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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) docs not require or lolerate
an explanatory preface; it is a self-contained universe, aloof from
commentary, beckoning the reader to eoter, perceive, respond.

Ayn Rand would never have approved of a didactic (or laudatory)
introduction to her book. and I have no intention of flouting her
wishes. Instead, 1 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
Adas Shrugged.

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

In due coursc. all of Ayn Rand’s writings will be published. For
this 35th anniversary edition of Atlas Shrugged, however, 1 have se-
fected, 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 | 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 ecarliest of Miss Rand’s notes for “The Strike” are dated Janu-
ary 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 {rom its predecessor.

Theme. kth:t happens fo the world when the Prime Movers
tri

goTﬁ'r; int::oens——-o pxcture of the w ’%rld with sts motor. cut off.

Show: what, c steps and incidents—in

terms of persons, Ohelr spm!s motives, psychology and ac-
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tions—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 enslave-
ment of the prime movers; the nature of the obstacles placed
in their way, and the reasons for it.

This last para, rqrph is contained entirely in The Fountain-
head. Roark and Toohey are the complete statement of it.
Therefore, this is not the 'direct theme of The Strike—but it is

rt of the theme and must be kert in mind, stated again
thou%h 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
cmswehr }s: The world. The story must be primarily a picture of

e whole.

In this sense, The Strike is 1o be much more a “social”
novel than The Fountainhead. The Fountainhead was about
“individualism and collectivism within man’s soul”’; it showed
the nature and function of the crector and the second-honder.

e primary concern there was with Roark and Toohey—show-
ing what they are. The rest of the characters were variations
of the theme of the relation of the ego o others—mixtures of
the two extremes, the two poles: Roark and Toohey. The pri-
mary concern of the story was the characters, the peaple as
such—their natures. Their relations to each other—which is
society, men in relation lo men—were secondur%_, an vnavoid-
able, 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 nec-
essary only to _the extent neeged to moke the relaﬁonsh'iﬁz
clear. “in The Fountainhead | showed that Roark moves
world—that the Keatings feed upon him and hate him for it,
while the Tooheys are out consciously to destroy him. But
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 wcﬁ:
the world is moved by the creators. Exactly how do the secon
handers live on the creators. Both in spiritual matters—and
(most particulorly) in concrete, physical events. (Concentrate
on the concrete, physical events—but don't forget to keep in
mind at all times how the physical proceeds fom  the
spiritual.) . . .

However, for the puTose of this story, | do not start by
showing how the second-handers live on the pfime movers gl
actual, eveolyday reality—nor do | start by shawing a norm
world. (Thaf comes in only in necessary retrobpect, or Hash-
back, or by implication 'Ln the events themselvis.) I start with
the fantastic premise of the prime movers going on strike. This
is the actual heart and center of the novel. A distinction care-
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fully 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
horpens to the world without them.

n The Fouptainhead | did not show how desperately the
world needed Roark—except by implication. | did show how
viciously the world treated him, and why. | showed main

at he is. It was Roark’s story. This must be the world’s
story—in relation to its prime movers. (Almost—the story of a
bo% in relation to its heart—a body dying of anemia.

| don’t show directly what the prime movers do—that's
shown only by implication. | show what happens when they
don’t do it. (Through that, you see the picgre 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 bad to understand fully
why the prime movers allowed the second-handers to hve on them—
why the creators had not gone on strike throughout history—what
errors ¢ven 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 raitroad 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 fo join the strike—
is over-optimism and overonfidence (poﬂimlorlzethis last).

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

Over<onfidence—-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 ot her
own talent; not by forcing them, of course, not by enslavin
them and giving orders—but by the sheer over-abundance o
her own energy; she will show them how, she can teach
and persuade them, she is so able that the{‘ll catch it from

r. {This is_still faith in their rotionality, in the omnipotence
of reason. The mistake? Reason is not automatic. Those

it cannot be conquered by it. Do not count on them.
Leave them alone.)

On these fwo points, Dagnr is committing an important (ibut
excusabls and understandable) error in thinking, the kind of
error individualists and creators often make. It is an error pro-
ceedin? from the best in their nature and from a proper princi-
ple, but this principle is misapplied. . . . o

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 1o extend that optimism to other specific men. First,
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it's not necessary, the creator’s life and the nature of the uni-
verse do not require if, his life does not depend on others.
Second, man is a being with free will; therefore, each man is

tially good or evil, and it's up to him and only fo him
through his reasoning mind) to decide which he wants to be.

e decision will offect only him; it is not (and cannot and
should not be} the primary concern of cr‘\! other human being.

Therefore, while a creator does and muyst worship Mar[
{(which means his own highest potentiality; which is his natura
selfreverence), he must not make the mistake of thinking that
this means the necessity to worship Mankind [as a collective).

ese are two enfirely different conceptions, with entirely—{im-
mensely and diametrical sed}—different consequences.

Man, at his highest po enﬁo\l}{y, 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, 1s of no importance or consequence what-
ever; numbers have nothing to do with it. He alone or he and
a few others ke 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 E'ossibility. (The rational

ing, who acts according to his nature.)

It should not matter o 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 wanis them to be better)|—and
to be tied to the world by that hope
Itis Proper for a creator to have an unlimited confidence in
himselt gnd his abili%, to feel certain that he can get anything

wishes out of life, that he can accomplish anything he
decides to accomplish, and that it's up fo him to do it.” (He
feels it because he is a man of reason . . .} [Bul] here is what
he must keep clearly in mind: it is hue that a creator can
accomplish onythinﬁ.. he wishes—if he functions occording 1o
e nafure of man, the universe and his own proper mordlity,
that is, if he does not place his wish primarily within others
and does not attempt or desire anything that is of a collective
noture, anything that concerns others primarily or reciuires pri-
marily the exercise of the will of others. (This would be an
immoral desire or attempt, contrary to his nature @s a creator.)
If he oftempts that, he is out of a creator’s proyince and in

t of the collectivist and the second-hander.

Therefore, he must never feel confident that hel can do any-
Ihio%d\:hatever to, by or through others. {He cén't—and he
shouldnt even wish 'to fry it—and the mere difempt is im-
Efopef.) He must not think that he can . . . how transfer

is energy and his intelligence to them and make them fit for
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his purposes in that woy. He must face other men as they
are, recognizing them as essentially independent entities,
nature, and beyond his primary influence; [he must] deal wi
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. . . .
ow, in Dagny’s case, her desperate desire is to run Tag-

art Transcontinental. She sees that there are no men suited
o her purpose around her, no men of ability, incgmendence
and competence. She thinks she can run it with ofhers, with
the incompetent and the porasites, either b¥ 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
resﬁ)onsibilify 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 mtegrated. the perfect. In Atfus Shrugged, this »s John Galt, the
towering figure who moves the world and the novel, yet does not
appear onstage until Part 111 By his nature {and that of the story)
Galt 1s necessanly central to the lives ot all the characters In one
note, “Galt's relation to the others.” Jdated June 27, 1946, Miss Rand
defhnes sucemnctly what Galt represents 1o cach ot them:

For Dagny—the ideal. The answer to_her two quests: the
man of genius and the man she loves. The first quest is ex-
pressed in her search for the inventor of the engine. The sec-
ond—her growing conviction that she will never be in love . . .

For Rearden—ihe friend. The kind of understanding and ap-

reciation he has always wanted and did not know he wanted
E)r he thought he had'it—he tried to find it in those around
im, fo 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
kirid" ?flpudience, worthy of stunning for the sheer joy and
color of life.

For Danneskjsld—the anchor. The only man who represents
land and roots to a restless, reckless wanderer, like the goa
ot a strug%le, the port at the end of a fierce sea-voyage—the
only man he can respect.

or the Composer—ihe 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 o
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).
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To Jar‘v:esT g:ggamhe eternal ﬁlllr)eag' Th}:) secret dread. T*Ii\e
r . uilt (his own guilt). He has po speci .
i:p with Gtzlet;—bgl he has that gonstoni, causeless, mameg,-
hysterical fear. And he recognizes it when he hears Galt's
dcast and when he sees Galt in person for the first time.
To the Professor—his conscience. The reproach and re-
minder. The ghost that haunts him throu%h everything he does,
wmlout”c; moment’s peace. The thing that says: “No” to his
whole life.

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

“Francisco™ was spelled “Francesco™ in these early years, while
Danpeskjold's first name at this point was Ivar, presumably after
Ivar Kreuger, the Swedish “match king,” who was the real-hfe model
of Bjorn Faulkner in Night of January [6th

Father Amadeus was Taggart's priest. to whom he confessed his
sms. The priest was supposed to be a posttive 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 convinang,

‘The Professor is Robert Stadler

This brings me to a tinal excerpt. Because of her passion for ideas,
Miss Rand was often asked whether she was poimantly o phitosopher
or a novelist. In later years, she was impatient with the question,
but she gave her own answer. to and for herselt, m a note dated
May 4. 1946. The broader context was a discussion of the nature
of creativiy.

| seem to be both a theoretical philosopher and a fiction
writer. But it is the lost 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 ; but the discovery of the principle inferests me
only os the discovery of the fproper knowledge to be used for
my life purpose; and my life purpose 1s the creation of the
kind of world (people and events) that | like—that is, that
represents human perfection.

Philosophical knowledge is necessary in order fo_define
human perfection. But | do not care to stop at the definition.
! want to use 1t, to apply it—in my work (in my personal life

ut the core, center and purpose of my personal life, of

my whole life, is mlwork). ) .
is is why, I think, the idea of wnﬁnio hilosophical non-
fiction book bored me. In such a book, the purpose would
actually be to teach others, to present my ided to them. In a
b?ok of fiction the éaurpose is to create, for nfyselt, the kind
of world | want and to live in it while | am creating it; then,
?s a secondary consequence, fo let others enjoy this world,

if, and fo the extent that they can. ’
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it said that the first purpose of a philosophical book
is thm cohon or stctemen't)of);our newp no e e to and
for yourse and then, as a secondary ring of

our knowledge to others. But here is the d rence as Fcr as
am concerned: | have to acquire cmd state to myself the new
philosophical knowl edioor 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, kno

ge stated or dnscovere someone else, that is, someone

else s philosophy (b ecouset se philosophies are wrong]. To
|se xtent, | am an a stroctf) |osoph |wcmH dpresent the

t man and his perfe l must also discover m

own philosophical statement and definition of thas perfechon

But when and if | have dnscovered such new nor/ edge, |
am not interested in stating it in its a slroct genera orm, that
is, as knowledge. | am inferested in using if, in applying it—

ot |s, in stahnq it in the concrete form of men and events,
in the form of atiction story. This last 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
knowe e doesnr interest me; the final, applied form of fic-
tlon of sory, does. (I state the knowledge to myself, anyway;

| choose the Fmol form of it, the expression, in the com-
pleted cycle that leads back to man.)

| wonder to what extent | represent a peculiar phenomenon
in this resgect | think | represent the proper integration of a
complate human being_ Anyway, this should be my fead for
the character of John Galt." He, too, i1s a combination of an
abstract philosopher and a practical inventor; the thinker and

e mon of action together .

Inl eornmg{, we draw an abstraction from concrete objects
and events. In creating, we make our own concrete oblecfs
and events out of the abstraction; we bnn%‘t e obstrc:chon
down and back to its specific meomng, lo e concrete; but
the abstraction has helped us to moke kind of concrete
we want the concrete fo be. It has hel Fg ed 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
latet in the same discussion.

Incidentally, as a sideline observation: if creative fiction writ-
ing is a process of translating an gbstraction into the concrere
there are three poss:bl rades of such writing: translatin
old (known) abstraction [theme or thesis) through the wm
of old fiction means {that is, characters, evenls or situations
used before for that same purpose, that same translation)—
this is most of the popular trash; translating an old cbstmcnon

rough new, original fiction meons—thas is most of
literature; creating a new, original abstraction and tmnslchng it

rough new, ongmo means. |s, os far as | know, is only me—



my kind of fiction writng May God forgive me {Metaphort} if

th‘a; is mistoken conceit! As near as | can now see d, it isn't. (ﬁ
fourth possnbnlom—-tmnslaﬁngﬁo new abstraction through o

means—is_impossible, by definthon if the abstraction 1s new,

re can be no means used by anybody else before to trans-
late 1t}

I» her concluston ““mistaken concest *? It s now torty-bive years
since she wrote this note, and you are holding Avn Rand s master-

work 1 your hands
You decide



PART ONE

NON-CONTRADICTION






Chapter | THE THEME

*“Who is John Galt?”

The light was cbbing. and Eddie Willers could not ditingwish the
bum’s face. The bum had said it simply, without cxpression. But
from the sunset far at the end ol the street. yellow glints caught his
eyes, and the eyes looked straight ot Eddie Willers. mocking and
still---as if the question had been addressed to the causcless uneasi-
ness within him.

“Why did you say tha1?” asked Eddie Willers, fus voice tense.

The bum leaned agamnst the side of the doorway: a wedge of bro-
ken glass behind him, reflected the metal yellow of the ~ky.

“Why doces it bother you?” he asked

“It doesn’t.” snapped Eddic Wallers.

