This is
her crucial error. This is where she fails.

Ayn Rand’s basic purpose as a novelist was to present not villains or even
heroes with errors, but the ideal man—the consistent, the fully integrated,
the perfect. In Atlas Shrugged, this is John Galt, the towering figure who
moves the world and the novel, yet does not appear onstage until Part III.
By his nature (and that of the story) Galt is necessarily central to the lives of
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all the characters. In one note, “Galt’s relation to the others,” dated June 27,
1946, Miss Rand defines succinctly what Galt represents to each of them:

For Dagny—the ideal. The answer to her two quests: the man of genius and the
man she loves. The first quest is expressed in her search for the inventor of
the engine. The second—nher growing conviction that she will never bein love . . .

For Rearden—the friend. The kind of understanding and appreciation he has
always wanted and did not know he wanted (or he thought he had it—he tried
to find it in those around him, to get it from his wife, his mother, brother and sister).

For Francisco d’Anconia—the aristocrat. The only man who represents a
challenge and a stimulant—almost the “proper kind” of audience, worthy of
stunning for the sheer joy and color of life.

For Danneskjold—the anchor. The only man who represents land and roots
to a restless, reckless wanderer, like the goal of a struggle, the port at the end
of a fierce sea-voyage—the only man he can respect.

For the Composer—the inspiration and the perfect audience.

For the Philosopher—the embodiment of his abstractions.

For Father Amadeus—the source of his conflict. The uneasy realization that
Galt is the end of his endeavors, the man of virtue, the perfect man—and that
his means do not fit this end (and that he is destroying this, his ideal, for the
sake of those who are evil).

To James Taggart—the eternal threat. The secret dread. The reproach. The
guilt (his own guilt). He has no specific tie-in with Galt—but he has that constant,
causeless, unnamed, hysterical fear. And he recognizes it when he hears Galt's
broadcast and when he sees Galt in person for the first time.

To the Professor—his conscience. The reproach and reminder. The ghost
that haunts him through everything he does, without a moment's peace. The
thing that says: “No” to his whole life.

Some notes on the above: Rearden’s sister, Stacy, was a minor character
later cut from the novel.

“Francisco” was spelled “Francesco” in these early years, while Dan-
neskjold’s first name at this point was Ivar, presumably after Ivar Kreuger,
the Swedish “match king,” who was the real-life model of Bjorn Faulkner in
Night of January 16th.

Father Amadeus was Taggart’s priest, to whom he confessed his sins. The
priest was supposed to be a positive character, honestly devoted to the good
but practicing consistently the morality of mercy. Miss Rand dropped him,
she told me, when she found that it was impossible to make such a character
convincing.

The Professor is Robert Stadler.

This brings me to a final excerpt. Because of her passion for ideas, Miss
Rand was often asked whether she was primarily a philosopher or a novelist.
In later years, she was impatient with this question, but she gave her own
answer, to and for herself, in a note dated May 4, 1946. The broader context
was a discussion of the nature of creativity.
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| seem to be both a theoretical philosopher and a fiction writer. But it is the
last that interests me most; the first is only the means to the last; the absolutely
necessary means, but only the means; the fiction story is the end. Without an
understanding and statement of the right philosophical principle, | cannot create
the right story; but the discovery of the principle interests me only as the
discovery of the proper knowledge to be used for my life purpose; and my iife
purpose is the creation of the kind of world (people and events) that | like—that
is, that represents human perfection.

Philosophical knowledge is necessary in order to define human perfection.
But | do not care to stop at the definition. | want to use it, to apply it—in my
work; (in my personal life, too—but the core, center and purpose of my personal
life, of my whole life, is my work).

This is why, | think, the idea of writing a philosophical non-fiction book bored
me. In such a book, the purpose would actually be to teach others, to present
my idea to them. In a book of fiction the purpose is to create, for myself,
the kind of world | want and to live in it while | am creating it; then, as a
secondary consequence, to let others enjoy this world, if, and to the extent that,
they can.

It may be said that the first purpose of a philosophical book is the clarification
or statement of your new knowledge to and for yourself; and then, as a secondary
step, the offering of your knowledge to others. But here is the difference, as far
as | am concerned: | have to acquire and state to myself the new philosophical
knowledge or principle | used in order to write a fiction story as its embodiment
and illustration; | do not care to write a story on a theme or thesis of old
knowledge, knowledge stated or discovered by someone else, that is, someone
else’'s philosophy (because those philosophies are wrong). To this extent, | am
an abstract philosopher (I want to present the perfect man and his perfect
life—and | must also discover my own philosophical statement and definition
of this perfection).

But when and if | have discovered such new knowledge, | am not interested
in stating it in its abstract, general form, that is, as knowledge. | am interested
in using it, in applying it—that is, in stating it in the concrete form of men and
events, in the form of a fiction story. This /ast is my final purpose, my end; the
philosophical knowledge or discovery is only the means to it. For my purpose,
the non-fiction form of abstract knowledge doesn't interest me; the final, applied
form of fiction, of story, does. (I state the knowledge to myself, anyway; but |
choose the final form of it, the expression, in the completed cycle that leads
back to man.)

| wonder to what extent | represent a peculiar phenomenon in this respect.
| think | represent the proper integration of a complete human being. Anyway,
this should be my lead for the character of John Galt. He, too, is a combination
of an abstract philosopher and a practical inventor; the thinker and the man of
action together . . .

In learning, we draw an abstraction from concrete objects and events. In
creating, we make our own concrete objects and events out of the abstraction;
we bring the abstraction down and back to its specific meaning, to the concrete;
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but the abstraction has helped us to make the kind of concrete we want the
concrete to be. It has helped us to create—to re-shape the world as we wish
it to be for our purposes.

I cannot resist quoting one further paragraph. It comes a few pages later
in the same discussion.

Incidentally, as a sideline observation: if creative fiction writing is a process
of translating an abstraction into the concrete, there are three possible grades
of such writing: translating an old (known) abstraction (theme or thesis) through
the medium of old fiction means, (that is, characters, events or situations used
before for that same purpose, that same translation)—this is most of the popular
trash; translating an old abstraction through new, original fiction means—this
is most of the good literature; creating a new, original abstraction and translating
it through new, original means. This, as far as | know, is only me—my kind of
fiction writing. May God forgive me (Metaphor!) if this is mistaken conceit! As
near as | can now see it, itisn't. (A fourth possibility—translating a new abstrac-
tion through old means—is impossible, by definition: if the abstraction is new,
there can be no means used by anybody else before to translate it.)

Is her conclusion “mistaken conceit”? It is now forty-five years since she
wrote this note, and you are holding Ayn Rand’s masterwork in your hands.
You decide.

—Leonard Peikoff
September 1991
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I

THE THEME

“Who is John Galt?”

The light was ebbing, and Eddie Willers could not distinguish the
bum’s face. The bum had said it simply, without expression. But from
the sunset far at the end of the street, yellow glints caught his eyes, and
the eyes looked straight at Eddie Willers, mocking and still—as if the
question had been addressed to the causeless uneasiness within him.

“Why did you say that?” asked Eddie Willers, his voice tense.

The bum leaned against the side of the doorway; a wedge of broken
glass behind him reflected the metal yellow of the sky.

“Why does it bother you?” he asked.

“It doesn’t,” snapped Eddie Willers.

He reached hastily into his pocket. The bum had stopped him and
asked for a dime, then had gone on talking, as if to kill that moment
and postpone the problem of the next. Pleas for dimes were so frequent
in the streets these days that it was not necessary to listen to explana-
tions, and he had no desire to hear the details of this bum’s particular de-
spair.

’ “Go get your cup of coffee,” he said, handing the dime to the shadow
that had no face.

“Thank you, sir,” said the voice, without interest, and the face leaned
forward for a moment. The face was wind-browned, cut by lines of
weariness and cynical resignation; the eyes were intelligent.

Eddie Willers walked on, wondering why he always felt it at this time
of day, this sense of dread without reason. No, he thought, not dread,
there’s nothing to fear: just an immense, diffused apprehension, with
no source or object. He had become accustomed to the feeling, but he
could find no explanation for it; yet the bum had spoken as if he knew
that Eddie felt it, as if he thought that one should feel it, and more: as
if he knew the reason.

Eddie Willers pulled his shoulders straight, in conscientious self-
discipline. He had to stop this, he thought; he was beginning to imag-
ine things. Had he always felt it? He was thirty-two years old. He tried
to think back. No, he hadn’t; but he could not remember when it had
started. The feeling came to him suddenly, at random intervals, and
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now it was coming more often than ever. It’s the twilight, he thought; I
hate the twilight.

The clouds and the shafts of skyscrapers against them were turning
brown, like an old painting in oil, the color of a fading masterpiece. Long
streaks of grime ran from under the pinnacles down the slender, soot-
eaten walls. High on the side of a tower there was a crack in the shape
of a motionless lightning, the length of ten stories. A jagged object cut
the sky above the roofs; it was half a spire, still holding the glow of the
sunset; the gold leaf had long since peeled off the other half. The
glow was red and still, like the reflection of a fire: not an active fire, but
a dying one which it is too late to stop.

No, thought Eddie Willers, there was nothing disturbing in the sight
of the city. It looked as it had always looked.

He walked on, reminding himself that he was late in returning to
the office. He did not like the task which he had to perform on his re-
turn, but it had to be done. So he did not attempt to delay it, but made
himself walk faster.

He turned a corner. In the narrow space between the dark silhouettes
of two buildings, as in the crack of a door, he saw the page of a gigantic
calendar suspended in the sky.

It was the calendar that the mayor of New York had erected last year
on the top of a building, so that citizens might tell the day of the month
as they told the hours of the day, by glancing up at a public tower. A
white rectangle hung over the city, imparting the date to the men in the
streets below. In the rusty light of this evening’s sunset, the rectangle
said: September 2.

Eddie Willers looked away. He had never liked the sight of that
calendar. It disturbed him, in a manner he could not explain or define.
The feeling seemed to blend with his sense of uneasiness; it had the same
quality.

He thought suddenly that there was some phrase, a kind of quotation,
that expressed what the calendar seemed to suggest. But he could not
recall it. He walked, groping for a sentence that hung in his mind as
an empty shape. He could neither fill it nor dismiss it. He glanced back.
The white rectangle stood above the roofs, saying in immovable final-
ity: September 2.

Eddie Willers shifted his glance down to the street, to a vegetable
pushcart at the stoop of a brownstone house. He saw a pile of bright
gold carrots and the fresh green of onions. He saw a clean white curtain
blowing at an open window. He saw a bus turning a corner, expertly
steered. He wondered why he felt reassured—and then, why he felt
the sudden, inexplicable wish that these things were not left in the
open, unprotected against the empty space above.

When he came to Fifth Avenue, he kept his eyes on the windows of
the stores he passed. There was nothing he needed or wished to buy; but
he liked to see the display of goods, any goods, objects made by men,
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to be used by men. He enjoyed the sight of a prosperous street; not more
than every fourth one of the stores was out of business, its windows dark
and empty.

He did not know why he suddenly thought of the oak tree. Nothing
had recalled it. But he thought of it and of his childhood summers on
the Taggart estate. He had spent most of his childhood with the Taggart
children, and now he worked for them, as his father and grandfather
had worked for their father and grandfather.

The great oak tree had stood on a hill over the Hudson, in a lonely
spot of the Taggart estate. Eddie Willers, aged seven, liked to come and
look at that tree. It had stood there for hundreds of years, and he
thought it would always stand there. Its roots clutched the hill like a fist
with fingers sunk into the soil, and he thought that if a giant were to
seize it by the top, he would not be able to uproot it, but would swing the
hill and the whole of the earth with it, like a ball at the end of a string.
He felt safe in the oak tree’s presence; it was a thing that nothing
could change or threaten; it was his greatest symbol of strength.

