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The time might well be today in this
intriguing science fiction tale in
which the vagaries of weather open
the door to an unknown civilization
from the past—or is it the future?

Across the globe a new ice age is
encroaching. From Alberta to
Ontario most of Canada is deserted,
its people resettled in the southern
United States and Mexico, while
mile by mile, century by century,
the glacier grinds down their former
homes.

Fisher Yann Highsmith is a scien-
tist stationed, with a few colleagues,
on the edge of the ice field, record-
ing its relentless growth and the
destruction of life in its path. In the
midst of this barren landscape the
team recovers a weird assortment of
artifacts that seem to appear sud-
denly out of thin air, and Highsmith
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His name was Fisher Yann Highsmith and he was sometimes
called “the Fisherman” but that cognomen had no heavenly
connotation; he wasn’t all that godly. Highsmith was too
tall, too thin, and too bony to cast a decent shadow before
the sun, but the sun was seldom seen this close to the glacier
and shadows were among the things left behind in the warm
southern states. His two most persistent problems were
getting his long legs and big feet in and out from under desks
and workbenches and standing upright outdoors in gale winds
off the glacier.

Fisher Yann Highsmith picked up an object from his bench
and held it up to the camera for inspection.

The woman on the phone promptly demanded: “What is
that?” She had some difficulty focusing on the object and
Highsmith wondered if she were skimming or shooting.

He said patiently: “A mud brick.”

“Fisher, are you playing with bricks?”

“I'm playing with this one: one genuine mud brick, hand-
made, which looks exactly like the handmade mud bricks
from Mesopotamia seven or eight thousand years ago. Fur-
thermore, it has grass clinging to its bottom. Isn’t that
remarkable? The brick was found here—in this state, this
year—but it doesn’t belong here, it doesn’t belong to this
century. It’s alien. I'm working on the problem.”

“Fisher, I don’t understand you.”

“This old brick was found out there on the snowfield a few
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weeks ago, where mud bricks have no right to be. It had only
a thin layer of new snow on top, so it’s a new artifact, if you
read me. Now me, I'm a recon man—I'm supposed to build
something with this brick, and explain that grass stuck on
the bottom. But I'm stuck too.”

The pouting image on the pictophone stared at him and
the brick with complete lack of understanding. The image
was irked by his stubborn refusal to surrender to her and by
her inability to focus on the brick.

“But this will be a fun glow!” she protested. “We are hav-
ing a wonderful party in Billings tonight. The city is to be
abandoned and we're giving it a farewell party. It will be lost
forever under the ice!”

“Billings won’t be under ice for another fifty or a hundred
years,” Fisher said. “Take your time.”

“Are you coming to my party?”

He shook his head for the watching camera. “No. I'm
sorry, but no, not tonight. We're working tonight.”

“You are always working,” the woman’s voice and image
complained. “The last time I called you were working, and
the time before that, and the time—"

Fisher broke in on her complaint. “I was working then
and I'm working now; I'm working on this old brick. I've told
you before that the team is tied up here, and we're likely to
be tied up for weeks—perhaps months. We're waiting for
Seventeen to fall.”

The image hesitated, not quite ready to believe him. “That
sounds like a flight or something.”

“That will be a corpse,” Fisher corrected her. “A body,
quite dead, out there on the snowfields. We've already picked
up sixteen of them, and all the signs say the next one is com-
ing. It could be any time.”

The woman’s image made a bad face. “How ghoulish! You
are willing to pass up a wonderful glow party for a . . . a
corpse?” She peered at him with frank disbelief. “Fisher, the
government pays you to do that?”
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He shifted his legs under the bench, seeking a more com-
fortable position. “An agency of the government pays me to
do that—and they'd like to see some results. The agency is
intrigued by the sudden appearance of sixteen dead men out
there in the snow, men who lack the proper identification,
men who sometimes lack clothing, men who just drop down
out of the sky. The agency is puzzled by the bricks and the
other things we find in the snow; the agency has several teams
working on the problem, and I'm a member of one such team
—we're working tonight, right here, now. I can’t leave.”

The woman’s image tried once more. “Fisher, this will be
a lovely, lovely glow, a farewell party. Several important peo-
ple are coming to say goodbye to Billings, several important
air people. You can meet them.”

His patience was wearing away. “I don’t care for glow
parties, I don’t care for air people. You know I don’t smoke—
I don’t drop nor shoot nor skim, I'm a square peg. Your im-
portant fun people would hate me.”

“But you drink,” she reminded tartly. “You have that on
saving grace. You could bring along that awful stuff you make
and drink, that . . . that . . .”

“That bourbon.”

“Bourbon, yes. That would be amusing.”

“Will you and your fun people drink some bourbon?”

“Fisherman! That terrible stuff?”

He grinned at her unsteady image, quickly pleased at some
secret humor. “Thank you for the invitation.”

“Then you aren’t coming?”

“I'm not coming—not tonight, not tomorrow, and not
Tuesday, if the next day is Tuesday. I'm not sure any more,
I've lost track of the calendar. Old Seventeen is due to drop,
all the signs are right, and I don’t want to miss him. I've
waited too long.”

The frustrated image attempted to peer around him and
beyond him into the ready room, but the pictophone lens was
aimed only at Highsmith. The room was no more than an
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indistinct blur to the woman on the phone, and not even
the man knitting on the floor immediately behind Highsmith
was visible to the scanning lens. The sounds of the knitting
needles were so faint as to be inaudible to the microphone
and she couldn’t know he was there.

“What signs?” she demanded. “Where?”

He gestured toward a frosty window not visible to the lens
or the woman. “The incoming debris, that junk coming down
out there. Our search parties are finding new debris north of
here, between this base and the glacier, funny stuff like bricks
and bits of cloth and shards of something else—all of it float-
ing down from the sky. It just appears overnight on the snow-
fields. That kind of debris always precedes a man—well,
almost always. Sometimes we draw a blank.”

And again: “But that is ghoulish!” The irritated image
studied him. “Where is it coming from?”