He reached hastily into his pocket. The bum had stopped bim and
asked for a dime. then had gone on tatking. as if to kil that moment
and pustpone the problem of the next. Pleas for dimes were so fre-
quent in the streets these days that it was not necessary to listen to
explanations and he had no destre 1o hear the details of this bum's
particular despair

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

“Thank you. sse”” 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.

Eddic 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 (o fear: just an immense, diffused apprehension,
with 00 source or object. He had become accustomed 1o the feeling,
but he could tind no explanation for it; yet the bum had spoken ay
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
imagiae 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

1



intervals, and now it was coming more often than ever. It’s the twi-
light, he thought: 1 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 slen-
der, soot-caten walls. High on the side of a tower therc 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 pecled
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 1t 1s too late to stop.

No, thought Eddic 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 n returning to
the office. He did not hike the task which he had to perform on his
return, 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 sithou-
cttes of two buildings, as i 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 strects below. In the rusty light of this eve-
ning's sunsct, the rectangle said September 2.

Eddic 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 (ecling scemed to blend with his sense of uneasiness: it
had the same quality.

He thought suddenly that there was some phrase, a kind of quota-
tion, 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 nesther fill it nor dismuss it.
He glanced back. The white rectangle stood above the roofs, saying
in immovable finality. September 2.

Eddie Willers shifted his glince 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 onions. He saw a clcan white cunain
blowing at an open window. He saw a bus turning a corner, expertly
stecered. 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 needpd or wished to
buy: but he liked to see the display of goods, any goods, objects
made by men, to be used by men. He cnjoyed the sight of a prosper-
ous street; not more than every fourth one of the sfores was out of
business, its windows dark and empty.

He did not know why he suddealy thought of thef oak tree. Noth-
ing had recalled it. But he thought of it—and of his childhond sum-
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mers 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 on 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 vproot
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 great-
est symbol of strength.

One night, lightning struck the oak tree. Eddie saw it next morn-
ing. It lay broken in half, and he looked into its trunk as into the
mouth of a black tunncl. 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 protecled
from shock, from their first knowledge of death, pain or fear. But
these had never scarred him; his shock came when he stood very
quictly. looking nto 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 trost;
it was something elsc. He stood there for a while, making no sound,
then he walked back to the house. He never spoke about it to any-
one, then or since. .

Eddie Willers shook his head, as the screech of a rusty mechanism
changing a traffic light stopped lim 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
unge 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 mem-
ories: any day of it he remembered now seemed flooded by a still,
brilliant sunlight. It seemed to him as if a few rays from il reached
into his present: not rays, more like pinpoint spotlights that gave an
occasional 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, 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 admi-
ration 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 . . . 1 mean, the two of us together.”

. “What?" she asked. He said, "1 don’t know. That’s what we ought
to find out. Not just what you said. Not just business and earning a
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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?” 1 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 cver since;
the other questions had faded in his mind; he had been too busy to
ask them. But he still thought it sclf-cvident that one had to do what
was right; he had never learned how people could want to do other-
wise: he had learned only that they did. It still scemed simple and
incomprehensible to him: simple that things should be right, and
incomprehensible 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 Transcontinental.

The building stood over the street as its tallest and proudest struc-
ture. Eddic Willers always smiled at hus first sight of it. Its long bands
of windows were unbroken. 1 contrast 10 those of its ncighbors. Its
rising lines cut the sky, with no crumbling corners or worn edges. It
seemed to stand above the years, untouched. 1t 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 rect-
angles of its electric fixtures were chips of solid light. Behind sheets
of glass, rows of girls sat at typewnters, the cheking of thewr keys
like the sound of speeding train wheels. And hike an answernng echo,
a faint shudder went through the walls at times, nsing from under
the building, from the tunncls of the great terminal where trains
started out to cross a continent and stopped after crossing 1t again, as
they had started and stopped for generation after generation. Taggart
Transcontinental, thought Eddie Willers. From Occan to Occan—-
the proud slogan of his chitdhood, so much more shining and holy
than any commandment of the Bible. From Ocean to Ocean, for-
ever—thought Eddie Willers, in the manner of a rededication. as he
walked through the spotiess halls into the heart of the building, into
the office of James Taggart. President ol Taggart Transcontinental.

James Taggart sat at s desk. He looked like a man approaching
fifty, who had crossed into age from adolescence, without the inter-
mediate stage of youth. He had a small, petulant mouth, and thin
hair clinging to a bald forchcad. His posture had a limp. decentral-
ized 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,iwith a glance that
moved slowly, never quite stopping. gliding off &nd past things in
cternal resentment of their existence. He looKed obstinate and
drained. He was thirty-nine years old.

He lifted his head with irritation, at the sound of the opening door.
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“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 nght, what is it?”

Eddie Willers looked at a map on the wall ot the office. The map's
colors had faded under the glass—he wondered dimly how many
Taggart presidents had sat betore 1t 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 overabundance. had branched out at random points, runmng
all over the country. 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 extended south beyond El Paso—but Eddie Willers
turned away hastily when s eyes reached that point.

He looked at James Taggatt and said, “It’s the Rio Norte Line.””
He noticed Taggart’s glance moving down 10 a corner of the desk.
“We’ve had another wreck.”

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

*You know what I'm saying, Jim. The Rio Norte 1s done for. That
ttack 1s shot. Down the whole lme.”

“We are getting a new track ™

Eddic Willers continued as if there had been no answer: ““That
track 15 shot It’s no use trying to run tramns down there. People are
giving up trying to use them.”

“There is not a railroad 1n 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.”

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

“What do you want?" snapped Taggart.

*I just came to tell you something you had to know. because
somebody had to tell you.”

*That we've had another accident?™

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

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

“Who's thinking of giving up the Riv 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
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minor. We're losing all our shippers. one after another. How long
can we last?”

“You're a pessimist. Eddic. You lack faith. That's what under-
mines the morale of an organization.”

“You mean that nothing's going to be donc 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 gomng to be any new track.” He watched Taggart’s
eyelids move up slowly. “I've just come back from the office of
Associated Steel. I've spoken to Orren Boyle.”

“What did he say?”

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

“What did you bother him for? 1 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.”

“Unforescen circumstances. Absolutely beyond Orren's control.™

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

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

*1 want you to understand that we can’t wait.”

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

“She won't be back until tomorrow.”

“Well, what do you want me to do?™

* Fhat’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.”

Eddi¢ did not answer at once, then said quietly, “All nght, Jim. 1
won't mention it.”

“Orren 1s my friend.” He heard no answer. "1 resent your attitude.
Orren Boyle will deliver that ral just as soon as it's humanly possi-
ble. So long as he can’t dehver 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 Eddice’s face tighten. “*Nobody ever
complained about the Rio Norte Iine, 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 T ranswntmenlal! It was nothing but a local nulk line ten
years ago.”

“It’s got most of the freight traffic of Arzona, New Mexico and
Colorado now.” Taggart did not answer. “Jim, We can’t lose Colo-
rado. It’s our last hope. It's everybody’s last hopk. If we don’t pull
ourselves together, we’ll lose cvery big shipper n the siate to the
Phoenix-Durango. We've lost the Wyatt oil fields.”
ﬁe.lgs don’t see why everybody keeps talking allout the Wyatt oil

L1
“Because Ellis Wyatt is a prodigy who—-"
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“Daman Ellis Wyatt!”

Those oil wells, Eddic thought suddenly, didn’t they have some-
thing in common with the blood vessels on the map? Wasi’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
ol field had becn only a rocky patch in the mountamns of Colorado,
given up as exhausted long ago. Ellis Wyatt’s father had managed
to squeeee an obscure hiving to the end of his days, out of the dying
oif wells. Now it was as if somebody had given a shot of adrenaline
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, because 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 existence, 1t had brought new towns,
new power plants, new factones to a region nobody had ever noticed
on any map. New factories, thought Eddic Willers, at a time when
the freight revenues from all the great old industnes were dropping
slowly year by ycar; a rich new oil ficld. at a time when the pumps
were stopping in one famous field after another; a new industriaf
state where nobady had expected anything but cattle and beets. One
man had done 1it, and he had done it in e¢ight 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 sad he was thirty-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 s a greedy bastard who's alter nothing but money.”
said James Taggart. “It seems 10 me that there are more important
things in bfe 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 weck.”

“These are not the days of old man Wyatt. Jim. The Phoenix-
Durango runs two tank trains a day down there—and it tuns 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, sacri-
fice 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.”

1 think he’s a destructive, unscrupulous ruffian. I think he's an
irresponsible upstart who's heen grossly overrated.” It was aston-
ishing to hear a sudden emotion in James Taggart's lifeless voice.
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“I'm not vo sure that his o1l fields are such a beneficial achievement
1t seems to me that he’s dislocated the economy of the whole coun-
try Nobody vxpected Colorado to become an industrial state How
can we have any secunty 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 1s not the
standard it scems to me, by which one gauges a man’s value to
society And as for his o1l he'd come crawhng to us, and he’d wat
his turn along with all the other shippers, and he wouldn t demand
more than his fair shaie of transpostation —f it weren’t {or the Phoe-
nix-Durango We can't help 1t if we're up aganst destructive compe-
tition of that kind Nobody can blame us ™

The pressure in hus chest and temples, thought Eddie Willers, was
the stramn of the effort he was making he had deuded to make the
issue clear for once and the ssue was so clear, he thought, that
nothing could bar it from Taggart’s understanding, unless 1t was the
farlure of hus own presentation So he had tnied hard, bat he was
faiing, just as he had always failed 1 all of therr discussions, no
matter what he said. they never seemed to be talking about the
samc subject

“Jim, what are you saying? Does 1t matter that nobodv blames
us— when the road 1s falhmg apart?’

James Taggart smiled, 1t was a thin smile amused and wold  *1t's
touching, Fddic, he said  Its touching  your devotion to 1aggart
Transcontinental If vou don t look out you'll tuin into one ot those
real teudal serfs”’

“That's what I am Jim

But may 1 ask whether 1t 15 your job to discuss these matters
with me?”’

“No, 1t 1sn't

“qdhen why don’t you learn that we have departments to take care
ot things” Why dont vou report all this to whoever's concerned?
Why don’t you cry on my dear sister’s shoulder ™

“Look. Jim, T know s not my place to talk to you But I can’t
understand what's going on [ don t know what it 1 that your proper
advisers tell you or why they can’t make you understand So [
thought 1d try to tell you myself °

*1 appreaiate our chiddhood friendship Eddie but do you think
that that should entitle you to walk 1n here unannounced whenever
you wish? Considenng your own rank, shouldn't you remember that
I am president of Taggart iranscontinental””

This was wasted [ddie Willers looked at hum as usual not hurt,
merely pussied, and asked, * Then you don't infend to do anything
about the Rio Norte Line”

*“1 baven't said that 1 haven’t sard that at all {1 aggatt was looking
at the map, at the red streak south of Fl Paso *‘Just as soon as the
San Scbastiin Miney get gowng and our Mexichn branch begins to
pay off—"

“Don’t let's talk about that, Jim ™
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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 sce James Taggart or anything in
the office.

After a moment, he bowed and walked out

In the anteroom, the derks ot James Taggart’s personal staft were
switching off the hights, getting ready to leave for the day But Pop
Harper, chiet clerk, sull 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 m that particular corner at that partic-
ular desk and never intended to leave 1t He had been chief clerk
for James laggart’s father

Pop Harper glanced up at Eddie Willers as he came out of the
president’s office It was a wase, slow glance 1t seemed to say that
he knew that Eddie’s visit to their patt of the butlding meant trouble
on the hne, knew that nothang had come of the visit, and was com
plctely inditferent to the knowledge 1t was the cymical indifterence
which Lddie Willers had seen m the eyes of the bum on the street
worner

Say. I ddie. know wherc 1 could get some woolen undershirts? *
he asked  Tried all over town, but nabody's got 'em >

“1 don’t know 7 sad L ddie stoppmg “Why du you ash me?”

T gust ash everybody Maybe somebody 'l tell me ™

bddie looked uneasily at the blank emaaated face and white hair

It's cold m this jnt «ard Pop Harper *It's gomng to be colder
this winter’

“What are you doing™" Pddie asked pointing at the pieces of
Ly pewrniter

*The dama thing's busted again No use sending it out. took them
three months to fix t the last tme  thought 1d patch o up myseit
Not for long, T guess ™ He let his hst drop down on the keys * You're
ready for the junk pile, old pal Your days are numbered ™

Lddie started That was the sentence he had trnicd to remember
Your days are numbered But he had forgotten in what connection
he had tried 1o remember 1t

Tt s no wse, Eddic,” said Pop Harper

“What's no use?”

