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PROLOGUE

| t was atime of high adventure; an age when men and women could seize destiny and shape it to tharr

will. Can our generation again breed such heroes? | think not, for a golden age of exploration comes but
rarely to a race, and ours is now logt forever. They were of the same mold as Alexander a the Adan
Gate and Caesar a the Rubicon.

Look to the choices tha lay before them, a thousand years ago in the darkness of the twenty-first
century. The world benesth them was poised for the madness of ther-monuclear night; a madness that
threatened to reach out to the Earth's thousand colonies. And with that madness came the cdling—the
cdling from Old America, and Eu-rope, and the vast reaches of the Asan giants. A cdling for the
children to return, to am themselves, and to join in the war of the parent states. A war that would engulf
mankind and create another dark age, from which we have so recently emerged.

But the colonies were no longer of Earth. They were the new children, those who beheld a new
horizon and could look beyond the parochia sguabblings below.

And one day they were gone. Pointing their colonies into the unknown, they abandoned Earth forever.
Usng plasma drives, ion thrusters, matter/antimatter engines, thermonuclear pulse propulsion, and even
solar sails, the colonies broke the bonds and headed off into the un-known— ooking for freedom and an
escape. Led by such legendary men as Ikawa Kurosawa, Vadliy Renikoff, and Franklin Smith, the
colonies abandoned the parent world to its madness. And then the War came.

Where are they now? What grest wonders have these visonaries of the past created, unhindered by
the Holo-caust War of the twenty-first century and the chaos that followed? Will we ever know the fate
of the colonies missng for a thousand years?

From a rejected manuscript by Dr. l1an Lacklin, Missing Colonies and the Heroic Figure in History.



CHAPTER 1

11
M r. Hangn, areyouwith us or are you again pondering the earthly delights awaiting you in the women's
dormitory?" In disgust lan Lacklin collgpsed into his chair and awaited the response.
"Ah, oh yes, | fully agree with you, Dr. Lacklin. Of course, you're absolutely right.”

An undercurrent of snickers ran through the suffy, overcrowded room. lan stared them down and
was greeted with forced looks of attentiveness.

Idiots. Graduate students, indeed. Every semester he was lectured by the dean that this year's was the
best crop yet, survivors of a lengthy winnowing process. The dean made Kutzburg sound like Nouveau
Harvard ingead of the Provincid Univerdty's worst campus, one that ca-tered to ozone-head athletes
and near-morons who had faled entry in every other sysem and, therefore, would become educators.

"Then, Mr. Hangn, perhaps you could enlighten us dl as to the ramifications of the Geosync Postions
Com-munications Treaty of 2031 and how it was later cited by Beaulieu as the underlying cause of the
Second South American Crigs of 2038."

"Say, Dr. Lacklin, was that in our readings?'

"By God, man, yed" In exasperation lan rose up to his full five-and-a-half-foot height and pointed a
Subby finger at Hangn.

"Can't you see how important this was? With the crowding of the geosync points in the early part of
the twenty-first century came the increasing agitation by the equatoria countries for control not only of
the atmos-phere above them but of the geosync positions, as well. Out of that came the abortive attempt
to take Powersat 23 from the Sino-Japanese Energy Consortium, which in turn placed in jeopardy the
Skyhook congtruction project in Madaysa. Can't you see how important thet is to your life today?'

Blank stares greeted him. An ocean of blank stares.

"Thisroom is avacuum!™ lan shouted, waving his short, pudgy arms. "I know this course is required, |
know you were dl dragged in here kicking and screaming, but, by God, it's required for a reason.

"But, of course, you cretins dready know that when you are higtory teachers yoursalves, indructionsin
throwing a ball through a hoop will be far more important than this" 1an redized that his sarcasm was logt
on that crowd, but with a note of pleading in his voice he vdiantly tried to push ahead. "Don't you redize
that you should dso be able to teach your students about history, as wel? Can't you see that?"

"Sure, Doc. We see that, but it's Friday, and the shuttle tram's leaving for Bostemn in haf an hour.”

"Ah, avigt to the fleshpots of Bostem is more impor-tant to you than this, is that it, Mr. Hansn? And
you, too, Mr. Roy?'

Slence
"Wdl, Mr. Roy, don't St there dack-jawed and drool-ing, answer me™"
"Doc, that's an interesting point, and most difficult to answer."



lan's cherubic face turned crimson. "Idiots, get out, just get out of here His voice cracked on a high
note, asit dways did when he got excited. "Just get out!"

The mindless herd of thirty-odd students exploded into action and stampeded past hm for the
doorway .

"Wait, wat a minute, your reading assgnment for next week..." But they were dready gone, the
corridor ech-oing with the sounds of ther cattldike trampling and muted comments about Lacklin's
heritage and physologica shortcomings.

Ancther brilliant lecture wasted. Mumbling obscure Old American obscenities, he returned to his desk
and started to shuffle apile of notesinto his briefcase. Eigh-teen years! Eighteen years of trying to give to
an uncaring mob a brief glimpse of the joys to be found in history. There was an occasond pearl to be
found, but for most of them, he was "Lackless Lacklin," master of "Enrich-ment Requirement Number 3:
Soutnik to Armageddon— a Higtory of the First Space Era”

"Excuxme, Dr. Lacklin."

"Yes yes, wha isit?' He looked up from his desk. "What is it, Shdlley, why weren't you sucked into
the vortex of that mob?'

"You were about to give an assgnment?'

He looked a her goprasingly, the pearl of the semester, a gangly six-foot, twenty-one-year old;
uffering from a bad case of acne and dlegedly responsble to him as a research assstant—assigned by
the dean, no doubt, as a practicd joke. As a graduate student she was adequate, but she congantly hung
around his office looking for sophomoric debates on the rea meaning of Lock's the-ories of space
sociology or other such foolishness.

"Do we have an assgnment in Beaulieu's book?' she asked eagerly.

"No doubt, you've aready finished it?"

"Of course, but | wanted to be ready for Monday's class. | can review it over the weekend."

"Don't worry about it now, why don't you just go dong with the others."

"Here, let me help you back to the office with that." Before he could object, Shdley picked up the
modd of the Schuder space colony and started for the door.

"Damiit, look out!"

But it was too late. She brushed againg the doorway, knocking the antennae structure off.

"Oh, Dr. Lacklin, I'm sorry, [—"

"Never mind, Miss Walker, just take it down to the office”

With a 9gh of despair he picked up the broken plastic and followed after her. It had taken him the

better part of a weekend to congtruct the three-foot-long modd of a colony that had once been home to
fifty thousand people.

Asthey made ther way down the dimly lit corridors to lan's subterranean office, Shelley chattered on
about a paper she was writing for The Journd of Space Antig-uities, and Dr. Lacklin occasondly
grunted noncommittaly, but his thoughts were aready light-years away.

A new copy of the journd had just come that morning, with a lengthy article by Beaulieu concerning
the recently discovered ruins of the colony on Mars. The Ste was one of the biggest finds of the decade
and was reveding a wedth of artifacts on early twenty-firs-century technology. The article would
provide an excdlent weekend's entertainment away from students, the school, the world— in fact, an
escape from dl redity.

lan was so wrapped in happy thoughts of escape that he didn't notice Shelley had stopped, and lan



crashed right into her. The Schuder modd tumbled to the floor and fractured into fragments that went
pinning out in every direction.

"Uh-oh," Shelley whispered.

"Damn it, Shelley, why can't you... ?* lan looked past her and saw the towering figure sanding by the
doorway to his office.

"It's Chancellor Cushman,” Shelley whispered fear-fuly.

Thefigure started to move toward them. "Dr. Lacklin, my good man,” the Chancellor's voice boomed
like a can-non report, "just the person | was looking for."

Striding forward, hand outstretched, he stepped on broken fragments of the mode, grinding them to
powder. Grabbing lan's shoulder, the Chancellor smiled his sin-ister toothy grin, which more often than
not was the open-ing Sgnd for a budget cut or an increase in one's teaching load.

He turned to Shdley with that same grin, but there was a bardly concedled disdain about him as he
was forced to address a student. "My charming young miss, would you be so kind as to excuse the good
doctor and me"

Before the Chancdllor had finished speaking, Shelley was backing away, mumbling something about
having to wash her hair; she was gone, leaving lan to hisfate.

lan followed the Chancellor down the corridor into the dusty, cluttered closet that was lan's office.
There the Chancdlor released his numbing grip on lan's shoulder. He ran hisfinger dong a bookcase and
snorted with dis-dain when the digit came up black with two decades worth of dust. Waking around to
lan's desk, the Chan-cdllor firg carefully examined the chair as if expecting it to be booby-trapped, and
then, barely stisfied, he low-ered his towering form while pointing lan to the vigtor's char on the other
Sde of the desk.

"You know, lan," his voice boomed, filling the tiny room, "I never could see the purpose of keeping
your higory program dive. Such things are awaste, in my mind." He amiled.

It's termination! 1an thought. My God, what will | do?

"But the Provincdid Government of New America” the Chancellor continued, "decreed in the
educationd charter to thisinditution that we are to, quote, ‘train functioning citizens who shdl fit into the
framework of our society and appreciate the traditions of our new Federated Republic, unquote. In
other words, my man, we are to train effective cogs for the whedls of the adminigtration. And one of the
teeth in that cog must be an understanding of history. Do you agree?’

Maybe it's not termination! "Of course, your Excd-lency, of course" His voice cracked.

"I knew you would agree, my good man. Of course, I've dways fdt that such courses as File
Management or Interoffice Communications were far more vauable than your digging up the ancient
past, but thisis an inditute of higher learning so we must be tolerant of minor ec-centricities, mustnt we?'

"Of course.”

"Tdl me, lan, how many people gaff your department now?"

"I'm the only one. Don't you remember you cut the budget last year, diminging Mr. Ldezi?'
"Ah, yes. Mr. Leezi. He taught the history of the Holocaust War and the Second Dark Age?'
"Yes, your Excdlency.”

"The taped lectures weve made of him are an adequate replacement, are they not? Save us a
sgnificant sum, don't they?'

It would be termination!
"Tdl me, lan, do we have tapes of your lectures on file?'



lan could only nod. The Chancelor had indituted that little trick five years back. The Board of
Regents loved it, and the Chancellor was now hailed as a bold new in-novator in education.

"Good, Dr. Lacklin, very good indeed. Would you be so kind as to write up a study guide for your
course, in triplicate, and be sure to use the proper forms. | want it in my office firg thing Monday
morning."

The room started to spin. lan fdt asif he were looking -up from the bottom of a deep, deep wdl, and
the only thing he could see a the end of the shaft was the Chan-cellor's walfish grin.

"Does this mean," lan asked weskly, trying to conced the wheedling tone in his voice, "that my
postion isto be automated?”

"Wdl, my good man"—the Chancellor laughed, ob-vioudy ddighting in this little diverson—"dont be
S0 pale and gum. Y ou don't want to spend the rest of your lifein a classroom, now do you?'

"But higtory ismy life, it's everything."

The Chancdlor's grin suddenly became more snigter.
"Weve other plans for you."

"Other plans?'

"Come now, lan, you now aswel as | do that this noble indtitution supports its saff and encourages it
to broaden the fidd of knowledge through publication. I've been checking on you, my man—in eighteen
years of teeching, you've never been published.”

"Thereismy book, you know! Missing Colonies and the Heroic Figure in History."

"How many rgections have you had on that?"

lan was Slent.

"But that's not what I'm talking about. There are other forms of writing, take grants, for instance.”

He wants me as a grant writer! Endless formstofill out. I'll go mad, lan thought. Digging the sands of
Mars would be better. Perhaps Beaulieu would take me on as an assstant. But his somach turned
somersalts at the mere thought of space travel and weightlessness.

"You have some rather good experience with grants, my man. In fact, that's the reason for this friendly
chat of ours. It's your grant, lan. | just got acdl from the Minister of Education, who has a brother in the
Deep Space Exploration and Surveying Department. I'm talk-ing about your grant proposd.”

"My grant proposal?’ I've never written a grant pro-posal. lan was about to say that he had no idea
what the Chancellor was talking about, but then thought it might be better not to admit such ignorance.

"You do remember your grant proposal?' the Chan-cellor asked suspicioudy.
lan forced a amile and nodded noncommittaly.

"Right, then. | just wanted to be the fird to congrat-ulate you. Your grant has come through. You
know what this means for our school? Isn't this wonderful ?*

"It's come through," 1an replied, trying to keep his confusion out of his voice. "Why, that's wonderful."
What the hdll is he talking about?

"Whdl, aren't you excited, my good man? Think of the prestige it will bring to thisinditution."

And to your plans for being the next Minister of Ed-ucation, lan thought.

"Dont you have anything to say?"

lan could only amile weskly.

"Ah, | understand, of course you're in shock over this whole thing. But you'd better get cracking, my



good man. Youre to be out of here Tuesday morning. By the way, are your passport and
twenty-three-forty-four medica form up to date?'

"My twenty-three-forty-four?'

A dlint of sugpicion appeared in the Chancdlor's eyes. He examined lan as if he were an insect under
amagni-fying glass.

"Wake up, man, wake up. Your twenty-three-forty-four!"

"Sr, what is a twenty-three-forty-four?' lan bleated.

"Good God, man, dont you understand what I'm tak-ing about?' Exasperated, the Chancelor
opened his at-tache case and pulled out a heavy document, bound in a red jacket. There was a quick
flury of pages and the Chancdllor started to read.

" 'All members of the paty mus qudify for trandight travel by successfully undergoing a ful
twenty-three-forty-four medica review.' Dr. Lacklin, you wrote that in the grant proposal, or don't you
remember? It's stan-dard medicd policy for anyone traveling aboard the new trandight vessels.”

"I'm traveling trandight!" lan shouted in terror.

The Chancdlor stood up to his ful six-and-ahalf-foot height and advanced around the desk. He
loomed over lan asif he were dosng in for the kill, and lan dipped lower into his seeat.

"Dr. Lacklin, do you understand anything at al con-cerning what we've been talking about?”
lan tried to sound self-assured, but only a mousy "nd* squeaked out of him.

A forefinger was suddenly pointed into lan's chest and with each word spoken the Chancdllor stabbed
a lan with such force that 1an feared arib might be broken.

"Dr. Lacklin, at the beginning of this semester a grant proposal left the history department under your
sgnaure. Your department, and your signature, Dr. Lacklin. And this document was addressed to the
Department of Deep Space Survey and Exploration. Last year the DSSE announced that an Alpha 3
trandight survey ship would be released from active service and placed at the disposal of the Minidry of
Education, and grant proposals would be accepted as to its implementation and use. Do you follow me
so far, Dr. Lacklin?'

"Yau

"You are aware, of course, Dr. Lacklin, that we have only returned to space within the last hundred
years and that trandight was only discovered within the last fifteen years. | am sure, Dr. Lacklin, that you
redize that there are only deven trandight ships available, and the Alpha 3 is the firs such modd.”

"Yes, | am a professor of space higory,” lan replied, trying to sound insulted over such a smple
question.

"Good. | wasn't sure on that point.” The Chancellor cut im anicy gaze.

"The Alpha 3 was to be retired,” lan interjected. "The damthingisunsse dl the ather hipsdf the same desgn
have never returned.”

"Not to worry." And the Chancdllor laughed. "I've been assured that little problem has been cleared
up. But as | was tdling you, Dr. Lacklin, the grant proposal under your sgnature requested use of that
vehide and, | quote, 'to atempt reestablishment of contact with the seven hundred colonies that
abandoned near-Earth space on the eve of the Holocaust War. This will be accomplished by consulting
those surviving records, recently uncovered, which indicate the courses of the colonies. Using trandight
propulson it will be a smple matter of following the origind courses and thus overtaking the units;
unquote.”

The Chancdlor fixed lan with a deadly, pendrating gaze. "Dr. Lacklin, did you write this grant



proposal?'
lan looked up and started to answer.
"Thetruth, Dr. Lacklin, or youll regret it!"
"No." His answer came out as atimid squesk.

In exasperation the Chancdllor dammed the proposa onto lan's desk. A flurry of dust swirled around
the two men. The Chancdlor suddenly reached across the table, grabbed hold of the proposa, and
threw it into lan's lap.

"Then look at this, damn it!"

lan picked it up and, adjusting his glasses, he peered owllike at the cover.

"'A proposa for the implementation of the Alpha 3 unit for the reestablishment of contact with colonid
units of the twenty-first century, submitted by Dr. lan Lacklin, Provincid Universty System.' "

lan suddenly fdt very sick.

He pulled open the proposal and started to scanit.

"Tum to the lagt page, damn you!"

lan obeyed the shouted command.

Proposed Crewing of the Alpha 3 Discovery

Understlanding the extreme limitation on crew space and taking into condderation the isolation
from any higher authority, it should be redlized that the crew must deal with dl contingencies
related to establishing contact with human colonies while out of contact with Earth. Crew
proposd is asfollows

1 Piot of the Alpha 3 unit with previous experience in deep space flight and isolation.

2. Medicd/biologicd technician with an understanding of medicd Stuations unique to the
twenty-first century, since dl units contacted will have been isolated with their particular varieties
of microbes for the last 1107 years.

3. Sociologicd/psychologicd personnd capable of deding with the ramifications of
cross-cultura exposure and shock.

4. Assdant to the program director, capable of logging dl reports, adminigering to dl
reporting, filing, and data management.

5 Program director, versed in twenty-firs-century history, in particular rdaing to dl
aspects of the establishment of the self-contained colonies darting in 2019 urtil the decison to
flee near-Earth space in the year 2078. The program director must be familiar with each of the
colonid units in question, ther engineering, sociological backgrounds, culturd makeup, and
adminigrative organizations.