Highsmith shrugged. “Where, indeed? A number of fussy
old bureaucrats in Washington South keep asking that ques-
tion and we always give them the same answer.”

“Don’t tease me! What answer?”

Fisher again held the brick up to the lens and turned it
about, as if seeking a trademark. “I always say, we're working
on the problem.”

Her image stared at his with exasperation. “Fisher!” The
woman made a sudden jerky movement and the picture
blanked out, dwindling to a faint jot of light somewhere in
the center of the screen. A tinkling chime gave signal to a
cleared channel and the phone was dead.

Fisher Yann Highsmith put down the brick and fell back
in his chair in a posture of easy relaxation. He stretched out
his legs until his feet struck the wall behind the bench, then
clasped his hands behind his head and rocked. The chair
moved with him in an equally easy motion, gently depressing
itself to accommodate his spine and bony shoulders. They
rocked together for a time.

He said aloud: “Ostrich feathers.”
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The man on the floor behind him muttered. “What?”

“Somebody had this chair stuffed with ostrich feathers.
That’s why it fits me so well.”

“Ostriches have been extinct for fifty years.”

“Imitation ostrich feathers,” Fisher said.

It was a cushy, comfortable chair—something a flight con-
troller or a briefing officer had left behind when the airfield
was abandoned, and he much preferred it to writhing on
the floor with a girl at a glow, even when in company with
his amusing bourbon. Luxury. The softly lighted ready room
behind him was quiet but for the soft sounds of the knitting
needles and the gentle snoring of the only remaining pilot.
That last pilot always slept and always snored; Highsmith
couldn’t remember seeing him awake except when they were
traveling. He wondered now if so much sleep was unhealthy.

Another idle speculation blossomed in mind and he fell
to wondering if the day after tomorrow was Tuesday? Had
the woman really invited him to a Sunday-evening glow to
mark the passing of Billings as an inhabited city? Was today
Sunday, and this Sunday evening? Memory refused a ready
answer. She had called him the first time with the first invita-
tion on . .. on ... what date?

Oh, yes: the same day Jeanmarie had marked the map.
The big map, their operations map.

A detailed map of the empty, frigid northwestern states
was spread out on the bench before him, but like the man on
the floor it hadn’t been visible to the pictophone camera.
Jeanmarie had marked that map the same day the first invita-
tion was phoned in—the day of his first refusal. Highsmith
bent forward to peer at the map, to study Jeanmarie’s mark-
ings. She had used red ink.

Seven square sections of the operations map had been
marked off to pinpoint the seven most recent falls, the loca-
tions of new debris coming down in their area. There were
four compact locations in Saskatchewan, two others in Mani-
toba, and one smaller patch in Montana: seven in all, seven
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recent sites. As yet nothing had been found in Alberta or
North Dakota but search teams were already standing by in
those states. The map also bore a small red circle that marked
their base of operations, an abandoned military airfield near
Regina, and then finally a rough and ragged red line north of
the base that reached from a point in the Rocky Mountains
to another point in the waters of Hudson Bay. That red line
represented the leading edge of the ice sheet, the oncoming
glacier.

Highsmith thought it was too damned close.

He studied the map again for the hundredth time and
guessed the most likely target would be somewhere in Sas-
katchewan—some desolate point between Regina and the ice
shelf. Four of the falls were located in that rough area and
they had yielded the largest amount of booty—if mud bricks
and cloth and sticks and stones could be termed booty. He
considered it booty, and if the deskmen in Washington South
thought otherwise that was their tough luck. They were boobs
living a life of warm ease. All they ever did down there was
sit around on their fat wallets and bask in the—

“What's the temperature down in Virginia today?”

“Fisherman, I don’t know that.”

“Didn’t anyone have the word in the mess hall?”

“I don’t know, I wasn’t there.”

“I never knew you to miss a meal, Harley.”

“Didn’t you see the menu? Didn’t you?”

“No.”

“Spinach and beans and poor dog—again.”

Highsmith said: “I wasn’t there either.”

He reached across his bench to the pictophone panel and
punched for the control tower. A burly communications
sergeant inhabited that tower just above the ready room,
maintaining their links with the warmer world to the south.
The sergeant’s image appeared on the screen and solemnly
considered Highsmith.
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The image said reprovingly: “You should have gone to
that party, Fisherman. Girls and dopel”

“You listened in! You watched!” Highsmith cried.

The image nodded easily. “I always do. There’s nothing
else to do around here.” It peered at Highsmith.

“I've a notion to report you to the security officer,” High-
smith retorted.

“I am the security officer.”

“Then to hell with it. You wouldn’t receive my complaint.
What is the temperature in Washington South?”

The sergeant blinked only once. “At noon today it was
twenty-one point one, Centigrade.”

“Wow, that’s hot!”

“I could do with some of it here, Fisherman.”

“Both of us.” He broke the connection and the screen
image died away. Without turning he said: “Imagine that,
Harley. All the way up to twenty-one or so!”

“Wow, that’s hot,” was the colorless echo.

Highsmith let his gaze drift to the red ice line on Jean-
marie’s map, and then along to the mud brick resting on the
map’s margin. He knew the exact size of that brick because
he’d measured it several times, and he knew the crack run-
ning along the middle of it because he’d cemented two match-
ing pieces together to form the whole artifact: one complete
mud brick, handmade, late Mesopotamian type, but with
bits of non-Mesopotamian grass clinging to the bottom of it.
The brick had been found only finger-deep in snow on the
Saskatchewan border below the town of Lloydminster—a
very fresh fall. The artifact was sixteen thousand kilometers
and eight or nine centuries out of place. The fool thing had
no right to be there, none of the debris had a right to be where
it was found—and old Seventeen, when he finally fell, would
be as sorely misplaced as the rest of it. Barefooted men didn’t
belong to the snowfields, didn’t belong to the glacier. They
lacked a decent identification. Bureaucrats down in Washing-
ton South nagged him about that while they sat around on
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their fat wallets and basked in heat waves. Twenty-one point
one at noon today!
Aloud: “Well, I'm working on the problem.”