‘Nothing Aaythmng’

“What's the matter, Pop™™

“P'm not going to requisition a new typewrniter The new ones are
made of un When the old ones go, that will be the end of typewnt-
mg lhere was an accident in the subway this mormng, their brakes
wouldn’t work You ought to go home, Eddie, tum on the radio and
listen to 4 goad dance band Forget at, boy Trouble wath you 1 you
never had a hobby, Somebody stole the electric hght bulbs again,
from oft the staircase, down where Ihive, I've got a pain i my chest.
Couldn’t get any cough diops this morning, the drugstore on our
corner went bankrupt last week The Teaas-Western Rarlroad went
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bankrupt last month They closed the Queensborough Bridge yester-
day for temporary repairs Oh well, what's the use” Who s John
Galt””

* *

She sat at the window of the tram, 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
darkness, and dots of light slashed across the glass as luminous
streaks once 1 a while

Her leg. sculptured by the tight sheen of the stocking, its long line
runnmg straight, over an arched mnstep, to the tip of a foot 1n a high-
heeled pump, had a fermmine elegance that seemed out of place n
the dusty train car and oddly mncongruous with the rest of her She
wore 4 battered camel’s han coat that had been expensive, wrapped
shapelessly about her slender nervous body The coat colfar was
raised to the slanting brim of her hat A sweep of brown harr fell
back, almost touching the line ot her shoulders Her face was made
of angular planes, the shape of her mouth clear-cut, a sensual mouth
held closed with infleable preasion She kept her hands i the coat
pockets, her posture taut as if she resented immobthty, and unfem
ninc. as 1f she were unconscious of her own body and that it was a
'woman’s body

She sat Iistemong to the music It was a symphony of triumph  The
\notes flowed up they spoke of nsing and they were the rising, atsell,
‘ were the essence and the torm ol upward motion they seemed
ﬁmhndy every human act and thought that had ascent as its mo-

It was a sunburst of sound breaking out of lading and spreading
Open It had the freedom of relcase and the tension of purpose It
swept space clean and lett nothing but the joy of an unobstrocted
effort Only a famt echo within the sounds spoke of that trom which

music had escaped but spohe n laughing astomishment at the
overy that there was no ugliness or pam  and there never had
had to be It was the song of dn immense dehiverance

She thought For just a few moments- while this lasts—it 15 all
night to surreader completely -to farget evervthing and just permit
yoursel to feel Shc thought Let go —drop the controls— this v it

Somcewhere on the edge of her mind, under the music, she heard
the sound of train wheels They knocked in an even thythm, every
fourth knock accented, as st stressing a conscious purpose She could
relax because she heard the wheels She histened to the symphony,
why the wheels have to be kept going, and this s

n?ﬂl&:@d

wficent intenst

hat symphony betore but she knew that 1t
ey She recognized the violence and the
ccognized the style of the theme, it was
cleay, momplc_x mei tme when no ong wrote melody any
oy ﬁc ﬁ at the ceillng of ghe car, but she did
5 of dec R §d‘l en where she was She did not know
vy whdhorm‘la cart ull symphony oréhestra or only the
~, \heme: p she wasfheafigg the orchestration in her own mind

She lh f fy,that t had becen premomitory echoes of this
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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 becn 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 writc 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.

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,
cager smile, as if he were sharing a confidence with a friend. She
hiked his face—its lines were tight and firm, it did not have that look
of louse muscles evading the responsibility of a shape. which she bad
learned to expect in people’s faces.

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

“Which one?”

“The Filth.”

She let a moment pass, before she said slowly and very carcfully,
“Richard Halley wrote only four concertos ™

The boy's smile vanished. 1t was as if he were jolted back to
rcality, just as she had bcen a few moments ago. It was as if a
shutter were slammed down, and what remained was a face without
expression, impersonal, indifferent and empty.

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

“Then what was it?”

“Something 1 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 fur-
ther intetest.

“It sounded like a Halley theme.” she said. “But I know every
nole 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, “1 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 bad not slept for two nights, but she could not permit herself
to sleep; she had too many p ms to consider and not much time:
the train was due in New York carly in the morning. She needed
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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 something that could not be stopped. . . . She shook her head
angrily, jerked her hat off and lighted a cigarctte.

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 sense of peace within her. . . . When she extinguished her
cigarette, she knew that she nceded another one, but thought that
she would give herself a minute, just a few minutes, before she would
light it. .

She had fallen aslecp 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
might lamps. She glanced at her watch: there was no reason for stop-
ping. 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 hecard weeds rustling in the datkness Far ahead,
she saw the figures of men standing by the engine-—and above them,
banging detached in the sky, the red light ot a signal.

She walked rapidly toward them, past the motionless hine 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 secemed to be waiting in placid
indifference.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

The engineer turned, astomished. Her question had sounded like
an order, not hke the amateur cunosity of a passenger. She stood,
hands 1 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 1t been on?”

“An hour.”

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

“That’s right.”

Etwhy?!‘

“I don’t know.”

The conductor spoke up. ‘1 don’t think we had arly 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 light. “I don't
think the signal’s going to change. 1 think it’s bustad.”

“Then what are you doing?"”

“Whaiting for it to change.”
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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 thc Taggart Comet,” she said. “The Comet has never
been late.”

“She’s the only one 1n the country that hasn't,” said the cngineer.

“There's always a first time,” said the fireman.

“You don’t know about railroads, lady,” said a passcnger.
““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 hke 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 famihiar to him, but he could not recall where he had seen it.

“Lady. | 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 hght says stop, we stop.™

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

“We’re not taking any chances,” said thc engineer. “Whoever's
responsible 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 cngineer shrugged. “Who is John Galt?”

*“He means,” said the fireman, “don’t ask guestions nobody can
answer.”

She looked at the red light and at the iail 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 so?”

l-l d°.|‘

“Who are you?”

It was only the briefest pause, a moment of astonishment at a
question 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 oflen:

“Dagny T

“Well, I'll he-—- 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.”
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“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.”

She was turning to go, when the engineer asked, “If there’s any
trouble. are you taking the responsibility for 1t. Miss Taggart?”

*f 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 casily. “Had no time to be formal. Had my own car
attached 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
brakeman was among them. He asked, pointing after her, “Who
is that?™

“That's who runs Taggart Transcontinental,” said the cngineer:
the respect in hus vorce was genuine. “That’s the Vice-President in
Charge of Operation ™

When the train jolted forward. the blast of its whistle dying over
the ficlds, she sat by the window, lighting another agarette, She
thought: It's crackmng to pieces, like this, all over the country, you
can expect it anywhere, at any moment. But <he 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 Diviston 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 1id of hum, 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 1n 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 procpector in an unpromising
wasteland. Kellogg was still too young to be made supermntendent of
a division: she had wanted to give him another year, but there was no
tume 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: 1t was the hard. exhilarating pleasure of action.

* *

With the first whistling rush of air, as the Comét plunged into the
tunnels of the Taggart Terminal under the city ofiNew York, Dagny
Taggart sat up straight. She always felt it when the train went under-
ground—this sense of eagerness, of hope and of secret excitement.
It was as if normal existence were a photograph’of shapeless things
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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 tlowed past: barc 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 arc the roots of
the building, 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 hefore she
realized that she was whistling a piece of music—-and that it was the
theme of ralley'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 wnnkled 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 Qperation,
and his main duty was to be her bodyguard aganst any waste of
time. She ashed him to be present at interviews of this nature, be-
cause then she never had to explain anvthing to him afterwards.
Janes Taggpart sat at his desk, his head drawn into his shoulders.

*The Riv Norte Line is a pile of junk from one end to the other,”
she said. “It's much worse than 1 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 scctions. 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 shight, choked sound from Eddic Willers was his suppressed
desire o cheer.

James Taggart did not answer at once. *Dagny, why don’t you sit
m the chair as one 15 supposed t0?” he said at last; his voice was
petulant. “Nobody holds business conferences this way.”

“1 do.”

She waited. He asked. his eyes avoiding hers, “Did you say that
you have ordercd the rail from Rearden?””

“Yesterday evening. 1 phoned him from Cleveland.”

“But the Board hasn’t authonzed it. 1 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.
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James Taggart moved back 1n tus chawr '} haven't sawd that,” he
answered angnly * | haven’t sad that at all ™

“Then 1t stands?"

I haven’t saud that, cither "

She turned ‘‘kddie, have them draw up the contract with Rearden
Steel Jim wall sign 1t She took a crumpled picce of notepaper from
her pocket and tossed 1t to Eddie * There’s the figures and terms *

Taggart said. “*But the Board hasn t —

*The Board hasn’t anvthing to do with it Fhey authonzed you to
buy the rail thirteen months ago Where you buy it 1s up to you ’

“I don't think 1t's proper to make such a decision without giving
the Board a chance to express an opinton And 1 dont see why |
should be made to take the responsimhity

I am taking

“What about the expenditure which—-

*Rearden 1s charging less than Orren Boyle s Associated Steet ”

* Yes, and what about Orren Boyle?

“I've cancclled the contract We had the nght to canced it six
months ago”

“When did you do that’

“Yesterday °

“But he hasn't called to have me contirm

“He won't

Taggart sat looking down at s desk She wondered why he e
sented the necessity of deahng with Rearden, and why his resentment
had such an odd, evasive quality Rcarden Steel had been the chief
supphier of Taggart [ranscontinental tor ten years, ever since the
first Rearden furnace was fired, tn the days when tharr father was
president of the raroad For ten years, most of then rail had come
fiom Rearden Steel There were not many firms in the country who
delwvered what was ordered, when and as ordered Rearden Steel
was onc of them If she were insane, thought Dagny she would
conclude that her brother hated to deal with Rearden because Rear
den did his job with superlative efficiency but she would not con
clude 1t, because she thought that such a feehng was not within the
humanly possible

It st fanr,” said James laggant

“What sn’t?”

‘That we alwdys give all our busmess to Rearden It seems to me
we should give somebody clse 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 @ monopoly *

“Don’t talk tripe, Jim

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

“Because we always get them ™

*} don’t ike Henry Rearden ”

“1 do But what does that matter. one way or th§ other” We need
rails and he’s the only one who can give them to s’

**The human element 1s very important You ha:,e no sense of the
buman element at all

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

26



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

“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 received 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 before. Nobody approves of Rearden Mctal. Nobody's mter-
ested n it. Nobody wants it. Sull, our rails are going to be made of
Rearden Mectal ”

“But .. .”" said Taggart, “*but .. but nubody’s ever used it before!™

He observed, with satisfaction, that she was silenced by anger. He
hiked t0 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 cmotion about a metal
alloy, and what such an emotion indicated, was incomprehensible 1o
him: so he could make no use of his discovery.

“The consensus of the best metallurgical authorities,” he said,
“scems 1o be highly skeptical about Rearden Metal. contending—"

“Drop it, Jim.”

“Well, whose opmion did you take?™

“I don’t ask tor opinions.™

“What do you go by?”

“Judgment.”

“Well, whose judgment did you take?”

“Mine.”

“But whom did you consult about it?”

“Nobody.”

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

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

"Why""

“Because 1t's tougher than steel, cheaper than steel and will outfast
any hunk of metal in existence.”

“But who says so”"

“Jim, 1 studied engneering in coliege. When 1 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
nobody 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?”
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“}Vell. 1 don’t see why we have to be the first ones [ don’t see 1t
at all "

“Do you want to save the Rio Norte Line or not”" He did not
answer ‘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 replaang 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 stil the best railroad n the country The others are domng
much wore’

“Then do you want us to remain 1n the hote’

‘T haven t sad that! Why do you always oversimphty things that
way? And if you re worried about moncy, 1 don t sec why you want
to waste it on the Rio Norte Line when the Phoemx Durango has
robbed us ot all our business down there Why spend money when
we have no protection agamnst a competitor who Il destroy our
mvestment’

Because the Phoemix Durango 15 an cxeellent radroad but 1in
tend to makc the Rio Norte [inc better than that Because T'm
going to beat the Phocmix Durango it necessary -only it won't be
necessary, because there will be room for two or three railroads to
make fortunes 1n Colorado Because I d mortgage the system to buld
a branch to any distrit around I lhs Wyatt

“I'm sick of hearing about Ellis Wyatt

He did not hike the way her cyes moved to look at him and re
matned stull, looking for a moment

“I don't sce any necd for immediate action  he said he sounded
oftended  Just what do vou consider so alarming 1n the present
situation of Taggart Transcontinental’’

*The consequences of your poliaes Jim’

“Which polictes”

“Ihat thirteen months cxperiment with Assoaated Steel for one
Your Mexican catastrophe, for another

*The Board approved the Associated Steel contract  he sard hast
iy ‘ The Board voted to bwuild the San Sebastidn Line Besides |
don’t see why you call 1t a catastrophe

* Because the Mexican government s gomg to nationalize yow
line any day now’

“That’s a he” His vore was almost a scream  That s nothing but
viczous rumors! I have 1t on very good nside authority that -

“Don’t show that you're scared, him  she said contemptuously

He did not answer

“1t’s no use getting pamchy about it now, she smd  All we can
do 1 try to cushion the blow It’s going to be 4 bad blow Forty
muthon dollars s a loss from which we won t recover easly But
Taggart 1ranscontinental has withstood many bad shocks n the past
I'll see to it that it withstands this one ”

“ refuse to consider, I absolutely refuse to consfder the posybility
of the San Sebastidn Line being nationalized

*“All nght Don't consider it ’

She remaned silent He said defensively, I dop’t see why you're
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50 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 chancc. And I'm
not in business to give chances. I'm running a railroad.”

“That’s an extremely narrow view, it scems to me. 1 don’t sec 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 pencrally conceded that the interests of
society as 2 whole must always be placed first in any business under-
taking 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 ceater
of his vision, annoyed him: they spoiled the rest of his estimate.

She remained silent, he was forced to ask. “Did vou decide to
order 1t just like that, on the spur of the moment, over a telephone?”