Sweat broke out on lan's forehead. He stopped for a moment to look up at the Chancdlor and was
met with aglacid stare. He returned to his reading.

The program director should have a ful under-gtanding of the process leading to the decison
by the seven hundred colonia units to abandon Earth on the eve of the Holocaust War. The



program di-rector should be familiar with the trgectories se-lected by the units when evacuating
near-Earth space and have reasonable esimates of distance traveled by each unit since
departure. All such datais cur-rently on file with the author and is avallable upon request.

lan groaned softly and looked up imploringly a the Chancellor.
"Look at that Sgnature,” the Chancellor hissed.

lan did as ordered and stared numbly at the Sgnature and personal sedl placed upon the last page of
the pro-posal. They were his, dl right.

"Can you explain this2" the Chancdlor demanded.
lan could only shake his head.

"Are those your sgnature and persona sed?'
"Yes" hereplied weskly.

"Then, good God, man, thisis your grant proposa!”
"But | didn't writeit."

"Oh, yes you did, Dr. Lacklin, you mog certainly did. My contact over at the Minidry has informed
methat the grant has been approved and that the decision has dready been made that you, as the author
of this grant, shdl lead the misson.

"Dr. Lacklin, I don't give a good damn if you wrote this thing or not, but as far as anyone is now
concerned, you are the sole author of it and will take responshility as misson head. I'll not have it sad
that this document got past my office and then turned out to be a fake. 1'd be the laughingstock of the
professon. Dr. Lacklin, this oneisyours and you are going for aride with it!"

"l cant!"
"What do you mean, you can't? | don't think I'm hear-ing you correctly."

"You know and | know that those Alpha 3s never came back. Besides, | get deathly sck anytime |
trave."

In his panic he could aready conjure up a hundred possible desths in the mad venture—they could
have an engine overload, or misnavigation could send them into a black hole. And the quarters, they
were s0 cramped the claustrophobia done would kill him. He wasn't going out there, and that was that.
He was a higorian, a deder in the safeness of the past—not some crazed adventurer. He smply
reported and glorified it dl. It sure as hdl wasn't hisjob to go out and actudly do it.

The Chancdlor settled back in his chair and with a sudden change of tack started to amile gently.
"Come, come, Dr. Lacklin, think of the opportunity. Thisis your fidd. Think of the lucrative offers upon
your return. By heavens, man, the publishers would even snatch up that book you're working on.”

"I can't go. I'm afraid of flying."

"Dr. Lacklin, think how ridiculous wed look if it sud-denly came out that you were not the author of
thisgrant.”

"I don't careif | look ridiculous.”

"But | care, Dr. Lacklin. | mogt certainly care” There was a note of threat in the voice that carried a
disinct warning.

"Look, lan™—and the Chencdllor leened forward, trying to put on the suave charm though it was obvious that
near-homicidd rage churned just below the surface—"I'll make it as plain as can be. This will put our
univergty on the map. And it will be one of my department people who did it. The regiond board of



directors will take very favorable notice of a campus with such a success.”

"And over my vaporized body, youll move into the Nationa Bureau of Education,” lan muttered.

"What was that?'

"Oh, nothing, your Excellency, nothing.”

"Then youll dill refuse to take responghility for this grant and will refuse the postion of project
maneger?"

lan didn't answer.

"Youll be the coward just because of alittle physical discomfort and a very dight risk of danger?'

lan could only nod his head.

"All right then, if that's the way you want it." The Chancellor suddenly turned and started for the door.

lan dumped back into his char and breathed an audible Sgh of reief. He knew a terrible revenge
would be ex-acted for hisrefusd, but anything was better than going "out there.”

The Chancellor started to open the door and then turned, giving lan a cold-blooded look of appraisal.
"By the way, Dr. Lacklin. Have you ever heard of ayoung coed named Makena LaFay?"

Panic saized lan's face. Cushman knew he had hit the right lever.
"Wdl, have you?'
"Yes" The answer was bardy a whisper.

"She's the daughter of the provindd Governor, you know. I've met Jeremiah LaFay any number of
times. His support of the Reform Puritanical Movement iswdl known.

"I'd never want to cross him mysdf—his ahility to have opponents and persona enemies arrested for,
how shdl | say, 'dleged violations of public moras iswel known."

lan appeared to be on the edge of cardiac arrest.

"Of course, | know dear Makena was an aggressive young lady," the Chancdlor continued with a
cold, malicious grin, "who perhaps did not live up to her father's persond code of mordity. In fact, one
of my informantsin the women'sliving quarters stated that when Makena was a sudent last semester she
openly boasted, 'l twisted an A out of thet fat little fool with only one night in the sack." Do you know
who thet fa little fool is, Dr. Lacklin?'

A groan escaped from lan. He couldn't help what had happened. She had been waiting for him at his
gpartment in a Sate of extreme undress, giving full exposure to her ample charms. He had tried vadiantly
to show her the door, but in the end, smple human nature won out. After dl, it had been severd years
sance...

"But | only gave her aB."
"Ah, only aB. Only aB! So, you don't deny it!"
lan shrugged his shoulders.

"Wdl, my good man, | know about this little B. In fact, hdf the femaes on this campus know about
thet little B. And with asingle phone cdl | can arrange for our good friend the Governor to know about
that litle B! And then well dl get to see 'Only a B' Lacklin get his butt end hauled off by some of
LaFay's gorillas, who would love to smash you to a pulp for violaing the innocence of our good
Governor's virgind daughter.”

"Virgind! She attacked me, your Excdlency, | didn't stand a chance.”
"Ah, so you admit it, then. Frankly, lan, | find that impossible to accept. In the eyes of our good



God-fearing Governor, hisLittle Precious is purer than arctic snow. It would break my heart to have to
tdl him that she had been brutaly violated by one of my staff, who, of course, has just been fired."

The Chancdllor started to amile again. "But never fear, good friend. Of course | could never do that to
the hero of Kutzburg Provincid. Of course nat. | think thislittle matter can be forgotten for someone with
your stature. Now, my friend, | do believe we understand each other.”

lan nodded dumbly. There was a seventy-five percent chance of a quick death in space. But he knew
there would be a hundred percent chance of a couple of broken arms, and God knows what esg, if he
stayed.

"Hne, then, judt fing, and let me be the firg to offer you my congratulations. I'll send the necessary
paper-work down this afternoon and the school physician will be by within the hour to start processing
your twenty-three-forty-four. If 1 might be so bold, Il help you out with assgning your medica person
and sociologigt, and you can have the liberty of gppointing your adminidrative assstant. Have a pleasant
day, Dr. Lacklin. And I'll ex-pect you in my office a nine sharp Monday morning.”

The Chancellor closed the door behind him and started off for the Academic Records Office. There
was alittle question of a grade change up to an A that had to be looked into. After al, he had promised
her he would take care of it. And just to make sure there wasn't an embar-rassing change of heart, he
would push lan off-planet withinthe week, dongwith the ather embarrassng doms on his saff. He could aready
picture his new officein the National Bureau. He smiled in anticipation.

lan tried to control the wild panic and for a moment he contemplated suicide. But that required a little
more courage than he could mugter, and he pushed the thought aside; the reams of work facing him that
weekend would require some help. Held better give Shelley acal.

Shdley! He legped out of his chair and pulled open the door. And there she was. Asif waiting for him.
"Dr. Lacklin, ah, yeah. Ah, | thought 1, ah, left my books here..."

Once aweek Shelley took him a pile of paperwork. It got so that he never even bothered to ask what
the in-dividua items where, and he merdy signed each docu-ment or memo and afixed his persona sed
to it. The damn woman had written the grant and sneaked it in with the other paperwork, snce only a
fully accredited instruc-tor could make grant gpplications to the Minidry.

"Getin herel" lan shouted, suddenly finding away & last to vent his frustration.
"Ah, wdl, you see, Doctor. I, ah, got this book | want to read. Couldn't I, ah—"
"If you value your life, you better get your butt in here right now!"



CHAPTER 2

Brazil'strqdcd heet wasfirdly lodked out by the Slent dosing of the liftcar's door. 1an gratefully sank into the

fird avalable seat and Shelley eased in dongsde. Mopping his face with a soaked handkerchief, lan
breathed a 9gh of rdief as the frigid air washed over him. The air-conditioning in the Bradlia Skyhook
Station was again down for "routine ingpection,” meaning that the incompetent ground staff would take
two weeks to find out what was wrong. The result had been an agonizing eght hours of 100-degree hesat
whilewaiting for the next liftcar. Now that his fear of dying from the heat was removed, lan Lacklin agan
hed time to curse the fates in general and Chancdlor Cushman in particular.

After theinitid shock of the Chancellor's news had worn off, lan had thought that, bureaucrats being
what they are, it would take a year a the very least before the misson was cleared for launch. Given that
much time, he had naively reasoned there would be ample opportunities to gum up the paperwork into
such atangle that the misson would just keep getting delayed, postponing for-ever the dreaded jump into
deep space.

But he now redlized that the Chancellor had been hdf a dozen moves ahead of him from the beginning.
lan's battle plan collapsed in a paper blizzard as the Chancdlor outclassed and outmaneuvered him in
every bureaucratic Srategem possible.

Inthefind act of a"team spirit send-off," the Chan-cdllor had persondly driven lan and Shelley to the
New Bogem ardrip for ther connecting flight to the Bradlia Skyhook Station. Shelley and the
Chancdlor had even managed to have a farly avil conversation about the prospects before them. As a
find gesture he gave them a send-off bouquet of flowers, which made lan sneeze.

lan turned in his seat and gave Shdlley an appraising glance. Why he had requested her was beyond
him. Per-haps it was revenge for her getting him into the mess. He knew he wasn't attracted to her in any
physca way; she was dl adolescent angles, even though she was dready in her early twenties. She had
the ar typicd of a sudious femde, one who would forever be bound to a book, wear the most
uncomplimentary of heavy wools, and never be cured of near-termind acne.

If Shelley had any positive feature, it was her ability to cover his tal when it came to paperwork and
organi-zation. Only Shelley could make any sense out of lan's data files—if lan had to run up his data by
himsdf he would soon be totdly lost... lan's contemplation of Shel-ley ended as the liftoraft attendant
turned on the infor-mation channd.

"Welcome to Bradlia Station, Skyhook 4. Y our liftcraft is now preparing for departure.”

Sdley turned to lan with a bewildered look and he redized that her char speaker was set for
Portuguese. Tuning the switch on her armrest to English, he settled back and tried to cam his nerves.

"We apologize for any inconvenience you may have suffered because of the mdfunctioning
ar-conditioning system. Now that you are aboard the liftcraft you may rest assured that our crew will see
to your every comfort.”

Some of the hundred-odd passengers laughed, but their biting comments about the competence of the
gt and the safety of the liftcraft didn't help lan in the dightest.

"Our trandt time to Geosync Station 4 will be eeven hours and twenty minutes..." The voice droned
on about emergency procedures and safety regulations, but lan's thoughts had dready drifted away.

Theliftcar started to shake, and Shdley's hand dug inohisfarearm. "What westhet?' Srewhigoared hoarsdly.
lan pointed out the window and smiled at her asif she were anaive child.
"Why, welve started up, that's dl.”



The car dlently started its ascent up the vertica track, exerting a dight pressure in the pit of his
somach. Sud-denly they cleared the interior of the Bradlia sation and broke into the tropica sunlight.
Their speed was aready better than a kilometer a minute and the ground dropped away.

How undramatic this dl is, 1an thought sadly, even though he fully redized that he would have been
terrified by the dd wey o transEath lift-off. The days of dramicd rockets bdding scalet dumes of incandesoatt flame
wae gone forever. Never would he have the chance to go roar-ing into the heavens atop a crackling,
thundering throne d fire Thet weas gong, lang snce gone—adidant mamay dready hdf a hundred years past,
now that the Skyhook Towers girdled the equator with a ring of spokes. The towers rose tens of
thousands of kilometers to geosync and yet that distance beyond for the necessary counter-weighting.
The trip into space was reduced to a Smple devator ride; a very long devator ride, to be sure, but
lacking the thundering grandeur of so long ago.

Shdlley was quickly glued to the window as they rose up and away. At the twenty-kilometer leve the
curvature of the Earth was ever so dightly visble, and lan could see the deepening indigo of ther
destination. Pressing up againgt the window dongside Shelley, he looked down on the Earth, which was
dropping away with ever-increasing speed.

For long minutes Shdlley stayed pressed to the win-dow, until a fant groan sounded dongside her.
"Dr. Lacklin, what's wrong?"

"Jug thinking about zero G, that's al"'—he moaned feebly—"just thinking about zero G." And he
fumbled through the storage pouch dongside his chair, making sure that the white plagtic bags were
there, ready for hisuse.

The acceleration was light but congtant, asif a gentle hand were pushing them back into their couches.
Zero gravity would not occur until the car arrived at the geosync dation, where ther veocity in
relationship to the Earth would cancel out their potentid rate of fall.

But lan attempted to divert his thoughts from that dreaded moment by looking out at the indigo band
that marked the upper reaches of the Earth's atmosphere.

Asif on cue, the steward appeared, pushing a cart laden with the more potent forms of liquid relaxant.
lan handed over afiver, pointed with three fingers to a dark amber bottle, and an icy triple of rum was
produced.

He settled back into his chair and took a long, refresring dp. So he was embarking on the great
journey, fal-lowing the path of his heroes on ther outward reach to the stars. How often he had tried to
romanticize this to his bored students, who viewed the exploration of space with not onetenth the
interest that was reserved for the afternoon video love shows. How he longed for the world of a
millennium earlier, when things were held in their proper perspective.

Idiots! At least I'm away from them. He took another swalow. In spite of hisfears, lan fdt atingling, a
aurge of excitement. He was reaching out dong the same path that millions had followed so long ago. He
would at last have the chance to follow them outward and discover the secret of their odyssey.

The thought set his heart to pounding. He was about to redize the ultimate fantasy of any good
historian—to come face to face with the past. With luck he might even find a Mitsubishi Habitat, or one
of the old ONelll Cyl-inders. lan knew historians who would joyfully have killed their mothers if it meant
a chance to meet with Churchill or to witness the Mongal burning of Kiev. And here was his chance, his
dream coming out to meet him. He could remember how Leezi dreamed of finding a tape showing a
Saurn V lift-off. Sure, once that would have given lan athrill, but now he was going for far bigger game.

The steward came by again and lan waved for another triple. Shelley gave him a frown.

Hismind lapsed into happy reverie. He could imag-ine meting in secret with Smith and the Coundl of
Ten as they made their momentous decison to abandon Earth on the eve of the Holocaust War. Yes, lan
Lacklin, an-nouncing to a Sartled world the forming of the Alliance and the Declaration of Severance...



"It's wonderful, just Smply wonderful!™

Severd heads turned to look a him, but he didn't give a damn. Hel no, they can dl kiss off. He was
lan Lacklin, noted histarian, soon to be explorer. Why, damn it, once he returned from this voyage, there
wouldn't be a pub-lisher in the country crazy enough to turn down his man-uscripts. Hed have it made.
Yes dr, he could snap his fingers a the Chancdllor, why, even the Governor could kiss his butt. The
thought of such athing made him laugh out loud. And to think thet just a week ago he was terrified about
the Governor's ever finding out about him and what's-her-name.

And the Chancdlor, yesh the Chancellor. Good-bye to that rotten SOB and dl the bureaucratic
nightmares of teaching at a government-run inditution. No more damned memaos about usng the correct
forms, or inventories re-porting how many erasers were missng, or asnine edu-cation courses. No gr,
lan thought, no more faculty meetings, and most of dl, no more educationa politics. "No more!" he
shouted out loud. "Say, steward, get over hereif you please, my good man."

Shdley was looking around the cabin in morta em-barrassment, when an inggent waning beeper
suddenly kicked on. "All passengers, this is your flight director. Please be sure that your safety belts are
fagtened." lan paid it no heed.

Sheley looked over at lan and made sure that he was strapped in.

"We have reached maximum ve ocity; our acceleration will terminate in ten seconds. Youll experience
amo-mentary sensation of lightness when acceleration cuts out. We know youll enjoy it as a pleasant
foretaste of zero G a Geosync 4. Thank you."

"And you know what 1'd like to tdl Miss Redding, Miss C.C. Set Procedures Redding right now?" lan
shouted.

Shdley looked a him wide-eyed. In her entire shel-tered experience of university parents and honors
dor-mitories, she had never been forced to ded with a drunken mae.

She was il searching for an apt response when the acceleration cut off. Shelley suddenly fdt as if she
hed been riding an devator (which indeed she was) and the vehide had dowed while she kept going. Her
someach fdt asif it were dimbing out her mouth.

And suddenly she no longer had to think of how to respond to lan. Her only concern now was to find
enough towels to start deaning up her thoroughly besotten pro-fessor.

* * *

"Yes, Dr. Redding, of course."

He tried to back out of the cramped middle cabin, but the laws of zero G tricked him. His arms flailing
like berserk windmill sails, Richard Croce spun across the room, dapped into the wall, then ricocheted
back toward Elen Redding, who didnt hestate for one second with her high-speed outpouring of
vitriolic abuse.

"Damn it, woman, help me" Richard groaned as he did a dow ralling dive draight a her bulging
midsection.

Grabbing hold of a support railing, Ellen gently pulled hersdlf out of Richard's dive-bomb approach.
He drifted past her and smacked into the opposite wal of the cabin, this time face fird, but his
outdtretched hands grabbed a padded ral and prevented another pinbdl-like trgectory.

