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						ONE
					
				

			

			
				
					
						To American President Dexter Hamilton, entering Greater Moscow in the spring of 2033 was a fifty-year
					
				

				
					
						leap into the past, an enigmatic separation from his familiar, changing, bustling world. The impressive
					
				

				
					
						modernity of Gagarin Airport, the city’s newest civilian and military aviation facility, had not prepared him
					
				

				
					
						for the real Moscow. Although it was spring, there was snow in the city, grayed, trodden, piled. Along
					
				

				
					
						the motorcade route he caught glimpses of real antiques: diesel-powered trucks spouting the
					
				

				
					
						contaminants of burning fossil fuel to cloud the chill air. People swaddled in animal furs. Drab, stern,
					
				

				
					
						slab-sided apartment buildings that had been built shortly after World War II.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						A curious nation, Russia. A country for the most part unchanged since the late 1900s, though if one stood
					
				

				
					
						outside and got an unobstructed view of the sky, there would be a glowing dot that might well be one of
					
				

				
					
						the USSR’s space stations, whisking across the heavens, laden with enough destruction to lay waste a
					
				

				
					
						continent. The motorcade itself was also somewhat anachronistic. Hamilton had never ridden in one
					
				

				
					
						before. The assassination of President Tony Healy in 2016 had ended that practice in the United States;
					
				

				
					
						no President wanted to risk the violent inventiveness of terrorists. Healy, protected by hordes of men,
					
				

				
					
						including army units in armored vehicles, had been killed, along with many others, when a disgruntled air
					
				

				
					
						force pilot dived an advanced fighter plane nose on into the presidential limo. Apparently it was different
					
				

				
					
						in Moscow, he thought, probably because the Russian people had been under totalitarian control for well
					
				

				
					
						over a hundred years. The Moscovites, in fur hats and massive coats, waved dutifully as the motorcade
					
				

				
					
						passed, but they waved in unsmiling, almost eerie silence. As the luxurious electric-powered Moscova
					
				

				
					
						limousine slowed to enter Red Square, the stolid-faced, solidly built woman who sat facing them on a
					
				

				
					
						jump seat made an attempt at a smile, an attempt that failed coldly. Hamilton raised one eyebrow at his
					
				

				
					
						secretary of State, George Maxwell. George was miffed at the treatment they had received since arriving
					
				

				
					
						in Moscow, but unless you knew him well, you’d never know it.
						Good old George,
						 Hamilton thought.
					
				

				
					
						Always so careful of ruffled feathers, always steeped in holy protocol. Hamilton personally didn’t give a
					
				

				
					
						tinker’s damn about this broad, stolid officer who had met them at Gagarin and whisked them aboard a
					
				

				
					
						sleek, newly painted military helicopter disguised as a civilian vehicle, but she was the cause of George
					
				

				
					
						Maxwell’s chagrin: She had been the sole Soviet official to greet Air Force One after it glided down from
					
				

				
					
						orbital altitude to Gagarin Airport. To George, it was an insult to his President. To Hamilton, it had been
					
				

				
					
						expected. After all, he was the first American President to set foot on Russian soil in almost fifty years.
					
				

				
					
						Hamilton had always wanted to see Red Square other than on a viewscreen, and there it was, and the
					
				

				
					
						scene was orchestrated with an obviously placed, long, gleaming line of death, the Soviet arsenal of
					
				

				
					
						missiles: hunter-killers, surface to air, air to surface, and a few he didn’t recognize. He guessed that the
					
				

				
					
						military fellows in his own party, relegated to the rear of the motorcade, would be eyeballing the display
					
				

				
					
						but without seeing anything new and exciting. Yuri Kolchak wouldn’t be foolish enough to show any
					
				

				
					
						weapon that wasn’t already known thoroughly by the West.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“Most of these people have never seen an American President,” Theresita Pulaski said, indicating the
					
				

				
					
						silent, solemn citizens lining the square.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“And I’ve never seen them, “ Hamilton said, leaning forward to wave his hand at them.
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						“There are those in the Soviet Union who want peace,” the general said. “Many of them.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“Bless them, “ Hamilton said. “Let their voices be heard.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						The woman looked over her shoulder, out the window. The limousine speeded up, exiting the square.
					