“1 decided it six months ago. | was waiting for Hank Rearden to
pet ready to go into production.”

“Don't call him f{fank Rearden. It's vulgar.™

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

“Why did vou have to telephone him last night?™

*Couldn’t reach him souner.™

“Why didn’t you wait unatil you got back to New York and--"

“Because 1 had scen the Rio Norte Line.”

“Well, I need time to coansider 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.”

*T 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 1ails are. Whether we get them or not, i5.”

She waited. He did not answer.

“Well?” she asked.

*Are you taking the responsibility for it?™

“1 am.”

“Go ahead,” he said. and added, “but at your own risk. 1 won't
cancel it, but 1 won't commit myself as to what I'll say 10 the Board.”

“Say anything you wish.”
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She rose to go He leaned forward across the desk, reluctant to
end the interview and to end it so decisively

“You realize, of courve, that a lengthy procedure will be necessary
to put this through,” he said, the words sounded almost hopefu} “It
sn't as simple as that ”

“Oh sure > she said * I'lt send you a Jdetaded report, which kdde
will prepare and which you won't rcad kddie wil help you put 1t
through the works I'm going to Pluladelphia tomght to sce Rearden
He and I have a lot of work to do’ She added 1t's as simple as
that, Jim

She had turncd to go when he spoke again  and what he sad
secmed bewildunngly wreltvant  That’s all nght for vou because
you're lucky Others can t do 1t

Do what?

*Other people are human  They re sensitive They cant devote
their whole lifc to metals and engines Youre lucky  vou ve nover
had anv fechngs You ve nover fult snything at all

As she looked at tum her dark gray cyces went slowly from as
tonsshment to stillness then to a strange oxpression that resembled
a look of weartness ¢xeept that it scemed to reflect much more than
the endurance of this one moment

No lm she said quetly [ guess [ve never 4Cdt anything
all”

Lddie Wallers follows d hor to her otficc: Whenover she rcturned
he felt as of the world became dear sunple Casy to b and he
forrot his moments of shapeioss approhenson He was the only por
son who found it completely natural that she should be the Operating
Vice president of a gre it radroad even though she was 1 woman
She had told him when he wias ten years old that she would 1un
the raroad some day It did not astomsh hiny now just 45 1t had
not astonwhed him that day n a deanng of the woods

When they entered her office when he siw her <it down at the
desh and glance at the memos he had Ieft for hor he felt as he did
in his car when the motor caught on aind the wheels could move
torward

He was about to leave her office when he ramembered 1+ matter
he had not reportcd  Owen Kellogg ot the Lorounal Division asked
me lor an appomtment to st vou  he sad

She looked up astomshed  Fhat s funny I was gomg to send fo
him Have him come up [ want to sce him Eddie  she added
suddenly, before 1 start tell them to get me Ayers of the Ayars
Music Publshing company on the phone

‘The Music Pubhishing Company’?  he repeated incrcdulously

*Yes There s something [ want to ask him

When the voict of Mr Aycrs courteously cager inquired of what
service he could be to her she asked  Can ypu tell me whether
Richard Halley has wnitten a new puano Lonccrﬁ the Fifth?

“A fifth concirto, Miss Taggart? Why no offcourse he hasn t

*Are you sure?’

“Quute sure, Miss Taggart He has not wnitten anything for eight
years "
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“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 hear!?;; 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 sce. Thank you.”

When Owen Kellogg entered her office, she looked at him with
satisfaction. 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.

“Sit down, Mr. Kcllogg.” shc said, but he remained standing in
tront 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 | came to tell
you that [ am quitting.”

She had expected anything but that; 1t took her a moment before
she asked quietly, “*Why?”

“For a personal reason.”

“Were you dissatistied here?”

A.N‘-) "

“Have vou received a better offer?”

*No.”

“What railroad are you gong to?

“I'm not poing to any railroad, Miss Taggart

“Then what job are you taking?”

*f have not decided that yet ™

She studied him, fecling slightly uncasy. There was no hostility in
hus face; he looked straight at her. he answered simply, directly: he
spoke like one who has nothing to hide, or 1o show; the face was
pohte and empty

“Then why should you wish to quit?”

“It's a personal matter.”

“Are you 1l1? Is it a question of your health?”

“No.”

“Arc you leaving the city?”

“No.”

“Have you inherited money that pennits you to retire?"”

.‘NO-"

*Do you intend to continue working for a living?™

“*Yes.”

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

‘#N() "

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

“Nothing, Miss Taggart.”

“I wish you'd tell me. 1 have a reason for wanting to know.”

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

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

“You have no specific complaint against Taggart ‘Transcontinentaf?”

“None.”

“Then I thunk you mught reconsider when you hear what [ have
to offer you.”

“I'm sorry. Miss Taggart. I can’t.”

“May 1 teli you what 1 have in mind?”

“Yes, if you wish.”

“Would you take my word tor 1t that { decided to otter you the
pust I'm going to ofter, before you asked to see me? I want you to
know that.”

1 will always take your word, Miss Taggart.”

“It’s the post of Supenntendent of the Ohio Division, It's yours,
if you want 1t.”

His face showed no reaction, as if the words had no more signifi-
cance for lum than for a savage who had never heard of radroads

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

After a moment, she said, her voice tight, “Wnite your own ticket,
Kellogg. Name your price. 1 want you to stay 1 can match anything
any other railroad offers you.”

*f am not going to wotk for any other railroad.”

*1 thought you loved your work.”

This was the first sign of emotion m him, just a shght widening of
his eyes and an oddly gmet emphasis i s voice when he answered,
“1 do.”

“Then tell me what it is that 1 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 ham.

“Perhaps | am being unfair by coming herc to tell you that I'm
quitting, Miss Faggart. I know that you asked me to tell you because
you wanted 1o have a chance to make me a counter-offer. So if 1
camg, it looks as if I'm open to a deal. But I'm not. | came only
because I ... [ wanted to keep my word to vou.”

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

“*Kellogg, is there nothing I can offer vou?" she asked.

“Nothing, Miss Taggart. Nothing on carth.”

Hc tumed to go. For the first time i her e, 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 scen: i held secret amuse-
ment, and heartbreak, and an infinite bitterness. ‘He answered:

“Who is John Galt?”
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Chapter il THE CHAIN

It began with a few lights. As a train of the Taggart line rofled
toward Philadelphia, a few brilliant, scattered lights appeared in the
darkness; they scemed purposcless in the empty plain, yet too power-
ful to have no purpose. The passengers watched them idly, without
intcrest.

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 noisc. In a sudden break above the flat cars, the
passengers 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, blinding, orange spread of flame.

The passengers could not grasp the complexity of what seemed to
be a city stretched for nules, 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 hae 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 SIETL.

A passenger, who was a protessor of economics, remarked to his
companion: “Of what importance 18 an individual in the titanic col-
lective achievements of our industrial age?" Another, who was a
journalist, made a note for future use in s 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
1o the sky from behind a long structure. The passengers paid no
attention: one more heat ol stecl being poured was not an event
they had becn 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 hquid 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,

3



as from broken arteries. The air scemed 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 consume the columns, the girders, the bridges of cranes
overhead. But the liguid metal had no aspect of violence. It was a
long white curve with the texture of satin and the frendly 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 deli-
cate as Jace and innocent as children’s sparkiers. Only at a closer
glance could one notice that the white satin was boiling. 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 metal which was to be harder than steel,
running liquid at a temperature ot four thousand degrees. had the
power to annihilate every wall of the structurc and every one of the
men who worked by the stream. But cvery inch of its course, cvery
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 tace 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 cyes, which had the color and quality of pale bluc 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 tor 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 thc metal. He was Hank
Rearden.

The metal came rising to the top of the ladle and went running
over with arrogant prodigality. Then the bhinding white trickles
turned to 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 craters broke open, with the white liquid
still boiling within.

A man came riding through the air. in the cab of a grane overhead.
He pulled a lever by the casual movemenl of one hapd: steel hooks
came down on a chain, scized the handles of the iladle, hfted it
smoothly like a bucket of milk—and two hundred ton§ of metal went
sailing through space toward a row of molds waitingjto be filled.

Hank Rearden leaned back, closing his eyes. He felt the column
trembling with the rumble of the crane. The job;was done, he
thought.
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A worker saw him and grinned in understanding, like a fellow
accomplice 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 latc 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 country, 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 lcaves against the stars: the leaves were twisted and dry, rcady
to fall. There were distant lights in the windows of houses scattered
through the countryside; but the lights made the road secem lonelier.

He never feit loncliness 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 fecling 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 fecling. They were the nights spent at scorch-
ing ovens in the research laboratory of the mulls—

-~the mights 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 scicatists of the smal staff he had
chosen to assist him waited for instructions like soldiers ready for a
hopeless baitle, 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 pursucd at once, to be tried, to be
tested, to be worked on for months, and to be discarded as an-
other failure—

—the momeats 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,
undcr cverything 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 picce 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
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good enough stll not good enough " and going on with no
motor save the conviction that 1t could be done —

—then the day when it was done and 1its result was called Rear
den Metal—

—these were the things that had come to white heat, had melted
and fused withun hum, and thewr alloy was a strange, quiet feeling
that made him smile at the countryside 1n the darkness and wonder
why happiness could hurt

After a while, he realized that he was thinking of his past, as of
certamn days of it were spread before him, demanding to be seen
again He did not want to look at them, he despised memones as a
pomtless mdulgence But then he understood that he thought of
them tomight 1n honor of that piece of metal 1n b pocket Then he
permutted himself to look

He saw the day when he stood on a rocky ledge and felt a thread
of sweat runnuing from his temple down his neck He was fowteen
years ofd and 1t was his fust day of work 1n the iron mines of Minne
sota He was trying to learn to breathe against the scalding pamn in
his chest He stood, cursing himself. because he had made up s
mind that he would not be tred Atfter 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 otfice and
looked at the munes he owned them as of that morming He was
thurty years old What had gone on n the years between did not
matter, just as pain had not mattered He had worked in mines in
foundries 1n the stecl mills of the north moving toward the purpose
he had chosen All he remembered of those jobs was that the men
around him had never scemed to know what to do whilc he had
always known He remembered wondering why so many ron mincs
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 a road
Rearden Ore

He saw an cvening when he sat slumped across his desk i that
office Tt was late and hrs staft had left so he could hic there alone
unwitnessed He was tired It was as if he had run a race agamst his
own body, and all the exhaustion of years which he had retused 10
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 sufter He had burned every
thing there was to burn within him, he had scattered so many sparks
to start so many things— and he wondered whether someone could
give lim now the spark he needed now when he felt unable ever
to rnse again He asked humsclf who had started hirg and kept him
going Then he raised his head Slowly, with the greatest effort of
his hife, he made his body nse until he was able to fit upright with
only one hand pressed to the desk and a tremblhing arm to support
him He never asked that question agamn

He saw the day when he stood on a hill and kx.éced dt a grimy
wasteland of structures that had been a steel plant It was closed
and given up. He had bought it the might betore There was a strong
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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 unemployed from the rotting hovels of what
had once been a prosperous town. They stood silently, Jooking 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 s 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 sunrisc.

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, tike a streak of specd.

Whatever 1t 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 ot the tirst order of Rearden Metal had been
poured, to become rails for Taggart Transcontinental.

He touched the bracelet in his pocket. He had had 1t made from
that first poured metal. It was for his wife

As he touched it he realized suddenly that he had thought of an
abstraction called “his wife”---not ot the woman to whom he was
marned He felt a stab of regret, wishing he had not made the brace-
let. then a wave of sclf-reproach for the regret.

He shook his head. This was not the time for his old doubts. He
felt that he could forgive anything to anyone. because happiness was
the greatest agent of purification. He felt certan that every living
bemng 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.” People, he thought, were as hungry for a sight of joy as he had
always been-—for a moment's relicf from that gray load of suffering
which seemed so inexplicable and unnecessary. He had never been
able to understand why men should be unbappy.

The dark road had risen imperceptibly to the top of the hill. He
stopped and tumed. 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: RFARDEN STHLL

He stood straight. as if betore a bench of judgment He thought
that in the darkness of this mght other signs were lighted over the
countty: Rearden Ore—-Rearden Coal--Rearden Limestonc. He
thought of the days behind him. He wished it were possible to light
a ncon 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 some-
thing was ¢bbing away fiom his mood. He felt a dim reluctance to
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enter his home, which he did not want to feel No, he thought, not
tonught, they’l understand it tonight But he did not know, he had
never defined, what 1t was that he wanted them to understand

He saw lights in the windows of the hving room, when he dp-
proached his house The house stood on a hill, nang betore him hke
a big white bulk it looked naked with a few semt colomal pillars
for reluctant ornament, 1t had the cheerless look of a nudity not
worth revealing

He was not certam whether his wife noticed him when he ¢atered
the hiving room She sat by the fireplace, talking the curve of her
arm floating mn gracetul emphasis of her words He heard a small
break tn her voice and thought that she had scen lim but she
did not look up and het sentence went on smoothly he could not
be certain

-but 1ty just that a man ol culture 1s bored with the alleged

wondurs of purely matcial mgenuity  she was saving He simply
refuses to get wxaited about plumbing

Then she turned her head looked at Reuden in the shadows
across the long room and her aims spread pracefully ke two swan
necks by hor sides

Why darhne she said in a bnght tone of amusement  1nt 1l
too varly to come homde? Wasn t there some slag to sweep or tuveres
to polish?