"Now, Dr. Croce, if you've stopped your acrobatic display of zero-gravity ineptitude, 1 would like to
sumHmarize my argument.”

"Damnit, Ellen, | can't do anything about it."

"Dr. Redding to you, Doctor Croce." There was a sar-castic edge to how she said Dr. Croce— as if
the linking of the two words were somehow impossible.



"All right, Dr. Redding,” Richard replied coldly, "Il remember your title™ The rest of the sentence
started to form but he thought better of it. He viewed doctorates in sociology and collective psychology
as having the same validity as a doctorate in physica education or school adminigration.

"Thank you'—she hesitated for amoment, and then smiled icily—"Doctor.”

He took severd deep bresaths in a vain attempt to cam himsdf, then decided to start in again. "And
another thing, Captain Leminski stated that our gross weight is a hundred and twenty kilos over.” He
eyed her bulging form sar-cadtically, and she started to color into a deeper shade of purple that went
beyond the flaming red of her hair.

"I know where we can dump off that weight right now," she replied evenly.

"I don't see anything coming off your manifes.”

"Because it doesn't need to.”

"A hundred and fifty kilos of survey formsintriplicate! You cdl that necessary!" Richard shouted.

"Dr. Croce, I've dready explained to you that 1've been sent on this expedition by our Chancellor to
gather important data. The best way for a sociologist and col-lective psychologist to gather informetion is
through ob-servation and survey.”

"You don't even know if they'll be able to read the damn things. Did you get your precious forms
trandated into Old English or Japanese or Russan? Wdll, did you?'

"Thereisno need of that. I'm sure your good friend lan will be able to trandate for us"

The loathing she put into the word lan was dmogt frightening in its intengty. The faculty battles
between lan Lacklin and Hlen Redding were near legend. Richard pitied poor lan when he came
aboard.

"Dr. Redding, I'm sure the Chancellor doesn't give a good damn about these so-caled Lost Colonies.
Person-dly, | think this whole charade is nothing more than a hairbrained move on the Chancellor's part
to get rid of hismost embarrassing tenured faculty.”

"Now, Croce, you—"
"Dr. Croce, to you."
Bailing with anger, Ellen sumbled for a response, and Richard pushed on.

"If—and | say, if—we find these colonies, | think lan will have more to do with his time than to
trandate your haf-witted sociologicd surveys to a bunch of people who mogt likdy won't want to be
surveyed in the firg place. Therefore, my dear doctor, | think it only logica that your damn bloody forms
should be heaved out right now."

"If anything is to be heaved, it should be those ten cases of dleged surgicd and Heilizaion
equipment.” A smug smile lit up her pudgy face, and she laughed mdicioudy. "Besides, Doctor, a hdf
hour ago | managed to put one of those cases through the airlock.”

"You bitch! Do you know how hard it was to get that gnup herd™ Hisvacetraled df into inooherat Sreams
One-tenth of his liquor, gone! Three years for this damned misson, and only nine cases to see him
through! Richard barely heard Lemingki shout over the intercom about a ship's docking aongside as he
launched himsdf through the air toward Ellen.

The hatch behind them opened. A green face peered through. "Oh, my God." lan groaned.

"Ah, lan, old friend," Richard shouted, as he drifted within gtriking distance of Ellen, "you're just intime
to witness the effect of zero gravity on blubber.”

"Why, you pickled sot—"
"Enough! 1've had enough!™ A wiry form in blue cov-eralls pushed through the doorway behind lan.



"Ah, lan," Richard said with sudden cheer, "meet our pilot and guide through the universe, Stasz
Lemingi."
lan extended his hand, but Stasz ignored him.

"I have my ordes" Staz whigpered in a sharp, hissng voice. His five-and-a-half-foot,
hundred-pound frame seemed to be a coiled bundle of energy ready to explode in violent rage a any
second.

"The problem is smple. We need to dump one hundred and twenty kilos. You must decide which one
hundred and twenty kilos within twenty-three hours. Antimatter ignition sequencing will start in twenty-six
hours. If by three hours before departure you have not dumped the excess mass, | will do it for you.”

Grabbing hold of a handrail, he turned himsdlf about as if getting et to leave.

"Ah, Leminski, | don't think you quite understand,” Ellen Redding said. She spoke with the pedantic
dyletypica of a professor addressing an idiot or afirs-year univeraty student.

"I understand perfectly, Miss Redding." He smiled a tight wolfish grin as she diffened to the form of
address. "You see, Miss Redding, | am the craft pilot and engineer, therefore | am responsible for the
function of this wreck which the Confederation has pawned off on you... wdl, never mind that. As | was
saying, when it comes to the function of this vessdl, | amin control.”

Pushing off, he floated back down the corridor.

Bllen turned on lan, who quailed a the Sght of his old nemesis. But before she could speak, Stasz's
voice drifted back to them. "By the way, Dr. Redding, I'm declaring that Croce's 'surgica supplies are
now part of my ship's maintenance stores, therefore they are not to be touched. Dr. Lacklin, I'd suggest
that those damned forms get dumped right now. Heaven knows how | hate forms; in fact, I've dready
got eghty kilos worth in the airlock.” He laughed sardonicaly and disappeared into the forward control
room.

Senang an impending explosion, Richard pushed past Ellen and mumbled an excuse about checking
his equip-ment. As he drifted by Ian, his nose wrinkled at the sour smell.

"Good luck, old boy," Richard whispered.

"If I'd known that she was going to be aboard, 1'd have stayed home in spite of the Chancdlor,” lan
whispered in reply. "Writing grants would be heaven compared to this"

"l heard thet, lan."

Richard grabbed Shdlley's arm and pushed her out the hatch, abandoning lan to what Richard told her
would be "afriendly Socid Science Departmental Meeting.”

The shouting between the two old rivasfilled the ship until Stasz findly cdled it to hat and begged for
alittle deep before departure.



CHAPTER 3

" I thought it essentid that we dl St down together before departure and briefly review what we can
expect.” lan was trying to speak with an authoritative voice, but it came out more as a srangled croak.
He and Ellen Redding had had such a knock-down drag out over who was in control of the misson that
he had actudly shouted himsdf hoarse. He looked across a her and tried a wan amile, but from her
response it must have looked to her to be a threatening grimace. Nevertheless she sad noth-ing; his
hafhearted threat to cdl the Chancellor and resign over her presence, for the moment at least, had been
the lever to submisson.

"Why weve been assigned is the Chancellor's decison and not mine But | can see where, if anything,
he wished to get rid of three tenured faculty and bring in his own people—and, Ellen, I'd think even you'd
agree with that." She nodded her head sadly. Most of the campus gaff knew about the afair between
Hlen and the Chancdlor a dozen years back, when he was 4ill the glad-handing, ever-amiling young
hotshot assstant to the assstant vice president. Out of that had come the famous nickname "C.C."
Redding, which mogt faculty could guess a but usudly would not discuss with anyone less than a
grad-uate student.

Leminski floated to one sde of the table and looked vacantly off into space with a dightly bored
expression of disdain.

lan cleared his throat and tried to continue. "Stasz, are we in trim for flight weight?"

"Yegh, and one kilo under. Croce and me drained off an extra bottle of gin and just discharged it a
little while ago.”

Oh, great, lan thought, Richard has a new drinking buddy. The pilot to whom weve entrusted our
lives

"All right then, we've gat our ship, everything is loaded, and now we have to decide where to go.”

Richard looked up & lan. "What do you mean, where do we go? Why, | thought this expedition was
to look for the Lost Colonies.”

"It's not that Imple” lan sad oftly. "Shdley's grant request mentioned in generd terms the seven
hundred logt colonies, and indeed if dl of them survived, which is highly unlikdly, we are now presented
with an inter-esting piece of math which our dear sponsors never grasped.”

"Goon," Ellen said softly, without a trace of anger. When it came to questions of odds and datigtics,
she was dl professond and, in fact, even cordid.

"All right, here is what we know—the givens, so to speak. Starting in the year 2079 the firg colonid
units came to the decison to abandon Earth in light of the coming war. Their propulson sysems were
dationkeeping units, not heavy-lift devices. Given the tech levd of the period, the only propulsion units
avalable were ion drive, plasma drive, solar sall, antimatter, and thermo-nuclear pulse.

"Within four years the firg unit completed its modi-fications and was away. Seven hundred and
twenty-three departed before August 7, 2087, when the firg wave of EMP detonations on Earth and the
subsequent strikes wiped out dl communication.”

lan was redly getting into form now, and for once he had an interested audience. His was no longer
dry history—it was the information that would be the center of their livesfor the next three years.



"Coud moreunitshaveldt eftaward?' Ridnerd asked.

"Possibly. And just that question shows the problems of this quest. There is only one absolute given in
this whole scheme. Sx hundred and twelve units did pull out of near-Earth orbit and one hundred and
eleven others pulled out from various deep-space orbits, induding three asteroid mining-survey colonies.

"But the data stops the day the war started, when the tracking facilities on the Moon and Mars were
knocked out. So there is the potentid that approximately seven hundred other units, which were
preparing to abandon Earth orbit, did indeed abandon orbit.”

"Sothet increeses our odds tremandoldy?' Hlen asked cautioudly,

"Yes, from next to impossible to dmaost next to im-possible. And I'm not being sarcastic. You see, the
Co-pernicus Ste did have the initid trgjectory data. In fact, for the units that left severd years before the
war, the data are pretty darn good, since they had time to do some pinpoaint tracking.

"S0 here we have the raw data of seven hundred-odd colonies to start with, that's greet. However, did
you ever stop to think"—and lan was talking in generd, but every-one could sense that it was directed
toward Shdley— "jugt how hig it is out there?"

She smiled wanly and nodded. The stares of the other three focused on her, and she could fed the
hodtility grow-ing as each one thought about the fact thet it was the overzedlous young student who had
pulled them from their more-comfortable niches and sent them to synchron-ous orbit.

"It's not that bad," she said meekly.
"Not that bad!" Stasz interjected. "My hand to God, for | speak the truth, it's merdy numbingin Sze.
"How far could they have gone?' he asked, shifting his gaze from Shelley back to lan.

"Not far. It's estimated that ther drive sysems a best could take them up to point-one light.
Therefore, amax-imum of 112 light-years out. Thet gives us a cubic volume of.. .let me see.”

"Nearly ten million cubic light years." Ellen said softly, obvioudy proud that she could outdo them dl in
alittle exercise of mentd calculation.

"Therefore" 1an responded, "I present our problem— where do we start? We shdl be looking for
aoproximately seven hundred unitsin an area of ten million cubic light-years.”

"Can't we diminate a good part of that?' Richard asked.

"I think s0," Stasz interjected. "The fifteen dtars near-est to Eath have dready been checked
out—without any Sgn of refugee colonies. That diminates nearly a hundred craft right there, since thar
trgectories carried them that way. Now, it is of course possble that they went to those systems,
dingshoted around them, and went off on tan-gent trgectories,, thereéby making predictions of ther
whereabouts more difficult.”

"And | think we can dso diminate two hundred or so colonies because the data we have on them
indicates that they would not have survived the journey for long."

"Why so, Dr. Lacklin?' Shelley asked, curiosty overcoming her desire to hide.

"The answer is smple. We are dedling with closed ecosystems. There is a certain amount of free
hydrogen available in interstelar space, and if you could accelerate up to ramjet veocities that would be
useful, but outside of the propulsion systems, the colonies had to be one hundred percent closed.”

"I'm not sure that | follow you," Bllen admitted.

"Wdl, le us say that a colony had a ninety-nine point nine percent reclamation rate for Al
combinations of ox-ygen. Let's say tha across atime period of X, point one percent of the totd oxygen
supply islost due to faulty reclamation, leaks, and such. Now, point one is not bad far any vessd if X equels
areyea. But look & the shde math—in one thousand years, unless another oxygen sup-ply was found, the



colony would be dead. Now, this equa-tion goplies to evay resouros axygen, anno adds cabon compounds,
nitrogen, various dectronic components, and even worse, any catdysts, substances that are changed by
the interaction of a process.”

"Thefird criticd point of scarcity,” Richard inter-rupted, "defines the limits of growth or survivd." He
looked around with a sdf-satisfied amile, as lan and the others turned to him.

"W, it's an ecological point, and that's what these colonies are—closed ecologies. The firg point of
scarcity will define their possible limit, any bioscientist knows that. So you're saying that a number of
these units had limited carrying capacity.”

"At least a hundred are mogt likdy dead by now," lan continued, "unless they entered another star
systlem for resupply and possible colonization. But from what Stasz has said of the. survey, there were no
sgnsof that."

"So far we've checked the fifteen nearest stars” Stasz responded.
"And nothing?' Shelley asked.
"Not aggn.”

"It's damn peculiar," Shdlley replied. ™Y ou'd have thought that the units would have naturdly gravitated
to the nearest star systems.”

"Maybe none of them were appropriate,” Richard in-terjected.

"Two of the systems had planetary bodies that might have been useful for resupply, but the others,
except for the energy from the gtar, were next to usdess” Stasz replied.

"Let's get back to the question of which direction to take," Hlen said, sendng that the rest of them
would soon be off on atechnicd discusson that could last for days.

"Ah, yes" lan responded, as if being drawn back from a drifting line of thought that he wished to
pursue. "Which way..." His voice trailed off.

"How about thataway,” Richard announced meodra-maticaly, while pointing off vagudy toward the
"down" direction of the room.

"Dr. Lacklin," Shelley said quietly, waiting for the laughter at Richard's comment to die down. "Dr.
Lacklin, what about toward SETI Anomay One and the gdactic center?”

lan brightened up a her suggestion.

"Precisgly what | was leading to, of course” he said hurriedly. "You see, there was one generd trend
in the movement. Colonial 237, which was the second unit to depart, was headed draght for the
gdactic center, and our records show that one hundred thirty-five other units went within ten minutes of
arc to aether sde of that point.”

"W, that narrows the volume tremendoudy.”

"Sill abit of a problem, Ellen," Stasz replied.

Hlen groaned. "It only gives us an area about twenty-one thousand A.U. in diameter to search a a
range of fifty light-years out."

lan chuckled softly and gave Shdlley abdeful glance. "l tried to explain this to the Chancellor, but do
you think he cared about the mathematics of our search? Oh no. You see, a bright young graduate
assgant had convinced a bunch of drone-head bureaucrats that this expedition could work." His
normally high voice started to crack into falsetto. " Twenty-one thousand A.U." And shaking his head, he
fel Slent.

"Why the gdactic center?" Richard asked.
"Why not? There were severd stars they could orbit into dong the path, and somehow it seemed



appropriate. Sort of like going to the center of everything, if you will. And if we were to find anything in
terms of life | guess that would be the place to look for it. That, and the SETI contact back in 2018,
coming sraight out from the gaactic center. Even though the contact point was estimated to be four
thousand light-years away, it was dill something to go for indl that immengty of space.”

"Are there any other areas of such promise?' Stasz asked.

"No," lan sad oftly, "the other colonies were pretty evenly distributed. A far number going toward
the thirty nearest stars, and, like | dready said, the paradox of thisis that in the fird fifteen checked out
0 far, not one dghting has been made. If we head toward the gdactic center, within a hundred
light-years three stars not too far off the trgjectory might be worth checking out. Twenty-three units used
solar sdils as their propulsion, and with our survey-ship telescopies, we can run a computerized scan as
we head out. Forty of the units were usng the old Orion concept—nuclear-blast pulsng.”

"God, how primitive" Stasz muttered.

"Yegh, dmog barbaric, but it worked. We might get lucky and detect a detonation or, at leadt,
resdud radia-tion from the pulsers. The ramjets will leave a certain amount of disturbance in their wake,
and with luck, we can latch on. Well have to trust to the nav-detection computer system to pick out
anything and hope that there is some semblance of communicaion between them which we can home in
on. Many of the units carried a powerful beacon sysem and we know the frequencies, so we can track
on that, aswell.

"S0, unless one of my fdlow travelers has another suggestion, | guess we should point ourselves into
the gdactic core and hope."

"We do have farly precise measurements on colonids 418 and 422," Shelley interjected. "We could
try for them firs"

"I don't think it redly matters" 1an replied despond-ently, "so what the hdl, enter it into the log as we
depart that were locking onto the tracks of 418 and 422. At least it will make us sound like were doing
something.”

"You sound asif you don't expect to find any of those colonies,”" Ellen responded.

"By the Eye of the Crab," Stasz shouted, and he pointed to Richard and winked. Richard pulled a
plagtic pouch out of his pocket and tossed it to the pilot, who snaiched it out of the air, pulled the straw
out, and drained off so much of the contents that Richard's face fdl even as Stasz's turned redder and
redder.

"As | was about to say, nearly saventy-five percent of these Alpha3 class survey ships never came
back from ther surveys. Hel, lady, chances are youll die before we ever find one of lan's bloody lost
friends. Why the hdl do you think the government gave this ship to your grant foundation? Two years
ago they dumped a pretty penny into overhauling this crate and then the smart boys in Research and
Development come up with a safer and faster design. Now if they scrapped this bucket some damn fool
antigpace senator would scream that we're wadting taxpayers money. Of course nobody in DSSE wants
assignment to this deathtrap, so some bright young fdlow comes up with the idea of gving it to you
damned stupid educators via the research foundation. Why, that's the perfect plan! This bucket sals off
to oblivion, no one a DSSE is to blame, and in fact we get a bigger appro-priation to build a
replacement.”