— T e

After a while the man sitting on the floor behind him
spoke. “You've lost a girl friend, Fisherman. You have. She
won’t call you again.”

Highsmith agreed. He put his head back into his clasped
hands and stared at the inert screen above the bench. The
darkened glass seemed to rekindle the woman’s pouting
image in his mind, an imperfect image which flickered briefly
and went out.

“No loss to me, Harley, no loss at all. I don’t like her glow
parties, I don’t like her important air people, I don’t like
the crowds she generates: not for me. Everybody gets loose,
everybody makes snakes on the floor, everybody experiments
with each other. But I'm old-fashioned, did you know that?
I don’t fit in.” He shifted his legs, preparing to move. “I like
my own bourbon, I like female singles in the privacy of my
own room or whatever, I like—" His hands unclasped to form
a shaped gesture in the air. “That’s what I like.”

“You're anachronistic,” Harley said.

Highsmith agreed again. “Old-fashioned, antisocial, anach-
ronistic, that’s me. Date me in the last century.”

“She does seem to be hurrying the city to its grave. She
does.”

“Farewell to Billings,” Highsmith mocked. “That’s poppy-
cock. Billings won’t go under for a long time yet; they won’t
begin moving the people out for another year or so, and they
won’t actually abandon for ten or twenty.”

“Do you really make your own bourbon?”

“I do indeed, and I've got a federal license for it. It’s fast
becoming a lost art, Harley.”

“Is it expensive?”

“Not very expensive.”
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“What's it like?”

“Smooth, mellow, and full of thunder.”

The voice behind him said: “Maybe I'll try it sometime.
Maybe I will.”

Highsmith carefully pulled his long legs from under the
bench and revolved in the chair, taking care not to bang his
knees on the supports. He faced the ready room. The pilot
was sleeping and snoring on a cot wedged into a corner of
the room and the two adjoining walls of that corner seemed
to amplify the sounds; he slept in his clothing with his boots
beside him on the floor. Near at hand, at the bench next to
Highsmith’s own, an empty chair and a stack of books awaited
the return of the young woman who had left the room on the
run nearly an hour ago. She hadn’t offered an explanation.
In the middle of some now forgotten conversation Jeanmarie
had simply closed a book, spun around, and darted from the
room.

In the exact center of the ready room beneath the one
really bright light, an older man sat cross-legged on the floor
industriously knitting a shapeless garment. He peered closely
at the task, squinting through the lower lenses of his bifocals
to see the stitching. The glasses had slipped down the ridge
of his nose and now threatened to drop off into his lap. The
man was bald and shiny under the light, and wore a sloppy
pullover sweater that may have been a product of his own
needles. The four of them were the core of the Saskatchewan
team: the sleeping pilot, the absent woman, the knitting
man, and Fisher Yann Highsmith.

“Harley, do you do anything?”

The man on the floor hesitated and squinted up at him
before catching his meaning. “Oh, I skim once in a while, I
skim. But not often; it affects one’s centrality, robs one of
the ability to concentrate, That young woman was skimming,
she couldn’t focus on you.” The garment was put down for a
moment. “Now, think of it: the patient would be rather
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unhappy if I performed an appendectomy while in that con-
dition, wouldn’t he? Wouldn’t he?”

“He’d probably be dead.”

“Or a terribly mixed up man,” Harley said. “What was
the point of your question?”

“You won’t like my bourbon. It doesn’t mix very well with
some drugs, most drugs.”

“It doesn’t?”

“I've heard some scary stories.”

“But I haven’t read about that in my literature.” The
needles resumed their labors on the garment.

“There’s hardly enough bourbon around to get into your
literature. My license number is only sixty-three.”

“Then so much for that; I won’t try it sometime. No, I
won’t; I need a clear head. Why didn’t you tell your party
girl what I tell my wife?”

“I didn’t know you were married.”

“Well, I am; most men my age are.” The needles and the
shapeless garment were lifted into the air and jabbed in a
vague direction indicating south. The man looked at the
south wall. “She’s in Mexico. My wife and I were relocated
to Mexico when the ice came.”

“Harley, I didn’t know you lived up here.”

An easy nod. “Not far from here, not far at all. We lived in
Churchill, I had a good practice in Churchill; that was a nice
little town over on the western shore of Hudson Bay.” Har-
ley’s gaze was still fixed on the south wall of the room. “We
were relocated when the ice reached the Egg River. I lost a
good practice, a good home, my own saddle horse, lost it all.
The ice drove us out. I miss her.”

“Your wife or the horse?”

“My wife, of course.”

“Harley, are you rich?”

“No.”

“Only rich men can afford horses these days.”

“Nonsense.”
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Highsmith looked down on him and realized he didn’t
know the team doctor very well; he hadn’t known the man
was a wealthy, married northlander before the coming of
the glacier—and despite the disclaimer he was suddenly con-
vinced the doctor was rich: only the rich could afford the rar-
ity of a horse. But for that matter he didn’t know any of his
companions very well, didn’t know where they had lived or
what they’d done, because the team had been fitted together
in a hurry and flown to Saskatchewan with a minimum of
social amenities. They had found a caretaker force left be-
hind when the airfield was abandoned, and before long even
that crew would be pulled out.

“Is Jeanmarie married?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t ask.”

“Is she rich?”

“Fisherman, I don’t know that.”

“How long have you known her?”

“The same as you: a week, or two, or three. How long have
we been together here?”

“I guess a week, or two, or three.”

“So it doesn’t matter, it doesn’t. We'll stay as long as there
is work to do, and then go elsewhere. I'll go elsewhere, I ex-
pect to stay with the ice up here.”

“That glacier scares me.”

“When did you see it?”

“I haven't yet.”

Harley peered up over the tops of his glasses for a long
surly moment and abruptly went back to his knitting. A si-
lence grew between them. Highsmith waited, patiently at
first and finally with some annoyance. He tapped his feet on
the floor to gain the doctor’s attention.