One night, lightning struck the oak tree. Eddie saw it the next morn-
ing. It lay broken in half, and he looked into its trunk as into the
mouth of a black tunnel. The trunk was only an empty shell; its heart
had rotted away long ago; there was nothing inside—just a thin gray
dust that was being dispersed by the whim of the faintest wind. The
living power had gone, and the shape it left had not been able to stand
without it.

Years later, he heard it said that children should be protected from
shock, from their first knowledge of death, pain or fear. But these had
never scarred him; his shock came when he stood very quietly, looking
into the black hole of the trunk. It was an immense betrayal—the more
terrible because he could not grasp what it was that had been betrayed.
It was not himself, he knew, nor his trust; it was something else. He
stood there for a while, making no sound, then he walked back to the
house. He never spoke about it to anyone, then or since.

Eddie Willers shook his head, as the screech of a rusty mechanism
changing a traffic light stopped him on the edge of a curb. He felt anger
at himself. There was no reason that he had to remember the oak tree
tonight. It meant nothing to him any longer, only a faint tinge of
sadness—and somewhere within him, a drop of pain moving briefly
and vanishing, like a raindrop on the glass of a window, its course in
the shape of a question mark.

He wanted no sadness attached to his childhood; he loved its
memories: any day of it he remembered now seemed flooded by a still,
brilliant sunlight. It seemed to him as if a few rays from it reached into
his present: not rays, more like pinpoint spotlights that gave an occa-
sional moment’s glitter to his job, to his lonely apartment, to the quiet,
scrupulous progression of his existence.

He thought of a summer day when he was ten years old. That day.
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in a clearing of the woods, the one precious companion of his childhood
told him what they would do when they grew up. The words were
harsh and glowing, like the sunlight. He listened in admiration and in
wonder. When he was asked what he would want to do, he answered
at once, “Whatever is right,” and added, “You ought to do something
great . . . I mean, the two of us together.” “What?” she asked. He
said, “I don’t know. That’s what we ought to find out. Not just what you
said. Not just business and earning a living. Things like winning battles,
or saving people out of fires, or climbing mountains.” “What for?” she
asked. He said, “The minister said last Sunday that we must always
reach for the best within us. What do you suppose is the best within
us?” “I don’t know.” “We’ll have to find out.” She did not answer; she
was looking away, up the railroad track.

Eddie Willers smiled. He had said, “Whatever is right,” twenty-two
years ago. He had kept that statement unchallenged ever since; the
other questions had faded in his mind; he had been too busy to ask
them. But he still thought it self-evident that one had to do what was
right; he had never learned how people could want to do otherwise;
he had learned only that they did. It still seemed simple and incompre-
hensible to him: simple that things should be right, and incomprehensi-
ble that they weren’t. He knew that they weren’t. He thought of that, as
he turned a corner and came to the great building of Taggart Trans-
continental.

The building stood over the street as its tallest and proudest struc-
ture. Eddie Willers always smiled at his first sight of it. Its long bands of
windows were unbroken, in contrast to those of its neighbors. Its ris-
ing lines cut the sky, with no crumbling corners or worn edges. It
seemed to stand above the years, untouched. It would always stand
there, thought Eddie Willers.

Whenever he entered the Taggart Building, he felt relief and a
sense of security. This was a place of competence and power. The floors
of its hallways were mirrors made of marble. The frosted rectangles of
its electric fixtures were chips of solid light. Behind sheets of glass, rows
of girls sat at typewriters, the clicking of their keys like the sound of
speeding train wheels. And like an answering echo, a faint shudder
went through the walls at times, rising from under the building, from
the tunnels of the great terminal where trains started out to cross a con-
tinent and stopped after crossing it again, as they had started and
stopped for generation after generation. Taggart Transcontinental,
thought Eddie Willers, From Ocean to Ocean—the proud slogan of his
childhood, so much more shining and holy than any commandment of
the Bible. From Ocean to Ocean, forever—thought Eddie Willers, in
the manner of a rededication, as he walked through the spotless halls
into the heart of the building, into the office of James Taggart, President
of Taggart Transcontinental.
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James Taggart sat at his desk. He looked like a man approaching fifty,
who had crossed into age from adolescence, without the intermediate
stage of youth. He had a small, petulant mouth, and thin hair clinging
to a bald forehead. His posture had a limp, decentralized sloppiness, as
if in defiance of his tall, slender body, a body with an elegance of line
intended for the confident poise of an aristocrat, but transformed into
the gawkiness of a lout. The flesh of his face was pale and soft. His eyes
were pale and veiled, with a glance that moved slowly, never quite
stopping, gliding off and past things in eternal resentment of their ex-
istence. He looked obstinate and drained. He was thirty-nine years old.

He lifted his head with irritation, at the sound of the opening door.

“Don’t bother me, don’t bother me, don’t bother me,” said James
Taggart.

Eddie Willers walked toward the desk.

“It’s important, Jim,” he said, not raising his voice.

“All right, all right, what is it?”

Eddie Willers looked at a map on the wall of the office. The map’s
colors had faded under the glass—he wondered dimly how many Tag-
gart presidents had sat before it and for how many years. The Taggart
Transcontinental Railroad, the network of red lines slashing the faded
body of the country from New York to San Francisco, looked like a
system of blood vessels. It looked as if once, long ago, the blood had
shot down the main artery and, under the pressure of its own overabun-
dance, had branched out at random points, running all over the coun-
try. One red streak twisted its way from Cheyenne, Wyoming, down to
El Paso, Texas—the Rio Norte Line of Taggart Transcontinental.
New tracing had been added recently and the red streak had been ex-
tended south beyond El Paso—but Eddie Willers turned away hastily
when his eyes reached that point.

He looked at James Taggart and said, “It’s the Rio Norte Line.” He
noticed Taggart’s glance moving down to a corner of the desk. “We’ve
had another wreck.”

“Railroad accidents happen every day. Did you have to bother me
about that?”

“You know what I'm saying, Jim. The Rio Norte is done for. That
track is shot. Down the whole line.”

“We are getting a new track.”

Eddie Willers continued as if there had been no answer: “That track
is shot. It’s no use trying to run trains down there. People are giving up
trying to use them.”

“There is not a railroad in the country, it seems to me, that doesn’t
have a few branches running at a deficit. We’re not the only ones. It’s a
national condition—a temporary national condition.”

Eddie stood looking at him silently. What Taggart disliked about
Eddie Willers was this habit of looking straight into people’s eyes.
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Eddie’s eyes were blue, wide and questioning; he had blond hair and
a square face, unremarkable except for that look of scrupulous attentive-
ness and open, puzzled wonder.

“What do you want?” snapped Taggart.

“I just came to tell you something you had to know, because some-
body had to tell you.”

“That we’ve had another accident?”

“That we can’t give up the Rio Norte Line.”

James Taggart seldom raised his head; when he looked at people, he
did so by lifting his heavy eyelids and staring upward from under the
expanse of his bald forehead.

“Who’s thinking of giving up the Rio Norte Line?”’ he asked.
“There’s never been any question of giving it up. I resent your saying
it. I resent it very much.”

“But we haven’t met a schedule for the last six months. We haven’t
completed a run without some sort of breakdown, major or minor.
We’re losing all our shippers, one after another. How long can we last?”

“You're a pessimist, Eddie. You lack faith. That’s what undermines
the morale of an organization.”

“You mean that nothing’s going to be done about the Rio Norte
Line?”

“I haven’t said that at all. Just as soon as we get the new track—”

“Jim, there isn’t going to be any new track.” He watched Taggart’s
eyelids move up slowly. “I've just come back from the office of Asso-
ciated Steel. I've spoken to Orren Boyle.”

“What did he say?”

“He spoke for an hour and a half and did not give me a single
straight answer.”

“What did you bother him for? I believe the first order of rail wasn’t
due for delivery until next month.”

“And before that, it was due for delivery three months ago.”

“Unforeseen circumstances. Absolutely beyond Orren’s control.”

“And before that, it was due six months earlier. Jim, we have waited
for Associated Steel to deliver that rail for thirteen months.”

“What do you want me to do? I can’t run Orren Boyle’s business.”

“I want you to understand that we can’t wait.”

Taggart asked slowly, his voice half-mocking, half-cautious, “What
did my sister say?”

“She won’t be back until tomorrow.”

“Well, what do you want me to do?”

“That’s for you to decide.”

“Well, whatever else you say, there’s one thing you’re not going to
mention next—and that’s Rearden Steel.”

Eddie did not answer at once, then said quietly, “All right, Jim. I
won’t mention it.”

“Orren is my friend.” He heard no answer. “I resent your attitude.
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Orren Boyle will deliver that rail just as soon as it’s humanly possible.
So long as he can’t deliver it, nobody can blame us.”

“Jim! What are you talking about? Don’t you understand that the
Rio Norte Line is breaking up—whether anybody blames us or not?”

“People would put up with it—they’d have to—if it weren’t for the
Phoenix-Durango.” He saw Eddie’s face tighten. “Nobody ever com-
plained about the Rio Norte Line, until the Phoenix-Durango came
on the scene.”

“The Phoenix-Durango is doing a brilliant job.”

“Imagine a thing called the Phoenix-Durango competing with Tag-
gart Transcontinental! It was nothing but a local milk line ten years
ago.”

“It’s got most of the freight traffic of Arizona, New Mexico and
Colorado now.” Taggart did not answer. “Jim, we can’t lose Colorado.
It’s our last hope. It’s everybody’s last hope. If we don’t pull ourselves
together, we’ll lose every big shipper in the state to the Phoenix-Du-
rango. We’ve lost the Wyatt oil fields.”

“I don’t see why everybody keeps talking about the Wyatt oil fields.”

“Because Ellis Wyatt is a prodigy who—"

“Damn Ellis Wyatt!”

Those oil wells, Eddie thought suddenly, didn’t they have something
in common with the blood vessels on the map? Wasn’t that the way the
red stream of Taggart Transcontinental had shot across the country,
years ago, a feat that seemed incredible now? He thought of the oil
wells spouting a black stream that ran over a continent almost faster
than the trains of the Phoenix-Durango could carry it. That oil
field had been only a rocky patch in the mountains of Colorado, given
up as exhausted long ago. Ellis Wyatt’s father had managed to squeeze
an obscure living to the end of his days, out of the dying oil wells.
Now it was as if somebody had given a shot of adrenalin to the heart
of the mountain, the heart had started pumping, the black blood had
burst through the rocks—of course it’s blood, thought Eddie Willers, be-
cause blood is supposed to feed, to give life, and that is what Wyatt
Oil had done. It had shocked empty slopes of ground into sudden ex-
istence, it had brought new towns, new power plants, new factories to a
region nobody had ever noticed on any map. New factories, thought
Eddie Willers, at a time when the freight revenues from all the great
old industries were dropping slowly year by year; a rich new oil field,
at a time when the pumps were stopping in one famous field after an-
other; a new industrial state where nobody had expected anything but
cattle and beets. One man had done it, and he had done it in eight
years; this, thought Eddie Willers, was like the stories he had read in
school books and never quite believed, the stories of men who had
lived in the days of the country’s youth. He wished he could meet
Ellis Wyatt. There was a great deal of talk about him, but few had ever
met him; he seldom came to New York. They said he was thirty-
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three years old and had a violent temper. He had discovered some
way to revive exhausted oil wells and he had proceeded to revive
them.

“Ellis Wyatt is a greedy bastard who’s after nothing but money,”
said James Taggart. “It seems to me that there are more important
things in life than making money.”

“What are you talking about, Jim? What has that got to do with—"

“Besides, he’s double-crossed us. We served the Wyatt oil fields for
years, most adequately. In the days of old man Wyatt, we ran a tank
train a week.”