"So why are you dong, my friend?' Richard asked.

"Cause | had alittle run-in with the Governor.”

"o

"Did you ever hear of his daughter?”

Richard Croce's and Ellen Redding's howls filled the room. lan just turned scarlet. Only Shdlley was



drangdy quiet.

"Youredl crazy, you are," Stasz shouted. "I'll watch you laugh though when | punch us out of here in
three hours. Isit the gdactic center, then?'

lan nodded his head sadly. Why not? Hell, it was as good as any area to search. They'd have to find
a least one colony, that was plain. Maybe with alittle luck they could score something in a year or so.

With awhigpering hiss the Discovery dipped from its docking bay, the faint push from the back of the
Sedt creating a sensation that "down™ was at the rear of the command compartment. lan looked across at
Shdley, who was in the couch behind Stasz, and gave a reassuring amile. But she didn't need one. It was
her fird flight, and for her it was a moment full of wonder.

lan listened in on the chatter over Stasz's comlink. He never figured out how a pilot could make sense
of the nonstop commands as flight control sorted out the dozens of incoming and outbound flights.

"Com Sat Rep 23A, your approach to D-97 on 933 is open. Ah, VCT9-er, you are cleared for entry
into Redtrict 9, approach at point-four M per. Discovery 1..."

"That's us," Stasz whispered.
"Out to depart line 8, cleared at your discretion. Good luck.”

"Discovery 1 up to point-one G on depart line 8" Stasz replied as his fingers danced across the
greenHlit board. The quiet hissng was suddenly punched out by a dull rumbling throb that pushed them
back into ther seats, then the booster flared to life as Stasz punched up an outside view astern on the
man monitor so his passengers could watch departure.

The nexus point of the daion was dready a mile eastern, slhouetted by the backlighting of a
haf-phase Earth. The skyhook beyond the nexus shone like a diamond, the sharp, sraightedged line
descended toward Earth until it findly disappeared from view. Jutting out from the cableindl directions a
hogt of spidery weblines curved away into the infinity of space, a hdo over 45,000 miles in diameter,
henging above the Earth—the growing hub of dvilization's outward reach.

The passengers of Discovery 1 were strangdy quiet as each one dedt with his inner fears. Stasz's
taunting words had a ring of truth to dl of them. The odds were stacked againg the voyage, and 4l
because a Chancdlor wanted to rid himsdf of some gaff to open up postions for a couple of new
cronies.

"Take agood look a old mother Earth." Stasz laughed oftly. "You ain't gonna see no blue for a long
time to come. Jesus, it got so onmy last trip, out that 1 would thnk more about due kiesand cceans then | even
thought about sex. Funny how the body misses some things more than others out here.”

"Youreredly not hdping things™ Richard replied.

"Not paid to hdp things" Stasz laughed. "Paid to fly this crate and point out the redlities to you folks.
Hang on, I'm bringing her up to three G."

He punched up the control buttons and the rumbling roar increased in pitch as they were pushed
deeper into ther seats. lan rolled his head toward Shelley and saw that she was absolutdly enthrdled
with the whole thing.

She gave him an excited smile. "Thisis what it mugt have been like for those firg voyagers" she said,
her eyes dight with excitement. The only response she re-ceived were groans from Ellen and Richard.

Within minutes Richard noticed that the haf planet of Earth was noticegbly receding, so that the entire
planet occupied less than hdf the screen. The Brasllia terminus was dill visible, looking more like a jewd
ina spider's web than a complex sructure that housed hdf a thousand workers and docking ports for a
hundred ships.



Stasz dowly throttled them up to 3.5 G and held the rate there for severd long minutes. lan knew it
was Smply a matter of showmanship on Stasz's part. They could just as eesly have accelerated at 1 G as
they cleared near-Earth space—and the ultimate effect would have been no different—but Stasz, like
mod pilots, wanted to "hot trall” it out and fed the pleasure of raw power under his control.

Let m have his fun, lan thought. He was surprised to redize tha he was enjoying himsdf. The
higorian in him was fantasizing, as wel—jugt as Shelley was doing— imagining the fed of an old shuttle
or HBV at lift-off. He sttled into his couch and let the pulsng roar engulf him in a drowsy date.
Suddenly the pressure intengfied and he heard amuffled cry of dismay from Richard. Looking across to
Stasz, 1an saw thet the pilot had dammed the throttle to the wdl. Stasz's eyes were wide and betrayed a
maniacd gleam: he was getting off on the power.

They inched up past 4 and then started toward 4.5, and Stasz laughed with a high-pitched keen.
Grest, the pilot was crazy!

The Discovery thundered away, dashing across space on its outward trgjectory. And suddenly the
rockets winked off.

A deep ralling sensation rose from lan's somach as they went from 4.5 to 0 in an ingtant. He had the
unpleas-ant sensation that he was tumbling head over hedls, and from her low, gasping groan he knew
that Ellen Redding was aready experiencing the worst of it. Stasz merdly laughed.

"And into the universd" he cried.

The disk of the Moon soon matched the Earth's in Sze, as Stasz cdled them to the forward cabin
where they strapped themsdves back into their cushioned couches.

"I've reviewed it with you once, but for one lagt time, here we go. We've cleared the mgor shipping
lanes of near-Earth environment, and our nav syssem has come up clean, but to be on the safe Sde I've
pogtioned our initid path five degrees of arc off the asteroid bet and will compensate once weve
cleared that region. Remem-ber, the trandight jump will cause a momentary blackout and al of you will
experience some degree of nausea, so have those damn bags ready. After the initid jump the ship's
gravity inertia syssem will kick on, so remember that there will be one G digned toward the long axis of
the ship.

"Areyou ready?"
They dl nodded blegkly. lan shot one find look at the amdl blue-green disk just bardy visble on the
video dis-play. This great adventure was dready darting to pae. Just what the hdl was he doing there?

"Oh, by the way," Stasz shouted out with a laugh, "in one out of every ninety-seven point four jumps,
the ship breaks up. We've never figured out why. Just thought you might like to know."

lan looked at Ellen. She was tight-lipped but managed a cold grimace of a amile. He wasn't sure if it
was a Smile of genuine fear or one of resentment at the crazy scheme that had dragged her into space.
Sdley, however, had a look of joyous anticipation. Richard was srangely quiet, and lan suddenly
redized that the doctor had narced him-sdf out with a tranqg shot.

"Here we go," Stasz shouted. "Crazy Stasz plays with light speed—and don't say | didn't warn you!"
He pulled the lever that punched them into star drive.

lan's vison blurred. He tried to focus on the disk of the Earth, but it was aready logt to view. The sun
shat into range of the camera focused astern, its once-yelow disk shifting through the lower end of the
visud spectrum to infrared. The darkness of space around it distorted in a hazy shimmer. He could hear
Stasz's high-pitched laugh-ter and, as if triggered by it, experienced a swirling black-ness of nightmarish
dreams.



CHAPTER 4

The shipboard routine was soon established. Ellen avoided lan and Richard and to their surprise soon

fas-tened her atention onto Stasz, even though he was, in her own words, "merdy a ship's driver, and
not a very well-educated driver &t that."

They were grateful for the respite. The vessel was amdl enough, as it was, but hidden in an aft storage
compart-ment lan soon found a quiet retrest where he could be aone with his thoughts. And it was
there, several weeks after Discovery's departure, that Richard came to him, bottle in hand.

"Ah, my good friend and fdlow wizard," Richard in-toned softly, holding up the precious bottle of gin
for lan's examination. "Come, my morose and mdancholy col-league, life could be worse. You could be
back a that damnable college with that thrice-damned Chancdllor bregthing down your neck. So come
drain this precious liquid with me and rejoice that fortune has thus smiled upon us™

lan amiled wanly and pushed aside a couple of crates to widen his little nook so Richard could crawl
in.
Richard squirmed into the cubbyhole, uncorked the bottle, and offered it to him sraight.

lan screwed up his face and, with a quick tilt of the head, gulped down the scdding liquid. His eyes
streamed rivers of tears, he coughed convulsively and struggled for breath, but soon the warming glow
spread through his body.

Richard looked around the retreat and shook his head. He knew lan to be afarly typica intdlectud
neurotic, but the man was head of the project and their lives could depend on this neurotic's decisions.
"Mug say that you've got anicelittle fortress here” He took the bottle from lan, drained off a mouthful,
and smacked hislips. "You certainly picked a nice place to hide out."

lan gave Ridnerd atwidied smile, dreedy knowingwhet he was driving at. 'Y ou mean, retreat from redlity.”
"Now did | say that, my good man?'

"No, but we've known each other for twenty years. | can dready tdl you what you've been thinking
about. Shdll 17"

"By dl means, second guess me”

"Y ou're thinking thet lan Lacklin is a good enough sort of fdlow to play a round of chess with, to talk
alittle higtorica bullshit with, to knock a drink down with on a rainy winter evening, but let's not push it
beyond that.

"Yes, beyond that," lan interjected, waving his arms, "beyond your typicd foggy history teacher who
spends most of hisweking hours dreaming of a history he never could, or never will, interact with. Hell,
man, a higtory teacher by his very nature avoids the redity of his own time by escaping into the past. Just
think, Richard, just think for one minute, did you ever meet a higtory teacher who had both feet on the
ground?'

"Wdl, I can think of—"

"Jugt aminute” lan interrupted, "l mean ared higory teacher, not some smashbal coach disguised as
ahigory teacher."



"Whdl, inthat case, | guess..." His voice trailed off.

"Point proved! My colleagues and | are paid to examine that which can no longer be touched. Higtory,
the past. Oh, sure, we dl dream at times of waking into that past and being one of the heroes. | know a
skinny, gawky runt of a history prof who would give ten years off hislife jugt to ride with Ghenghis Khan
for one day. But redly, if old Ghenghis ever showed up in his office, that guy would need a new set of
underwear in ten seconds flat. That's my point: We're fine at examining a dead past, but to be part of the
living present with its redlities and dangers is another sory."

"Wha are you driving &, lan?'

"Look a ud" lan shouted, and taking the bottle from Richard he popped off another gulp. "Weve got
acrazy asapilot, apimply grad-ass, and, God hdp us, old C.C. Then there's you. Pardon me, but you
know your short-comings as wdl as | do. A doctor in the college dinic with a good grasp of
pre-Holocaust medicine and a grest grasp on the bottle. Findly theres me. Richard, weve been
dumped, and you know and | know that if we ever get back, it will be a miracle. And | am not merdy
head of a project—I| amin command!"

Good lord, he's right, Richard thought, trying to hold his expression straight. lan Lacklin isin command
of a ship, not some damned faculty subcommittee meeting, where the worst possible blunder that could
be committed was that a room might get painted the wrong color, or another one of Ellen's damnable
surveys would be forced upon a group of unwilling students.

"Tha scares you now, doesn't it?" lan asked softly. "We are cruising out into totally unknown territory,
iInavessd that is known to be unrdiable, with aleader who is not fit to lead.”

"So, what is the dternative?'

"You want the job?" lan asked hopefully.

"Areyou crazy? At least you're sober more than hdf the time"" He paused.

"Theres dways Ellen..."

"Shed push both o usout the airodk & thefirs dence, if we ever gave command to her,” lan replied sadly.

"And after that 'crazy Stasz plays with star drive routine, | think that issue is settled, as wdl," Richard
responded. " So, friend, that leaves only you—a woolly-headed, dightly wimpish, and, in fact, dtogether
cow-ardly higory professor as our fearless leader. Think of it, lan, you might be famous
someday—statues to our five-and-a-half-foot, overweight, bespectacled, receding harlined...”

"Enough. Y ou know, Richard, you're a great psychol-ogist and ared hdp to someone's fragile ego.”

"Oh, come on, lan, youll do dl right. After dl, if we don't come back, wdl, | guess that means we
don't come back.”

"Remarkably profound of you."
"Have another pull then, my friend, and let thine ego be restored.”

For savera long minutes the two friends sat in Slence. Richard, not making the Stugtion easy on lan,
kept him under a steady stare, trying to hold eye contact that 1an attempted to avoid. Findly the barrier
broke down.

"Theré's one other thing," lan whispered.

"I thought s0." And there was no note of triumph in his voice, but rather a genuine sense of concern.
Some-thing had been gnawing at 1an from the moment of de-parture; maybe he'd findly get the answer.

"You know higory is not the most popular of subjects back home" lan sad sadly. "What with this
New Re-naissance of High Tech that everyone is chasing, some of the early lessons have been forgotten.
But ever since we launched, 1've been thinking about a point that | daresay the folks back home never



consdered.”
"And that iS?'
"Montezuma and Cortez."
"I don't follow you."
"You know the story—Cortez and his Sx hundred kicked the Aztec Empire into oblivion.”
"Yeeh, | have some faint recollection of it."

"I've been thinking, you know, just letting my imagi-nation run. Suppose Cortez had mixed it up with
some-thing different, something with, say, nukes—what would have happened to Spain then?'

"Youve got me, lan, Let's hear this theory of yours."

"I know these people, these people out of our past. | know them better than | know my neighbor, my
sudents, or in some way's, even you, my friend. You see, Richard, I've devoted my life to sudying those
explorers and set-tlers out of the long-distant twenty-first century. | can speak Old English, Old Russan,
and Old Japanese fluently, and | can get by in hdf a dozen others. I've read every sngle text and
document thet dedls with the great Exodus. | fed more a home with the people of that period than | do
inmy own age. | can sense their wonder, their purpose, their passionate drive to settle space.”

His voice drifted off for a moment, asif he was logt in thought, then suddenly he continued.
"Theirs was a grand epic, Richard, those first explor-ers, and now I'm afraid.”
IIWMI

"Can't you see? To meit is a dream, a romance. Haven't you ever idedized a woman from afar? Think
back to when you were young, Richard. Think of that heart-stopping moment, when the mere sght of her
was enough.”

Richard smiled vegudly and nodded.

"Tha is the life of a hisgorian. An idedized romance from afar. And remember this, as wdl, Richard,
remember when she was no longer idedized but came to your embrace. And then what findly

happened?’
And Richard nodded sadly and understood.

"Thet ismy firs fear, my friend. The fear that an ide-alist has when redlity findly confronts him. But the
fears run deeper.”

"As is to be expected from a typicdly neurctic type such as yoursdf. Hdl, man, you wouldnt be
happy if you only had one leve of fear."

lan shot him a look of reproach.
"Sorry. Go on then."

"As | sad, | know these people better than | know my own contemporaries. | know the
circumstances of why and how they left. Richard, with wel over hdf a thousand units somewhere out
there, has one of them ever come back?"

"Wdl, as | understand it, you just can't turn amillion tons of mass around and '‘come back,' as you say.
At least | know that much about physics. The energy requirements alone—"

"Ah, but we're talking about ten centuries, my friend. Why didn't our exploratory teams to the nearest
fifteen stars find some sgn of them? By God, man, it's logicd to assume that some of them would have
checked out Centauri or Barnard's. Damn it, there's even a gas giant and iron-nickel asteroids around
Barnard's. But we didn't find a Sngle Sgn of them there. And for that matter, one of them could eesly
have looped around a star and re-turned. But not a Sign, not a Sngle damn sgn.”



"And you mention the exploratory teams that haven't come back.”

"I've wondered on that, as wel, and I'll place good money that our friend Stasz thinks about it."
"What are you driving a, then?'

"Suppose they found something that wouldn't let them come back?!

"Come on now, lan, when | said you were neurotic | was serious, but good heavens, man, don't make
me di-agnose you as a paranoid, as wel."

"Interesting comment, Richard, 'good heavens." What makes us associate the two?' lan muttered as if
musing to himsdf. "Must be medievd tradition and concepts. The heavens aren't good, Richard, they!ll
kill you in an ingtant. Jugt think, man, weve got this thin wal"—he tapped the sde of the hull, which
echoed hollow in the room. "That and an ethered force fidd beyond are our only protection as we dip
by at trandight speed. Think if the nav system miscalculated and ran us up on a chunk of rock bigger than
my fig, you wouldn't have 'good heav-ens then."

"Stop trying to make me paranoid, too,” Richard mut-tered. And with his eyes fixed on the hull behind
lan, he washed down another swalow of gin.

"But don't worry about it," lan said with a soft amile, obvioudy pleased that he had caused a spark of
fear in the usudly unflgppable Richard. "If it did happen there would be such a tremendous flash of
energy that we would be vaporized before our synapses could register one screaming ingtant of fear.”

"Arent you comforting.”

Asif in response, a fant shudder ran through the vessd and Richard winced. lan's heart skipped a
best, but he tried not to show it. The trandight nav syssem worked after dl, even while they were taking;
sendng an gp-proaching obstacle, it had shifted them around the mass, the inertiadamping system
compensating for dl but a fraction of the laterd forces.

"Shl we return to what you were saying?' Richard said softly.

"Ah, yes, my fears of the hodtile universe. After dl, if oneisgoing to be afraid, why not makeit a redly
big fear? Why not fear the whole universe? Tdl me, good doctor, is there a word in your lexicon for an
abnormd fear of the entire universe?’

Richard wasn't sureiif 1an was joking or not, and he thought it best at this point not to find out.
"Do you mean afear of dien life forms?'

"Perhaps. Remember, Doctor, weve only had faster-than-light travel for the lagt ten years. In fact, in
this obsolete firg-generation hulk, we will be venturing out farther than anyone from our century has
dared, so far. Maybe well meet diens, but | mus confess that | doubt it. No, Richard, I'm sorry to say
that | think we here at the far end of his neglected corner of the cosmos are truly done.”