				

				
					
						“Sometimes it is difficult,” she said.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Hamilton felt a quick stir of interest.
						Talk, woman,
						 he thought.
						Give me a clue.
						 But the woman was
					
				

				
					
						silent.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“You have a Polish name,” he said after a while.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“I carry it proudly,” she replied, but again fell into silence.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Under a lowering, slate sky, the Kremlin loomed redly beyond the frozen Moskva River, a cylindrical
					
				

				
					
						tower in the foreground, wedding-cake top thrusting a red star upward toward the gray sky. To
					
				

				
					
						Hamilton, and to millions, the triangularly shaped fortress housed most that was evil in the world. From
					
				

				
					
						there came the orders, flowing out over the ever-expanding Red world, the orders that precipitated battle
					
				

				
					
						and mutilation, fear and hopelessness. Within those stone walls gathered the aging, stern-faced men who
					
				

				
					
						had, for almost one hundred and twenty years, wanted total domination over all people everywhere. In
					
				

				
					
						those decades the cast of characters had changed often, the purpose never. No matter who was chosen
					
				

				
					
						Premier for that was now the title of the supreme Soviet leader, a title not used since the days of
					
				

				
					
						Khrushchev—the relationship between Russia and the United States remained tense, hostile, suspicious,
					
				

				
					
						dangerous.When Hamilton had first been notified that the presidential party would be housed in the
					
				

				
					
						Kremlin itself, he had been surprised and wondered if the Russians were having security problems and
					
				

				
					
						wanted to keep the Americans close at hand. But the people on the streets seemed reduced to
					
				

				
					
						unquestioning docility. He shrugged mentally as the limousine hummed through guarded gates, past
					
				

				
					
						heavily armed and stalwart men handpicked for Kremlin duty from the huge Red Army.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“We have allowed some time for you to rest,” General Theresita Pulaski said as she guided them from
					
				

				
					
						the vehicle.
						Why?
						 Hamilton wondered. The entire trip via ballistic rocket, helicopter, and motorcade had
					
				

				
					
						taken only three hours.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						He walked with long, quick strides, eager to get inside, eager to begin the summit meeting with Yuri
					
				

				
					
						Kolchak.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Dexter Hamilton, who had assumed his office just two short months earlier, was young to be serving in
					
				

				
					
						the presidency, only forty-six, having been born in 1987. He always went hatless, and his silvering
					
				

				
					
						hair—a tight, curled mass that clung to his well-formed head— seemed to be a tacit signal that, although
					
				

				
					
						young, here was a wise, experienced man. Behind the smile-crinkled blue eyes, the classic nose, the
					
				

				
					
						upturned mouth, there was the strength that had given him, first, governorship of North Carolina, next a
					
				

				
					
						seat in the Senate, then the Oval Office.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Now he was in Moscow to meet with the Soviet Premier, to attempt to control somehow the
					
				

				
					
						ever-increasing buildup of weapons of war.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Never had an American President faced such a difficult challenge, for nowadays the world was mostly
					
				

				
					
						Red. In Europe, only Germany and France maintained any freedom, with Great Britain clinging to the
					
				

				
					
						protection of the Final Four—the United States, Canada, Australia, and Japan. Starving Africa—with the
					
				

				
					
						sole exception of the beleaguered Republic of South Africa, which had survived a quick and limited
					
				

				
					
						exchange of nuclear weapons with Soviet-supported Black Africa— was a vassal state. The two Asian
					
				

				
					
						giants, China and India, having absorbed all of mainland and southeast Asia, were Communist, but
					
				