“These are not the days of old man Wyatt, Jim. The Phoenix-Du-
rango runs two tank trains a day down there—and it runs them on
schedule.”

“If he had given us time to grow along with him—"

“He has no time to waste.”

“What does he expect? That we drop all our other shippers, sacrifice
the interests of the whole country and give him all our trains?”

“Why, no. He doesn’t expect anything. He just deals with the
Phoenix-Durango.”

“I think he’s a destructive, unscrupulous ruffian. I think he’s an ir-
responsible upstart who’s been grossly overrated.” It was astonishing to
hear a sudden emotion in James Taggart’s lifeless voice. “I'm not so
sure that his oil fields are such a beneficial achievement. It seems to me
that he’s dislocated the economy of the whole country. Nobody expected
Colorado to become an industrial state. How can we have any security
or plan anything if everything changes all the time?”

“Good God, Jim! He’'s—”

“Yes, I know, I know, he’s making money. But that is not the stand-
ard, it seems to me, by which one gauges a man’s value to society. And
as for his oil, he’d come crawling to us, and he’d wait his turn along
with all the other shippers, and he wouldn’t demand more than his fair
share of transportation—if it weren’t for the Phoenix-Durango. We
can’t help it if we’re up against destructive competition of that kind. No-
bodv can blame us.”

The pressure in his chest and temples, thought Eddie Willers, was
the strain of the effort he was making; he had decided to make the issue
clear for once, and the issue was so clear, he thought, that nothing
could bar it from Taggart’s understanding, unless it was the failure of
his own presentation. So he had tried hard, but he was failing, just as
he had always failed in all of their discussions; no matter what he said,
they never seemed to be talking about the same subject.

“Jim, what are you saying? Does it matter that nobody blames us—
when the road is falling apart?”

James Taggart smiled; it was a thin smile, amused and cold. “It’s
touching, Eddie,” he said. “It’s touching—your devotion to Taggart
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Transcontinental. If you don’t look out, you’ll turn into one of those
real feudal serfs.”

“That’s what I am, Jim.”

“But may I ask whether it is your job to discuss these matters with
me?”’

“No, it isn’t.”

“Then why don’t you learn that we have departments to take care of
things? Why don’t you report all this to whoever’s concerned? Why
don’t you cry on my dear sister’s shoulder?”

“Look Jim, I know it’s not my place to talk to you. But I can’t
understand what’s going on. I don’t know what it is that your proper
advisers tell you, or why they can’t make you understand. So I thought
I'd try to tell you myself.”

“I appreciate our childhood friendship, Eddie, but do you think that
that should entitle you to walk in here unannounced whenever you
wish? Considering your own rank, shouldn’t you remember that I am
president of Taggart Transcontinental?”

This was wasted. Eddie Willers looked at him as usual, not hurt,
merely puzzled, and asked, “Then you don’t intend to do anything about
the Rio Norte Line?”

“I haven’t said that. I haven’t said that at all.” Taggart was looking at
the map, at the red streak south of El Paso. “Just as soon as the San
Sebastian Mines get going and our Mexican branch begins to pay off—"

“Don’t let’s talk about that, Jim.”

Taggart turned, startled by the unprecedented phenomenon of an
implacable anger in Eddie’s voice. “What’s the matter?”

“You know what’s the matter. Your sister said—"

“Damn my sister!” said James Taggart.

Eddie Willers did not move. He did not answer. He stood looking
straight ahead. But he did not see James Taggart or anything in the
office.

After a moment, he bowed and walked out.

In the anteroom, the clerks of James Taggart’s personal staff were
switching off the lights, getting ready to leave for the day. But Pop
Harper, chief clerk, still sat at his desk, twisting the levers of a half-
dismembered typewriter. Everybody in the company had the impres-
sion that Pop Harper was born in that particular corner at that particu-
lar desk and never intended to leave it. He had been chief clerk for
James Taggart’s father.

Pop Harper glanced up at Eddie Willers as he came out of the presi-
dent’s office. It was a wise, slow glance; it seemed to say that he knew
that Eddie’s visit to their part of the building meant trouble on the line,
knew that nothing had come of the visit, and was completely indif-
ferent to the knowledge. It was the cynical indifference which Eddie
Willers had seen in the eyes of the bum on the street corner.
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“Say, Eddie, know where I could get some woolen undershirts?”
he asked. “Tried all over town, but nobody’s got ’em.”

“I don’t know,” said Eddie, stopping. “Why do you ask me?”

“I just ask everybody. Maybe somebody’ll tell me.”

Eddie looked uneasily at the blank, emaciated face and white hair.

“It’s cold in this joint,” said Pop Harper. “It’s going to be colder this
winter.”

“What are you doing?” Eddie asked, pointing at the pieces of type-
writer.

“The damn thing’s busted again. No use sending it out, took them
three months to fix it the last time. Thought I'd patch it up myself. Not
for long, I guess.” He let his fist drop down on the keys. “You're ready
for the junk pile, old pal. Your days are numbered.”

Eddie started. That was the sentence he had tried to remember:
Your days are numbered. But he had forgotten in what connection he
had tried to remember it.

“It’s no use, Eddie,” said Pop Harper.

“What’s no use?”

“Nothing. Anything.”

“What’s the matter, Pop?”

“I'm not going to requisition a new typewriter. The new ones are
made of tin. When the old ones go, that will be the end of type-
writing. There was an accident in the subway this morning, their brakes
wouldn’t work. You ought to go home, Eddie, turn on the radio and
listen to a good dance band. Forget it, boy. Trouble with you is you
never had a hobby. Somebody stole the electric light bulbs again, from
off the staircase, down where I live. I’ve got a pain in my chest. Couldn’t
get any cough drops this morning, the drugstore on our corner went
bankrupt last week. The Texas-Western Railroad went bankrupt last
month. They closed the Queensborough Bridge yesterday for tempo-
rary repairs. Oh well, what’s the use? Who is John Galt?”

* * *

She sat at the window of the train, her head thrown back, one leg
stretched across to the empty seat before her. The window frame
trembled with the speed of the motion, the pane hung over empty dark-
ness, and dots of light slashed across the glass as luminous streaks, once
in a while.

Her leg, sculptured by the tight sheen of the stocking, its long line run-
ning straight, over an arched instep, to the tip of a foot in a high-heeled
pump, had a feminine elegance that seemed out of place in the dusty
train car and oddly incongruous with the rest of her. She wore a bat-
tered camel’s hair coat that had been expensive, wrapped shapelessly
about her slender, nervous body. The coat collar was raised to the
slanting brim of her hat. A sweep of brown hair fell back, almost touch-
ing the line of her shoulders. Her face was made of angular planes,
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the shape of her mouth clear-cut, a sensual mouth held closed with in-
flexible precision. She kept her hands in the coat pockets, her posture
taut, as if she resented immobility, and unfeminine, as if she were un-
conscious of her own body and that it was a woman’s body.

She sat listening to the music. It was a symphony of triumph. The
notes flowed up, they spoke of rising and they were the rising itself, they
were the essence and the form of upward motion, they seemed to em-
body every human act and thought that had ascent as its motive. It was
a sunburst of sound, breaking out of hiding and spreading open. It had
the freedom of release and the tension of purpose. It swept space clean,
and left nothing but the joy of an unobstructed effort. Only a faint echo
within the sounds spoke of that from which the music had escaped, but
spoke in laughing astonishment at the discovery that there was no ugli-
ness or pain, and there never had had to be. It was the song of an im-
mense deliverance.

She thought: For just a few moments—while this lasts—:it is all
right to surrender completely—to forget everything and just permit
yourself to feel. She thought: Let go—drop the controls—this is it.

Somewhere on the edge of her mind, under the music, she heard the
sound of train wheels. They knocked in an even rhythm, every fourth
knock accented, as if stressing a conscious purpose. She could relax, be-
cause she heard the wheels. She listened to the symphony, thinking:
This is why the wheels have to be kept going, and this is where they’re

oing.

¢ Shge had never heard that symphony before, but she knew that it was
written by Richard Halley. She recognized the violence and the mag-
nificent intensity. She recognized the style of the theme; it was a clear,
complex melody—at a time when no one wrote melody any longer. . . .
She sat looking up at the ceiling of the car, but she did not see it and
she had forgotten where she was. She did not know whether she was
hearing a full symphony orchestra or only the theme; perhaps she was
hearing the orchestration in her own mind.

She thought dimly that there had been premonitory echoes of this
theme in all of Richard Halley’s work, through all the years of his long
struggle, to the day, in his middle-age, when fame struck him suddenly
and knocked him out. This—she thought, listening to the symphony—
had been the goal of his struggle. She remembered half-hinted attempts
in his music, phrases that promised it, broken bits of melody that started
but never quite reached it; when Richard Halley wrote this, he . .
She sat up straight. When did Richard Halley write this?

In the same instant, she realized where she was and wondered for the
first time where that music came from.

A few steps away, at the end of the car, a brakeman was adjusting
the controls of the air-conditioner. He was blond and young. He was
whistling the theme of the symphony. She realized that he had been
whistling it for some time and that this was all she had heard.
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She watched him incredulously for a while, before she raised her
voice to ask, “Tell me please, what are you whistling?”

The boy turned to her. She met a direct glance and saw an open,
eager smile, as if he were sharing a confidence with a friend. She liked
his face—its lines were tight and firm, it did not have that look of loose
muscles evading the responsibility of a shape, which she had learned
to expect in people’s faces.

“It’s the Halley Concerto,” he answered, smiling.

“Which one?”

“The Fifth.”

She let a moment pass, before she said slowly and very carefully,
“Richard Halley wrote only four concertos.”

The boy’s smile vanished. It was as if he were jolted back to reality,
just as she had been a few moments ago. It was as if a shutter were
slammed down, and what remained was a face without expression, im-
personal, indifferent and empty.

“Yes, of course,” he said. “I'm wrong. I made a mistake.”

“Then what was it?”

“Something I heard somewhere.”

“What?”

“I don’t know.”

“Where did you hear it?”

“I don’t remember.”

She paused helplessly; he was turning away from her without further
interest.

“It sounded like a Halley theme,” she said. “But I know every note
he’s ever written and he never wrote that.”

There was still no expression, only a faint look of attentiveness on
the boy’s face, as he turned back to her and asked, “You like the music
of Richard Halley?”

“Yes,” she said, “I like it very much.”

He considered her for a moment, as if hesitating, then he turned
away. She watched the expert efficiency of his movements as he went
on working. He worked in silence.

She had not slept for two nights, but she could not permit herself to
sleep; she had too many problems to consider and not much time: the
train was due in New York early in the morning. She needed the time,
yet she wished the train would go faster; but it was the Taggart Comet,
the fastest train in the country.

She tried to think; but the music remained on the edge of her mind
and she kept hearing it, in full chords, like the implacable steps of some-
thing that could not be stopped. . . . She shook her head angrily,
jerked her hat off and lighted a cigarette.

She would not sleep, she thought; she could last until tomorrow night.
. . . The train wheels clicked in accented rhythm. She was so used to
them that she did not hear them consciously, but the sound became a
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sense of peace within her. . . . When she extinguished her cigarette,
she knew that she needed another one, but thought that she would
give herself a minute, just a few minutes, before she would light it. . . .

She had fallen asleep and she awakened with a jolt, knowing that
something was wrong, before she knew what it was: the wheels had
stopped. The car stood soundless and dim in the blue glow of the
night lamps. She glanced at her watch: there was no reason for stopping.
She looked out the window: the train stood still in the middle of empty
fields.

She heard someone moving in a seat across the aisle, and asked, “How
long have we been standing?”