"So what dseis there?'
"Oursdves"

"You mean Ellen or Stasz or, heaven forbid, that as-sstant of yours. You think that kid is going to get
seized by a transport of sexud frenzy and murder everyone dse so tha she can have you to hersdf.”
Richard chuckled dightly at the image of lan's acned assistant suddenly unchained of her prim and proper
nature, and as the image flowed, he redlized that in fact it could be quite interest-ing

"Come now, Richard. Shelley sees nathing in me. Our relaionship is purdy professond. | needed an
assigtant to manage my data during this trip, and since she wrote the damned grant, | figured shed be the
oneto do it. But let's get serious now. When | said 'ourselves,' | meant it collectively.”

"Y ou mean those dready out there.”
"Precisdly, Richard. Weve st off on this voyage to find the Lost Colonies. ‘Lost Colonies.” Lost by



who's definition? They Ieft us, didn't they? Have any of them come back?'
"No. At leadt, not that we know of."

"Then are they redly lost? Damn it, man, it's not like some sixteenth-century sallor getting lost in the
Pecific. The colonies left us of their own free will—they left us of their own free will, and maybe they
don't want anything to do with us”

"I think that thought's a little foolish," Richard re-sponded. "After nearly deven centuries they most
likdy would be damn glad to get at least one letter from home.”

"Maybe they would, but I'm fearful that some might not want us to drop in for avigt.”

"Thenif that's the case, well just thumb our noses, hook on the trandight drive, and tdl them to eat our
cosmic dust.”

"Dont be so superior about it. That's the biggest trap of dl in this game.”

"Come on, lan, aren't you overreacting a bit? If they don't want to see us, that's finewith me. In fact, |
redly don't give a damn if | see them or not. No, let me rephrase that. | might want to find a colony if
they have the right women. Didn't you say that one of the colonies was a women's consciousness group,
and no men were d-lowed?"

"Yeah, Colony 122. It set off in this generd direction. Reports indicate they had stored enough
fertilized em-bryos and frozen sperm to keep them going for a hundred generations.”

"What a paradise.”

"I should drop you off on the dl-mde Colony 123"

"Maroon Hllen there. They wouldn't know what to do with her anyhow.”
"Now, Richard!"

"It is a charming thought, though, isn't it?" Richard tried to stand up but merdly succeeded in banging
his head againgt a locker.

"Speaking of Ellen, that reminds me. She sent me off to look for you. She's planned one of her dleged
gourmet meals and wanted your opinion on an arcane formula for something called brie.”

"Popular |ate twentienth-century cheese. Quite big among the dleged intdligentsa | think | could hdp
her out.”

"W, you better join her in the gdley. She wants to serve up a genuine twentieth-century med.”
"God hdp us"
Richard turned and started to crawl out of lan's hiding spot.

Suddenly lan's hand was on his shoulder, restraining him. He looked back and saw the drain on lan's
face.

"What isit?'

"I haven't sad it dl,”" lan whispered.
Richard settled back down.

"Go on then."

"Ellen's dinner points it out."
"How's that?"

"You, Shelley, the Chancdlor, in fact, everyone en-visons this voyage as a trip to find the Logt
Colonies from even centuries ago. Look a Ellen: She's cooking up a dinner from the twentieth century
asif she hdf ex-pects that well dock with a colony and they'll come pour-ing aboard in polyester leisure



quits, ligening to Glenn Miller music, and ask us how our "persona space’ is™

lan stopped for amoment and looked a Richard in exasperation. "Wdl, you're dl wrong, dl of you. It
Is the ancestors of the people that left deven centuries ago tha we are now looking for. They've had
eleven hundred years to progress without the interruption of the Holocaust War. Good lord, Richard,
that war took eight hundred years to recover from. Eight hundred years that we lived on the edge of
extinction, and only in the last hundred years or so have we again equaed the accomplishments of the
late twenty-first century. But those units that |eft us left in-tact—their memory banks laden with the sum
totd of man's knowledge to work on. It's estimated by some— Beaulieu, for example—that we've logt in
excess of ninety-five percent of dl records before 2087."

"So think of the opportunity,” Richard said soothingly.

"Jug think of it, man, youre the higtorian. You should be ready to kill for this chance—just to get
aboard one of those ships and to be able to tap into its library. Damn it, l1an, just one ship's library would
fill our computer memories to capacity, and ill there wouldn't be enough. Return with that, my friend,
and then see your books get published. Why, | didn't even think of that—all of us could get published
and get on dl the telepix interviews. We'd make a bundle, we would.”

"Richard, just ligen. Y ou've heard of the Vikings, haven't you?'

"Barbarians from around the eighteenth century, right?'

"Close enough. Now just picture a Viking wandering into our society. How would we receive him?'
"Lock him up, mogt likdly."

"My point is made."

"Come on, lan, werre no Barbarians™

"To them we might be. After dl, they've got an deven-hundred year jump on us if they progressed
after thair departure.”

"If they've progressed. Remember, you yoursdf said they were closed ecosystems—chances are
they're dl dead. Anyway, | remember that there were quite a fev on Earth that tried to adopt a
steady-state system when the fear of shortages hit in the late-twentieth century. You yoursdf advanced
the theory in your manuscript that in a amdl, closed ecosystem innovation and progress would probably
be banned. So with that logic, chances are they've not gone much beyond our own capabilities”

Richard took another tug off the bottle and offered it to lan. To be polite, he took another swig and
then handed it back.

"So there, argument settled then."

"Yegh, | guess s0," lan replied rductantly.

"You better get back to the gdley. | bet Ellenis aready at aralling bail "
"Tdl her I'll be dong in a moment or two."

"All right.”

Richard crawled out. And, standing up with a groan, he started for the door. Stopping, he turned and
gave lan amischievous amile

"Think we might find Colony 1227 Y ou know, the wom-en's group.”
"I don't think so, but if we do, what makes you think they'll take you?'

"Hdl, lan, remember | used to be M.D. at the Auraria Norma College for Women, in the Dakota
Territories”

"And you barely made it across the border before you were arrested for mdpractice and moras



charges”

"Ah, now, lan, you know my undle the regent of med-icine was able to prove the lie those humorless
people had perpetrated agang me" With alaugh he closed the door behind him.

Colony 122, lan thought. That would be one of the easy ones. It was the 500 series that he had not
discussed with Richard. The last ones up, built in the 70s and 80s. The exiles. A far percentage of them
had headed in to-ward the gdactic center dong with the more innocuous 1-400 series. What redly
scared him was the exile units and the 500 series. They might be ticking bombs. They were the
disenfranchised, the dispossessed of a world tottering toward war—the refugee colonies and the
col-onies made up of entire ethnic and palitica groups exiled away from Earth. The 500 series with its
liberation groups: the Kurd naiondigts, the Botswanian Liberation Group, Dr. Franklin-Smith's politica
pend unit, or L-3 519, and the Pan-Zionist Russan Nationdigs. It was groups like that which gave lan
the red fear that he could not express to his comrades.

Such groups seemed dightly romantic now. They were romantic because 1100 years separated them
from the present. And as long as they were so distant, they were safe and fastinating to an age now
sady run by the Democratic Bureaucracy, wherein nothing could overcome the inertia of the worldwide
date. But he could come face to face with the direct descendants of groups that might not fed too
friendly about Earth, and the thought gave him the chills

He stood up, stretched, and turning, looked down at the smdl suitcase-sze crate that he had been
gtting on. Stasz had pointed it out to him while doing an inventory.

lan had been stting on a thermomine, a nuclear device capable of vaporizing a quarter-mile asteroid or
amillion-ton colony in aflash. The Discovery had carried hundreds of such mines when it briefly served
on a navigation-clearing detall just before being turned over to the grant foundation. This one mine had
not been removed, ether through an oversght, or because the logigtics officer didn't want to go through
the paperwork necessary to remove athermo device and transport it down to Earth.

lan gazed a the crate, his curiosty aroused. Findly it got the better of hm and he unsnapped the
fagteners that held the box dhut then peeked indde. It was a litile dis-appointing somehow; he had
expected warning Sgns and sirens to flash on and the mine to look like some incar-nation of evil.

It was smply an ugly black bdl with hdf a dozen slver projections locked upright. An ingtruction
manud was hooked to one of the projections; picking the booklet up, he flipped it open.

Notice from the Manufacture—Clearance As-sured Inc.

Congratulations on sdection of the enhanced AB-. 23A adjustable-blast clearance
apparatus. Satisfac-tion assured when operated properly. Any and al complaints looked
into a once by our experienced qudity control personnel.

Be sure to read this operations manud and at-tached errata sheet before attempting
use

lan skimmed through the booklet and found the errata sheet. It was printed in bright red ink. He
examined it dosdy.

Waning!! Waming!!! Waming!!! Sating with the 23A  series, aming achieved by pushing
down dl gx levers which will trigger wamning devices. In response to complaints that
dropping the device in gravity conditions might cause it to detonate, an additiond



triggering is now required. To activate FINAL COUNT DOWN: pull up, repest, pull up
ladt lever. Unless otherwise programmed, detona-tion will then occur in ningty seconds.
Nonradio detonation has been chosen to prevent aming by high solar activity or
broadcast from transmittersin nearby spacecraft. Check your manud for timer set-tings.
Default detonation intervd is 90 seconds. This safety feature is added a the request of
former dis-satisfied users, ther hers, and assgns and has been implemented for your
convenience.

lan suffed the sheet into the middle of the book. Then, dosing the case to the mine, he stuck the
booklet into his back pocket.

The object should have filled him with blind terror, but for some reason lan fdt a certain sense of quiet
resolution. The Montezuma and Cortez argument was never far from his mind these days. He was a
higorian and knew the possibilities.

So he had, asked Stasz not to tdl the others about the device. Cortez had burned his ships to prevent

his men from escagping from the expedition. lan tried to push the thought aside that he might have to burn
his ship, as wdl, before the expedition ended.

It was no surprise to lan that Ellen's dinner was ex-cdlent. She had even produced the right wine for
the occasion, and after the firg bottle of Brinar Chablis '64, Richard had, for the moment at least, settled
into a polite conversation with their hostess for the evening.

"But, Ellen, | thought you objected to spirits. Eight weeks ago you wanted to dump my treasured
emergency rations overboard.”

"You mean that | wanted to lighten our vessdl of a noxious brew one step removed from rat poison.”
Hlen amiled for a moment, her freckled face lighting up with a maevolent glow. "Of course, it was a
mistake, my dear Richard.”

"I'm glad to hear you say that. And | mugt in return compliment you for this amazing repast.”

"I am thankful for your appreciation, Richard, and | was going to say my earlier move was a mistake.
You see, | think keeping that rat poison was just perfect, con-sdering who | hope it will diminate”

"Charmed, Ellen, amply charmed,” Richard muttered as he produced acigar and prepared to ignite it.
lan feared an exploson on her part and he knew Richard was smply baiting her. He could see her

seething under the red-faced amile but she didn't let go, and there was an dmog audible sgh of rdief
around the table.

Of course, he could hdf guess the reason—she would occasondly amile in Stasz's direction. So, the
cabin fever was aready seting in, and her origind disdain for the "ship's driver” was arting to thin. Stasz
was atempting to ignore her, but that was difficult with only five people in the room. As the light
conversation flowed back and forth, lan was fascinated by the subtle interplay between the two of them
asHlen tried not to appear obvious, Stasz tried to ignore her while meking yet another pass a Sheley,
and Richard laid out bait and traps for both of them to fdl into.

Well, this créft is turning in a regular little potboiler, lan thought as he settled back into his chair,
bumming one of Richard's precious cigars.

He was log in thought for severd minutes until Shel-ley's voice brought him back into the
conversation's flow.

"I said, don't you agree, Doctor?"
"Agree, ahhh, I'll have to think—"



"You werent ligening agan." There was a 0ft chastisement in her voice, like a mother gently
soolding a favorite child. "1 was saying that | think the Chancellor is most likdly the head of the Provincid
Department of Educationa Services by now."

They fdl dlent for a momen.
"Yegh, hisglory, our lives" Richard muttered.

"It might be a little more complex than that," Shelley responded. "After dl, he had a number of reasons
for putting you three out here. Y ou were dl known to be an opposition to him in the faculty, and as part
of the pro-moation process, you people would be able to evauate him. | think, however, that there might
be more to it than that."

Suddenly their conversation was drowned out by the eectronic wail of the ship's darm. lan could fed
his heart flutter on the edge of a papitation. Ellen assumed her classic "oh, my, I'm so flusered” pose.
Richard attempted to gently pull on his cigar and exhde with a display of panache, but the sudden
tremble of his hand gave it away. Only Shelley and Stasz broke the tableau and, pushing away from the
table, they ran forward to the control cen-ter. The ship suddenly lurched and there was a momentary
sensation of fdling away as the vessdl performed a radica shift in its course and the dampening system
overloaded in an attempt to compensate.

"Detxis or asteroid,” Richard muttered.

"Hdly shit!" It was Stasz's voice echoing down the corridor.

"Dr. Lacklin, come quickly!" Shelley cried.

lan got up from the table and, with a show of bravado, he looked at Ellen and amiled.
"Would you mind dlearing the dishes, Ellen, while | attend to the problem up forward."

"Shove the damn dishes"" Ellen snapped, "let our faa medico scrub them.” Pushing lan aside, she
started for-ward, with lan a her heds.

Entering the forward cabin, they dimbed to the command and control center, where Stasz was
dready strapped into his couch with Shelley in the nav-com podtion besde him. The vessd lurched
agan, nearly knocking lan off his feet. Climbing up the ladder, he findly came up aong-side of Ellen,
who was peering over Stasz's shoulder at a display board that was dl but incomprehensible to him.

"How bad isit?' lan whispered.
"Bad? It's fantadtic,” Shelley exulted. "We might have something.”
"What!"

"Hang on aminute, Doc," Stasz muttered as his fingers raced across the control pandl. Hooking on his
mike, he watched the display for a moment then started caling up more data.

"Confirm, configuration, ship relative 21.34.45.01 hours R.A., 00,02 Dec."

Within seconds the data design snapped across the largest of the monitors on the display board.
"Jesus, it'sathousand K across," Stasz murmured. "'l think we've definitely got something here.”
"What is?" Ellen asked.

"That's why the darm went off. | programmed ship's nav to sound an darm and autométicaly home
onto any largdy metdlic, object we encountered. Wdl, here we are.”

Stasz |ooked over his shoulder and smiled at lan.
"Yourein luck, Doc, | think we've just found your firg colony.”
"But athousand K across? They never built anything that big,” lan muttered.



"Yesthey did," Shelley said meekly, fearful at cor-recting her mentor. "Solar salls”

"But out here, why keep them deployed? The solar wind is negligible. There int any evidence of a
|aser drive base behind them.”

"Well soon find out why," Stasz interjected. "Our ship has dready locked on and is three days out
with only amild deviation from our origind course.”

He scanned the digolay board again, caled for a re-confirm, then looked back at lan with a puzzled
expres-sion.

"Curious™"

"What's that?'

"They're heading inbound toward Earth a point zero one two L.S. | thought you sad dl these guys
were trying to get away. This one is hanging salls to the wind where there is no wind and running
inbound.”

lan looked at the display showing him that soon he would come face to face with a world out of the
past.

He fdt the cold dir of fear.



CHAPTER 5

Colonial Unit 181

First Completion Date: 2031

Primary Function: Standard Japanese Colonid/Manufac-turing Unit

Evacuation Date: Edimated June 2083, one of the fird units recorded to have
completed its converson and departure.

Overall Design: Standard Mitsubishi Design Unit Double Torus. Maximum Population
Potentid (MPP) of 37,500 with standard mix of software/hardware indusry and
experimental desgn work on sdf-replicating process-ing system.

Propulsion: Solar Sail with matter/antimatter boost.

Course: Gdactic Core.

Political/Social Orientation: Hierarchica Corporate Mode with head of each family
responding to subsystem leader. Standard Socid Orientation and Interactive Systems.

"Program engage, jump-down to maich V-I, target Al-pha, close to point zero zero one A.U.,
engege:”
Stasz turned in his couch and smiled at the rest of the crew. "Be sure you're strapped in," he said with

alaugh. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out the haf-chewed stub of an unlit cigar and waved it at
Shdley.

"You sure that belt is strapped tight? | don't want you fdling out of your couch, the way you did last
time" He reached over asif to help her, but she hurriedly showed him that it was snugged in tight around
her hips and the cross beting of the shoulder harness was properly se-cured.

A high-pitched warning Klaxon sounded—the thirty-second mark to jump down.

"Dont worry, folks, this one ant so dangerous. Only a point twenty-four percent probability of
disntegration.”

"How reassuring,” Ellen whispered.

It was their second jump of the day, the last one having been completed only minutes earlier. They had
closed in on ther target and jumped down to a relative speed of zero in rdation to ther origind
trgjectory. But ance the target wasin fact inbound toward Earth, they were taking a short jump to close
to maneuvering range.

"Ten seconds and sequencing start.”

lan could fed the inertiazdampening system hum to life, and it was dmogt a Sgnd for his somach to
get ready with its usud reaction.

The jump-down hit. Overdl velocity was dill sublight so the effects weren't too bad, but it ill took
Shdley saverd minutes to help lan with his post-jump cleanup.



lan could hear the soft gasps of astonishment from Richard and Ellen, and looking past his own tragic
prob-lems, he saw a sght that was sunning, after weeks of Doppler-shifted light.