				
					
						impotently mired in famine and overpopulation. Meanwhile, South America was dominated by the
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						emerging imperialistic giant Brazil, whose armed forces had overwhelmed Cuba, ending Communist rule
					
				

				
					
						there. However, Communist insurgents continued to rebel against Brazilian authorities in the Caribbean
					
				

				
					
						and South America. An American fleet was stationed in the Pacific, but as of yet there had been no direct
					
				

				
					
						confrontation with the Russians. Almost everywhere, people were overcrowded and underfed, yet Russia
					
				

				
					
						and the United States continued to fill outer space with deadly weapons, poised for the ultimate
					
				

				
					
						confrontation.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Theresita Pulaski showed the American President and his secretary of State to their suites, where they
					
				

				
					
						freshened up and rested. Then she reappeared and escorted them to a large conference room. There
					
				

				
					
						Yuri Kolchak was already waiting, seated at a wide, gleaming walnut conference table. He was in
					
				

				
					
						uniform, surrounded by other members of the politburo.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						As General Pulaski took a seat at the table, a lesser Soviet diplomat greeted Hamilton and Maxwell and
					
				

				
					
						led them to their own chairs, then made stiff, formal introductions. His voice droned on. From a half
					
				

				
					
						sphere three feet above Hamilton’s head the crisp voice of an interpreter overrode the drone of the
					
				

				
					
						Russian language, the English words beamed down to an area confined to a few inches on either side of
					
				

				
					
						Hamilton’s head.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Kolchak was a darkly handsome man, sturdy and heavy-browed. His slightly Slavic face was smooth,
					
				

				
					
						and his dark and bristly hair, which seemed to be a characteristic of all the Soviet leaders Hamilton had
					
				

				
					
						ever seen in pictures, showed no hint of gray. At forty-seven, just one year older than Hamilton, Kolchak
					
				

				
					
						was the youngest man ever to consolidate the various reins of power in the Soviet Union.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						The agenda for the next three days was the subject under discussion, but there existed only Yuri
					
				

				
					
						Kolchak’s almost black and yet burning eyes for Hamilton. There was something there that bothered
					
				

				
					
						Hamilton, a quality that he’d seen before. But where?
					
				

			

			
				
					
						He put his mind into neutral, blanking out George’s voice. He willed himself to go down into the dark,
					
				

				
					
						black depths of Kolchak’s eyes, to penetrate into the mind behind those eyes. He’d always been a good
					
				

				
					
						judge of men. And here, eyes locked on his, was a man whom he wanted to influence more than he’d
					
				

				
					
						ever wanted to influence any man. The stakes were high: Dexter Hamilton wanted to be the American
					
				

				
					
						President who halted the eternal arms race and delivered the world, forever, from the threat of nuclear
					
				

				
					
						incineration.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Then the memory came to him, identifying the look in Kolchak’s eyes. Dexter had been quite young,
					
				

				
					
						living on a tiny farm in Piedmont, North Carolina. He’d owned a little brown dog, and one day the dog
					
				

				
					
						wandered into a field and was swept up in a tomato picker. The dying, mutilated dog lay stunned and
					
				

				
					
						shocked, beyond yelping. Dexter knew he’d never forget the look in its large, luminous, brown
					
				

				
					
						eyes—terrible pain, disbelief, distance, and something he had never been able to identify until, as
					
				

				
					
						governor, he witnessed capital punishment. In Kolchak’s eyes was that same undefin-able quality that
					
				

				
					
						he’d seen in the eyes of a dying dog and in the eyes of men about to die—a pain, a something that, it
					
				

				
					
						seemed, approached a madness.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Aghast, Hamilton put his attention on George, who was in fine fettle, his balding head gleaming with
					
				

				
					
						perspiration. All around the large table the men and the one woman were watching the secretary, some
					
				

				
					
						nodding their heads as the polite haggling over the agenda for the summit meeting droned on. Hamilton
					
				

				
					
						sneaked a look at his button-watch, having only to turn his left arm slightly to reveal the tiny triumph of
					
				

				
					
						American-Japanese technology. He was beginning to feel the growing length of this day.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						He closed his eyes for a moment and squeezed the bridge of his nose to dispel drowsiness. When
					
				

				
					
						George Maxwell stopped midsentence, Hamilton quickly opened his eyes. George was standing with his
					
				

				
					
						mouth open, then went on talking, but with an uncharacteristic brittleness in his voice.
					