“Harley, what do you tell your wife?”

“I tell her about the dead men coming in on us.”

“I did that much, but what do you say?”

“Whenever she complains of my absences, my long ab-
sences, I tell her: “They are coming in like stragglers from a
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lost battle, like flotsam from some great unknown disaster.’
Rather poetic, wouldn’t you say?” He looked up once more.
“Now, wouldn’t you?”

“I guess I would. What does she say?”

“She always asks what I mean by that.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Fisherman, poets need not explain their creations.”

— R E—

Fisher Highsmith looked at the sky with surprise and open
delight: he could see stars. A full moon was visible through
a break in the cloud cover and it worked white magic on the
snowy distances, reminding him of a painted winter scene
that used to hang on the wall of his boyhood home. Some-
thing moved in the frigid moonlight, some small animal the
size of a starving runty dog ran along the fence encircling the
base seeking a means of entry. He guessed a wolf or a lynx.
The Saskatchewan team had been warned to find an incom-
ing body before the wolves did. Highsmith pressed his nose
against the frosted window and watched the furtive animal
until it vanished from sight around a far corner of the fence.
There was no other movement, but yet he stared at the corner
and beyond it: the dark shaped mass of Regina lay off that
corner, a ghost city given up to the enemy.

Regina was but one of the many cities and towns aban-
doned to the enemy. Above the old Trans-Canada Highway,
now renamed USNA-1 and already threatened with oblitera-
tion, all of Alberta, Saskatchewan, Manitoba, and most of
Ontario were practically deserted—swept clear by troops
and left to the prowling wolves and the oncoming ice sheets.
The Yukon and the Northwest Territories had been under
for nearly a century. The peoples of the old Canadian states
had been resettled in the south along the Gulf Coast and on
land purchased from Mexico, all driven out by the new
glaciation grinding down from the Arctic. Behind them they
left Regina, left the cities and towns unlit, unheated, unin-
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habited: a place for wolves. Many of those places had been
abandoned before he was born.

Below the starry sky, below that brilliant moon, the view
from his window was miserable.

A single aircraft waited on the runway, thirty paces and a
jump beyond the outer door. It was fueled and ready, with its
mesotron engines always kept at proper operating tempera-
ture by means of an electric cable snaking across the snow
from the shops. Highsmith had seen the pilot sprint across
the runway, disconnect that cable before a shop mechanic
could reach it, climb into the cabin to start the engines, and
then turn on him with a pained you're late expression as he
climbed through the cabin door. Excessive sleep seemed to
provide the man with excessive speed and agility.

The shops were in an adjoining building out of his line of
sight; the communications tower was directly over the ready
room, where flight controllers had worked when this was a
busy airfield; while the commissary and sleeping quarters were
at the rear of the building in many scattered rooms once used
for other purposes. The hospital—a room with two beds—
was just down the corridor from the ready room. This single
window, this one at the tip of Fisher’s nose, gave him a view
of the snowy runway, the waiting aircraft, a long section and
corner of the fencing, the distant hulk of the ghost city, and
an expanse of frigid prairie limited only by his vision under
moonlight. Barren country. None but the search parties were
out there now, picking up debris and waiting for the corpse
of Seventeen. They prowled under permanent cloud cover
and unending snow, often working within sight of the ad-
vancing glacier. The former Canadian states would soon be
lost to history.

Highsmith thought it certain that the doctor’s home town
was now nothing more than rubbish and pulverized gravel
rolling under the ice. In time that gravel would be deposited
in some one of the southern states—in Minnesota or Iowa
or Illinois—if the ice sheets continued their present course.



14 ICE AND IRON

He said aloud: “Sixty-one meters per year.”

“What?”

Highsmith turned from the window. “Jeanmarie said the
ice was coming down on us at the rate of sixty-one meters
per year. That almost sets a new record.”

“Jeanmarie is a good polylib, one of the best. She is. You
may rely on the figure.”

Highsmith rapped his knuckles on the mud brick.

“Bully for her. I'm a good recon man, one of the best, but
you can’t rely on me. My shop is littered with bricks and
pieces that won't form a pattern—any pattern. I haven’t been
able to reconstruct an altar or an oven or somebody’s dog-
house, I can’t make those damned bricks work for me. And
I've got pieces of wood I think formed a bow but I can’t fit
together enough pieces to form any kind of a weapon. I
haven’t done anything, Harley.”

When there was no immediate reply Fisher Highsmith sat
down on the floor in front of the knitter and watched the
intricate needle play for an impatient time. Knitting a gar-
ment seemed a tedious business at best.

“This base will be under ice when I'm halfway between
Jeanmarie’s age and yours, did you know that? It’s time to
move out of here, Harley.”

“But we've just arrived, we havel We've been here only a
few weeks, one or two or three, you said.”

“You said it first.”

Harley stopped work to peer at the reconstructionist. “Ah,
you're joking. You are! Please hold up a little flag or make
some signal when you joke. This base will be under ice before
I learn to understand you, Fisherman.”

“Comedians need not explain their creations.”

The doctor spared him a sour glance.

Highsmith quoted: “They are coming in like stragglers
from a lost battle, like flotsam from an unknown disaster.”
He gestured toward the window. “The only disaster I see
around here is the ice.”
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“Not that, not that! They aren’t Eskimo bodies.”

“Then whose bodies are they?”

“I'm tempted to say we're working on the problem.”

“Do that, say that, and I'll go out to the shop and play
with my bricks. I'm thinking of building a brick spaceship—
the government could use one.”

“Not spacers] They can’t be spacers, they can’tl We
haven’t put a ship into space since the Depression, not since
the Treasury went bankrupt in the Depression. Those sixteen
men had no cancerous tissue, they were never in space.” He
shook the needles at Highsmith. “And don’t suggest the
orbital platforms. You know those platforms are fully auto-
mated. No, they weren’t spacers!”

“But some of the bodies were burned.”

“Not by solar radiation! They were groundlings, sixteen
separate autopsies insist they were groundlings.”