Even from thousands of K out, the sails of the vessd filled a good part of their visud range.
"Look, lan, | think it's a double torus" Shdlley said.
lan redized that for the firg time she wasn't caling him Dr. Lacklin.

lan looked to Stasz's radar display and Shelley's keen vision was confirmed by the screen. A standard
double torus. Not the most efficient design, but fairly popular nevertheless.

"Do you have any ideawhich oneit is?' Bllen asked.

"Too ealy to tdl. Shelley, could you access my ship configuration data file? Cross-check it with
known double torus designs that headed out on this trgjectory.”

She started working while the others fdl into slence as the vessd and its sals filled an ever-larger
portion of ther fied of view. Stasz had programmed their jump to perfection, with just enough residua
velocity so they could ssfely closein.

lan suddenly redized he was trembling. He wasn't sureif it was from fear, anticipation, or, most likely,
ahedthy mixture of both.

"I know how you fed, my dear friend,” Richard said, patting him on the shoulder. "Thefirg night of my
mar-riage to Ethd, | was trembling just like you."

"And she was mogt likdy trembling with disgust until she findly got that divorce," Ellen whispered sotto
voce.

It broke the tenson enough that dl of them could laugh for a minute

Asthey watched, the double ring came closer into view, so that its central support shaft could soon be
made out in the faint glow of deep space darlight.

"Have you st the radio for the frequencies | sug-gested?’ 1an asked.

"The 9gnd will pulse out on dl frequencies you men-tioned, dong with severd | think might be worth
looking into."

lan activated his headset and nodded for Stasz to open theline

He looked around at his colleagues and tried to conjure up the correct wordsin Old English.
"Thisis Earth vessel Discovery cdling, Earth vessd Discovery. Please respond.”

Nothing.

"Adep a the switchboard most likdy," Stasz said in a reassuring voice. "Hel, there can be times
when no one is on the com for hours. | daresay they don't expect a vigtor to drop in every day, the way
we do."

"Thisis Earth research vessdl Discovery gpproaching and requesting docking information.”
"Ah, Dr. Lacklin, try Japanese,” Shelley said.
"How's that?"

"According to your data, there were twenty-three dou-ble torus designs, of which eight used sals.
And of those eight, Sx were Japanese.”

He tried to remember his Old Japanese, and after a minute or so, he believed he got off a reasonable
message. Sill no response, S0 Stasz looped recording of lan's re-quest while they settled back.

"These ships have automatic piloting systems that de-tect and give darm for any object bigger than a
pea that approaches within ten thousand K," lan said softly. "It could be that no one has gotten into the



control room yet. If anyone's divein there."

"Therés sgnificant damage to the sall area” Stasz interjected. "Number of lines parted, numerous
punc-tures, | detect holes larger than one K in the centrad area. And | think we're picking up a reading
here that indicates a Sgnificant holing on the main shaft of the vessd.”

"WEell soon know," lan muttered as they continued to closein.

lan had read about them for years and had watched them on countless videos, but nothing, absolutely
nothing had prepared him for the sheer awesome sze of a colonid unit. It filled the entire sky, as if it
would somehow en-compass the universe. Nothing in his experience could possibly compare with the
meassve double-curve sweep of the twin torus that dowly whedled on ether sde of them as they closed
intoward the docking ring on the main shaft.

The sheer mass of the object was enough to create a minor gravitationa disturbance that required
Stasz to pro-vide a dightly increased deceleration as they closed in.

As the four of them floated toward the docking bay, Shelley passed out hard copies of the ship's
desgn and schematics of the blueprints now that the particular des-ignation of the ship had been
confirmed by exterior mark-ings. They had aready detected hdf a dozen unrepaired holes in the vess,
one of them a twenty-meter puncture through the main shaft. So there wasllittleif any hope of finding any
life

lan was dreading the encounter for fear of what he would find. In the three hours of dosing there had
been nosgrd d any kind Tharewas no Sgndf interiar lighting and no heeat dissipation from the coolant radiators.

Saing himsdf into his bulky pressure auit, lan settled into the docking bay and waited, ligening
intently as Stasz called out the ever-closing range.

There was afant jar as the adjustable docking unit connected with the hull of the other ship. The green
light over the docking-bay hatch turned ydlow, and he could fed the pressure suit crinkling as the
docking chamber depressurized.

Thelight overhead changed to red. lan looked at the other three and nodded. There they were, four
heroes, ready to go forward in the name of Democratic Bureau-cracy. Four heroes, and he couldn't help
but laugh, his hgaitdhad ggge sounding somenwhat fodish and dightly hystericdl.

He punched the button in front of him and the hatch did open. They were locked up againg the side of
the colony, pressed againgt a nonrotating collar in the middle of the central shaft. A manud docking door
wasin front of him, ingructions in Japanese, English, and Russan written across it.

Within seconds he had deciphered their meaning, and, grabbing the two handles dongsde the door,
lan at-tempted to rotate them.

He spun in the opposite direction.
After sverd minuiesof aursing and sivedting, the ather three helped brace him into position and he tried again.

Asif on rusted hinges, the handles gave way dowly then suddenly they broke free and started to spin
of their own valition. The doorway did open. A dight puff of air came out of the ship. lan looked up and
hismind blanked out in horror as the ship's radio overloaded with his hys-terica screams.

Hlen was back in the corner, dill dawing at the escape laich back into their own ship, which would
not open with the outside door unlatched. Y es, he could see that now. Panicked, lan looked around, the
only sound his own convulsive breething and Ellen's soft whimpers coming over the radio set.

"lan, itsdl right, it'sdl right." It was a soft, soothing voice. Richard, yes, it was Richard.



He could fed the hands on his shoulder. His friend's face was barely visble behind the hedmet, and his
own vison was obscured by the moisture from his hyperven-tilation.

He looked back and started to turn his head.
"No, not yet, lan. Don't look back until you're ready.”
"Wha—" He started to sob again. "What—Richard, whet isit?"

"It'sabody, lan," Richard said softly, "it's nothing but a body mummified by the low pressure and dry
ar. It can't hurt you now, lan. He just gave you a start when the change in pressure made him drift out of
the airlock toward you.”

"Yegh, just agart.” lan could fed his self-possession on the edge of fdling apart again.
"Take afew more deep breaths and when you fed ready you can turn around.”
"Where is he?'

"Shdley moved him back into the colony's airlock. She's waiting for usin there. I'm going over to Ellen
now." He let go of lan, and, pushing off from the wadl, he floated over to where Ellen hung like a cat
dingng to a sheer wdl. Her sobbing il filled the headset.

lan took a couple of more deep breaths and dowly turned.

As she poked around the interior of the colony's air-lock, Shdlley was bardly visble except for her
headlamp. While she searched around, she absently hung on to the mummified body with one hand.

Bracing himsdlf, lan pushed forward into the ship.

"Dr. Lacklin, I've found the airlock into the main cor-ridor of the centrd shaft.

"Wait a minute, we better close the hatch behind us before continuing on in.”

lan looked back toward Richard and Ellen.

"Go on without us" Richard said. "I'm taking Ellen back in and giving her a stress pill.”

Stress pill! Hell, he was the one the damn mummy banged into. Out of the corner of his eye he
examined the body that Shelley was 4ill hanging on to. A cold grimace of desiccated flesh and bone
stared back at him out of lifdess, haunting sockets. He looked away.

Shdley, ignaring his fear, floated back to the docking door and closed it. Looking around the room,
she noticed some Vecro dripping dong one wal and without any ceremony pushed the mummy up
agang it. The fastabs on the body's uniform locked him into place. Leaving him on the wall, she floated
back to lan.

As ghe passed by him there was a flash of a amile that made lan shudder. She was enjoying thid
"Want me to open thisone?' she asked.
He nodded and closed his eyes. Would he ever be able to open a door again?

She turned the handle. There was afaint whisper of ar as the pressure equdized. Something bumped
agang him. He wanted to scream, but with a supreme effort he repressed it. Opening his eyes, he
discovered that Shdlley was up againgt him.

He hdf suspected that she had banged into him on purpose, and a dightly mischievous smile dmost
con-firmed it. There were no bodies ingde, however, and to-gether they pushed into the main corridor
and started to explore.

"Shdley, lan, thisis Stasz. You better prepare for your return. Your in-suit reserve is below twenty
percent.”



lan checked the eapsed time on his arm-mounted watch. Nearly sx hours and not one percent of the
vesH explored. They hadn't even gotten out of the main shaft area.

The sheer number of bodies overloaded his senses, but he had dowly grown inured to their presence
or he was amply in shock and the reaction would hit |ater.

The forms of death were varied and frightening. Every-where the dead leered at them, some gently
floating by as the opening of long-locked blast doors and passage-ways triggered gentle currents in ar
that had not moved for centuries. Most of the cabins dill hed some air, but neither Shelley nor lan dared
to remove ther hemets to try it. The command and control enter had been totdly destroyed by a
hulling—the impact that had punched a twenty-meter hole clear through the vessd with an egress
puncture nearly fifty meters across.

Most of whet they explored were various access pas-sageways, docking terminas, and the guidance
center for the ship's salls, where hdf a dozen desiccated forms were il strapped to their couches.

"Dr. Lacklin, I'm in what appears to be a communi-cations center on leve three, section four. Would
you please join me?'

Tuming about, he floated back up the corridor that she had followed only moments before. He pushed
past asmdl body that hed an even amdler form to its breast— he didn't look closer.

There was afant light coming out of a room. He pushed his way in and to his surprise found that she
had managed to locate a backup lighting system that could 4ill function. A soft, diffused light radiated
from overhead pandls.

Sheley noticed hislook of surprise. "Apparently the power grid hooking into this arealis il intact and
there are some backup batteries.”

The room was circular with a number of windows on one side that looked out over the docking bay.
As lan went up to the window, he could see the Discovery docked on the next levd down, or at least in
the direction that his feet were pointing.

"It looks asif they stayed divein here for some time after whatever it was hit them.” She pointed to a
number of boxes and empty emergency food containers that floated in the room dong with the four
bodies.

"Poor bastards. Damn it, Shelley, there must have been close to forty thousand living here. 1I'd have
thought that damage control could have brought this ship on line again.”

"I've been thinking about that, Dr. Lacklin. Look at the damage. Primary ship functioning area totdly
de-stroyed. Power reactor destroyed, main communications, data storage banks, and transport lines to
the two whedls, damaged or destroyed. Eight mgor hull hits, dl to vitd areas. Two or three a the same
time they could have bypassed and Hill managed to restore service. But not eight & once. Taking out
those eight at the same time was fata, and the occupants stayed trapped in each of ther emergency
chambers till the oxygen ran out. It's possible some might have lasted for weeks. What a horrible
death..." Her voice trailed off.

"You think theré's any chance of cdling up ship's rec-ords?’
"Jug a moment, Doc."

Sdley floated to the far corner of the room and hov-ered next to a body. For severd minutes she
twigted the body back and forth and suddenly the hand snapped off the body. He could hear a fant cry
of dismay and fdt at least alittle pleasure a the redization that even Shelley was affected by this charnel
house.

"Dr. Lacklin, how good are you at deciphering Old Japanese?’

"Not too good. | can speak it, but that's about it."



"Damn, this body had a notebook clutched to it. It might be worth looking at."
"I have the dictionaries back aboard ship."

"Soeeking of back aboard dip* Sasz intarupted agan, "ligen, Doc, | have no desire to board that graveyard
in search of your bodies. You're down to seventeen percent of reserve so would you kindly get your
butts back where they belong. Shelley, a least get your butt back, | like it better than our rotund
professor's gludius maximus, or whatever it isthat Croce cdlsit."

Sdley started for the door dill holding the notebook with the clawlike hand dinging to one sde. lan
turned away for amoment and looked back out the port. His view was framed by the two whedls, above
and below him, spinning dowly againg the backdrop of an endless sea of stars. All the key points of the
vessH druck, prob-ably smultaneoudy—dooming dl aboard. He looked out across the stars and
shivered.

"l figured | should share this with dl of you. | mugt confess that it changes the complexion of this
misson"— lan hesitated for a moment—"perhaps to the point of abandonment.”

He looked around the room a his companions. Coming from a desk-bound dvilization where
mesdtings were the form of business, and the form required desks and chairs, the concept of a meeting in
zero G had a dightly ridiculous quaity. There were no desks to define territory and no seating with the
leader a the head. Rather they floated around a room and copies of paperwork were tossed back and
forth after being attached to clipboards. Stasz wasn't hdping matters any by floating upside down redive
to the rest of them.

lan tried to gauge their reactions. The meating was more aritud; they dready knew the information to
be discussed and a generd feding had aready been arrived at. But he wanted to be sure.

"Look, lan," Hlen said quietly, "this happened nearly three hundred years ago. Three hundred years
ago our Democratic Bureaucracy was a war with the Chin. Today the Chin are our closest dlies™

"Let me go over it one more time, Ellen. And anyhow, | think you as a callective psychologist should
know the theories of Constant Socid Linesin rdaionship to an isolated society.”

"It's atheory and I'm out here to prove it or disproveit, that's why | think thisis absurd.”
"Let's hear im out, Ellen, then you can attack him."

Blen glared a Richard, who returned her stare with a mock bow that sent him tumbling head over
heds until Shelley helped to stabilize him.

"Here we go then," lan stated as formdly as he could, but his voice was pitched too high and the
nervousness showed.

"I've worked five days draight on the trandations. In the interim Stasz and Richard managed to
explore part of one torus and | think we can confirm that absolutey no one is left dive in there" He
gestured vagudly toward the window where slhouetted on ether sde were the twin whedls rotating on
their endless journey.

"Thisunit departed Earth in the year 2083 and is re-ferred to as Unit 181. I've provided you with al
my notes concerning its hisory. Weve retrieved some Holo core memories but |1 don't have the
equipment to use them.

"Severd more notebooks have been recovered and | plan to andlyze them, but | think the firgt one is
good enough to go on.”

He looked down at the notepad strapped to his knee.

"Mogt of the notes in the book were poetry. Rather nice suff, caled haiku. Our long-dead friend
Miko was a sendtive individud. A longer poem on page twenty-three of the notebook gives us an



interesting clue. He describes the blue sun of his childhood, which he now misses Stasz and | have
checked it out and this vessdl could have come out of Delta Sag. Which means these people made it to a
dar eighty-two light-years from Earth and, as near as | can estimate, spent only twenty-odd yearsin orbit
about that star and then began the long journey back to Earth. There are in fact four references to this
aun. The next to the last poem is not a haku, but more in the tradition of the nineteenth-century
Roman-tics. In that poem the writer speaks of the misson they have st.

To warn our forefathersin hdls undreamed,
And seek again the light that was,

Aswe speak to the gods of the deeping giart,
Revenge of their sons, long dreamed dead.

lan looked around the room again. The rest were dlent. He had a brief mentd flash of the vacant
daring faces that had populated his classroom. But these people were ligening to him, and he fdt a surge
of satisfaction.

"Thelagt statement is a diary-type entry that makes one thing very plain—they were attacked. I'll read
the last entry.”

He knew this was rather pedantic, but he couldn't help but play on the dramatic; after al, he was a
higtorian.

"It is seventy-four hours since the Alpha/ Omega strike. | ook out at our twin whed, our home, our
world. The lights are dill on in the Ag section, batteries..." The next line is illegible and then picks up
agan. 'My eyes see, but they cannot make me believe. My entire world is dying, it isdying and they have
murdered us. Murdered us. It is the end and there is nathing. Our crypt shdl journey across the sea of
eternity, a voyager of quiet death. And so | join the others as the lights of my world fade away forever.

lan fdt a drange turmoail within. The young poet had written this to him, far more sure of the
immortdlity of his verse than any Earthly poet. For in space the script would lagt, like its poet, for eternity.

"I've backplotted the heading,” Stasz interjected, bresking the mdancholy slence. "If acceleration
ceased at current speed they would have left Delta Sag three hundred and ninety-seven years ago.”

"How far to Ddlta Sag, Stasz?' Hllen asked.
"Two months"
Blen looked at lan with a chdlenging amile.

lan hesitated, trying to buy time "Weve got to be logicd about this one. Firg there is a wedth of
infor-mation aboard this ship. This could keep an archaeolog-ica team busy for the next century. It's the
fird time anyone from our modern age has stepped aboard a vessd from the twenty-first century.”

"Come on, lan, stop being such a higorian and start thinking like an explorer,” Ellen replied. "I'm not
inter-ested in dead things, | want living people to sample. One of those things'—and she shuddered—"in
there might interest you as you cut ‘em up to see what they had for breakfast, but that information is
usglessin my book. They came from this Delta Sag, | want to go there and find out more.”

"Therés the next point to consider, as wdl. This col-ony was murdered. Someone or something out
there killed them. They could kill ug"

Now his emations were taking hold.

They hesitated for a moment on that one and lan pressed in. "l think we should stay here, sudy this
onein further detail, and knowing there is Something hodtile out here, we have every legitimate excuse to
return back home, report our findings, and then get back to our lives"



"From what I've heard of your Chancdlor,” Stasz in-terjected, "I don't think the sght of you four
would be very welcome."

"To hdl with the welcome," lan replied. "What can he do to us? We found a colony and that's that.”

"A dead one, lan," Richard said. "I think our dear Chancdllor is more interested in living proof than a
float-ing morgue. Remember his famous comment at lagt year's board meeting: ‘I am not an intdlectud, |
am an admin-igtrator.’ That administrator will not be pleased with a dead Colonial Unit 181. Hell want
live finds, finds that occur after the three years mandated by his office. Any-how, my curiogity is aroused.
Hdl, weve come this far, why not finish it and go on to Ddta Sag?"