A man’s voice answered indifferently, “About an hour.”

The man looked after her, sleepily astonished, because she leaped
to her feet and rushed to the door.

There was a cold wind outside, and an empty stretch of land under an
empty sky. She heard weeds rustling in the darkness. Far ahead, she
saw the figures of men standing by the engine—and above them, hang-
ing detached in the sky, the red light of a signal.

She walked rapidly toward them, past the motionless line of wheels.
No one paid attention to her when she approached. The train crew and
a few passengers stood clustered under the red light. They had stopped
talking, they seemed to be waiting in placid indifference.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

The engineer turned, astonished. Her question had sounded like an
order, not like the amateur curiosity of a passenger. She stood, hands
in pockets, coat collar raised, the wind beating her hair in strands
across her face.

“Red light, lady,” he said, pointing up with his thumb.

“How long has it been on?”

“An hour.”

“We’re off the main track, aren’t we?”

“That’s right.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know.”

The conductor spoke up. “I don’t think we had any business being
sent off on a siding, that switch wasn’t working right, and this thing’s
not working at all.” He jerked his head up at the red light. “I don’t
think the signal’s going to change. I think it’s busted.”

“Then what are you doing?”

“Waiting for it to change.”

In her pause of startled anger, the fireman chuckled. “Last week, the
crack special of the Atlantic Southern got left on a siding for two hours—
just somebody’s mistake.”

“This is the Taggart Comet,” she said. “The Comet has never been
late.”

“She’s the only one in the country that hasn’t,” said the engineer.
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“There’s always a first time,” said the fireman.

“You don’t know about railroads, lady,” said a passenger. “There’s
not a signal system or a dispatcher in the country that’s worth a damn.”

She did not turn or notice him, but spoke to the engineer. “If you
know that the signal is broken, what do you intend to do?”

He did not like her tone of authority, and he could not understand
why she assumed it so naturally. She looked like a young girl; only her
mouth and eyes showed that she was a woman in her thirties. The dark
gray eyes were direct and disturbing, as if they cut through things,
throwing the inconsequential out of the way. The face seemed faintly
familiar to him, but he could not recall where he had seen it.

“Lady, I don’t intend to stick my neck out,” he said.

“He means,” said the fireman, “that our job’s to wait for orders.”

“Your job is to run this train.”

“Not against a red light. If the light says stop, we stop.”

“A red light means danger, lady,” said the passenger.

“We’re not taking any chances,” said the engineer. “Whoever’s re-
sponsible for it, he’ll switch the blame to us if we move. So we’re not
moving till somebody tells us to.”

“And if nobody does?”

“Somebody will turn up sooner or later.”

“How long do you propose to wait?”’

The engineer shrugged. “Who is John Galt?”

“He means,” said the fireman, “don’t ask questions nobody can an-
swer.”

She looked at the red light and at the rail that went off into the black,
untouched distance.

She said, “Proceed with caution to the next signal. If it’s in order,
proceed to the main track. Then stop at the first open office.”

“Yeah? Who says so0?”

“I do.”

“Who are you?”

It was only the briefest pause, a moment of astonishment at a ques-
tion she had not expected, but the engineer looked more closely at her
face, and in time with her answer he gasped, “Good God!”

She answered, not offensively, merely like a person who does not
hear the question often:

“Dagny Taggart.”

“Well, I’ll be—" said the fireman, and then they all remained silent.

She went on, in the same tone of unstressed authority. “Proceed to
the main track and hold the train for me at the first open office.”

“Yes, Miss Taggart.”

“You’ll have to make up time. You’ve got the rest of the night to do it.
Get the Comet in on schedule.”

“Yes, Miss Taggart.”
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She was turning to go, when the engineer asked, “If there’s any trou-
ble, are you taking the responsibility for it, Miss Taggart?”

“I am.”
The conductor followed her as she walked back to her car. He was
saying, bewildered, “But . . . just a seat in a day coach, Miss Taggart?

But how come? But why didn’t you let us know?”

She smiled easily. “Had no time to be formal. Had my own car at-
tached to Number 22 out of Chicago, but got off at Cleveland—and
Number 22 was running late, so I let the car go. The Comet came
next and I took it. There was no sleeping-car space left.”

The conductor shook his head. “Your brother—he wouldn’t have
taken a coach.”

She laughed. “No, he wouldn’t have.”

The men by the engine watched her walking away. The young brake-
man was among them. He asked, pointing after her, “Who is that?”

“That’s who runs Taggart Transcontinental,” said the engineer; the re-
spect in his voice was genuine. “That’s the Vice-President in Charge of
Operation.”

When the train jolted forward, the blast of its whistle dying over the
fields, she sat by the window, lighting another cigarette. She thought:
It’s cracking to pieces, like this, all over the country, you can expect it
anywhere, at any moment. But she felt no anger or anxiety; she had
no time to feel.

This would be just one more issue, to be settled along with the others.
She knew that the superintendent of the Ohio Division was no good
and that he was a friend of James Taggart. She had not insisted on
throwing him out long ago only because she had no better man to put
in his place. Good men were so strangely hard to find. But she would
have to get rid of him, she thought, and she would give his post to
Owen Kellogg, the young engineer who was doing a brilliant job as
one of the assistants to the manager of the Taggart Terminal in New
York; it was Owen Kellogg who ran the Terminal. She had watched his
work for some time; she had always looked for sparks of competence,
like a diamond prospector in an unpromising wasteland. Kellogg was
still too young to be made superintendent of a division; she had wanted
to give him another year, but there was no time to wait. She would
have to speak to him as soon as she returned.

The strip of earth, faintly visible outside the window, was running
faster now, blending into a gray stream. Through the dry phrases of
calculations in her mind, she noticed that she did have time to feel
something: it was the hard, exhilarating pleasure of action.

*x * *®

With the first whistling rush of air, as the Comet plunged into the
tunnels of the Taggart Terminal under the city of New York, Dagny
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Taggart sat up straight. She always felt it when the train went under-
ground—this scnse of eagerness, of hope and of secret excitement. It
was as if normal existence were a photograph of shapeless things in
badly printed colors, but this was a sketch done in a few sharp strokes
that made things seem clean, important—and worth doing.

She watched the tunnels as they flowed past: bare walls of con-
crete, a net of pipes and wires, a web of rails that went off into black
holes where green and red lights hung as distant drops of color. There
was nothing else, nothing to dilute it, so that one could admire naked
purpose and the ingenuity that had achieved it. She thought of the
Taggart Building standing above her head at this moment, growing
straight to the sky, and she thought: These are the roots of the build-
ing, hollow roots twisting under the ground, feeding the city.

When the train stopped, when she got off and heard the concrete of
the platform under her heels, she felt light, lifted, impelled to action.
She started off, walking fast, as if the speed of her steps could give
form to the things she felt. It was a few moments before she realized
that she was whistling a piece of music—and that it was the theme of
Halley’s Fifth Concerto.

She felt someone looking at her and turned. The young brakeman
stood watching her tensely.

*® * *

She sat on the arm of the big chair facing James Taggart’s desk, her
coat thrown open over a wrinkled traveling suit. Eddie Willers sat across
the room, making notes once in a while. His title was that of Special
Assistant to the Vice-President in Charge of Operation, and his main
duty was to be her bodyguard against any waste of time. She asked him
to be present at interviews of this nature, because then she never had to
explain anything to him afterwards. James Taggart sat at his desk, his
head drawn into his shoulders.

“The Rio Norte Line is a pile of junk from one end to the other,”
she said. “It’s much worse than I thought. But we’re going to save it.”

“Of course,” said James Taggart.

“Some of the rail can be salvaged. Not much and not for long.
We’ll start laying new rail in the mountain sections, Colorado first.
We'll get the new rail in two months.”

“Oh, did Orren Boyle say he’ll—"

“I’ve ordered the rail from Rearden Steel.”

The slight, choked sound from Eddie Willers was his suppressed de-
sire to cheer.

James Taggart did not answer at once. “Dagny, why don’t you sit in
the chair as one is supposed to?” he said at last; his voice was petulant.

“Nobody holds business conferences this way.”
“I do.”
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She waited. He asked, his eyes avoiding hers, “Did you say that you
have ordered the rail from Rearden?”

“Yesterday evening. I phoned him from Cleveland.”

“But the Board hasn’t authorized it. I haven’t authorized it. You
haven’t consulted me.”

She reached over, picked up the receiver of a telephone on his desk
and handed it to him.

“Call Rearden and cancel it,” she said.

James Taggart moved back in his chair. “I haven’t said that,” he an-
swered angrily. “I haven’t said that at all.”

“Then it stands?”

“I haven’t said that, either.”

She turned. ““Eddie, have them draw up the contract with Rearden
Steel. Jim will sign it.” She took a crumpled piece of notepaper from
her pocket and tossed it to Eddie. “There’s the figures and terms.”

Taggart said, “But the Board hasn’t—"

“The Board hasn’t anything to do with it. They authorized you to
buy the rail thirteen months ago. Where you buy it is up to you.”

“I don’t think it’s proper to make such a decision without giving the
Board a chance to express an opinion. And I don’t see why I should
be made to take the responsibility.”

“I am taking it.”

“What about the expenditure which—"

“Rearden is charging less than Orren Boyle’s Associated Steel.”

“Yes, and what about Orren Boyle?”

“I've cancelled the contract. We had the right to cancel it six
months ago.”

“When did you do that?”

“Yesterday.”

“But he hasn’t called to have me confirm it.”

“He won’t.”

Taggart sat looking down at his desk. She wondered why he re-
sented the necessity of dealing with Rearden, and why his resentment
had such an odd, evasive quality. Rearden Steel had been the chief
supplier of Taggart Transcontinental for ten years, ever since the first
Rearden furnace was fired, in the days when their father was president
of the railroad. For ten years, most of their rail had come from Rearden
Steel. There were not many firms in the country who delivered what
was ordered, when and as ordered. Rearden Steel was one of them.
If she were insane, thought Dagny, she would conclude that her brother
hated to deal with Rearden because Rearden did his job with super-
lative efficiency; but she would not conclude it, because she thought that
such a feeling was not within the humanly possible.

“It isn’t fair,” said James Taggart.
“What isn’t?”
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“That we always give all our business to Rearden. It seems to me we
should give somebody else a chance, too. Rearden doesn’t need us;
he’s plenty big enough. We ought to help the smaller fellows to develop.
Otherwise, we’re just encouraging a monopoly.”

“Don’t talk tripe, Jim.”

“Why do we always have to get things from Rearden?”

“Because we always get them.”

“I don’t like Henry Rearden.”

“I do. But what does that matter, one way or the other? We need
rails and he’s the only one who can give them to us.”

“The human element is very important. You have no sense of the
human element at all.”

“We’re talking about saving a railroad, Jim.”

“Yes, of course, of course, but still, you haven’t any sense of the
human element.”

“No. I haven’t.”

“If we give Rearden such a large order for steel rails—"

“They’re not going to be steel. They’re Rearden Metal.”

She had always avoided personal reactions, but she was forced to
break her rule when she saw the expression on Taggart’s face. She burst
out laughing.

Rearden Metal was a new alloy, produced by Rearden after ten years
of experiments. He had placed it on the market recently. He had re-
ceived no orders and had found no customers.

Taggart could not understand the transition from the laughter to the
sudden tone of Dagny’s voice; the voice was cold and harsh: “Drop it,
Jim. I know everything you’re going to say. Nobody’s ever used it be-
fore. Nobody approves of Rearden Metal. Nobody’s interested in it.
Nobody wants it. Still, our rails are going to be made of Rearden
Metal.”

“But . . .” said Taggart, “but . . . but nobody’s ever used it be-
fore!”