“They weren’t Mesopotamian groundlings.”

“Nor were they Mesopotamian spacers,” Harley snapped.
“I know the only natural disaster around is the glaciation, I
know it. This is the only disaster, other than that Mississippi
quake.”

“Aw, that was twenty years ago. These bodies aren’t quake
victims.”

“I didn’t say they were, I didn’t.”

“There aren’t any wars going on.” Highsmith pressed the
point. “Nothing but that little squabble in Egypt.”

“I know all this.”

“So, then—?”

“So you don’t listen very well, Fisherman. That bourbon
is rotting your fine mind. I said stragglers from a lost battle,
flotsam from an unknown disaster.”

“A lost battle? Harley, how can anyone misplace a battle?”

The doctor lost his patience. “Go play with your mud
bricks! Go build a mud igloo!” And he swung wildly with the
garment and needles, intending a wicked swipe.

Highsmith lurched and rolled away across the floor, fear-
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ing the roundhouse swing of the needles. They would have
cut deeply if they had connected. He was still rolling when
the woman entered.

Jeanmarie pushed open the door with the toe of a boot
and strode into the ready room holding a thick sheaf of papers
that smelled of fresh ink. The young woman stopped in mid-
stride to stare first at the doctor, and then with astonishment
at Highsmith as he threw himself away. Knowing he had a
new audience, Highsmith rolled all the way across the room
and hurled himself against the wall with exaggerated mum-
mery. The wall shook when he thumped against it.

The aircraft pilot awoke with a strangled snore and looked
down at him over the end of his cot.

“Foul play!” Highsmith cried. “I've been stabbed!”

“Then leave her alone,” the pilot retorted.

“Not her, you idiot! Him.”

The sleepy pilot looked at Jeanmarie and the doctor and
then back to the man on the floor near his feet. “It serves
you right. Doc is married.”

Highsmith sat up and spun around on his backside to de-
liberately kick the supporting legs from under the cot. The
lower end collapsed, with the pilot riding it to the floor to
produce a second crash. The pilot balled a fist and put it
under the Fisherman’s nose.

Jeanmarie cried: “Stop it!”

The pilot blinked at her, looked to Highsmith and sug-
gestively waggled the balled fist in his face, and then fell back
on the canted cot to close his eyes in sleep. The angle seemed
not to bother him at all.

Highsmith turmed his attention to the woman after prop-
ping himself against the wall.

He asked: “What’s new on the iceberg front?”

And got a prompt reply: “Pack ice has been sighted float-
ing near the fiftieth parallel, with bergs as far south as Ber-
muda. The government is discussing the abandonment of
deep-sea ports from Halifax down to Boston.”



ICE AND IRON 17

“Jeanmarie, please—I'm waving my little flag.”

“T see no flag.”

“Pretend you do. Harley wants me to wave a little flag
when I make jokes or ask foolish questions. I just did.” He
indicated the fresh print in her hand. “New traveling orders?
Are we leaving already?”

She said no as she crossed to her bench and placed the
sheaf of papers alongside the stack of books. “They did it for
me, they were very prompt about it.”

“Who did what for you?”

“Someone at the agency in Washington South located the
book I wanted. They sent the first half along just now, and
the sergeant’s copier printed it for me.” She glanced at him.
“I overheard your party invitation.”

“My whole life is paraded before other people’s eyes,”
he complained. “That doesn’t look like a book.”

“It is the facsimile of a book. They couldn’t send the orig-
inal, of course; the original is very old, it was published about
three hundred years ago and is now considered quite valuable.
Someone borrowed a copy from the Library of Congress to
make this facsimile.”

“Ah, another old history book.”

“I am not sure history is the proper term, but it is a strange
and fascinating account of certain events of the past.” She
turned her chair around to face the room and sat down. “Har-
ley, were you aware that falls were seen and recorded as long
as three centuries ago? Perhaps as long as four centuries?
Debris very similar to ours was reported in several states, and
parts of Europe.”

“A body count?” the doctor asked quickly.

“None, apparently. The history doesn’t record a body
count per se. There have been other reports of bodies found
lacking an identification, but those bodies were not connected
with falls of debris.” She hesitated, then said: “I will offer an
opinion. I think it entirely possible that bodies were found at
about the same time, but no one possessed the ready intel-
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ligence to associate them with the falls of other matter. The
eighteenth, nineteenth, and twentieth centuries were dark
ages in many respects and the peoples of those times were
rather incognitive.”

“Mud bricks?” Highsmith asked.

“None have been recorded.”

“Then what did fall?”

“Fish, frogs, water, sticks, stones, tree leaves, soil, and other
materials the ancients failed to recognize. If this history may
be believed, the ancients did not want to admit they had
seen anything fall, and several of them took pains to explain
away the unexplainable.”

“Were they afraid? What did their governments do?”

“There was no line of organized research, and the govern-
ments of that day were inclined to ignore matters. It may
have been fear of the unknown. Some few efforts were made
to—"

She was interrupted by the jangling phone.

The first image seen was that of the communications
sergeant in the tower above; he adjusted the camera to peer
into the room. Fisher Highsmith came up off the floor like a
released spring and cried out to the sleeping man. The pilot
swung his feet over the edge of the cot and groped blindly
for his boots.

The sergeant said: “I've got Search Three on line, Fisher-
man. They’ve picked up your old man.” His image faded from
the screen to be replaced by a visual “NP,” which indicated
a voice transmission without picture.

A distant voice shouted: “Fisherman?”

“Herel”

“This is Busby on Search Three. Congratulate us, we got
here before the wolves did.”

“Where? Where are you?”

“Two kilometers southeast of Lloydminster, on old Route
Five. The old Fort Battleford road is under us. We have bea-
cons out for you.”



ICE AND IRON 19

The pilot shouted. “Get the coordinates—get his posi-
tion!” He was already sprinting for the door.

The shout was overheard. “Fifty-three degrees plus seven-
teen minutes north, one hundred and ten degrees west on
the mark. Watch for our beacons.”