"I'm curious, t00," Stasz said.

lan knew they were besting him; he had expected that from the beginning. For some srange reason
their curi-ogity had been whetted. The fear of this attacker now acted like a candle drawing the moth in.

He looked a Shdley, but her only response was a drug and a amile Fndly she leaned over and
whispered.

"Come on, lan, stop acting like a historian. The people aboard that ship are dead. Think of the chance
of megting some that are dive"

lan looked back out at the turning whedl. A rumble ran through the Discovery and suddenly there was
afant return of gravity as Stasz piloted them up between the twin toruses. A flickering glow shone
through the com-munications bay of Colonial Unit 181, and in the cold light he could make*out the
bodies floating on their eternd voyage.

At leadt that fear was gone. He had fdt himsdf encased within a haunted fragment of the universe, as
the souls of the dead 4ill traveled on a journey that in another seven hundred years would bring them
within 9ght of ther an-cestoral home.

He knew, as well, that even though they were depart-ing, the ghosts would stay with his soul. The
ghosts would come to haunt himin his nightmares of bodies floaing in out of the darkness.

Staz rotated the Discovery, and the nav computers took over. Soon they were pointed Sraight in at
asteady blue light. lan closed his eyes and braced for the jump that would take them to Ddta Sag and
the answer that al but he wanted.



CHAPTER 6

Colonial Unit: 27

First Completion date: 2031

Primary Function: Friends of the Light Colony. Anglo-American Peace Activist Group.
In response to the growing concern over the second Kwalein incident, this was the
firg of the "peace experiment” units that led the way for over one hundred Utopian
concept col-onies.

Evacuation Date: According to Copernicus Base Record, June 6, 2086; however,
Mars Base Hatley daims unit |eft nearly nine months later. Beaulieu believes Mars Base
confused thiswith the " Second Friends of the Light Colony.”

Overall Design: Standard Cylinder, first generation, 1200 meters by 300 meters.

Propulson: Standard Modification Desgn, strap-on ion packs mounted to nonrotational
centrd shaft.

Course: Galactic Core,

Political/Social Orientation: Unit 27 was the firg of the "Utopian” experiments
modeled after the early-nine-teenth-century Utopian movement; as such was the
leeding modd of wha would become a dggnificat per-centage of the
twenty-firg-century colonies. This unit attempted to modd its government after
consensus, with the guiding principle that a totd concensus would be needed for any
action. Therefore, a 9ngle dissenter could resst or stop an entire process. Second,
violence of any kind was abhorred. Third, Slent meditation was often the path to
undergtanding.

The detection darm did not cause the same thrill of fright that the firsg one had created, but the fact
that it awoke him from a deep deep caused lan to flop around in confuson for severa minutes until his
glasses were in place and he was dressed sufficently to appear in public.

Therest of the crew was dready gathered around Stasz, with Ellen hanging very close to his shoulder.
She had thrown on alight nightgown that dung tightly to her more than ample frame. Richard had aready
noticed that she was pressing her breasts into Stasz's aam and he gave lan a dy nudge. Of course, they
both knew what was coming, and settled back, anticipating her explosion with as much pleasure as they
did the data racing across the monitors and spewing from the hard-copy displays.

Asusud Shdley wasin the seat next to Stasz, and she started interpreting the data while Stasz busied
himsdf with ship commands.

"It's on a near-pardlel course" Shdley muttered. "Rddive ship trgectory R.A. twenty-one hours,
forty-three minutes; declination five degrees north, range es-timate one light-year, more or less."

"Good lord, Stasz," Richard exdamed in surprise, "how the hel could we detect that?"

"Their automatic beacon,” lan replied. "The last one was out because the beacon had been hit in the
drike.

Thisoneisdill functioning. It's nothing more than asignd burst and our ship's computer picked it up.”



"Ann, Dr. Lacklin, my printout reads thet thisthing is definitly Earth origin. Shal we go for it?'
"What the hell, that's what were here for, Stasz.” lan shrugged and started to walk away.

Just before he closed the cabin door aloud smack echoed through the room. With a start lan looked
back, as Stasz staggered away from Ellen.

"How dare you?' Hllen shrieked, her features flushing scarlet.

"Ligen, lady," Stasz intoned with mock seriousness, "where | come from a woman who presses up
agang aman who has been deep spaced for three months is ob-vioudy asking for some support. So |
figured my free hand could provide that support.”

lan held the door open as Ellen glided out of the room in a royd huff. The moment Richard caught his
eye they both broke out into ralling peals of laughter. 1an decided it was time for the cracking of another
bottle.

"This looks like two in a row," Hlen said, her comment reflecting the dread they dl fdt as they
surveyed what most likdy was a dead colony.

The unit was less than a thousand meters away, turning dowly, outlined in sharp rdief by the garlight
and Dis-covery's spatlights.

"I'm picking up a hot reactor,” Stasz said hopefully. "Trace emissons. Their power supply is dill

Stasz jockeyed them around the cylinder for a closer examination. There was no direct view into the
unit Since the colony was coated with heavy shidding in order to cut down the radiation exposure for the
inhabitants. Ex-ternd light was admitted to the colony by a complex series of mirrors, and Stasz
maneuvered toward one with the hope of getting a reflected view of the ingde.

"There, in that mirror!" Shelley cried. "Look at the one to the right of the main antenna, do you see it?'
"If we're seaing light,” lan replied, "a least we know their power grid is il up.”

In avan attempt to appear cdm, lan had started a third read through of the Thermomine Manual.
But the possihility of life aboard the ship was too much for him. Returning the manud to his back pocket,
he started to pore through the hardcopy charts, quickly looking back at the cylinder for reference.

"The docking ports are on either end of the cylinder, Stasz. Shdl we movein?'
Stasz started to maneuver in for find approach.
"Who's going?' lan asked quidly.

Shdley turned expectantly and he gave her the nod. He looked at Ellen, hdf expecting her to back
away dfter the last experience, but to his surprise she mumbled a lnidf rqay about eaning her kegp. The two
women pushad off and floated back to the suit room and docking port.

Richard looked at lan with a bleary gaze. He had yet to recover from lagt watch's feast. lan suspected
that he didn't look much better.

"Why don't you stay here with Stasz, as backup?’

"Mog gentlemanly of you, my dear professor.” He winked a lan and glided up to Shdlley's vacated
chair.

lan pushed off for the open hatchway. As he cleared the doorway he heard a muffled comment and,
looking back, saw Richard pass hisflask to Stasz.

"For God sake, we're going out to risk our asses and you're soaking it up in here."
Stasz gave aquick smileto lan, took a pull on the straw, and floated the flask back to its owner.



"Steadies me nerves, it does,” he said with an absurd brogue.

"If you need to go in there and get us out,” lan shouted indignantly, "I don't want a couple of drunks
responsible for saving my life”

"I'm insulted, my overly righteous friend,” Richard replied. "This doesn't sound like the comrade of my
hap-pier youth. Why, you're becoming too officid, lan Lack-lin."

With a miffed expresson Richard turned away to gaze out a the docking bay, which was lining up in
the center of the viewport.

"Idiots" lan muttered, and continued &ft to join the women.

"Port sedls secured, lan. You can openit up a your discretion.”

"Right. Stasz, stand by if we need any help." He tried to detect any Sgn of drunkenness in the pilot's
voice, but so far nothing.

lan looked back at Ellen and Shelley. "Ready?"

They floated Sde by side at the back end of the cham-ber. Shdlley, of course, could barely contain her
eager-ness. Hell, maybe he should let her pop the door while he hid back there with Ellen. He was
amog tempted to do it, but what little mae chauviniam he possessed forced him to lead the way.

"You both have the specs on this unit. Given its found-ing philosophy, if anyone is dive, we should find
some interegting results.”

They nodded slently, and he knew that a nightmare image was hovering in Ellen's mind. It floated in
his con-sciousness, as well.

lan punched up the control pand command and the arlock hatch did back, reveding the colony's
door on the other side. It was lightly pitted by micrometeor im-pacts, but the old Anglo-American writing
and ingruc-tions were dill cearly visble. He double-checked the procedure, took hold of the handles,
and braced hisfeet in the magnetic footholds that Stasz had inddled. With one sharp pull, the doorway
slently opened and a whoosh of ar whisled past him. Indinctively he closed his eyes and braced for
another nightmare. Nothing touched him; findly he opened his eyes and looked around.

The vessd's airlock chamber was empty. Pushing off, lan and the two women drifted into the narrow
room. Ellen turned and fumbled with the hatch mechanism, se-curing the vessdl from the outside.

She gave lan the go-ahead. Tddng a deep breath, he popped the next door, which opened onto the
main dock- ingdhamber. Thercomwasdmiy it by tranducant pends and a quick scan told him that the chamber
had not been maintained or entered in years.

The vast mgority of light panels were dark, and dl were covered with athin coating of dust.
"Musgt be running on automatic,” Shelley whispered.

"If my Old English spdling is good,” Ellen interrupted, "l believe that Sgn over there points us to the
man cham-ber."

Following Ellen's lead, they soon faced a large circular doorway at the end of the corridor.

"This is the end of the nonrotational shaft,” lan said, "assuming, of course, that the blueprints are
correct. We clear this door and then enter the main rotating cylinder. Be careful as you go through, youll
be a hundred and fifty meters up from the floor. If you push off too rgpidly, youll float out into the center
and it will be a pain to get you back. Just grab hold of the handrails and start to pull yoursdf down.
Weatch how | do it."

"Tdl me, Dr. Lacklin," Ellen interjected with a playful touch of mdice, "how much experience have you
hed doing this sort of thing?"



"None" he whispered, trying to cover the rush of fear.

He pulled the door release, and as it started to dide open, he fdt a moment of panic. But the hatch did
quiely back and there was a barely perceptible rush of ar as the pressure equdized. lan gulped and
pushed out.

It was sunning; beyond his wildest imaginings... and he was terrified.

The cylinder stretched on for nearly a kilometer, ver-dant with lush semitropical growth. Broad bands
of green dternated with narrow fieds of black, through which the reflected images of the stars shone in
blazing intengity. Illumination came from the opposite end of the cylinder, where a battery of lights emitted
a soft ydlow glow that bethed the warld in a gartle late-aftemoon ligt. He looked down as he drifted out the
doorway and a squed of terror burst from his lips. He had the sensation of fdling and the wild vertigo
turned his gomach upside down. The network of handhold cables were dl around him and in
desperation he snagged hold of one and hung on for dear life

Laghing, Sdley came up and grabbed hdd dongsde of him.

"Do as you do, Dr. Lacklin" Shdley said teesngly, and she pushed hersdf off the handhold and
drifted over to the airs that spirded down dong the cylinder wal. He started to follow her.

Within the fird fifty feet he started to detect a fant sense of gravity, but Shelley dill continued in a
head-down direction, asif diving toward the ground.

"Not too fast, Shelley,”" lan cdled, asif adviang an overzedous child, "it can be decelving. Gravity will
pick up Sgnificantly the farther we are from the center of ro-tation.”

He looked draight up and noticed that Ellen was com-ing down feet fird, dill holding on to the
handrallings. He liked the fact that she was frightened; somehow it made his own fear more paatable.

They pessad thefifty-mder marker and now even Sd-ley was feet down and using the steps. She was teking
ten steps at a bound, but at least she was dowing down.

"lan, look at that."

Hlen had stopped at the fifty-meter observation plat-form. He suddenly redized that she had followed
the right course of action. They dl should have observed the Sit-uation carefully before barging down to
the cylinder floor.

"What isit?"
"Hrg off, none of the structures down there seems occupied, they're dl overgrown. Second, I've yet
to see a person. But third, look up overhead and about hafway down the cylinder.”

lan leaned his head back and gazed up to where she was pointing. It was a shock to see the greenness
directly above them, where a lifetime of conditioning had taught him that the sky should be located. He
scanned the digtant floor for severa minutes before findly locating what she had pointed out.

"It looks like smoke."
"Shelley, hold it up for aminute” He looked down and saw that she was continuing on.
"Shdley!"

She stopped, looked back up, and tapped the Sde of her hdmet to sgnd there was something wrong
with her transceiver. lan gestured for her to hold, but she turned and kept on going.

"She'stul of crap,” Hlen muttered.

"I know. Cdl it youthfulness. Something that you and |, my dear Ellen, have started to leave behind.”
"Maybe you, Doctor."

"All right, Ellen, dl right, let's not get into an argu-ment.”



He fdl slent and looked out over the expanse of green that had run riot through the ship. His gaze
drifted back up toward the smoke. Was it smoke or condensation vent-ing from a broken pipe? And
where were the people? The sysem was il running, dmogt the entire ship could be programmed to go
on automatic, but certain routine re-pairs definitdy required humean intervention.

"Shdl we go back up the other way and investigate the smoke?" Ellen ventured.
"Seemsalogicd placeto sart.”
He looked over theraling for Shelley, but she was nowherein sght.

"Say, look, Shdlley," lan started, "don't give me that crap about a bad radio. If we get back into the
ship and | discover it to be working, I'm going to kick your butt.”

He stopped for a moment. An image of Shelley's back-side flashed in his mind and suddenly, for the
fird time, it was an appeding backside. Naw, must be the isolation of three months out, lan thought.

"Shdlley!"

His voice was suddenly cut off by aloud, piercing scream.
"len!"

"Sheley, what the hdl is going on!"

“lan!"

"Shdlley. Shdlley, what the hel?'

There was no response.

"lan, down there to the Ieft.” Bllen was pointing into the heavy growth, and lan saw the canopy of
brush mov-ing as if something were passng undernegth it.

"lan, thisis Stasz. What the hdll isgoing on? That gifl of yours nearly busted my eardrums.”

"I don't know, | just don't know..." His voice tapered off. This is what he had feared from the Start.
The re-sponsbility so far had been merdy to point out a direction or, a worst, to mediate fights between
the team members. But in his deepest fears he had dreaded this moment. Someone was in jeopardy and
he had to decide. Worse. He had to got into what was obvioudy a dangerous sit-uation.

He stood frozen by the raling watching the overgrowth ripple toward the middle of the cylinder. He
wished more than anything to be absolved, to suddenly disappear back to his little cubbyhole in the stern
of the Discovery where he could hide away with his books and forget.

"lanl" Severd voices cdled a once, dl cutting in, demending. Vagudy he looked & Hlen and saw he mouh
moving behind her faceplate, shouting a him in exasper-ation.

"lan, we're coming over,” Stasz said. A grunt of as-sertion surfaced from Richard.

The words started to form in histhroat: "Y es, come over and find her, I'm going back to the ship." But
that's not what came out.

"Stay there, by the time you suit up they'll be gone. Ellen, go back for a stun gun, I'll try to follow."

He pushed off from the platform, descending the steps in long lazy bounds with each jump landing
dightly harder than the one before. He had to be careful not to push off too enthusadicdly, otherwise it
would be one long jump to the bottom, with an impact at killing velocity. He sud-denly remembered
some of the cheap space thrillers he had witnessed on the videos, where strange radiation-laden mutants
preyed on extreordinarily buxom young nubiles He actudly chuckled at the thought. Shelley was
flat-chested, acned, skinny, and bespectacled—he had never seen amongter eat anyone like that before.

Wheat the hdl was he laughing at? Maybe that crap was true after dl. lan reached the bottom of the
dairs and wes confronted by awild tage o gomh. A viritdl juge canopied the living units and turned the



designed green-spaces into nearly impenetrable wildernesses. lan rec-ognized the plant as a variation of
the kudzo, which dill flourished in the south and had been used aboard the colonies as a quick-growing
greenery and food source.

He soon found a number of broken branches, then another broken branch, ten feet farther on. There
ap-peared to be atunnd. He surveyed it cautioudy for sev-erd long minutes, and even as he looked at it,
he suddenly redlized that the cylinder was getting darker.

"Bllen, are you 4ill up there?!
"No, I'm back in the ship getting the stun gun. Stasz will be coming back with me."

"The lights are shutting down." He fdt a chill. His mind raced over the fact and then the obvious
answer came to him. Even here, a thousand years out, the old custom of day and night remained. The
units artifida sanwesdhuing doan. W, if hewasgang tofind Se-ley, he had to push on.

Teking a deep breath, he started into the tunnd. "I'm entering atunnd about fifty feet from the base of
the gairs. It seems to run dong a wakway now overgrown, youll see the broken branches.”

He broke into adow run, but within a hundred yards he had overtaxed the cooling system of his it
and his own body.

Hdl, why am | wearing his pressure cooker? Those plants are oxygen producers, | should crack the
hemet.

But the old lan was dill very much dive—he kept the hdmet on while contemplating the toxic trace
eements that could have filtered into the closed environmen.

After severa more minutes the twilight seemed to darken appreciably, and againg his better judgment
lan turned on his hdmet light to follow the trail. He knew that it was a clear beacon of warning, but he
wasn't up to crawling through the dark.

He passed a spidery wak that gently arched over a complex of glasswalled buildings dl of them
covered by the everpresent kudzo. He estimated that he was nearing the center of the cylinder.

He stopped for a moment to look back through a break in the canopy of foliage. The far cylinder wal
was visble, and he saw twin specks of light suddenly appear agand it.

"Hlen? Stasz? | think | can see you."

"lan, where are you?"'

"About halfway into the cylinder.”

"I'm facing you right now, you should be able to see my hdmet light.”

From atop their high perch, Stasz suddenly saw the flicker of light, along way off.

"I think | seeyou, lan. Say, lan, | see something dse. It looks like a fire, can't be more than a couple
of hundred meters beyond you."

There was no response.

“lan. [an?'