They all tmined to him s mother his brother Philip and Paul
Larkin thur old triend

I1m sorty  he inswered 1 hoow Im late

Doa t say you re sorry said his mother You could have tele
phoncd  He looked at her trving vagucly to rcmembar something

You promuscd to be here for dinner tomght

Oh 1hats night | did I'm sorry But tody o the malls we
pourcd— Hc stopped he did not know what made him unable to
utter the one thine he had come honie to say he wdded only It
just that | forgot

That s what Mother means  said Philip

¢ Oh let him get his baanings he s not quite here yet he s sull at
the mills  his wife said gatly Do tike your coat oft Henry 7

Paul Larkin was looking at hum with the devoted eyes of an inhib
ited dog  Hello Paul  said Rearden Wh n did you get in”

Oh [ just hopped down on the five thirty five from New York
Larkin was stiling n gratitude for the attention

“Jrouble’

Who hasnt got trouble these days’ [arkins smile became re
signcd to indieate that thy remark was mercly phalosophical  But
no, no special trouble thiy time T just thought I d drop in to see you

His wife laughed  You ve disappomnted him, Paul  She turned to
Rearden ‘s 1t an inferiority complex or a supenayity one Henry?
Do you beheve that nobody can want to see you jhst for vour own
sahe or do you belitve that pobody can get al
help?”

l';{’e wanted to utter an angry demal, but she wds smiling at him
3s 1f this were merely a conversational joke, and hd had no capacity
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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, hght 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. Rearden 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 per-
sonal insult to her.

“Yes . .. No ... I wasn't hungry.”

“I'd better ring to have them—"

“No, Mother, not now, it doesn’t matter.”

“That’s the trouble I've always had with you.” She was not looking
at him, but rcciting words into space. “It’s no use trying to do things
for you, you don’t appreciate it. | could never make you cat
properly.”

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

Rearden laughed. 1 like it.”

“That’s what you tell yourself. It’s a form of ncurosis, you know.
When a man drowns himselt 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 becn in precarious health, though doctors had
found no speaific defect in his loose. gangling body. He was thirty-
cight, 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 cught
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. e told himself that it would be unjust to feel resent-
ment: they were all trying to show their concern for him-—and he
wished these were not the things they had chosen for concern.

1 bad a pretty good time today, Phil,” he answered, smiting—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
concentrate. The sight of the running metal was still burned into his
mind, filling his consciousness, leaving no room for anything clse.

“You might have apologized. only 1 ought to know better than to
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expect 1t.”’ It was hrs mother's voice; he turned. she was looking at
hum with that wjured look which proclaims the long-bearning paticnce
of the defenseless )

“Mrs Beacham was hete for dinner, * she sawd reproachfully

“What "

“Mis Beacham My triend Miv Beacham

“Yes?

“f told you about her 1 told vou many times but you never re
member anything [ say Mis Boacham was so anvious to meet you,
but she had to leave after dinnes. she couldn’t wait Mrs Beacham
18 & very busy petson She wanted so much to tell you about the
wonderful work we’re doing 1a our parish school, and about the
classes in metal craftsmanshup, and about the beautiful wiought-non
doorknobs that the httle slum children are making all by them-
selves

It took the whole of his sense of consideration to torce himselt to
answer evenly, “I'm sorry of 1 disappointed you, Mother ™

“You're not sorry You could ve been here if youd made the
eftort But when did you ever make an efiort tor anybody but your
seff? You te not interested in any of us o1 in anything we do You
think 1f you pay the bills. that’s enough, dont vou? Money! That s
all you know And all you give us 15 moncy Have you cver given
us any time?"

It this meant that she nussed him, he thought, then ¢ meant af-
tection and if it meant atfection, then he was unjust to expunence
4 heavy, murky fecling which kept him sient lest his voice betray
that the techng was disgust

*You dont care  her voie wont half spitting  half begging on

Lilhan necded you today for a very important problem but 1 told
her 1t was no use waiting to discuss it with you

Oh, Mother, 1t’s not yimportant!  said Lithan  Not to Henry

He turned to her He stood in the muddle of the room, with his
trenchcoat stll on, as 1l he were trapped 1in an unreahity that would
not become real to him

“lts not mportant at all,’ said Lilhan gaily, he could not tell
whether her vowce was apologetic or boasttul *“It's not busiess Ity
purcly non-commercal

“What 1s n?’

*Just a party I'm planning to give’

lﬁA pd“yl,‘l

“Oh, don t look frightened, 1t's not for tomorrow mght I know
that you're so very busy. but 1t’s for three months from now and 1
want it to be a very big, very speaal affair, so would you promise
me to be here that might and not i Minnesota or Colorado or
Califorma?” ,

She was looking at im n an odd manner, spgaking too hightly
and too purposefully at once, her smile overslrcs:Eg an arr of inno-
cence and suggesting something like a2 hidden trugp card

“Three months from now”” he said “But yourknow that 1 can’t
tell what urgent business might come up to call mke out of town.”

*“Oh, | know' But couldn’t I make a formal appointment with
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you, way in advance, just like any railroad executive. automobile:
manufacturer or junk-—I mean, scrap-—dealer? They say you never
miss an appoigtment. Of course, I'd Jet you pick the date to suit
your convenience.” She was looking up at him, her glance acquiring
some special quality of feminine appeal by being sent from under
her lowered forchead up toward his full height; she asked. a little
too casually and too cautiously, “The date 1 had in mind was Decem-
ber tenth, but would you prefer the ninth or the eleventh?”

it makes no difference to me.”

She said gently, “December tenth is our wedding anmversary,
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 irap, he thought, because he could escape
it so casity, 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 motive, he thought, was a proudly indirect attempt
to test his tecling and to confess her own. A party was not s form
of celebration, but it was hers. It meant nothing in his Lterms; in bhers,
it meant the best tribute she could offer 1o him and to therr marriage.
He had to respect her intention, he thought, even it he did not share
her standards, even if he did not know whether he sull 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
victary. Al right. Lilhan,” 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
disappointed them all.

If she trusted him, he thought. it her fecling for him was still ahve,
then he would match her trust. He had to say 1t: words were a lens
to focus one’s mind, and---he could not use words for anything else
tonight. **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 athers said nothing.

He put his hand n his pocket. When he touched it. the reality of
the bracclet 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
fingers, 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.”
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“You mean,” she said, “it’s fully as valuable as a piece of rail-
road rais?"

He looked at her blankly

She jingled the bracelet, making 1t sparkle under the light ‘Henry,
it's perfectly wonderful' What origimality! I shall be the sensation of
New York, weanng jewelry made of the same stuff as bridge gnders
truck motors, kitchen stoves typewnters, and- what was 1t you were
saving about it the other dav darling”?— soup kettles?”’

“God Henny but you're concated!” sad Phihip

Lilhan Jaughed * He's a sentimentahst All men are But, darhng,
I do appreciale it It 1sn’t the gift, 1t’s the mtention, 1 know

*The intention’s plan selhishness, if you ask me,” said Rearden’s
mother *“Another man would bring a diamond bracelet, if he wanted
to give his wife a present because 1t’s her pleasure he d think of,
not his own But Henry thinks that just because he s made a new
kind of tn why 1its got to be moie precious than diamonds to
everybody, just because it he that’s made it That's the way hes
been since he was five years old - the most conceited brat you ever
saw—and [ knew he’d grow up to be the most selfish creature on
God’s earth”

“No. it s sweet” said Lillan * It's charming® She dropped the
braceclet down on the table She got up, put her hands on Rearden s
shoulders, and raising hersclf on tiptoe kissed him on the cheek
saying ‘“‘Ihank vou dear’

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

After a while he turned took oft his coat and sat down by the fne
apart trom the others He felt nothing but an immanse exhaustion

He did not hsten to thar talh He heard dimly that Lilhan was
arguing defending him agamst his mother

‘T know him better than vou do  his mother was saying  Hank
Rearden’s not ntercsted m man beast or weed unless 1its tied in
some way to himself and his work That’s all he cares about P've
tried my best 1o teach him some humihty 1ve tried all my hfe but
Pve taled

He had offercd his mother unhmited means to hive as and whete
she pleased he wondered why she had insisted that she wanted to
hive with lum His success, he had thought, meant something to her,
and if 1t did then it was a bond between them the only hind of
bond he recogmzed 1f she wanted a place in the home of her success
ful son, he would not deny it to her

“ft's no use hoping to make a samt out of Henry Mother * said
Phalip * He wasn't meant to be one ™

* Oh but, Phulip you’rc wrong!” said L dhan  You're so wrong!
Henry has all the makings of a saint That’s the troublc

What did they seek trom him’--thought Rearden~—what were they
after” He had ncver asked anything of them it was they who wished
10 hold im they who pressed a claim on him—and the dann seemed
to have the form of affection, but it was a [orm *which he found
harder to endure than any sort of hatred Hhe dé¢spised causcless
affection, just as he despised unearned wealth TBey professed to
love him for some unknown reassn and they ignored all the things
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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 con-
stant complaints, those unceasing 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 expectation; they secmed wounded by
anything hc said, it was not a matter of his words or actions, it was
almost . . . almost as if thcy were wounded by the mere fact of his
being. Don’t start imagining the insane—he told himself severely,
struggling to facc 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
unstated potentiality which he had opce expected 0 see in any
human being He felt nothing for them now, nothing but the merci-
less 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 fecl? No. he thought. Had he ever mussed it? Yes, he thought. in
his youth: not any Jonger.

His sense of exhaustion was growing; he realized that it was bore-
dom. He owed them the courtesy of hiding it, he thought—and sat
motionless, fighting a desire tor sleep that was turning into physi-
cal pamn.

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

“I don't care what the industry says about i, Hank, you've got a
grcat product it Reardea Metal, a great product. it will make a
fortunc, hke everything you touch.”

“Yes," said Rearden. it will.”

“1just. ... 1 just hope you don’t run mto trouble.”
“What trouble™”
“Oh, I don’t know . . the way things are nowadays . . there's

people. who . . but how can we tell? . .. anything can happen . . "

“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 shnnk into at the shghtest 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
himsclf at the mercy of an incomprehensible universe. He was fifty-
threc 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 1 mean. You ought to hire yourself a good press
agent to sell you to the public.”
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“What for? It’s steel that 'm selling ™

“But you don't want to have the public against you Pubhc opin-
1on, you know-—it can mean a lot

“I don’t think thc public’s agamnst me And I don’t thimk that 1t
means a damn, one way or another ”

“The newspapers are against you

“They have time to waste I havent”

“I don’t like i, Hank It's not good *

“What?’

‘What they wiite about you "

“What do thcy wnte about me?”

“Well you know the stuft That you re intractable lhat you're
ruthless That you won't allow anyone any voicc in the running of
your nulls That your onlv goal v to make steel and to make money

“But that s my only goal

But vou shouldn’t say it”’
“Why not” What s 1t 1 m supposed to say”
Oh 1 don t know But your mills —

“Thev’re my mills arent they?’’

‘Yes but —but you shouldn t remind prople ot that too loudhy
You know how 1t 1s nowadavs They think that your attitude 1
anti-sou il

‘I dont give a damn what they think ”

Paul L arkin sighud

What s the matter Paul? What are you dinving at?

“Nothing nothing 1o particular Only one never knows what
can happen mn times ke those Onc has to b so careful

Rearden chuckled  Youre not trving to worry about me  are
you’

‘It’s just that 1 m vowr fmend Hank 1m your friend You know
how much I admire vou

Paul T arkin had always been unluchy Nothing he touched ever
came oft quite well nothing cver quite failed or succecded He was
a businessman but he could not manage to remam for long m any
one hne of business At the moment he was strugghng with a modest
plant that manufactured miming equipment

He had clung to Rearden for vears in awed admiration He came
for advice he asked for loans at imes but not often, the loans were
modest and were always repaid though not always on time Hi
motive 1 the relationship scemed to resemblce the necd of an anemic
person who recewves a kind of iving transfusion from the mere sight
of a savagely overabundant vitality

Watching Larkin’s efforts, Rcatden telt what ke did when he
watched an ant strugghng under the load of a matchstick Its so
hard for him, thought Rearden and so easv tor me So he gave
advice attention and a tactful pauent wterest whénever he could

*I’'m your friend, Hank *

Rearden looked at him inquinngly

Larkin glanced away, as if debating somcthing @ his mind  After
a while, he asked cautiously “How 1s your man in Washington?"”

“QOkay. 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 dis-
charging a painful moral duty, **Hank, it’s very important.”

“1 suppose so0.”

“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 nccessary to
have a man to protcct 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 bfe,” he said.

“Damned if [ see why. Can you tcil 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 fecl that way.”

He got up. His exhaustion had gone while he talked about his
business. He felt a sudden spurt of rebellion, a need to recapture
and defiantly to reassert his own view of existence, that sease 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 Phitip
were engaged in some cager discussion; but he noted that they were
not really cager. they were nervous. Philip sat in a low chair, his
stomach forward, his weight on his shoulder blades, as if the misera-
ble discomfort 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. “Oth-
ers have problems, too—even if they’re not billion-dollar, transsuper-
continental problems like yours.”