The door slammed behind the racing pilot.

Jeanmarie said with alarm: “The ice has reached that posi-
tion; Lloydminster is vacated. Are you on the ice, Search
Three?”

“We're damned near under it, lady!” Busby retorted. “This
is shelf ice here. Your man hit a shelf somewhere above and
tumbled down on us—fell right on our heads. Come on and
move, Fisherman, it’s cold here!”

“What is the temperature?” Jeanmarie asked.

“Negative sixty-two point something. Get moving!”

“We are moving,” Highsmith shouted back. “Wrap the
body in a thermal sack—don’t let it freeze.”

“We've got it in a sack! All the brainy people on this team
aren’t sitting around in cozy rooms having a good time on
thirty dollars a month. Fisherman—?”

“He’s not here,” Highsmith shouted at the phone. “He
left ten minutes ago for the cold blue yonder—he wants to
keep that thirty-dollar jobl”



TWO
IRON

The brickmaker came out of the frigid waters of the runoff
pond and dropped a double handful of bottom mud on the
beach. He thought he had enough. He’d been working the
pond since sunrise, scooping up mud and laying it ashore to
work later in the day, watching the mound build up to a rea-
sonable height, and now he thought there was enough to
build blinds on both sides of the hill.

A game trail wound up the other side of the hill, crossed
the rocky ridge at his back, and led down this side in more
direct fashion to the pond’s edge. He’d discovered it only a
few days ago and knew by the signs it was a rich trail as well
as an old one. It meandered on the opposite side of the hill
because the animals were following the scent of water, but it
straightened and dropped more quickly on this side as the
game sighted the pond. Food was plentiful along this trail
and he judged it a place to build two blinds. This one should
be near the water, a stone’s throw, while the other should
be near the top. The heavier animals would be tiring as they
neared the top.

They could be taken as they slowed on the long uphill
climb, near the rocks, and taken here at water’s edge when
they stooped to drink. There was no cover other than those
rocks and they were misplaced for game hunting; all the hills
offered nothing but weeds and tall grass for cover and that
was not enough.

The brickmaker washed the mud from his hands in the
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cold water and then sprang up to stand ramrod still in the
bright sun while he searched the horizons. Only his head and
eyes moved, seeking intruders. He smelled the wind for scent
of an enemy, listened to it for any telltale sound, and warily
scanned the valley mouth for a moving thing. There was noth-
ing but a flock of birds skimming the next ridge. When he
was satisfied, the brickmaker retreated a safe distance from
the beach and threw himself down in the high grass beside
his weapons. The sun was high and warm and in a short while
it would bake the chill out of his legs. The pond water was
painfully cold and he was glad to be done with it.

The water in the pond was runoff, spillage from the great
lake washing the northern end of the valley and the series of
grass-covered hills. As cold as that runoff was, it was nothing
to the deadly chill of the lake and the river which fed that
lake. The river, the first water, rolled down from the ice wall
in the far north and spilled into the lake, the second water.

Smaller rivers spewed out from the lake and dropped away
through the other valleys like this one, but this one was dry
and as grassy as the hills, having only a rivulet that dumped
water into a series of ponds. He’d chosen this pond because
the game trail was here, a rich trail showing age.

The best mud for bricks was found in ponds. That mud
up on the lake bottom was poor building material, for it was
mixed with sand and gravel coming down from the ice, and
he’d learned with experience to avoid it. The icy water had
nearly killed him and his body would not become accustomed
to it. He’d built many game blinds as he walked the hills,
always working east by south in pursuit of food and a warmer
sun, and sometimes he stayed a very long time when he found
a place and a trail as promising as this. His father had taught
him to make bricks and build blinds long ago when they
hunted together—so long ago that now he couldn’t remem-
ber the man very well. Time had dimmed the image of him.
His father had shown him the lack of cover on the plains
and in the hills, the lack of trees and decent brush for hiding,
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but told him that game could not see a hunter lying in wait
behind a wall. The blind need be only large enough to con-
ceal a crouching man, and it would serve its purpose a very
long time if the hunter took care not to leave his own marks
around for the wary animal to find.

The brickmaker had first seen the ice when he was young,
when he was small. His father was still alive on that day and
the two of them had stood on a broad plain of grass and wild-
flowers, staring across the distance at the mighty wall of ice.
It had been a warm day like this one; the sun was bright in
the sky and there was no cold breath from the ice—not at this
distance. His father had made him understand that the wall
was going away from them, that once long ago it had covered
the plain where they stood but now it was running away be-
fore the sun, as a deer runs from a charging cat. After the ice
went away the grass came, and then wildflowers, and after
them the game and the hunters trickled into the open places.
The first water cut a wide, deep channel across the plain and
dumped the melt into the second water, a lake so vast he’d
walked many days along its shore, circling it to reach the val-
leyed hills beyond.

The brickmaker rolled over on his naked belly and reached
for the breechcloth he’d taken from a dead man. It fitted too
snugly but it was useful; it covered him and protected his
belly when he crawled.

The breechcloth’s original owner had made a mistake: he
had supposed that he could help himself to meat the brick-
maker had brought down that same day, he had thought he
was stronger than the brickmaker and the food was for the
taking. The thief realized his mistake too late.

The brickmaker profited well from the encounter.

He took the man’s lance because it was better than his
own, the point of the weapon being a wonderfully long and
hardened bone of a kind he’d not seen before; he suspected
it was the long tooth of an animal he’d never seen. He took
the arrows because they were the equal of his, but the bow
was cast aside as an inferior thing, The strip of cloth about
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the dead man’s belly caught his fancy and he pulled it off to
see what might be hidden there. No other weapon or treasure
was revealed, but the brickmaker pulled the thing on over
his own belly to learn that the snugness of it provided a new
and unusual sensation. He liked the sensation, and kept it.
And finally the body of the would-be thief provided meat for
two days, until the odor of it caused him to throw the re-
mains away.
e B

He was on the ridge of the hill searching for rocks to form
the molds when the sound reached him.