				

			

			 

		

		
			
				
					
						There was movement across the table from Hamilton. Yuri Kolchak was trying to rise, and something
					
				

				
					
						was wrong. He looked strained, pale. Two Red Army generals leaped to his side, helped him from the
					
				

				
					
						chair, and without a word, without explanation, apology, or a backward look, the Premier was escorted
					
				

				
					
						from the room. Now Hamilton knew his observation was correct; the man was obviously ill, perhaps
					
				

				
					
						even close to death. Hamilton found himself praying. “Not now, God. Give him time to work with me,”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						In a way, Dexter Hamilton’s prayers were answered. The next morning he was awakened in his luxurious
					
				

				
					
						suite in the Kremlin by a knock on the door and the appearance of a smiling, dark-haired little girl in
					
				

				
					
						livery. Pleasant aromas of coffee, real eggs, and melted butter came from the serving cart she was
					
				

				
					
						standing behind. There seemed to be a great number of covered serving bowls on the cart, certainly
					
				

				
					
						enough for more than one man. Well, he thought, rising from his bed to don his dressing gown, he would
					
				

				
					
						eat, then meet with George to go over the agenda meeting. They had not had an opportunity to talk
					
				

				
					
						privately the day before, and he wanted to discuss, among other matters, Yuri Kolchak’s sudden
					
				

				
					
						departure from the meeting.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						But just as he noticed that the girl was putting out two place settings of china on a table, he heard a deep,
					
				

				
					
						resonant voice behind him.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“Good morning, Mr. President. You slept well?”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Kolchak was dressed informally, tunic, trousers. There was no hint of his disability of the previous night.
					
				

				
					
						He extended a hand. Hamilton took it. Each grip was firm.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“Forgive me for surprising you,” Kolchak said as the serving girl disappeared out the door. Hamilton
					
				

				
					
						stood aside, wishing that he’d awakened earlier. He felt seedy, unprepared. “But if I had taken time to
					
				

				
					
						warn you that I was coming, we’d have had to push our way through dozens of others.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“I understand,’ Hamilton said. “Would you please have a seat and give me just a minute to freshen up?”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“Of course,’ Kolchak said, “but don’t bother to dress. Here we are very informal. Here in this room, it
					
				

				
					
						will be just the two of us.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Hamilton splashed water over his face, brushed his teeth, debated slipping quickly into some clothes,
					
				

				
					
						decided, well, what the hell, and went back into the large room. Kolchak was leaning back in his chair,
					
				

				
					
						and Hamilton took his seat across the table. There were real ham, flaky croissants, shirred eggs, fresh
					
				

				
					
						butter better than any Hamilton had enjoyed since he left the farm, and pastries.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“My people don’t understand why you’re here,” Kolchak said. “In fact, some of them wonder if it isn’t
					
				

				
					
						some kind of trick, since there is so much hate for us in your country, so much opposition to your coming
					
				

				
					
						here.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						So that’s the way it’s going to be, Hamilton decided. No small talk.
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Kolchak chewed thoughtfully for a moment. “In times past such conferences at least had meaning; one of
					
				

				
					
						the leaders of our two countries had something to gain—trying to influence domestic opinion,
					
				

				
					
						demonstrate statesmancraft, trying to sway what used to be called world opinion to his side.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“And now there’s no such thing as world opinion,” Hamilton said. “Is that what you’re saying?”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						Kolchak shrugged. “There are only two opinions that matter—yours and mine.”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“And not much left of the world that is uncommitted, eh?”
					
				

			

			
				
					
						“Exactly.”
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