“Why, that's good. 1 always thought that Phil should find some
interest of his own.”

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

“Why, no, Mother. I'd like to help.”
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“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 Phuhp through college, but Philip had not been
able to decide on any speafic ambition There was something wrong,
by Rearden’s standards, with a man who did not seek any gainful
employment, but he would not impose hus standards on Phihp, he
could afford to support his brother and never notice the expense
Let him take it easy Rearden had thought for years, let lum have
a chance to choose his career without the stramn of strugghng tor
a hvehhood

“*What were you doing today, Phil””’" he asked patiently

*1t wouldnt interest you '

*It does interest me That’s why I m asking

“Y had to see twenty diffcrent people all over the place trom here
to Redding to Wilmington ’

*‘What did you have to sec them about?

‘1 am trying to raise money tor I riends of Global Progress”

Rearden had never been able to keep track of the manv orgamza
tions to which Philip belonged nor to get a clear idea of their activi
ties He had heard Philip talking vaguely about this one for the last
stix months It scemed to be devoted Lo some sort of free fectures
on psychology, tolk music and co operative farmimg Rearden feit
contempt for groups of that kind and <saw no reason for a closer
mnqgurry mto their nature

He remained suent Phihp added without being prompted  ‘We
need ten thousand dollars for a vital progiam but its a martyrs
task trying to raise money There’s not a speck of souial conscience
left in people When I think ot the kind of bloated moncy bags 1
saw today—whv thcy spend more than that on any whim, but |
couldn’t squeese just a hundred bucks apice out of them which
was all I asked lhey have no sense of moral duty no What are
you laughing at” hc asked sharply Rearden stood before him
gnnnmg

It was so childishly blatant thought Rearden so helplessly crude
the hunt and the msult offcred together Tt would be vo casv to
squash Philip by returning the msult he thought by returming an
msult which would be deadly because 1t would be true- that he could
not bnng himself to utter it Surely, he thought, the poor fool knows
he’s at my mercy, knows he’s opened himsclf to be hurt so 1 don't
have to do 1t and my not doing 1t s my best answer, which he won t
be able to miss What sort of misery does he really hive in to get
himself twisted quite so badly?

And then Rearden thought suddenly that he could break through
Phihip’s chronic wretchedness for once, give hum 3 shock of pleasure,
the unexpected gratification of a hopeless desire, He thought What
do I care about the nature of lis desire?—at’s |’IS just as Rearden
Metal was mme—it must mean to him what that 'meant to me—let’s
sec him happy just once, it might teach him sométhing—didn’t I say
that happiness 1s the agent of purthcation? —I'm celebrating tomght,
so let him share 1 it— it will be so much for him and so httle for me
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“Philip,” he said, smiling, “call Miss Ives at my office tomorrow.
She'll have a check for you for ten thousand dollars.”

Philip stared at him blankly; it was neither shock nor pleasure; it
was just the empty stare of eyes that looked glassy.

*Oh,” said Philip, then added, “We’ll appreciate it very much.”
There was no emotion in his voice, not even the simple one of greed.

Rearden could not understand his own feeling: it was as if some-
thing lcaden and empty were collapsing within hym, he felt both the
weight and the emptiness, together. He knew it was disappointment,
but he wondered why it was so gray and ugly.

“It’s very nice of you, Henry,” Philip said dryly. “I’'m surprised. 1
didn’t expect 1t of you.”

“Don’t you understand it, Phil?” said Lallian, her voice peculiarly
clear and liltng. “Henry's poured his metal today.” She turned to
Rearden. “Shall we declare it a national holiday, darling?”

“Yow’re a good man. Henry,” said his mother, and added, “but
not often enough.™

Rearden stood looking at Philip. as it waiting.

Philip fooked away. then raised his cyes and held Rearden’s
glance, as if engaged in a scrutiny of his own.

“You don’t really care about helping the underpnvileged, do
you?” Philip asked-—and Rearden hcard, unable to believe it, that
the tone of his voice was reproachful.

“No, Phil, I don’t care about it at all. I only wanted you to be
happy.” ,

“But that money is not for me. 1 am not collecting it for any
personal motive. I have no selfish mterest in the matter whatever.”
His voice was cold, with a note of self-conscious virtye.

Rearden turned away. He felt a sudden loathing: not because the
words were hypocrisy, but because they were true; Philip meant
them.

“By the way, Henry.” Philip added, “do you mund f | ask you to
have Miss Ives give me the money tn cash?”” Rearden turned back
to him, puzzled. “You sce, Friends of Global Progress are a very
progiessive group and they have always mamtained that you repre-
sent the blackest clement of social retrogression in the country, so
1t would embarrass us, you know. to have your name on our list of
contributors. because somebody might accuse us of being in the pay
of Hank Rearden.”

He wanted to slap Philip’s face. But an aimost uncndurable con-
tcmpt made him close his eyes instead.

“All right,” he said quietly, “‘you can have it in cash.”

He walked away, to the farthest window of the room, and stood
looking at the glow of the mills in the distance.

He hcard Larkin's voice crying after him, “Damn it. Hank, you
shouldn't have given it to him!™

Then Lallian's voice came, cold and gay: “But you're wrong, Paul,
you're so wrong! What would happen to Henry’s vanity if he didn't
have us to throw alms to? What would become of his strength if he
didn't have weaker people to dominate? What would he do with
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himself f he didn’t keep us around as dependents? Tt’s quite all
nght, really I'm not cnticizing hum, it s just a law of human nature >
She took the metal bracelet and held 1t up, letting 1t ghtter 1n
the famphght
A cham,” she said “Appropnate isn’t it? It's the chain by which
he holds us all in bondage ™

Chopter 1l THE TOP AND THE BOTTOM

The cethng was that of a cellar so heavy and low that people stooped
when crossing the room, as If the weight of the vaulting rested on
thetr shoulders The caircular booths of dark red leather were built
mnto walls of stone that looked eaten by age and dampness There
were no windows only patches of blue hight shooting from dents 1in
the masonry the dead blue hght proper for use in blackouts The
place was entered by way of narrow steps that led down as if de
scending deep under the ground This was the most expensive bar
room 1n New York and it was built on the roof ot a skyscraper

Four men sat at a table Raised sixty floors above the city they
did not speak loudly as onc speaks from a height in the freedom of
air and space they hept therr voices low as befitted a ccllar

¢ Conditions and crcumstances Jim  said Orren Boyle  Condi
tions and arcumstances absolutely bevond human control We had
evervthing mapped to roll those rails but unfoicseen developments
set in which nobody could have prevented 1f vou d only given us a
chance, Jum

Disumty drawled James Taggart * seems to be the basic cause
of all social problems My sister has a certan influence with a certain
element among our stockholders Therr disruptive tactics cannot al
ways be defeated’

*You sard it Jim Disumty that’s the trouble Its my absolute
optihon that 1n our complex industrial socicty no business enterpnse
can succeed without shanng the burden of the problems ot other
enterprises ’

Taggart took a sip of his dnnk and put it down agam ‘I wish
they'd hire that bartender, he said

“For mstance, consider Assocrated Steel We ve got the most mod
ern plant i the country and the best organization That scems to
me to be an mdisputable fact, because we got the Industrial Effi
cency Awaird of Globe magazine last year So we can maintam that
we ve done our best and nobody can blame us But wi cannot help
it if the 1ron ore situation 15 a national problem We could not get
the ore, Jim ’

Taggart said nothing He sat with his elbows dpread wide on the
table top The table was uncomfortably small, and this made it more
uncomfortable for lis three companions, but thdy did not scem to
question his privilege i

“Nobody can get ore any longer,” said Boyle **Natural exhaustion
of the munes, you know and thc wearing out of equipment, and
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shartages of materials, and difficulties of transportation, and other
unavoidahle conditions.” .

“The ore industry is crumbling. That's what’s killing the mining
cquipment business,” said Paul Larkin.

“It’s been proved that cvery business depends upon every other
business,” said Orren Boyle. “So everybody ought to share the bur-
dens of everybody else.”

*That is, I think, true,” said Wesley Mouch. But nobody ever paid
any attention to Wesley Mouch.

*My purpose,” said Orren Boyle, “1s the preservation of a free
economy. It's generally conceded that free economy 1s now on trial.
Unless it proves its social value and assumes its social responsibilities,
the people won't stand for it. If it doesn’t develop a public spirit,
it's done for. make no mistake about that.”

Orren Boyle had appeated from nowhere, five years ago, and had
since made the cover of every national news magazine. He had
started out with a hundred thousand dollars of ns own and a two-
hundred-million-dollar loan from the government. Now he headed
an enormous concern which had swallowed many smaller companies.
This proved. he hked to say, that individual ability still had a chance
1o succeed in the world,

“The only justification of private property,” said Orren Boyle, “is
public service.”

“That 1s, | think. indubitable,” said Weslecy Mouch.

Orren Boyle made a noise, swallowing his liquor. He was a large
man with big, virile gestures; everything about his person was loudly
full of Ife, except the small black slits of his eyes.

“Jim.” he sad, “Rearden Mectal scems to be a colossal kind of
swindle.” '

“Uh-huh,” said Taggart.

*I hear there's not a single expert who's given a favorable report
on it.”

“No. not one.”

“We've been mmproving steel rails for generations, and increasing
their weight. Now, is it true that these Rearden Mcial rails are to
be lighter than the cheapest grade ot steel?”

“That’s nght,” said Taggart. *'Lighter.”

“But it’s ridiculous, Jim. 1t's physically impossible. For your heavy-
duty, high-speed, main-line track?”

“That's right.”

“But you're just inviting disaster.”

“My sister is.”

Taggart made the stem of his glass whirl slowly between two fin-
gers. There was a moment of sileace.

*“The National Council of Metal Industrics,” said Orren Boyle,
“passed a resolution to appoint a committee to study the question of
Rearden Metal, inasmuch as its use may be an actual public hazard.”

“That is, in my opinion, wise,” said Wesley Mouch.

“When everybody agrecs.” Taggart’s voice suddenly went shrill,
“when people are unanimous, how does one man dare to dissent?
By what right? That’s what 1 want to know—by what right?"
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Buoyle’s eyes darted to Taggart’s face, but the dim lght of the
room made 1t impossible to see faces clearly he saw only a pale,
bluish smear

“When we think of the natural resources, at a time of cnitical
shortage,” Boyle said voftly, “when we think of the critical raw mate-
nals that are bemng wasted on an wresponsible private expenmeat,
when we think of the ore

He did not finsh He glanced at laggart again But Taggart
seemed to know that Boyle was waiting and to find the sidence
enjoyable

“The public has a vital stake in natural resources, Jun such as
tron ore The public can’t remain indifferent to reckless selfish waste
by an anti-social individual After all, private property 1s a trusteeship
held for the benefit of society as a whole ™

Taggart glanced at Boyle and smiled the smile was pomnted it
seemed to say that something 1n s words was an answer (o some
thing in the words of Bovle * The hquor they serve here 1s swill
suppose that s the price we have to pay for not being crowded by
all kinds of rabble But 1 do wish thev’d recognize that they’re deal-
g with experts Since I hold the purse stnings. I expect to get my
money’s worth and at my pleasure ”

Boyle did not answer his face had becomce sullen * Liwten
Jim ' he hegan heavily

Laggart smiled * What? I’'m hsteming ™’

“Jum, you will agree, I'm sure, that there s nothing more destiuc
tive than a monopoly

‘Yes,” said Taggart, on the onc hand On the other there s the
blight of unbndled competition

“That's true  That s very true The proper course s always 1n my
opinion 1 the middle So 1t s T think, the duty of society to smip
the extremes now ba't it?

*Yes ™ said Taggart “it 15’

‘Y onsider the picture in the ron-ore business The nationat output
seems to be falling at an ungodly rate It threatens the existence of
the whole steel mdustry Steel mills are shutting down all over the
country There s only one mining company that’s lucky enough not
to be affected by the general conditons Its output seems to be
plentiful and always available on schedule But who gets the benefit
of 1t? Nobody «xcept its owner Would you sy that that’s fair?7”

*No,” said Taggart it isn’t far °

“Most of us don’t own iron mines How can we compete with a
man who s got a corner on (sod s natural resources’ s it any wonder
that he can always dehiver steel while we have to struggle and wast
and lose our customers and go out of business? Is it 1n the public
interest to let one man destroy an entire industry”’

“No™ said Taggart “at sn't’

“It seems to mc that the national policy oughtito be aimed at the
objective of giving everybody a chance at hrs faif share of iron orc,
with a view toward the prescrvation of the mdustéy as a whole Don't
you think so?”

“I think so ™
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Boyle sighed. Then he said cautiously, “But I guess there aren’t
many people in Washington capable of understanding a progressive
social policy

Taggart said slowly, “There are No, not many and not easy to
approach, but there are I might speak to them ™

Boyle picked up his dnok and swallowed 1t 1n one gulp, as if he
had heard all he had wanted to hear

“Speaking ot progressive polices, Orren,” said Taggart, * you
mught ask yourself whether at a time of transportation shortages,
when so many railroads are gomg bankrupt and large arcas are left
without rail service, whether 1t 1s 1n the public interest to tolerate
wasteful duphcation of services and the destrucuve  dog-eat-dog
competiion of newcomers m terrtortes where established companies
have histotical prionty

* Well, now  said Boyle pleasantly, that scems to be an interest-
mg guestion 1o constder 1 might discuss 1t with a few fnends in the
National Alhance of Railroads *

¢ Fuendships  sad laggart in the tone of an dle absttaction *are
more valuable than gold  Uneapectedly he turned to Larkm

Doa t you think so Paul?’