The brickmaker flattened his belly to the ground and
waited, seeking the source of the sound. The wind was not
helpful; boulders interfered, masking it, shunting it, and he
was unable to pick out a betraying odor. Uneasy because of
the loss, he began crawling through the rocks to a vantage
point where he could look down on the pond.

Two of the enemy were in the valley.

The strange and heady scent of the enemy came to him
now on the free wind, triggering a responsive alarm. He had
always been frightened of them, of their scent, even when
watching their passage from a safe distance. He knew them
to be deadly. The two figures were but a short distance
away upwind, but they hadn’t yet found his sign or caught
scent of him; they hadn’t discovered the heaped mud beside
the pond or seen the flattened grass bed where he had rested
and dried in the sun. The brickmaker studied the pair as the
first worms of panic turned in his mind, looking at their hands
and their packs to learn if they carried the weapon that
pushed things away, looking at their tight-belted waists to
see how many ears hung there, and looking behind them to
know if there were more. The scene at the valley mouth
jolted him, frightened him, and the worms of panic raced
through his mind. They were a company, a great horde on
the move.

A body of the enemy was pouring into the valley—more
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than he could count by any number he knew, marching north
at an easy pace along the floor and seemingly intent on the
great lake at the other end of his valley. They would pass just
below him, pass his hiding place here and his heaped mud
down there, going upvalley to the second water. He couldn’t
fight them all but there was no wish to fight. He had lived
this long because he knew when to stand his ground and
when to flee.

As he watched, an astonishing thing came into view, a great
thing he could not name or accurately describe because he’d
never before seen one. It was long and big, and shaped
strangely like his bricks but unlike his bricks it had high sides
and rounded corners—and it moved. He could not guess how.
No one pulled it, pushed it, but it moved. One of the enemy
sat atop it. It moved smoothly and silently over the valley
floor on— There were things turning beneath it, round
things which rolled on and on like a rock rolling downbhill,
leaving great wide flattened trails in the grass behind. The
thing moved without sound. The only sounds were the pas-
sage of the enemy, and their massed scent was heavy on the
wind.

The brickmaker scrabbled away from his observation point
and crawled over the rock-strewn ridge to the game trail wind-
ing down the opposite side. He knew only fear, and he gath-
ered up his weapons to run. Those two scouts in the lead
would find his heaped mud at any moment, and at their cry
the hunt would be on. Both of the pair had carried the
weapon that pushed things away—he couldn’t stand against
those, he wouldn’t stand against just one.

His lance in one hand, the bow hanging over his arm and
shoulder with a wicker basket of arrows bouncing on his
naked back, the brickmaker bolted away from the ridge rocks
and sped down the game trail past the point he’d chosen for
his first blind. A furtive movement in the high grass below
him registered on his consciousness as small game frightened
away. He plunged on. The trail wandered, running from left
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to right and back again in no realistic fashion, and when he
could he made short cuts, leaping through the grass to find
it below him again on the next switchback. Beneath him a
rabbit was routed from its shallow burrow, a small and
equally frightened thing that ran blindly down the open trail
a considerable distance before veering off into cover. The
brickmaker raced on, running at breakneck speed but with an
economy of breath.

He had no plan in mind when he reached bottom; he would
simply keep runming, running up or down this new valley,
running toward or away from the second water, doing what-
ever seemed best when he reached the floor. Fear drove him
downhill, fear would dictate the next decision at the bottom.

A distant cry went up behind him, a surprisingly loud cry
in spite of the intervening ridge, and he knew his handiwork
had been found. A shrill whistle followed the cry of dis-
covery, and they were after him.

Now he was running more swiftly, blindly, ignoring the
switchbacks of the trail and plunging down the hill in almost
a straight line. He charged through the high grass and nearly
overran two more of the enemy lying there, one to either side
of the trail waiting for him. The brickmaker felt shock, but
never stopped running.

He could not stop his onward rush, had no desire to stop
it, knew better than to stop it: he would destroy himself if
he paused. They had tricked him—or he had tricked himself;
he hadn’t guessed they would send scouts up the adjoining
valleys to protect their flanks, and he had dismissed the be-
traying movement in the grass as only some small animal.
The wind had carried their scent away from him. The pair
of them had jumped to their feet and now they closed in for
the kill. He thought they were laughing. He looked at their
hands and looked at the grassy beds where they had lain,
knowing a sudden elation, a brief but genuine elation—they
were not holding the weapons that pushed him. The black
weapons rested on the grass behind them. Both of the enemy
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carried only the shining knives, the long blades that caught
and reflected sunlight.

The brickmaker whipped up his lance and let his headlong
momentum work for him. One stood on the trail, knife at
ready, blocking his way. That one began a feint coupled with
a side step. He turned slightly and rammed the lance through
the unprotected body, the hardened tip tearing into the belly
and bursting out the back. A scream of agony exploded in
his ear and then they closed, the two of them falling together
in a tangle of thrashing arms and legs. His opponent struck
the ground first and the lance snapped off in his hands. The
brickmaker threw himself away but he wasn’t quite fast
enough: a long blade caught him on his shoulder and slashed
down the length of his arm to the elbow. His wicker basket
broke under him and the arrows spilled out onto the ground.
The bowstring was a burning thread twisted about his neck.

The standing enemy jumped at him and the brickmaker
kicked out, wanting to break the legs and smash the knee-
caps. He missed, kicked again as the enemy came back in,
but succeeded only in delivering a stunning blow to the
shin. He saw the hesitation and leaped. They grappled to-
gether and the scent stung his nostrils. Again that long knife
raked him, the shining blade digging into his rib cage, search-
ing for the heart. The brickmaker jumped back, drove his
knee hard into the opposing groin, and as the enemy stum-
bled and gasped for breath he smashed the hand and wrist
holding the knife. Deliberately then he picked up the fallen
blade and cut the other’s throat.

A cry was heard on the ridge, an angry cry that carried
shrilly over the agonized screaming of the one on the ground
at his feet—the one with the broken lance through the belly.