He observed, with satisfaction, that she was silenced by anger. He
liked to observe emotions; they were like red lanterns strung along the
dark unknown of another’s personality, marking vulnerable points. But
how one could feel a personal emotion about a metal alloy, and what
such an emotion indicated, was incomprehensible to him; so he could
make no use of his discovery.

“The consensus of the best metallurgical authorities,” he said, “seems
to be highly skeptical about Rearden Metal, contending—"

“Drop it, Jim.”

“Well, whose opinion did you take?”

“I don’t ask for opinions.”

“What do you go by?”

“Judgment.”

“Well, whose judgment did you take?”
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“Mine.”

“But whom did you consult about it?”

“Nobody.”

“Then what on earth do you know about Rearden Metal?”

“That it’s the greatest thing ever put on the market.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s tougher than steel, cheaper than steel and will outlast
any hunk of metal in existence.”

“But who says so?”

“Jim, I studied engineering in college. When I see things, I see
them.”

“What did you see?”

“Rearden’s formula and the tests he showed me.”

“Well, if it were any good, somebody would have used it, and no-
body has.” He saw the flash of anger, and went on nervously: “How
can you know it’s good? How can you be sure? How can you decide?”

“Somebody decides such things, Jim. Who?”

“Well, I don’t see why we have to be the first ones. I don’t see it at
all.”

“Do you want to save the Rio Norte Line or not?” He did not an-
swer. “If the road could afford it, I would scrap every piece of rail over
the whole system and replace it with Rearden Metal. All of it needs re-
placing. None of it will last much longer. But we can’t afford it. We
have to get out of a bad hole, first. Do you want us to pull through or
not?”’

“We're still the best railroad in the country. The others are doing
much worse.”

“Then do you want us to remain in the hole?”

“I haven’t said that! Why do you always oversimplify things that
way? And if you’re worried about money, I don’t see why you want to
waste it on the Rio Norte Line, when the Phoenix-Durango has
robbed us of all our business down there. Why spend money when we
have no protection against a competitor who’ll destroy our invest-
ment?”’

“Because the Phoenix-Durango is an excellent railroad, but I intend
to make the Rio Norte Line better than that. Because I'm going to beat
the Phoenix-Durango, if necessary—only it won’t be necessary, be-
cause there will be room for two or three railroads to make fortunes in
Colorado. Because I'd mortgage the system to build a branch to any
district around Ellis Wyatt.”

“I’m sick of hearing about Ellis Wyatt.”

He did not like the way her eyes moved to look at him and remained
still, looking, for a moment.

“I don’t see any need for immediate action,” he said; he sounded
offended. “Just what do you consider so alarming in the present situa-
tion of Taggart Transcontinental?”
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“The consequences of your policies, Jim.”

“Which policies?”

“That thirteen months’ experiment with Associated Steel, for one.
Your Mexican catastrophe, for another.”

“The Board approved the Associated Steel contract,” he said hastily.
“The Board voted to build the San Sebastian Line. Besides, I don’t see
why you call it a catastrophe.”

“Because the Mexican government is going to nationalize your line
any day now.”

“That’s a lie!” His voice was almost a scream. ‘““That’s nothing but
vicious rumors! I have it on very good inside authority that—"

“Don’t show that you’re scared, Jim,” she said contemptuously.

He did not answer.

“It’s no use getting panicky about it now,” she said. “All we can do
is try to cushion the blow. It’s going to be a bad blow. Forty million
dollars is a loss from which we won’t recover easily. But Taggart Trans-
continental has withstood many bad shocks in the past. I'll see to it
that it withstands this one.”

“I refuse to consider, I absolutely refuse to consider the possibility of
the San Sebastian Line being nationalized!”

“All right. Don’t consider it.”

She remained silent. He said defensively, “I don’t see why you’re so
eager to give a chance to Ellis Wyatt, yet you think it’s wrong to take
part in developing an underprivileged country that never had a chance.”

“Ellis Wyatt is not asking anybody to give him a chance. And I'm
not in business to give chances. I’'m running a railroad.”

“That’s an extremely narrow view, it seems to me. I don’t see why we
should want to help one man instead of a whole nation.”

“I'm not interested in helping anybody. I want to make money.”

“That’s an impractical attitude. Selfish greed for profit is a thing of
the past. It has been generally conceded that the interests of society as
a whole must always be placed first in any business undertaking
which—"

“How long do you intend to talk in order to evade the issue, Jim?”

“What issue?”

““The order for Rearden Metal.”

He did not answer. He sat studying her silently. Her slender body,
about to slump from exhaustion, was held erect by the straight line
of the shoulders, and the shoulders were held by a conscious effort of
will. Few people liked her face: the face was too cold, the eyes too
intense; nothing could ever lend her the charm of a soft focus. The
beautiful legs, slanting down from the chair’s arm in the center of his
vision, annoyed him; they spoiled the rest of his estimate.

She remained silent; he was forced to ask, “Did you decide to order
it just like that, on the spur of the moment, over a telephone?”
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“I decided it six months ago. I was waiting for Hank Rearden to get
ready to go into production.”

“Don’t call him Hank Rearden. It’s vulgar.”

“That’s what everybody calls him. Don’t change the subject.”

“Why did you have to telephone him last night?”

“Couldn’t reach him sooner.”

“Why didn’t you wait until you got back to New York and—"

“Because I had seen the Rio Norte Line.”

“Well, I need time to consider it, to place the matter before the
Board, to consult the best—"

“There is no time.”

“You haven’t given me a chance to form an opinion.”

“I don’t give a damn about your opinion. I am not going to argue
with you, with your Board or with your professors. You have a choice
to make and you’re going to make it now. Just say yes or no.”

“That’s a preposterous, high-handed, arbitrary way of—”

“Yes or no?”

“That’s the trouble with you. You always make it “Yes’ or ‘No.
Things are never absolute like that. Nothing is absolute.”

“Metal rails are. Whether we get them or not, is.”

She waited. He did not answer.

“Well?” she asked.

“Are you taking the responsibility for it?”

“I am.”

“Go ahead,” he said, and added, “but at your own risk. I won’t
cancel it, but I won’t commit myself as to what I'll say to the Board.”

“Say anything you wish.”

She rose to go. He leaned forward across the desk, reluctant to end
the interview and to end it so decisively.

“You realize, of course, that a lengthy procedure will be necessary
to put this through,” he said; the words sounded almost hopeful. “It
isn’t as simple as that.”

“Oh sure,” she said. “I’ll send you a detailed report, which Eddie
will prepare and which you won’t read. Eddie will help you put it
through the works. I’'m going to Philadelphia tonight to see Rearden.
He and I have a lot of work to do.” She added, “It’s as simple as
that, Jim.”

She had turned to go, when he spoke again—and what he said
seemed bewilderingly irrelevant. “That’s all right for you, because
you’re lucky. Others can’t do it.”

“Do what?”

“Other people are human. They’re sensitive. They can’t devote their
whole life to metals and engines. You're lucky—you’ve never had any
feelings. You’ve never felt anything at all.”

As she looked at him, her dark gray eyes went slowly from astonish-
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ment to stillness, then to a strange expression that resembled a look of
weariness, except that it seemed to reflect much more than the endur-
ance of this one moment.

“No, Jim,” she said quietly, “I guess I've never felt anything at all.”

Eddie Willers followed her to her office. Whenever she returned, he
felt as if the world became clear, simple, easy to face—and he forgot
his moments of shapeless apprehension. He was the only person who
found it completely natural that she should be the Operating Vice-
President of a great railroad, even though she was a woman. She had
told him, when he was ten years old, that she would run the railroad
some day. It did not astonish him now, just as it had not astonished
him that day in a clearing of the woods.

When they entered her office, when he saw her sit down at the
desk and glance at the memos he had left for her—he felt as he did
in his car when the motor caught on and the wheels could move for-
ward.

He was about to leave her office, when he remembered a matter he
had not reported. “Owen Kellogg of the Terminal Division has asked
me for an appointment to see you,” he said.

She looked up, astonished. “That’s funny. I was going to send for
him. Have him come up. I want to see him. . . . Eddie,” she added
suddenly, “before I start, tell them to get me Ayers of the Ayers Music
Publishing Company on the phone.”

“The Music Publishing Company?” he repeated incredulously.

“Yes. There’s something I want to ask him.”

When the voice of Mr. Ayers, courteously eager, inquired of what
service he could be to her, she asked, “Can you tell me whether
Richard Halley has written a new piano concerto, the Fifth?”

“A fifth concerto, Miss Taggart? Why, no, of course he hasn’t.”

“Are you sure?”

“Quite sure, Miss Taggart. He has not written anything for eight
years.”

“Is he still alive?”

“Why, yes—that is, I can’t say for certain, he has dropped out of
public life entirely—but I’'m sure we would have heard of it if he had
died.”

“If he wrote anything, would you know about it?”

“Of course. We would be the first to know. We publish all of his
work. But he has stopped writing.”

“I see. Thank you.”

When Owen Kellogg entered her office, she looked at him with satis-
faction. She was glad to see that she had been right in her vague
recollection of his appearance—his face had the same quality as that
of the young brakeman on the train, the face of the kind of man with
whom she could deal.



25

“Sit down, Mr. Kellogg,” she said, but he remained standing in front
of her desk.

“You had asked me once to let you know if I ever decided to change
my employment, Miss Taggart,” he said. “So I came to tell you that I
am quitting.”

She had expected anything but that; it took her a moment before she
asked quietly, “Why?”

“For a personal reason.”

“Were you dissatisfied here?”

“NO,,,

“Have you received a better offer?”

“No.”

“What railroad are you going to?”

“I’'m not going to any railroad, Miss Taggart.”

“Then what job are you taking?”

“I have not decided that yet.”

She studied him, feeling slightly uneasy. There was no hostility in his
face; he looked straight at her, he answered simply, directly; he spoke
like one who has nothing to hide, or to show; the face was polite and
empty.

“Then why should you wish to quit?”

“It’s a personal matter.”

“Are you ill? Is it a question of your health?”

“NO.,,

“Are you leaving the city?”

“No.”

“Have you inherited money that permits you to retire?”

“NO,,,

“Do you intend to continue working for a living?”

“Yes.”

“But you do not wish to work for Taggart Transcontinental?”

“NO,,,

“In that case, something must have happened here to cause your
decision. What?”

“Nothing, Miss Taggart.”

“I wish you’d tell me. I have a reason for wanting to know.”

“Would you take my word for it, Miss Taggart?”

“Yes.”

“No person, matter or event connected with my job here had any
bearing upon my decision.”

“You have no specific complaint against Taggart Transcontinental?”

“None.”

“Then I think you might reconsider when you hear what I have to
offer you.”

“I'm sorry, Miss Taggart. I can’t.”
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“May I tell you what I have in mind?”

“Yes, if you wish.”

“Would you take my word for it that I decided to offer you the post
I’m going to offer, before you asked to see me? I want you to know
that.”

“I will always take your word, Miss Taggart.”

“It’s the post of Superintendent of the Ohio Division. It’s yours, if
you want it.”

His face showed no reaction, as if the words had no more significance
for him than for a savage who had never heard of railroads.

“I don’t want it, Miss Taggart,” he answered.

After a moment, she said, her voice tight, “Write your own ticket,
Kellogg. Name your price. I want you to stay. I can match anything
any other railroad offers you.”

“I am not going to work for any other railroad.”

“I thought you loved your work.”

“This was the first sign of emotion in him, just a slight widening of
his eyes and an oddly quiet emphasis in his voice when he answered,
“I do.”

‘“Then tell me what it is that I should say in order to hold you!”

It had been involuntary and so obviously frank that he looked at her
as if it had reached him.