W hy yes, sad Larkin astonsshed “Yes of course
[ am vounting on yours
Huh?

I am counting on vour many trendships
Lhoy il woemed to know why Tarkin did not answer at once, his
shoulders scamed to shunk down doser to the table It cverybody
could pull for a common purpose then nopody wounld have to be
hurt! * he «red suddenly o1 tone ol incongruous despar he saw
Paggatt watching him and added pleading 1 wash we didn t have
to hurt anybody
That v an wn oaal attitude  drwwled Tageart ‘People who
e aftad (o sacrthce somebody have no business talking about a
LOTIMON PUTPON
But I m a student of history  <aid Tarkin bastily  { recognise
hstoneal necessaty
*Good  sad Faggant
I cant bu expucted to buck the trend of the whok world can
177 Larkin seemed o plead but the plea was not addressed to any-
one Can I?
“You went Mr Farkin said Wesley Mouch “You and T ane aot
to be blamed, 1t wo
Larkm jerhed his hoad away. 1t was almost a shudder he could
not bedr to look at Mouch
‘Did vou have a good time 10 Muxco Quien’  asked Taggart,
his voice suddenly loud and casual Al of them seemed to know
that the purpose of then meeting was accomphished and whatever
they had come here to understand was understood
Wondertul place Mexico,  Boyle answered cheerfolly  “Very
stimulating and thaught-provoking  Their food rations are something
awful, though I got sick But thev're working mughty bard to put
their country on ats feet

51



“How are things down there?”’

“Pretty splendid 1t seems to me, pretty splendid Right at the
moment however they're But then what they’re aiming at 15
the future The People’s State of Mexico has a great future They Il
beat us all in a few years ’

“Did you go down to the San Sebastiin Mines?”

The tour figures at the table sat up straighter and tighter all of
them had mvested heavily n the stock of the San Sebastidn Mines

Boyle did not answet at onwe 50 that his voice seemed uncxpected
and unnaturally loud when it burst torth Oh sure certainly that’s
what I wanted to sce most’

And’

And what?

‘How are things gomng’

‘Great Great They must certanly have the biggest deposits of
copper on carth down nside that mountain!

‘Did they scem to be busy?

Never saw such a busy place 1n mv ife

What wcre they busy dong’

Well you know with the kind ot Spic supcrintendent they have
down there I eouldn t understand half of whwt he was tilking about
hut they re certainly busy

Any trouble of any kind’

Trouble” Not at San Scbhastian Its private property  the last
prece of it Ieft 10 Mexico and that does scem to mike a difterence

Orren Taggart ashed Ciutiously  whiat about those rumors that
they re planming to nitionalize the San Scbastian Mines?

Slander said Boyle angnly  plain viaous slandes | know it for
certain 1 had dinner with the Minister of Culture and lunches with
all the rust of the bovs

There ought to be a law against iresponublic gossap  sawd Tag
gart sullenly lets have another dink

He waved mmtably at a waiter Jhere was ¢ small bar in a dark
corner of the room where an old wizened bartender stood for long
stretches of time without moving When called upon he moved with
contemptuous slowness His job was that of servant to men s relax
ation and pleasure but his manncr was that of an cmbittered quack
mnistenng to some guilty disc ise

The four men sat in stlence until the waiter returned with thesr
dnnks The glasses he placed on the table were four spots ot famt
bluc ghtter in the semu darkness hke four feeble jets of gas flame
Taggart reached tor his glass and smuled suddenly

I ets dnnk to the sacrifices to histoncal necessity he snd ook
g at Larkin

There was a moment s pause n 1 hehted ropm at would have
been the vontest of two men holding cach othefs eyes hure they
were merely looking at cach other s cye sochets Then Larkin picked
up his glass

*It’s my party boys * said Taggart as they dréink

Nobody found anything clse to say untd Boyle spoke up with
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indifferent curiosity: “Say, Jim. I meant to ask you, what in hell’s
the matter with your train-service down on the San Sebastidn Ling?”

“Why, what do you mean? What is the matter with it?”

“Well, 1 don’t know, but running just one passenger train a day
15—"

“One train?”

“—is pretty measly service, it seems to me, and what a train! You
must have inherited those coaches from your great-grandfather, and
he must have used them pretty hard. And where on carth did you
get that wood-burning locomotive?”

“Wood-burning?”

“That’s what I said, wood-burning. I never saw one before, except
in photographs. What museum did you drag it out of? Now don’t
act as if you didn’t know it, just tell me what’s the gag?”

“Yes, of course | knew it,” said Taggart hastily. It was just . , .
You just happencd to choose the one week when we had a litde
trouble with our motive power- our new engines are on order, but
there's been a slight delay—you know what a problem we're having
with the manufacturers of locomotives—but it’s only temporary.”

*Of course,” said Boyle. “Delays can’t be helped. It’s the strangest
train 1 ever rode on, though. Nearly shook my guts out.”

Within & few minutes, they noticed that Taggart had become silent.
He seemed preoccupied with a problem of his own. When he rose
abruptly, without apology, they rose, too, accepting it as a command.

Larkin muttered, smiling too strenuously, “It was a pleasure, Jim.
A pleasure. That’s how great projects are born--over a drink with
friends.”

“Social reforms arc slow,” said Taggart coldly. 1t 15 advisable to
be patient and cautious.” For the first time, he turned to Wesley
Mouch. “What I hke about you, Mouch. 1s that you don't talk too
much.”

Wesley Mouch was Rearden’s Washington man.

There was still a remnant of sunsct light in the sky, when Taggart
and Boyle emerged together into the street below. The transition
was faintly shocking to them-—the eaclosed barroom led one to ex-
pect midnight darkness. A tall building stood outlined against the
sky, sharp and straight like a raised sword. In the distance heyond
it, there hung the calendar.

‘Taggart fumbled irritably with his coat collar, buttoning 1t against
the chill of the streets. He had not intended to go back to the office
tonight, but he had to go back. He had to sce hss sister.

* ... a difficult undertaking ahead of us, Jim,” Boyle was saying,
“a difficult undertaking, with so many dangers and comphications and
so much at stake . . )"

“It all depends,” James Taggart answered slowly, “on knowing
the people who make it possible. . . . That’s what has to be known-—
who makes it possible.”

* *
Dagny Taggart was ninc years old when she decided that she
would run the Taggart Transcontinental Railroad some day. She
stated it to herself when she stood alone between the rails, looking
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at the two straight hines of steel that went off into the distance and
met 1n a single pomnt What she felt was an arrogant pleasure at the
way the track cut through the woods 1t did not belong :n the midst
of ancient trees, among green branches that hung down to meet
green brush and the lonely spears of wild lowers—but there 1t was
The two steel lines were bniliant 1n the sun, and the black ties were
hke the rungs of a ladder which she had to chmb

it was not a sudden decision, but only the final seal ot words upon
something she had known long ago In unspoken understanding, as
if bound by a vow 1t had never been necessary to take, she and
Eddie Willers had given themselves to the railroad from the first
conscious days of their childhood

She felt a bored indifference toward the immediate world around
her, toward other children and adults alike She took it as a regretta
blc accident to be borne patiently for a while, that she happened to
be wmpnsoned among people who were dull She had caught a
ghmpse of another world and she knew that 1t existcd somewhere
the world that had created tramns bnidges telegraph wires and signal
hights winking 1n the mght She had to want she thought, and grow
up to that world

She never tried to explain why she liked the railroad Whatcever 1t
was that others felt she knew that this was one emotion for which
they had no equivalent and no response She felt the same emotion
m school, 1n classes of mathematics the only lessons she hiked She
felt the excitement of solving problems the insolent delight of taking
up a challenge and disposing of it without effort the eagerness to
meet another, harder test She felt at the same time a growing
respect for the adversary, tor a science that was so dean, so strict
so luminously rational Studving mathematics, she felt, quite simply
and at oncc  How great that men have done this” and “How won-
derful that I'm so good at 1t * It was the joy of admiration and of
oness own ability growing together Her feeling for the railroad was
the same worship of the skill that had gone to make it, of the
mgenuity of someone’s clean reasomng mind worship with a secrct
smile that sad she would know how to make 1t better some day
She hung around the tracks and the round-houses like a humble
student but the humility had a touch of future pride a pnde to
be earned

“You're unbearably conccited ” was one of the two sentences she
heard throughout her childhood, even though she never spoke ot
her own ability The other sentence was *““You're selfish  She asked
what was meant, but never recewved an answer She looked at the
adults, wondenng how they could imagine that she would feel guiit
from an undefined accusation

She was twelve years old when she told Eddig Willers that she
would run the raiiroad when they grew up She Xas fiftecn when 1t
occurred to her tor the first time that women did not run rairoads
and that people might object To hell with that, she thought—and
never worrned about it again

She went to work for Taggart Transcontinental at the age of mx-
teen Her father permitted #t he was amused ardd a httle cunous
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She startedt as night operator at a small country station. She had to
wor}c nights for the first few years, while attending a college of
engineering.

James Taggart began his career on the railroad at the same time; he
was twenty-one. He started in the Department of Public Relations.

Dagny’s rise among the men who operated Taggart Transcontinen-
tal was swift and uncontested. She took positions of responsibility
because there was no one else to take them. There were a few rare
men of talent around her, but they were becoming rarer every year.
Her superiors, who held the authority, seemed afraid to exercise it,
they spent their time avoiding decisions, so she told people what to
do and they did it. At every step of her rise. she did the work long
before she was granted the title. Tt was like advancing through empty
rooms. Nobody opposed her, yet nobody approved of her progress.

Her father seemed astonished and proud of her. but he said noth-
ing and there was sadness in his cyes when he looked at her in the
office. She was twenty-nine years old when he died. “There has al-
ways been a Taggart to run the railroad,” was the last thing he said
to her. He looked at her with an odd glance: it had the quality of a
salute and of compassion, together.

The controlling stock of Taggart Transcontinental was left to
James Taggart. He was thirty-four when he became President of the
railroad. Dagny had expected the Board of Directors to elect him,
but she had never been able to understand why they did it so eagerly.
They talked about tradition, the president had always been the eldest
son of the Taggart family; they elected James Taggart in the same
manner as they refused to walk under a ladder, to propitiate the
same kind of fear. They talked about his gift of “making railroads
popular,” his “good press,” his “Washingtoa ability.” He seemed
unusually skillful at obtaining favors from the Legislature.

Dagny knew nothing about the field of “Washington ability” or
what such an ability implied. But it scemed to be necessary, so she,
dismissed it with the thought that there were many kinds of work
which were offensive, yet necessary, such as clecaming sewers; some-
body had to do it, and Jim scemed to like it.

She had never aspired to the presidency; the Operating Depart-
ment was her only concern. When she went out on the line, old
railroad men, who hated Jim, said, “There will always be a Taggart
to run the railroad,” looking at her as her father had looked, She was
armed against Jim by the conviction that he was not smart enough to
harm the railroad too much and that she would always be able to
correct whatever damage he caused.

At sixteen, sitting at her operator’s desk, watching the lighted win-
dows of Taggart trains roll past, she had thought that she had entered
her kind of world. In the years since, she learned that she hadn’t. The
adversary she found herself forced to fight was not worth matching or
beating; it was not a superior ability which she would have found
honor in challenging; it was ineptitude—a gray spread of cotton that
seemed soft and shapeless, that could offer no resistance to anything
or anybody, yet managed to be a barrier in her way. She stood,
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disarmed, before the niddle of what made this possible She could
find no answer

It was only n the first fow years that she felt herselt screaming
silently at times, for a ghmpse of human ability a single ghmpse of
clean hard rachant competence She had fits of tortured longing for
a frniend or an enemv with a mind better than her own But the
longing passed She had a job to do She did not have time to feel
pam not often

The first step of the policy that James laggart brought to the
rallroad was the construction of the San Sebastian Line Many men
were responstble for it but to Dagny one name stood written across
the venture a4 name that wiped out all others whencver she saw 1t
It stood across five vears of struggle across miles of wasted track
across sheets of figurcs that recorded the losses of Taggart Transcon
tinental hke a red tnickle trom a wound which would not heal  as
it stood on the ticker tape of every stock exchange left in the world -
as 1t stood on smokcstacks i the red glare of furnaces melting cop
per—as it stood in scandalous headlines—as it stood on pirchment
pages recording the nobility of the centuncs— as it stood on cards
attached to flowers i the boudoirs of women scattered through
threc continents

The name was Franasco d Ancoma

At the age of twenty thrce when he mhented his fortune Eran
cisco d Ancomia had been famous as the copper king of the world
Now at thirty six he was famous as the richest man and the most
spectacularly worthless playboy on carth He was the last descendant
of onc of the noblest families of Argentina He owned cattle ranches
voffee plantations and most of the copper mines ot C hile He owned
half of South Amcnica and sundry munes scattered through the
Umted States as small change

When }rancisco d’Ancoma suddenly bought miles of bare moun
tamns 4n Mexico news leaked out that he had discovered vast deposits
of copper He made no eftort to sell stock i his venturc the stock
was begged out of lis hands and he merely chose those whom he
wished to favor from among the applicants His hnancial talent was
called phenomenal no on¢ had ever beaten him 1n any transaction—
he added to his incredible fortunc with cvery deal he touched and
every step he madc when he took the trouble to make it Thase
who censured lmm most were first to serze the chance of riding on
his talent, toward a share of s new wealth James Taggart Orren
Boyle and their friends were among the heaviest stackholders of the
project which Francisco d Ancoma had named the San Scbastian
Mines

Dagny was never able to discover what influences prompted James
Taggart to build a rallroad branch from Texas o the wilderness
of San Sebastidn It seemed likely that he did notiknow it humsclf
hke a field without a windbreak he seemed opeli to any current,
and the final sum was made by chance A few amdng the Directors
of Taggart [ranscontinental objected to the projeet 1he company
peeded all its resources to rebuild the Rio Norte Line, it could not
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do both. But James Taggart was the road's new president. It was
the first year of his administration. He won.