The brickmaker paused only long enough to snatch up the
black thing on the grass, the strange black weapon that could
push things away. He turned and ran for his life.
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The runway was brilliantly white under the moon and the
few artificial lights. Faces peered out of the shopwindows
as Fisher Highsmith galloped from the door to the waiting
aircraft. He climbed into the cabin.

The pilot was half turned in his seat, glaring at him with
a pained expression as he clambered in. Jeanmarie and the
doctor were already buckled into their seats, as the aircraft
vibrated with a soft feathery trembling under the preheated
engines. Highsmith buckled himself into his padded bucket
and then plugged a dangling electric cord into an overhead
receptacle; the snowsuit worn under his parka would feed off
the energy from the aircraft’s generator, warming him until
he pulled free to go outside. Heater packs built into the
snowsuits were of limited value and limited range; the search
parties working the snowfields relied on portable generators
mounted on their supply sleds.

Highsmith craned his neck to look back at Jeanmarie and
the doctor.

In the next strangled moment he lost his breath and his
stomach dropped into his bowels. He hadn’t known they
were moving, lifting off the runway. The pilot had shot for-
ward only a scant few meters and then tilted his engines to
rocket toward the moon. Highsmith gulped and clutched at
his stomach. Behind him Harley fought for breath.

He said weakly: “Jeanmarie . . . ?”

“Yes?”
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“What is the failure rate for vertical takeoffs?”

“Eight percent.”

“Please tell that lunatic up front.”

There was no reply, no response to the suggestion. The
woman was hugging her stomach with lips pressed tight.

When the craft straightened out and moved forward on a
horizontal plane Highsmith let out a great breath of free air
and turned to the tiny window beside him, watching the
northern rim of the world for a first glimpse of the hostile
force he’d not yet seen: the new glaciation. The ice. Millions
of metric tons of moving ice, moving down on him, but he’d
seen only pictures of the enemy. There had been pictures
on the newscasts for many years, since the years when he was
young, particularly when some former Canadian town or na-
tional park was obliterated—but pictures were not the real
thing, pictures were but images someone was seeing and re-
laying back to safer climes.

He'd seen pictures of the glaciation when he was a boy,
and later when he was a young man in his teens; he had
studied the pictures with a greater interest while he served
his apprenticeship with the search parties combing Michigan
and Wisconsin for debris, but he’d never seen the real thing
in his lifetime—despite the nearness of the Regina base to
the ice sheets. Only Search Three had ventured that far
north. Highsmith knew better than to anticipate silvery ice
rivers flowing in the moonlight: that kind of nonsense was
for poets who wholly failed to grasp the enormity of the dis-
aster, the bulk of the wall. Ice was destruction and death;
the moving wall was an instrument of calamity. The real
glaciation was a dark, burgeoning gray-black blanket of ice
and mud and stone pushing down out of the Arctic refrigera-
tor and overrunning the adjoining states. Uncounted villages
and towns were ground beneath it while uncounted cities
were standing empty, awaiting their turn. The summer capi-
tal at Ottawa had been abandoned for the duration, and
there was a belief it would fall beneath the ice.
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The ice sheet had been there before he was born and he’d
seen pictures before he learned to read, before he really under-
stood what glaciation was. When he had learned to read,
Highsmith acquired first knowledge of the enemy. Mean an-
nual temperatures had been slipping long before his birth,
since about 1950 at the old Canadian frontier stations, and
by 1970 a marked decline was noted as far south as Chicago.
In that winter the Great Lakes remain closed to shipping
three weeks longer than any other year, due to persistent ice.
In ten years more the transient snowline reached the Florida
border regularly each January or February, and officials in
Washington—the old Washington—publicly worried.

The Greenland icecap began expanding, slowly pushing
coastal settlements off into the sea, and new measurements
of the cap found the maximum ice thicknesses had increased
by ninety meters. Dormant glaciers returned to life and crept
down into the ancient piedmont plains of Alaska, following
the ice paths of twelve thousand years earlier; the Bering
Strait failed to melt free in the summer. Broken sea ice be-
came a common sight off the Faeroe Islands.

Now—in this year, this day—the northernmost United
States, all former Canadian provinces, were deserted and
given over to the caretaker troops, the search parties, and the
wolf packs. The government had acknowledged defeat when
it abandoned the summer capital at Ottawa.

Fisher Highsmith plucked at a name and a number deep
in the recesses of his mind but they eluded him. He turned
away from the small window.

“That was how many millions of years?”

Jeanmarie sensed his meaning.

“The Permian?”

“Yes—that’s the one.”

“The Permian has been estimated at about thirty million
years, but that was not a continuous glaciation. There were
frequent interglacial periods of warmth, of retreating ice and
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normalized climate. The Pleistocene has been measured at
only about one million years thus far.”

Highsmith said gloomily: “If this one lasts thirty million
years, we're dead.”

There was a suspicious sound from the doctor and High-
smith craned around to look. Harley was knitting.

Jeanmarie said: “There is no good reason to believe the
world has advanced to a post-Pleistocene period. Most au-
thorities agree on that.”

“Jeanmarie, you're a pessimist.”

“That isn’t true.”

“You are saying that we’ve got another twenty-nine million
years to go—that this ice will last for another twenty-nine
million. That isn’t optimism.”

“But I didn’t say that!”

“She didn’t say that,” the doctor agreed.

Highsmith turned on the pilot. “Would you care to vote
on the question?”

The pilot answered: “She didn’t say that.”

“All right, all right—I'll jump out now and leave the three
of you alone. I'll walk home and you’ll just have to stumble
along without me. But before I go overboard, what did she
say?”

“She said we may or may not be on the backside of the
Pleistocene ice age,” Harley said helpfully. “We may or may
not be in for a prolonged glaciation. We may or may not en-
dure this one for thirty million years.”

“She didn’t say that!” Highsmith cried.

“She didn’t say that,” the pilot agreed.

“Jeanmarie—"
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