“Perhaps I am being unfair by coming here to tell you that I'm
quitting, Miss Taggart. I know that you asked me to tell you because
you wanted to have a chance to make me a counter-offer. So if I
came, it looks as if I'm open to a deal. But I'm not. I came oniy
because I . . . I wanted to keep my word to you.”

That one break in his voice was like a sudden flash that told her
how much her interest and her request had meant to him; and that his
decision had not been an easy one to make.

“Kellogg, is there nothing I can offer you?” she asked.

“Nothing, Miss Taggart. Nothing on earth.”

He turned to go. For the first time in her life, she felt helpless and
beaten.

“Why?” she asked, not addressing him.

He stopped. He shrugged and smiled—he was alive for a moment
and it was the strangest smile she had ever seen: it held secret amuse-
ment, and heartbreak, and an infinite bitterness. He answered:

“Who is John Galt?”
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THE CHAIN

It began with a few lights. As a train of the Taggart line rolled toward
Philadelphia, a few brilliant, scattered lights appeared in the darkness;
they seemed purposeless in the empty plain, yet too powerful to have
no purpose. The passengers watched them idly, without interest.

The black shape of a structure came next, barely visible against the
sky, then a big building, close to the tracks; the building was dark, and
the reflections of the train lights streaked across the solid glass of its
walls.

An oncoming freight train hid the view, filling the windows with a
rushing smear of noise. In a sudden break above the flat cars, the pas-
sengers saw distant structures under a faint, reddish glow in the sky; the
glow moved in irregular spasms, as if the structures were breathing.

When the freight train vanished, they saw angular buildings wrapped
in coils of steam. The rays of a few strong lights cut straight sheafs
through the coils. The steam was red as the sky.

The thing that came next did not look like a building, but like a shell
of checkered glass enclosing girders, cranes and trusses in a solid, blind-
ing, orange spread of flame.

The passengers could not grasp the complexity of what seemed to be
a city stretched for miles, active without sign of human presence. They
saw towers that looked like contorted skyscrapers, bridges hanging in
mid-air, and sudden wounds spurting fire from out of solid walls. They
saw a line of glowing cylinders moving through the night; the cylinders
were red-hot metal.

An office building appeared, close to the tracks. The big neon sign on
its roof lighted the interiors of the coaches as they went by. It said:
REARDEN STEEL.

A passenger, who was a professor of economics, remarked to his com-
panion: “Of what importance is an individual in the titanic collective
achievements of our industrial age?” Another, who was a journalist,
made a note for future use in his column: “Hank Rearden is the kind of
man who sticks his name on everything he touches. You may, from this,
form your own opinion about the character of Hank Rearden.”

The train was speeding on into the darkness when a red gasp shot to
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the sky from behind a long structure. The passengers paid no attention,
one more heat of steel being poured was not an event they had been
taught to notice.

It was the first heat for the first order of Rearden Metal.

To the men at the tap-hole of the furnace inside the mills, the first
break of the liquid metal into the open came as a shocking sensation of
morning. The narrow streak pouring through space had the pure white
color of sunlight. Black coils of steam were boiling upward, streaked
with violent red. Fountains of sparks shot in beating spasms, as from
broken arteries. The air seemed torn to rags, reflecting a raging flame
that was not there, red blotches whirling and running through space, as
if not to be contained within a man-made structure, as if about to con-
sume the columns, the girders, the bridges of cranes overhead. But the
liquid metal had no aspect of violence. It was a long white curve with the
texture of satin and the friendly radiance of a smile. It flowed obediently
through a spout of clay, with two brittle borders to restrain it, it fell
through twenty feet of space, down into a ladle that held two hundred
tons. A flow of stars hung above the stream, leaping out of its placid
smoothness, looking delicate as lace and innocent as children’s sparklers.
Only at a closer glance could one notice that the white satin was boil-
ing. Splashes flew out at times and fell to the ground below: they were
metal and, cooling while hitting the soil, they burst into flame.

Two hundred tons of a metal which was to be harder than steel, run-
ning liquid at a temperature of four thousand degrees, had the power to
annihilate every wall of the structure and every one of the men who
worked by the stream. But every inch of its course, every pound of its
pressure and the content of every molecule within it, were controlled
and made by a conscious intention that had worked upon it for ten
years.

Swinging through the darkness of the shed, the red glare kept slashing
the face of a man who stood in a distant corner; he stood leaning against
a column, watching. The glare cut a moment’s wedge across his eyes,
which had the color and quality of pale blue ice—then across the
black web of the metal column and the ash-blond strands of his hair—
then across the belt of his trenchcoat and the pockets where he held his
hands. His body was tall and gaunt; he had always been too tall for
those around him. His face was cut by prominent cheekbones and by a
few sharp lines; they were not the lines of age, he had always had them:
this had made him look old at twenty, and young now, at forty-five.
Ever since he could remember, he had been told that his face was ugly,
because it was unyielding, and cruel, because it was expressionless. It
remained expressionless now, as he looked at the metal. He was Hank
Rearden.

The metal came rising to the top of the ladle and went running over
with arrogant prodigality. Then the blinding white trickles turned to
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glowing brown, and in one more instant they were black icicles of metal,
starting to crumble off. The slag was crusting in thick, brown ridges that
looked like the crust of the earth. As the crust grew thicker, a few cra-
ters broke open, with the white liquid still boiling within.

A man came riding through the air, in the cab of a crane overhead.
He pulled a lever by the casual movement of one hand: steel hooks
came down on a chain, seized the handles of the ladle, lifted it
smoothly like a bucket of milk—and two hundred tons of metal went
sailing through space toward a row of molds waiting to be filled.

Hank Rearden leaned back, closing his eyes. He felt the column trem-
bling with the rumble of the crane. The job was done, he thought.

A worker saw him and grinned in understanding, like a fellow ac-
complice in a great celebration, who knew why that tall, blond figure
had had to be present here tonight. Rearden smiled in answer: it was
the only salute he had received. Then he started back for his office,
once again a figure with an expressionless face.

It was late when Hank Rearden left his office that night to walk from
his mills to his house. It was a walk of some miles through empty coun-
try, but he had felt like doing it, without conscious reason.

He walked, keeping one hand in his pocket, his fingers closed about a
bracelet. It was made of Rearden Metal, in the shape of a chain. His
fingers moved, feeling its texture once in a while. It had taken ten years
to make that bracelet. Ten years, he thought, is a long time.

The road was dark, edged with trees. Looking up, he could see a few
leaves against the stars; the leaves were twisted and dry, ready to fall.
There were distant lights in the windows of houses scattered through the
countryside; but the lights made the road seem lonelier.

He never felt loneliness except when he was happy. He turned, once
in a while, to look back at the red glow of the sky over the mills.

He did not think of the ten years. What remained of them tonight was
only a feeling which he could not name, except that it was quiet and
solemn. The feeling was a sum, and he did not have to count again the
parts that had gone to make it. But the parts, unrecalled, were there,
within the feeling. They were the nights spent at scorching ovens in the
research laboratory of the mills—

—the nights spent in the workshop of his home, over sheets of paper
which he filled with formulas, then tore up in angry failure—

—the days when the young scientists of the small staff he had chosen
to assist him waited for instructions like soldiers ready for a hopeless
battle, having exhausted their ingenuity, still willing, but silent, with the
unspoken sentence hanging in the air: “Mr. Rearden, it can’t be
done—"

—the meals, interrupted and abandoned at the sudden flash of a new
thought, a thought to be pursued at once, to be tried, to be tested, to be
worked on for months, and to be discarded as another failure—
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—the moments snatched from conferences, from contracts, from the
duties of running the best steel mills in the country, snatched almost
guiltily, as for a secret love—

—the one thought held immovably across a span of ten years, under
everything he did and everything he saw, the thought held in his mind
when he looked at the buildings of a city, at the track of a railroad, at
the light in the windows of a distant farmhouse, at the knife in the hands
of a beautiful woman cutting a piece of fruit at a banquet, the thought of
a metal alloy that would do more than steel had ever done, a metal that
would be to steel what steel had been to iron—

—the acts of self-racking when he discarded a hope or a sample,
not permitting himself to know that he was tired, not giving himself time
to feel, driving himself through the wringing torture of: “not good
enough . . . still not good enough . . .” and going on with no motor
save the conviction that it could be done—

—then the day when it was done and its result was called Rearden
Metal—

—these were the things that had come to white heat, had melted and
fused within him, and their alloy was a strange, quiet feeling that made
him smile at the countryside in the darkness and wonder why happiness
could hurt.

After a while, he realized that he was thinking of his past, as if cer-
tain days of it were spread before him, demanding to be seen again. He
did not want to look at them; he despised memories as a pointless in-
dulgence. But then he understood that he thought of them tonight in
honor of that piece of metal in his pocket. Then he permitted himself to
look.

He saw the day when he stood on a rocky ledge and felt a thread of
sweat running from his temple down his neck. He was fourteen years old
and it was his first day of work in the iron mines of Minnesota. He was
trying to learn to breathe against the scalding pain in his chest. He stood,
cursing himself, because he had made up his mind that he would not be
tired. After a while, he went back to his task; he decided that pain was
not a valid reason for stopping.

He saw the day when he stood at the window of his office and looked
at the mines; he owned them as of that morning. He was thirty years old.
What had gone on in the years between did not matter, just as pain had
not mattered. He had worked in mines, in foundries, in the steel mills of
the north, moving toward the purpose he had chosen. All he remem-
bered of those jobs was that the men around him had never seemed to
know what to do, while he had always known. He remembered wonder-
ing why so many iron mines were closing, just as these had been about
to close until he took them over. He looked at the shelves of rock in the
distance. Workers were putting up a new sign above a gate at the end of
aroad: Rearden Ore.

He saw an evening when he sat slumped across his desk in that office.
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It was late and his staff had left; so he could lie there alone, unwit-
nessed. He was tired. It was as if he had run a race against his own body,
and all the exhaustion of years, which he had refused to acknowledge,
had caught him at once and flattened him against the desk top. He felt
nothing, except the desire not to move. He did not have the strength to
feel—not even to suffer. He had burned everything there was to burn
within him; he had scattered so many sparks to start so many things—
and he wondered whether someone could give him now the spark he
needed, now when he felt unable ever to rise again. He asked himself
who had started him and kept him going. Then he raised his head.
Slowly, with the greatest effort of his life, he made his body rise until
he was able to sit upright with only one hand pressed to the desk and a
trembling arm to support him. He never asked that question again.

He saw the day when he stood on a hill and looked at a grimy waste-
land of structures that had been a steel plant. It was closed and given
up. He had bought it the night before. There was a strong wind and a
gray light squeezed from among the clouds. In that light, he saw the
brown-red of rust, like dead blood, on the steel of the giant cranes—and
bright, green, living weeds, like gorged cannibals, growing over piles of
broken glass at the foot of walls made of empty frames. At a gate in
the distance, he saw the black silhouettes of men. They were the un-
employed from the rotting hovels of what had once been a prosperous
town. They stood silently, looking at the glittering car he had left at the
gate of the mills; they wondered whether the man on the hill was the
Hank Rearden that people were talking about, and whether it was true
that the mills were to be reopened. “The historical cycle of steel-making
in Pennsylvania is obviously running down,” a newspaper had said, “and
experts agree that Henry Rearden’s venture into steel is hopeless. You
may soon witness the sensational end of the sensational Henry Rearden.”

That was ten years ago. Tonight, the cold wind on his face felt like
the wind of that day. He turned to look back. The red glow of the mills
breathed in the sky, a sight as life-giving as a sunrise.

These had been his stops, the stations which an express had reached
and passed. He remembered nothing distinct of the years between them,
the years were blurred, like a streak of speed.

Whatever it was, he thought, whatever the strain and the agony, they
were worth it, because they had made him reach this day—this day
when the first heat of the first order of Rearden Metal had been poured,
to become rails for Taggart Transcontinental.