The People’s State of Mexico was eager to co-operate, and signed
a contract guaranteeing for two hundred years the property right of
Taggart Transcontinental 1o its railroad hne in a country where no
property rights existed. Francisco d’Anconia had obtained the same
guaranty for his mines.

Dagny fought against the building of the San Scbastidn Line. She
fought by means of whoever would listen to her; but she was only
an assistant in the Operating Department, too yourg, without author-
ity. and nobody listcned.

She was unable, then or since, to understand the motives of those
who decided to build the line. Sitting as a helpless spectator, a minor-
ity member, at one of the Board meetings, she felt a strange eva-
siveness in the air of the room, in cvery speech, in every argument,
as if the real reason of their decision were never stated, but clear to
everyone except herself,

They spoke about the future importance of the trade with Mexico,
about a rich stream of freight, about the large revenues assured to
the exclusive carrier of an inexhaustible sopply of copper. They
proved it by citing Francisco d’Anconia’s past achievements. They
did not mention any mincralogical facts about the San Sebastidn
Mines. Few facts were available: the information which d’Anconia
had released was not very specific: but they did not seem to need
{acts.

They spoke at great length about the poverty of the Mexicans and
their desperate need of ratfroads. *"They’ve never had a chance.” *1t
is our duty to hclp an underprivileged nation to develop. A country,
it seems to me, is its neighbors’ keeper.”

She sat, listening, and she thought of the many branch lines which
‘Taggart Transcontinental had had to abandon; the revenues of the
great railroad had been falling slowly for many years. She thought
of the ominous nced of repairs, ominously neglected over the entire
system. Their policy on the problem of maintenance was not a policy,
but a game they seemed to be playing with a picce of rubber that
could be stretched a little, then a little more.

“The Mexicans, it seems to me, are a very diligent people, crushed
by their primitive economy. How can they become industrialized if
nobody lends them a hand?™ “When considering an investment, we
should in my opinivn. take a chance on human beings, rather than
on purely material factors.”

She thought of an engine that lay in a ditch beside the Rio Norte
Line, because a splicc bar had cracked. She thought of the five days
when all traffic was stopped on the Rio Norte Line, because a re-
taining wall had collapsed, pouring tons of rock across the track.

“Since a man must think of the good of his brothers before he
thinks of his own, it scems to me that a nation must think of its
neighbors before it thinks of itsclf.”

She thought of a aewcomer called Ellis Wyatt whom people were
beginning to watch, because his activity was the first trickle of a
torrent of goods about to burst from the dying stretches of Colorado.
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The Rio Norte Line was being allowed to run its way to a final
collapse. just when its fullest efficiency was about to be neéded
and used.

“Material greed isn’t everything. There are non-material ideals to
consider.”” “1 confess 1o a feeling of shame when | think that we
own a huge network of railways, while the Mexican people have
nothing but one or two inadequate lines.” “The old thecory of eco-
nomic self-sufficicncy has been exploded long ago. It is impossible
for one country ta prosper in the midst of a starving world.”

She thought that to make Taggart Transcontinental what it had
been once, long betore her time, every available rail, spike and dollar
was needed-—and how desperately little of it was available.

They spoke also, at the same session, in the same specches, about
the cfficiency of the Mexican government that held complete control
of everything. Mexico had a great future, they said, and would be-
come a dangerous competitor in a few years. “Mexico's got disci-
pline,”” the men of the Board kept saying, with a note of envy in
their voices.

James Taggart let it be understood-—in unfimshed sentences and
undefined hints-—tbat his friends in Washington, whom he never
named, wished to see a railroad line built in Mexico, that such a line
would be of great help in matters of international diplomacy, that
the good will of public opinion of the world would more than repay
Taggart Transcontinental for its investment.

They voted to build the San Scbastiin Line at a cost of thirty
million dollars.

When Dagny left the Board room and walked through the clean,
cold air of the streets. she heard two words repeated clearly, mnsis-
tently in the numbed emptiness of her mind: Getout .. . Getout . . .
Get out.

She listened, aghast. The thought of Jeaving Taggart Transconti-
nental did not bclong among the things she could hold as conceiv-
able. She felt terror, not at the thought, but at the question of what
had made her think it. She shook her head angrily; she told herself
that Taggart Transcontinental would now need her more than ever.

Two of the Dircctors resigned: so did the Vice-President w Charge
of Operation. He was replaced by a fricnd of James Taggart.

Steel rail was laid across the Mexican desert—while orders were
issucd to reduce the speced of trains on the Rio Norte Line, be-
cause the track was shot. A depot of reinforced concrete, with
marble columns and mirrors, was built amidst the dust of an un-
paved square in a Mexican village-—while a train of tank cars car-
rying oil went hurtling down an embankment and into a blazing junk
pile, because a rail had split on the Rio Norte Line. Ellis Wyatt did
not wait for the court to decide whether the acddent was an act of
God, as James Taggart claimed. He transferred theshipping of his oil to
the Phoenix-Durango, an obscure railroad which tvas small and strug-
gling, but struggling well. This was the rocket thdt seat the Phoenix-
Durango on its way. From then on, it grew, as°Wyatt Oil grew, as
factories grew in nearby valleys—as a band of rdils and ties grew, at
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the rate of two miles a month, across the scraggly ficlds of Mexi-
can corn.

Dagny was thirty-two years old, when she told James Taggart that
she would resign. She had run the Operating Department for the
past three ycars, without title, credit or authonty. She was defeated
by loathing for the hours, the days. the mights she had to waste
circumventing the interterence of Jim's {ricnd who bore the title of
Vice-President 1n Charge of Operation The man had no policy, and
any decision he made was always hers, but he made it only after he
had made every effort to make it impossible. What she delivered to
her brother was an ulumatum He gasped, “But, Dagny, you're a
woman! A woman as Operating Vice President? {t's unheard of! The
Board won't consider at!”

“Then P'mothrough,” she answered.

She did not think of what she would do with the rest of her life.
To face leaving Taggart Transcontinental was like waiting to have
her legs amputated” she thought she would let ot happen, then take
up the load of whatever was left

She never understood why the Board of Directors voted unani-
mously to make her Vice-President m Charge of Operation,

1t was <he who finally gave them their San Sebastidn Line When
she took over the constiuction had been under way tor three years,
one third of s track was lad: the cost 1o date was beyond the
authorized ttal She fired Jim's friends and found a contractor who
completed the job in one year

The San Sebastian [ wmie was now i operation. No surge of tiade
had come across the border, nor any trains loaded with copper. A
few catloads came clattening down the mountains trom San Sebas-
tidn, at long intervals. The nmunes. sard Francisco d’Anconia, were
sull in the process of development. The dran on Taggart Transcounti-
nental had not stopped

Now she sat at the desk o her office. as she had sat for many
evenings, trying to work out the problem of what branches could
save the system and i how many years,

The Rio Norte 1me, when rebudt, would redeem the rest. As she
looked at the sheets of figures announcing losses and more losses,
she did not think of the fong. senseless agony ot the Mexican venture.
She thought of a telephone call. “Hank, can you save us? Can you
give us 1ail on the shortest notice and the longest credit possible?”
A quiet, steady voice had answered. “Sure ”

Fhe thought was a point of support. She leaned over the sheets
of paper on her duesk, findhing it suddealy casier to concentrate. There
was one thing. at least, that could be counted upon not to crumble
when needed.

James Taggart crossed the anteroom of Dagny's office, still holding
the kind of confidence he had felt among his companions at the
barroom half an hour ago. When he opened her door, the confidence
vanished. He crossed the room to her desk like a child being dragged
to punishment, stonng the resentment for all his future years.

He saw a head bent over sheets of paper. the light of the desk
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lamp ghsteming on strands ot disheveled hair, a white shirt chinging
to her shoulders, its loose tolds suggesting the thinness of her body

“What 1 it, Jim?”

“What are you trymg to pull on the San Sebastian Line ™

She ransed her head “Pull” Why?”

“What sort ot schedule are we runming down there and what kind
of trans’

She laughed, the sound was gay and a httle weary “You really
ought to read the reports sent to the president’s office, Jim, once in
a winle

* What do you mean?”’

“We've been running that schedule and those tramns on the San
Sebastian for the last three months *

* One passenger train a day?”’

“—in the morming And onc freight tram cvery other mght ”

“Good God!' On an important biranch hike that?

“The mmportant branch can t pav cyen for those two tramns’

“But the Mexican people expect real service trom us!”’

* I'm sure they do’

‘ They need tramns!”

“For what?”

* For To help them develop local mdustiies How do vou
expect them to develop if we don t give them transportation?”’

* I don t expect them to develop ’

* That's just your personal opimon I don t sce what night you had
to take 1t upon yourself to cut our schedules Why, the copper traffic
alone will pay for everything ™

“When”

He looked at her his face assumed the satisfaction of a person
about to utter something that has the power to hurt *You dont
dopbt the success of those copper munes, do you®  when it’s Fran
asco d’Ancoma who s tunning them?  He stressed the name, watch
ing her

She said, He mav be your tiiend, but

* My friend”? I thought he was yours ’

She said steadily, * Not for the last ten years

“That’s too bad, 1sn’t 1t? Still, he’s one of the smartest operators
on carth He’s never failled in a venture— | medn, a bustness ven-
ture—and he s sunk milhons of his own money into those mines, o
we can rclv on his judgment’

“When will you reahze that Francisco d’Anconia has turned into
a worthless bum?”

He chuckled 1 always thought that that’s what he was —as far as
his personal character 1s concerned But you didii’t share my opmion
Yours was opposite Oh my, how oppostte! Surely you iemember
our quarrels on the subject? Shall 1 quote some of the things you
satd about him? I can only surmuse as 10 some of ‘the things you did ™

“Do you wish to discuss Francisco d’Ancomia? Is that what you
came here for?”

His facc showed the anger of fallyre—because hers showed noth-
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ing. *“You know damn well what [ came here for!™ he snapped. “I've
hcard some incrediblc things about our trains in Mexico.”

“What things?”

*“What sort of rolling stock are you using down there?”

“The worst 1 could find.”

“You admit that?”

“I've stated it on paper in the reports 1 sent you.”

“Is it true that you’re using wood-burning locomotives?”

*“Eddie found them for me in somebody’s abandoned roundhouse
down in Louisiana. He couldn’t even learn the name of the railroad.”

“And that's what you're running as Taggart trains?”

“Yes.”

“What in hell’s the big idea? What's going on? I want to know
what’s going on!™

She spoke evenly, looking straight at him. “If you want to know,
1 have lcit nothing but junk on the San Scbastidn Line, und as little
of that as possible. I have moved cverything that could be moved—
switch engines. shop tools. even typewriters and mirrors—-out of
Mexico.”

“Why n blazes?”

8o that the looters wan't have (oo much to loot when they nation-
alize the line”

He Jeaped to his feet “You won't get away with that! This is onc
time you won't get away with it! To have the nerve to pull such a
low. unspeakable .. just because of some victous tumors, when we
have a contiact for two hundred years and

“hm.” she said slowly. “there’s not a car. engme or ton of coal
that we can spare anywhere on the system.”™

“I won't permit it, I absolutely wor't permit such an outrageous
policy toward a fricndly people who need our help Material greed
isn't everything. After all. there are non-materal considerations,
even though you wouldn’t understand them!™”

She pulled a pad forward and picked up a penail. Al nght, Jim.
How many trains do you wish me to run on the San Schastidan Line?”

“Huh?"

“Which runs do you wish me to cut and on which of our lines—
in order to get the Diesels and the steel coaches™”

“I don’t want you to cut any runs!™

“Then where do 1 get the equipmient tor Mexico?™

“That’s for you to figure out. It’s your job ™

“I am not able to do it. You will have to Jecide.”

“That’s your usual rotten trick—switching the responsibility to
me!™

“I'm waiting tor orders, Jim.™

“I'm not going to let you trap me like that!”

She dropped the pencil “Then the San Scbastian schedule will
remain as it is.”

“Just wait till the Board meeting next month. 'l demand a deci-
sion, once and for all, on how far the Operating Department is to
lfw permitted to exceed its authority. You're going to have to answey
ot this,”
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