He touched the bracelet in his pocket. He had had it made from that
first poured metal. It was for his wife.

As he touched it, he realized suddenly that he had thought of an ab-
straction called “his wife”—mnot of the woman to whom he was married.
He felt a stab of regret, wishing he had not made the bracelet, then a
wave of self-reproach for the regret.

He shook his head. This was not the time for his old doubts. He felt
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that he could forgive anything to anyone, because happiness was the
greatest agent of purification. He felt certain that every living being
wished him well tonight. He wanted to meet someone, to face the first
stranger, to stand disarmed and open, and to say, “Look at me.” Peo-
ple, he thought, were as hungry for a sight of joy as he had always
been—for a moment’s relief from that gray load of suffering which
seemed so inexplicable and unnecessary. He had never been able to un-
derstand why men should be unhappy.

The dark road had risen imperceptibly to the top of a hill. He stopped
and turned. The red glow was a narrow strip, far to the west. Above it,
small at a distance of miles, the words of a neon sign stood written on
the blackness of the sky: REARDEN STEEL.

He stood straight, as if before a bench of judgment. He thought that
in the darkness of this night other signs were lighted over the country:
Rearden Ore—Rearden Coal-—Rearden Limestone. He thought of the
days behind him. He wished it were possible to light a neon sign above
them, saying: Rearden Life.

He turned sharply and walked on. As the road came closer to his
house, he noticed that his steps were slowing down and that something
was ebbing away from his mood. He felt a dim reluctance to enter his
home, which he did not want to feel. No, he thought, not tonight; they’ll
understand it, tonight. But he did not know, he had never defined, what
it was that he wanted them to understand.

He saw lights in the windows of the living room, when he approached
his house. The house stood on a hill, rising before him like a big white
bulk; it looked naked, with a few semi-colonial pillars for reluctant or-
nament; it had the cheerless look of a nudity not worth revealing.

He was not certain whether his wife noticed him when he entered the
living room. She sat by the fireplace, talking, the curve of her arm float-
ing in graceful emphasis of her words. He heard a small break in her
voice, and thought that she had seen him, but she did not look up and
her sentence went on smoothly; he could not be certain.

“—but it’s just that a man of culture is bored with the alleged wonders
of purely material ingenuity,” she was saying. “He simply refuses to get
excited about plumbing.”

Then she turned her head, looked at Rearden in the shadows across
the long room, and her arms spread gracefully, like two swan necks by
her sides.

“Why, darling,” she said in a bright tone of amusement, “isn’t it too
early to come home? Wasn’t there some slag to sweep or tuyeres to pol-
1sh?”

They all turned to him—his mother, his brother Philip and Paul
Larkin, their old friend.

“I'm sorry,” he answered. “I know I'm late.”

“Don’t say you’re sorry,” said his mother. “You could have tele-
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phoned.” He looked at her, trying vaguely to remember something.
“You promised to be here for dinner tonight.”

“Oh, that’s right, I did. I'm sorry. But today at the mills, we
poured—" He stopped; he did not know what made him unable to utter
the one thing he had come home to say; he added only, “It’s just that I
. . . forgot.”

“That’s what Mother means,” said Philip.

“Oh, let him get his bearings, he’s not quite here yet, he’s still at the
mills,” his wife said gaily. “Do take your coat off, Henry.”

Paul Larkin was looking at him with the devoted eyes of an inhibited
dog. “Hello, Paul,” said Rearden. “When did you get in?”

“Oh, I just hopped down on the five thirty-five from New York.”
Larkin was smiling in gratitude for the attention.

“Trouble?”

“Who hasn’t got trouble these days?” Larkin’s smile became resigned,
to indicate that the remark was merely philosophical. “But no, no special
trouble this time. I just thought I'd drop in to see you.”

His wife laughed. “You’ve disappointed him, Paul.” She turned to
Rearden. “Is it an inferiority complex or a superiority one, Henry? Do
you believe that nobody can want to see you just for your own sake, or
do you believe that nobody can get along without your help?”

He wanted to utter an angry denial, but she was smiling at him as if
this were merely a conversational joke, and he had no capacity for the
sort of conversations which were not supposed to be meant, so he did not
answer. He stood looking at her, wondering about the things he had
never been able to understand.

Lillian Rearden was generally regarded as a beautiful woman. She
had a tall, graceful body, the kind that looked well in high-waisted
gowns of the Empire style, which she made it a practice to wear. Her
exquisite profile belonged to a cameo of the same period: its pure,
proud lines and the lustrous, light brown waves of her hair, worn with
classical simplicity, suggested an austere, imperial beauty. But when she
turned full-face, people experienced a small shock of disappointment.
Her face was not beautiful. The eyes were the flaw: they were vaguely
pale, neither quite gray nor brown, lifelessly empty of expression. Rear-
den had always wondered, since she seemed amused so often, why there
was no gaiety in her face.

“We have met before, dear,” she said, in answer to his silent scrutiny,
“though you don’t seem to be sure of it.”

“Have you had any dinner, Henry?” his mother asked; there was a
reproachful impatience in her voice, as if his hunger were a personal in-
sult to her.

“Yes . . . No . . . I wasn’t hungry.”

“I'd better ring to have them—”

“No, Mother, not now, it doesn’t matter.”
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“That’s the trouble I’ve always had with you.” She was not looking at
him, but reciting words into space. “It’s no use trying to do things for
you, you don’t appreciate it. I could never make you eat properly.”

“Henry, you work too hard,” said Philip. “It’s not good for you.”

Rearden laughed. “I like it.” .

“That’s what you tell yourself. It’'s a form of neurosis, you know.
When a man drowns himself in work, it’s because he’s trying to escape
from something. You ought to have a hobby.”

“Oh, Phil, for Christ’s sake!” he said, and regretted the irritation in
his voice.

Philip had always been in precarious health, though doctors had found
no specific defect in his loose, gangling body. He was thirty-eight, but his
chronic weariness made people think at times that he was older than his
brother.

“You ought to learn to have some fun,” said Philip. “Otherwise, you’ll
become dull and narrow. Single-tracked, you know. You ought to get
out of your little private shell and take a look at the world. You don’t
want to miss life, the way you’re doing.”

Fighting anger, Rearden told himself that this was Philip’s form of
solicitude. He told himself that it would be unjust to feel resentment:
they were all trying to show their concern for him—and he wished these
were not the things they had chosen for concern.

“I had a pretty good time today, Phil,” he answered, smiling—and
wondered why Philip did not ask him what it was.

He wished one of them would ask him. He was finding it hard to con-
centrate. The sight of the running metal was still burned into his mind,
filling his consciousness, leaving no room for anything else.

“You might have apologized, only I ought to know better than to ex-
pect it.” It was his mother’s voice; he turned: she was looking at him
with that injured look which proclaims the long-bearing patience of the
defenseless.

“Mrs. Beecham was here for dinner,” she said reproachfully.

“What?”

“Mrs. Beecham. My friend Mrs. Beecham.”

“Yes?”

“I told you about her, I told you many times, but you never remember
anything I say. Mrs. Beecham was so anxious to meet you, but she had
to leave after dinner, she couldn’t wait, Mrs. Beecham is a very busy
person. She wanted so much to tell you about the wonderful work we’re
doing in our parish school, and about the classes in metal craftsmanship,
and about the beautiful wrought-iron doorknobs that the little slum chil-
dren are making all by themselves.”

It took the whole of his sense of consideration to force himself to an-
swer evenly, “I’'m sorry if I disappointed you, Mother.”

“You’re not sorry. You could’ve been here if you’d made the effort.
But when did you ever make an effort for anybody but yourself? You'’re
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not interested in any of us or in anything we do. You think that if you
pay the bills, that’s enough, don’t you? Money! That’s all you know. And
all you give us is money. Have you ever given us any time?”

If this meant that she missed him, he thought, then it meant affection,
and if it meant affection, then he was unjust to experience a heavy,
murky feeling which kept him silent lest his voice betray that the feeling
was disgust.

“You don’t care,” her voice went half-spitting, half-begging on. “Lil-
lian needed you today for a very important problem, but I told her it
was no use waiting to discuss it with you.”

“Oh, Mother, it’s not important!” said Lillian. “Not to Henry.”

He turned to her. He stood in the middle of the room, with his trench-
coat still on, as if he were trapped in an unreality that would not be-
come real to him.

“It’s not important at all,”” said Lillian gaily; he could not tell
whether her voice was apologetic or boastful. “It’s not business. It’s
purely non-commercial.”

“What is 1t?”

“Just a party I’'m planning to give.”

“A party?”

“Oh, don’t look frightened, it’s not for tomorrow night. I know that
you’re so very busy, but it’s for three months from now and I want it to
be a very big, very special affair, so would you promise me to be here
that night and not in Minnesota or Colorado or California?”

She was looking at him in an odd manner, speaking too llghtly and too
purposefully at once, her smile overstressing an air of innocence and
suggesting something like a hidden trump card.

“Three months from now?” he said. “But you know that I can’t tell
what urgent business might come up to call me out of town.”

“Oh, T know! But couldn’t I make a formal appointment with you,
way in advance, just like any railroad executive, automobile manufac-
turer or junk—I mean, scrap—dealer? They say you never miss an
appointment. Of course, I'd let you pick the date to suit your conven-
ience.” She was looking up at him, her glance acquiring some special
quality of feminine appeal by being sent from under her lowered fore-
head up toward his full height; she asked, a little too casually and too
cautiously, “The date I had in mind was December tenth, but would you
prefer the ninth or the eleventh?”

“It makes no difference to me.”

She said gently, “December tenth is our wedding anniversary,
Henry.”

They were all watching his face; if they expected a look of guilt, what
they saw, instead, was a faint smile of amusement. She could not have
intended this as a trap, he thought, because he could escape it so easily,
by refusing to accept any blame for his forgetfulness and by leaving her
spurned; she knew that his feeling for her was her only weapon. Her mo-
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tive, he thought, was a proudly indirect attempt to test his feeling and
to confess her own. A party was not his form of celebration, but it was
hers. It meant nothing in his terms; in hers, it meant the best tribute she
could offer to him and to their marriage. He had to respect her inten-
tion, he thought, even if he did not share her standards, even if he did
not know whether he still cared for any tribute from her. He had to let
her win, he thought, because she had thrown herself upon his mercy.

He smiled, an open, unresentful smile in acknowledgment of her
victory. “All right, Lillian,” he said quietly, “I promise to be here on the
night of December tenth.”

“Thank you, dear.” Her smile had a closed, mysterious quality; he
wondered why he had a moment’s impression that his attitude had dis-
appointed them all.

If she trusted him, he thought, if her feeling for him was still alive,
then he would match her trust. He had to say it; words were a lens to
focus one’s mind, and he could not use words for anything else to-
night. “I'm sorry I'm late, Lillian, but today at the mills we poured the
first heat of Rearden Metal.”

There was a moment of silence. Then Philip said, “Well, that’s
nice.”

The others said nothing.

He put his hand in his pocket. When he touched it, the reality of the
bracelet swept out everything else; he felt as he had felt when the liquid
metal had poured through space before him.

“I brought you a present, Lillian.”

He did not know that he stood straight and that the gesture of his arm
was that of a returning crusader offering his trophy to his love, when he
dropped a small chain of metal into her lap.

Lillian Rearden picked it up, hooked on the tips of two straight fin-
gers, and raised it to the light. The links were heavy, crudely made, the
shining metal had an odd tinge, it was greenish-blue.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“The first thing made from the first heat of the first order of Rearden
Metal.”

“You mean,’
rails?”

He looked at her blankly.

She jingled the bracelet, making it sparkle under the light. “Henry,
it’s perfectly wonderful! What originality! I shall be the sensation of
New York, wearing jewelry made of the same stuff as bridge girders,
truck motors, kitchen stoves, typewriters, and—what was it you were
saying about it the other day, darling?—soup kettles?”

“God, Henry, but you’re conceited!” said Philip.

Lillian laughed. ““He’s a sentimentalist. All men are. But, darling, I do
appreciate it. It isn’t the gift, it’s the intention, I know.”

“The intention’s plain selfishness, if you ask me,” said Rearden’s

>

she said, “it’s fully as valuable as a piece of railroad
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mother. “Another man would bring a diamond bracelet, if he wanted
to give his wife a present, because it’s her pleasure he’d think of, not
his own. But Henry thinks that just because he’s made a new kind of
tin, why, it’s got to be more precious than diamonds to everybody, just
because it’s he that’s made it. That’s the way he’s been since he was five
years old—the most conceited brat you ever saw—and I knew he’d
grow up to be the most selfish creature on God's earth.”

“No, it’s sweet,” said Lillian. “It’s charming.” She dropped the
bracelet down on the table. She got up, put her hands on Rearden’s
shoulders, and raising herself on tiptoe, kissed him on the cheek, saying,
“Thank you, dear.”

He did not move, did not bend his head down to her.

After a while, he turned, took off his coat and sat down by the fire,
apart from the others. He felt nothing but an immense exhaustion.

He did not listen to their talk. He heard dimly that Lillian was
arguing, defending him against his mother.

“I know him better than you do,” his mother was saying. “Hank
Rearden’s not interested in man, beast or weed unless it’s tied in some
way to himself and his work. That’s all he cares about. I've tried my
best to teach him some humility, I've tried all my life, but I've failed.”

He had offered his mother unlimited means to live as and where she
pleased; he wondered why she had insisted that she wanted to live
with him. His success, he had thought, meant something to her, and if it
did, then it was a bond between them, the only kind of bond he rec-
ognized; if she wanted a place in the home of her successful son, he
would not deny it to her.

“It’s no use hoping to make a saint out of Henry, Mother,” said
Philip. “He wasn’t meant to be one.”

“Oh but, Philip, you’re wrong!” said Lillian. “You’re so wrong! Henry
has all the makings of a saint. That’s the trouble.”

What did they seek from him?—thought Rearden—what were they
after? He had never asked anything of them; it was they who wished to
hold him, they who pressed a claim on him—and the claim seemed to
have the form of affection, but it was a form which he found harder to
endure than any sort of hatred. He despised causeless affection, just
as he despised unearned wealth. They professed to love him for some
unknown reason and they ignored all the things for which he could wish
to be loved. He wondered what response they could hope to obtain
from him in such manner—if his response was what they wanted.
And it was, he thought; else why those constant complaints, those un-
ceasing accusations about his indifference? Why that chronic air of
suspicion, as if they were waiting to be hurt? He had never had a desire
to hurt them, but he had always felt their defensive, reproachful ex-
pectation; they seemed wounded by anything he said, it was not a
matter of his words or actions, it was almost . . . almost as if they were
wounded by the mere fact of his being. Don’t start imagining the insane
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—he told himself severely, struggling to face the riddle with the strictest
of his ruthless sense of justice. He could not condemn them without
understanding; and he could not understand.

Did he like them? No, he thought; he had wanted to like them,
which was not the same. He had wanted it in the name of some un-
stated potentiality which he had once expected to see in any human
being. He felt nothing for them now, nothing but the merciless zero of
indifference, not even the regret of a loss. Did he need any person as
part of his life? Did he miss the feeling he had wanted to feel? No, he
thought. Had he ever missed it? Yes, he thought, in his youth; not any
longer.

His sense of exhaustion was growing; he realized that it was boredom.
He owed them the courtesy of hiding it, he thought—and sat motionless,
fighting a desire for sleep that was turning into physical pain.

His eyes were closing, when he felt two soft, moist fingers touching his
hand: Paul Larkin had pulled a chair to his side and was leaning over
for a private conversation.

“I don’t care what the industry says about it, Hank, you’ve got a
great product in Rearden Metal, a great product, it will make a fortune,
like everything you touch.”

“Yes,” said Rearden, “it will.”

“Ijust . . . I just hope you don’t run into trouble.”

“What trouble?”

“Oh, I don’t know . . . the way things are nowadays . . . there’s
people, who . . . but how can we tell? . . . anything can hap-
pen. . . .”

“What trouble?”

Larkin sat hunched, looking up with his gentle, pleading eyes. His
short, plumpish figure always seemed unprotected and incomplete, as if
he needed a shell to shrink into at the slightest touch. His wistful eyes,
his lost, helpless, appealing smile served as substitute for the shell. The
smile was disarming, like that of a boy who throws himself at the mercy
of an incomprehensible universe. He was fifty-three years old.

“Your public relations aren’t any too good, Hank,” he said. *You’ve
always had a bad press.”

“So what?”

“You’re not popular, Hank.”

“I haven’t heard any complaints from my customers.”

“That’s not what I mean. You ought to hire yourself a good press
agent to sell you to the public.”

“What for? It’s steel that I'm selling.”

“But you don’t want to have the public against you. Public opinion,
you know—it can mean a lot.”

“I don’t think the public’s against me. And I don’t think that it means
a damn, one way or another.”
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“They have time to waste. I haven’t.”

“I don’t like it, Hank. It’s not good.”

“What?”

“What they write about you.”

“What do they write about me?”’

“Well, you know the stuff. That you’re intractable. That you’re ruth-
less. That you won’t allow anyone any voice in the running of your mills.
That your only goal is to make steel and to make money.”

“But that is my only goal.”

“But you shouldn’t say it.”

“Why not? What is it I'm supposed to say?”

“Oh, I don’t know . . . But your mills—"

“They’re my mills, aren’t they?”

“Yes, but—but you shouldn’t remind people of that too loudly. . . .
You know how it is nowadays. . . . They think that your attitude is

anti-social.”

“I don’t give a damn what they think.”

Paul Larkin sighed.

“What’s the matter, Paul? What are you driving at?”

“Nothing . . . nothing in particular. Only one never knows what
can happen in times like these. . . . One has to be so careful . . .”

Rearden chuckled. “You’re not trying to worry about me, are you?”

“It’s just that I'm your friend, Hank. I'm your friend. You know
how much I admire you.”

Paul Larkin had always been unlucky. Nothing he touched ever came
off quite well, nothing ever quite failed or succeeded. He was a business-
man, but he could not manage to remain for long in any one line of
business. At the moment, he was struggling with a modest plant that
manufactured mining equipment.

He had clung to Rearden for years, in awed admiration. He came for
advice, he asked for loans at times, but not often; the loans were modest
and were always repaid, though not always on time. His motive in the
relationship seemed to resemble the need of an anemic person who
receives a kind of living transfusion from the mere sight of a savagely
overabundant vitality.

Watching Larkin’s efforts, Rearden felt what he did when he watched
an ant struggling under the load of a matchstick. It’s so hard for him,
thought Rearden, and so easy for me. So he gave advice, attention and a
tactful, patient interest, whenever he could.

“I'm your friend, Hank.”

Rearden looked at him inquiringly.

Larkin glanced away, as if debating something in his mind. After a
while, he asked cautiously, “How is your man in Washington?”

“Okay, I guess.”
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“You ought to be sure of it. It’s important.” He looked up at Rearden,
and repeated with a kind of stressed insistence, as if discharging a pain-
ful moral duty, “Hank, it’s very important.”

“I suppose so.”

“In fact, that’s what I came here to tell you.”

“For any special reason?”

Larkin considered it and decided that the duty was discharged. “No,”
he said.

Rearden disliked the subject. He knew that it was necessary to have a
man to protect him from the legislature; all industrialists had to employ
such men. But he had never given much attention to this aspect of his
business; he could not quite convince himself that it was necessary.
An inexplicable kind of distaste, part fastidiousness, part boredom,
stopped him whenever he tried to consider it.

“Trouble is, Paul,” he said, thinking aloud, ‘“that the men one has to
pick for that job are such a crummy lot.”

Larkin looked away. “That’s life,” he said.

“Damned if I see why. Can you tell me that? What’s wrong with the
world?”

Larkin shrugged sadly. “Why ask useless questions? How deep is the
ocean? How high is the sky? Who is John Galt?”

Rearden sat up straight. “No,” he said sharply. “No. There’s no
reason to feel that way.”

He got up. His exhaustion had gone while he talked about his busi-
ness. He felt a sudden spurt of rebellion, a need to recapture and
defiantly to reassert his own view of existence, that sense of it which he
had held while walking home tonight and which now seemed threatened
in some nameless manner.

He paced the room, his energy returning. He looked at his family.
They were bewildered, unhappy children—he thought—all of them,
even his mother, and he was foolish to resent their ineptitude; it came
from their helplessness, not from malice. It was he who had to make
himself learn to understand them, since he had so much to give, since
they could never share his sense of joyous, boundless power.

He glanced at them from across the room. His mother and Philip
were engaged in some eager discussion; but he noted that they were not
really eager, they were nervous. Philip sat in a low chair, his stomach
forward, his weight on his shoulder blades, as if the miserable discom-
fort of his position were intended to punish the onlookers.

“What’s the matter, Phil?” Rearden asked, approaching him. “You
look done in.”

“I've had a hard day,” said Philip sullenly.

“You’re not the only one who works hard,” said his mother. “Others
have problems, too—even if they’re not billion-dollar, trans-super-con-
tinental problems like yours.”
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“Why, that’s good. I always thought that Phil should find some inter-
est of his own.”

“Good? You mean you like to see your brother sweating his health
away? It amuses you, doesn’t it? I always thought it did.”

“Why, no, Mother. I'd like to help.”

“You don’t have to help. You don’t have to feel anything for any of
us.”

Rearden had never known what his brother was doing or wished to
do. He had sent Philip through college, but Philip had not been able
to decide on any specific ambition. There was something wrong, by
Rearden’s standards, with a man who did not seek any gainful employ-
ment, but he would not impose his standards on Philip; he could
afford to support his brother and never notice the expense. Let him take
it easy, Rearden had thought for years, let him have a chance to choose
his career without the strain of struggling for a livelihood.

“What were you doing today, Phil?”” he asked patiently.

“It wouldn’t interest you.”

“It does interest me. That’s why I'm asking.”

“I had to see twenty different people all over the place, from here to
Redding to Wilmington.”

“What did you have to see them about?”

“I am trying to raise money for Friends of Global Progress.”

Rearden had never been able to keep track of the many organizations
to which Philip belonged, nor to get a clear idea of their activities. He
had heard Philip talking vaguely about this one for the last six months.
It seemed to be devoted to some sort of free lectures on psychology,
folk music and co-operative farming. Rearden felt contempt for groups
of that kind and saw no reason for a closer inquiry into their nature.

He remained silent. Philip added without being prompted, “We need
ten thousand dollars for a vital program, but it’s a martyr’s task, trying
to raise money. There’s not a speck of social conscience left in people.
When I think of the kind of bloated money-bags I saw today—why,
they spend more than that on any whim, but I couldn’t squeeze just a
hundred bucks a piece out of them, which was all I asked. They have
no sense of moral duty, no . . . What are you laughing at?” he asked
sharply. Rearden stood before him, grinning.

It was so childishly blatant, thought Rearden, so helplessly crude: the
hint and the insult, offered together. It would be so easy to squash
Philip by returning the insult, he thought—Dby returning an insult which
would be deadly because it would be true—that he could not bring
himself to utter it. Surely, he thought, the poor fool knows he’s at my
mercy, knows he’s opened himself to be hurt, so I don’t have to do it,
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