He looked at Ellen.

"Hislight just disappeared,” Ellen whispered.
"Oh, hit."

"Hdly shit," lan whispered.
The club was poised dongsde his head. The semiclad woman holding it had dready convinced him of



the need to remove his hedmet by her vigorous hand motions and waves of the knotted cudgel. He took a
deep breath of the dean-amdling air. Why the hdl had he kept that damn hdmet on anyhow?

"What do you say?' the womean asked softly, and as she spoke severd of her companions came out of
the shadows.

lan sfted through her speech pattern. It seemed to be based on Old English, to be sure, actudly Old
American, to be more precise. As his mind searched for the right words, his thoughts cdmed down. He
was engaged in an academic problem and when logt to such efforts, dl else was forgotten.

"Oly hit?" the woman asked questioningly.

"No, holy shit," lan repeated dowly.

"Shit is not holy, only the light is holy; you mugt be crazy." The others around her chuckled.
"Yegh, | think | am for even being here)" lan replied.

"Wha you say?'

"Never mind."

"Areyou of the Dissenters?' alanky, graying man asked, stepping from out of the. shadows.
"What the hdl are Dissenters?’ lan replied.

"Hemug be crazy,” a heavy set man next to the graying one interjected.

"You dressed like that loud-mouthed girl. She of your cirde?' the woman asked.

"Yegh, ahh, yeah, the girl, she's of my circle”

"Tdl me, friend, do you accept the concept thet indi-vidud meditation must occur within a collective
body?" the gray one asked. "Or do you accept the right of dissent from the collective?’

Think quick, lan, he thought franticaly. However, he indinctively redized that twenty years of
academic com-bat and bullshitting had put him in good stead. lan noticed how the graying one sad
dissent with a note of venom. He aso redized that the gray man held a very big club.

"What say you, friend?' the heavyset one asked softly, and he dowly hefted his club.

"Of course, what other way is there?' lan blurted. "The individud must dways be a part within the
collective body." He prayed tha he got his words correct; most of the Old American was familiar, but
occasiond collogui-adism and, of course, the dang could be deadly. Especidly now, so he tried to speak
with rigid preciseness.

He could sense them rdaxing.

"Come, friend, and gt with usin the circle of under-sanding.” The woman beckoned for him to follow.

She looked at him with a soft glow, and he suddenly redlized how attractive she was in a wild,
primitive way. She was dmost completdy naked except for a brief loin-cloth that barely covered her
broad, inviting hips. He couldn't help but admire her full, rounded breasts, which were partiadly concealed
by her flowing red hair. She no-ticed his stare and amiled back a him with a seductive gaze. For the
moment thoughts of rescue drifted away.

Primitives, he thought, looking for dl the world like Nedlithic tribesmen or something out of Eden.
Yes, it could be Eden: the lush growth, the warm semitropicd ar, and now that the hemet was off, the
sounds of birds and night creatures tirring around him.

Fallowing the lead of the woman, they pushed their way into a amdl clearing, illuminaed by a roaring
blaze. Severd dozen figures sat around the crackling flame, and one of them was Shelley.

He couldn't help but look at the redhead, even as he tried to get his thoughts under control. Shelley
turned as one of the people by the fire pointed at the new arrivas.



"Shelley, everything, dl right?'

"lan? Wdll, if it isn't Dr. Lacklin, who's findly come to rescue me.”

Was she mocking him, or was there a dight tone of rdief in her voice?

lan stepped into the dirdle of light and, gazing around, saw that dozens more had gathered around in
curiosity.

He drifted over to Shdlley's side, amiling broadly and nervoudy dl the while, naticing that they smiled
back just as broadly. Good lord, why are they amiling like such damn fools at atotal stranger?

"Dinner." Someone was poking himin the back.

He turned with a yelp and was confronted by an old man bent over with age.

"Dinner,” the man said again.

Good lord, was that why they were amiling? They were going to have them for dinner.

"Shdlley!"

"It's okay, lan, the food's not bad. Some sort of veg-etarian mix, that's dl."

Hefindly understood and broke into a nervous grin. "Thank you, ahh, friend."

A number of people around the cirdle mumbled their approva at his comment.

He drew closer to Shelley and sat down by her sde. "What happened?’

"Mog likdy, same as you. They jumped me, but once | took the hdmet off, they camed down.
Something about dissenters and | assured them | was nothing of the sort, and after that everything was
fine They brought me back here, fed me some broth, then you camein.”

The old man brought over a wooden plate filled with a thick white soup. lan took a hesitant sp,
remembering dl of his anthropologica studies about primitive societies and eating rituds. The woman he
admired earlier stepped out of the crowd and sat by his side.

"You from Earth, or another colony?'

Thiswas a surprise. He expected some mumbo jumbo about gods from other worlds, or some smilar
nonsense.

"Earth. How did you guess that?"
"We're not stupid. You obvioudy aren't from here, at least not dressed like that.”
"But how do you know about Earth? Did your elders teach you or—"

"Come now," she admonished, and lightly touched him on the arm, a move that Shelley could not fall
to notice. "We do not understand everything, but some of the teach-ing computers and their programs
dill work. When we're young we use them.”

"If you can do thét, then why do you?..."

"You mean, live like primitives. Why not? Maybe you should ask yoursdf that.”

"Yes friend," another woman interjected, "why not live like primitives?'

"But how do you keep your sysem running?'

"Mog of it was automated by our forefathers. All we have to do is routine maintenance, which is
ample”

"Which frees us of the davery of complexity, so that we can return to Smplicity and light," another one
sad, and a chorus of voices murmured in the affirmative. 1an looked up and noticed that severa hundred



people had gathered around the roaring fire.
"They're just getting started,” Shelley whispered.

"When we foreswear complexity, then dl is badanced,” a young man said from the back of the crowd.
"Then and only then is true Smplicity obtained.”

Thisis crazy, lan thought, what are we getting into, first-year philosophy?
"But the order of your world is built on complexity,” lan tried cautioudy.
"But we have purified it back to the basics" another replied.

"However, you live in one of the most complex ma-chines ever desgned by man. Once you accept
thet firgt step toward complexity, there is no going back.”

"But we have" severd replied eagerly.
"As| sad," Shdley whispered, "don't even try."

"But thisis amachine you live in, not Eden," lan replied, "and a machine requires technicd sills. Just
sup-pose something redly serious should go wrong.”

"Nothing has, and nothing will," the redhead replied. "We have everything under control, aslong as we
follow the smplicity of collective meditation and consensus.”

"Tdl me more about the dissenters,” Shelley asked, wishing to extract lan from a potentidly dangerous
de-bate. lan, however, shot her a quick look of reproach. These people obvioudy got excited, alittle too
excited, about the dissenters. He siill wasn't sure if he and Shelley were guedts or prisoners, and until he
knew more, he wanted to keep them amiling.

"They are the ones who fdl," the gray-bearded eder replied.
"How 507" Shelley continued.

"Can't you yoursdf see ther folly?

Oh, no, lan thought, step carefully.

"Look out! Incoming!"

A wild explosion of confusion erupted. The people scattered in every direction, screaming in terror.
For a second lan thought Shelley had triggered something and they were now going to be ripped apart.
Then he noticed the colonigts were dl running away, and he wondered if he and Shelley had broken
some taboo, which caused them to flee.

A roaring, whishing noise thundered overhead.

"What the hdl!" lan fdt something brush past his shoulder and for an ingant thought Shelley was
pressng up againg him.

"lan?'
"Yegh" Heturned to look at her. But his view was now blocked. A huge arrow, nearly a dozen feet in

length and as thick around as his thigh, was buried in the ground between them. The pressure on his
shoulder came from the till-quivering bolt.

Thelocas looked a himin open-mouthed amazement. He tried a wan amile of bravado, wishing for a
quick line. 1an looked back at the arrow, its heavy point buried only inches away from his foot. His eyes
rolled up and he fainted dead away.

He heard aroaring sound, as if he were trapped in a waterfdl. The shouting was dl around him, and
the in-dividua voices soon came clear.



"Those sons of bitches!”
There was awild frenzy of activity. Shelley had dragged him off to one side of the circle.
"Ancther incoming!"

The crowd scattered and this time he noticed that most of them disappeared into the vine-covered
buildings that surrounded the clearing. He saw the bolt streaking in, following a strange curving trgjectory.
The arrow dammed againg the Sde of a building and shattered.

"Bastards, ass-kissing Dissenters” The crowd poured out of the buildings, chanting.

"Bastards, bastards, bastards.” The ar around them pulsed with a rippling energy. From out of the
shadows an object out of ancient history was dragged by an en-thusiast mob.

"Double torson bdliga" lan murmured. The urge of the higtorian was too much. He crawled out from
under the protection of the building and went over and joined the shouting mob.

He walked up close to the machine. It was the red thing, and he fdt a rippling thrill. The twin bundles
of rope that powered it were made of human hair, while the bowstring appeared to be made of sted
cable. HAlf a dozen young women carried up a ten-foot arrow and the crowd roared with pleasure at the
Sght.

The machine was cocked by hand-powered windlasses then tilted back so that it pointed hdfway up
to vertical.

What the hdl? lan stepped back. Why were they shoot-ing an arrow sraight up?

The crowd suddenly fdl slent, and suddenly he heard a soft echoing chant.

"Assholes, assholes, assholes™

He looked around wondering where the disant chant-ing came from, until Shelley touched his
shoulder and pointed straight up.

"Look."

len tilted his head back and then he suddenly remem-bered. They had seen ancther fire on the
opposite sde of the cylinder. Directly overhead and three hundred meters away was the other side, and
aflickering fire illuminated the sky above them in a soft ruddy glow.

lan sdled up aongsde the redhead. He gulped as he came closer. The exertion and excitement had
covered her body with a sheen of sweat, and her eyes were wild with excitement that had a most definite
sxud auratoit.

He collected his thoughts and pointed straight up. "Dis-senters?'
She nodded her head vigoroudy.

The graybeard took up position dongsde the catapult, which was now loaded, and grabbed hold of
the trigger.

"We are the truth," he intoned. "Therefore in the name of the truth and the light we are absolved of this
action. It isnot my hand thet triggers this, it is the result of our consensus, therefore | am not responsible,
for the con-sensus makes me do it. But it ismord nevertheless, snce we are right.”

"We are right and they are wrong," the crowd roared.

"Fuck you' came adigtant reply.

The elder yanked the trigger.

The catapult snapped with a thunderous crack. The arrow leaped away into the dark.

lan was amazed. "Say, | thought | read somewhere that you were founded by believersin peace?’



"But we are followers of peace.”
"Thet looks like a wegpon of war to me”

"No, it's nat, it's random luck. We don't amit a anyone, if they get hit it's the will of a higher power.
We bdlieve in peace more then they do, and we are right, therefore our protest againgt them is for the
higher cause of peace.”

He tried to follow the logic but gave up.

"It'sgoing to be along night," the redhead whispered, drawing closer, and her hand lightly touched his
sde

"But it looks like you people are having a war here" lan said weskly. "How can we? | mean, aren't
they going to come down and attack...?"

"No, that would be violence. They stay on their Side, we stay on ours, and we trade spears. What do
you think, we're savages or something?"

She drew closer, her naked breasts brushing againgt hisarm.
He didn't dare to answer.

As he stepped out of the building into the soft diffused light of day, lan fdt a sense of guilt. Shdley sat
by the ashes of the fire, notepad in hand, punching in observartions. He ambled over to her side feding
rather sheepish.

"So, tdl me, are primitive mating customs dl they're cracked up to be? Shdley told us what you were
up to in there”

It was Ellen! He turned around and there on the op-posite Sde of the square stood Stasz and Ellen.
Ellen's expression was definitely not one of cheerful good morn-ing

The redhead came out of the shelter, raised her ams up over her head, and stretched with a supple
fdine grace. Ellen's expression reddened, and on Stasz's there was genuine admiration as he kept looking
from the girl and back to lan. She amiled a vague sort of hdlo in ther direction, then wandered off into
the overgrowth. Shelley didn't even look up but smply continued with her notes.

"I'm glad to see you were in good hands and safe” Hllen snarled. "We wandered over hdf this god
damn botanicd toilet looking for you. Then we get captured by those, what did they cdl themselves, ‘true
dissenters and then..."

"Waich what you say," Shelley snapped.
"Areyou addressng me?' Ellen purred, getting ready to srike.

"I would suggest thet if you are referring to our friends up there'—Shedley pointed vagudy toward the
other sde—"that you do so quietly. And for God's sake, don't cdl them true dissenters. Our friends
around here get upset rather easily.”

Blen knew she couldn't argue with her, but lan and Stasz could see that Shelley had insulted her by
pointing out Something she should have redized already.

Asif in response, afant drifting cdl echoed down from above. "Collectivig assholed!™
"Oh, no, here we go again." lan groaned.
"Naw, they're too exhausted," Shelley replied. "It was ahdl of anight.”

"To be sure" Stasz said, his voice edged with jedousy as he looked back in the direction the redhead
hed taken.

A couple of men were dill gathered around the cata-pult, which was loaded, and lan could see this



would be the lagt shot of the fray, Snce everyone had gone off to deep. The old graybeard, however,
was dill up and di-recting the dignment of the Sege engine.

"Gates, the old graybeard, is the leader. By the way, you might like to know that you spent the night
with his daughter lleia" Shelley said softly.

lan looked at his feet and muttered a comment about observing locd customs.

"Gates filled me in on some fascinating details™" Shd-ley continued, ignoring his embarrassment. "I've
re-corded them dl, Dr. Lacklin, so that you may study them later, when you fed up to it."

Stasz snickered and turned away, while lan tried to come up with a casud reply.
"Freethinker bastards!" It was Gates and one of his followers.
"Watch this" Shdlley said.

The catapult hurled its shot, which arced up and away. It followed an arching path, due to the Coriolis
effect created by the turning of the cylinder. In the daylight 1an now redized that the catgpult was not
amed draght at the other campsite but a good Sxty degrees off.

He watched the bolt dimb in a curving path—at least it appeared that way. As it reached toward the
relaive apogee in the center, the bolt dowed, then with ever-increasing speed it started the long doping
glide back doan

"Pretty good accuracy,” Shdlley said, "congdering the physics of shooting an arrow ingde a tuming
cylinder.”

lan watched with admiration as the bolt streaked in and landed near the bull's-eydlike target created
by the dissenters campfire. There was a mild scurrying and he hdf imagined that he could see severd
people look up and shake their fids.

"You missed me' came the taunting cry from the other sde.
"The forms these people are going to fill out will be fascinating,” Ellen whispered.

Gates and his two assstants shook ther fids at the other side, and cdling it quits, they went into the
nearest building to catch up on ther deep.

lan looked around the cylinder, at least able to get a good chance to observe his environment without
the pres-sure of looking for Shelley. Its scde was truly astounding, but what amazed lan even more was
the redlization that this was a smdl unit of early design. There were colonid cylinders of the same generd
desgn that were fifty times as big in volume. He looked up again at the lovely sweep of green overgrowth
that covered nearly everything. He wondered how the unit managed to alow so much of its carbon and
nitrogen to be fixed in such a profusion of plants, but then from his own rough estimate the popu-lation
here must only be a few percentile points of the bearing capacity. So that great percentage no longer in
exigence mug be afar part of the liquid and other ma-terids tied up in the unit. The thought suddenly
struck him with chilling force. Back on Earth one could not eesily grasp the totd cydlic nature of life He
once had a prof who pointed out that, Satisticaly speaking, the next glass of water you drank would be
carying in it a molecule from Caesar's body—and from Cleopatras urine, one of his classmates had
ruddly interjected.

But here the sysem was closer. These people, Gates, lleig, a good part of their very bodies were
made up of the component chemicas that had formed their grandsires before the coming of the
Holocaust.

As a higorian the thought awed him. But there was a more overriding concern at the moment. He was
smply exhausted.

"I'm heading back to the ship. If you people stay, | would suggest that you do so as a group. Il send
Richard down to take alook at these people.”



"I take it we're gaying for awhile?' Shdlley asked.

"Wdl, | guess that's what welve come axty light-years for. Well stay a week or so to gather the
necessary data, document this place, then well push on.”

"I want to get my surveys out,” Bllen said excitedly. "Thisis going to be fascinating. | should get at least
two or three publications out of this one."

"And | think I'l get something, as well," Stasz said eagerly, as he edged off to one side of the group
and then turned to plunge into the overgrowth.

"I'm going back to deep aboard ship. | don't want any of these people dlowed aboard the vessd," Ian
com-manded. "If both sides met there, we would be the ones to suffer. So they stay out. | would suggest
that we get Stasz to rig up a Imple security survelllance system on the approaches to the ar lock.”

"Il let him know when he gets back,” Shelley said.

lan turned and started back up the path. He gave a quick scan up, looking for incoming. Ther catapult
was vigble but it was unattended.

"Get some rest, Dr. Lacklin," Shelley cdled. "Y ouve had a hard night.”

He looked back at Shdlley. She had that straight, of-ficid look about her, dl professond.
"Ah, yeah, thanks, Shdley." He searched awkwardly for words, "Yes. You did agood job."
"I doubt if you did." Ellen sniffed.

"Ah, shut up,” lan grumbled, and he pushed off back to the ship.

"All secured for undocking," Stasz's voice crackled over the intercom.
lan fdt the gentle nudge of the ship as the maneuvering thrusters pushed them free and away.
He watched on the aft monitor as the bulk of the cyl-inder dropped astern.

"I dill think they're the craziet assholes I've ever lad eyes on" Richard said, resuming ther
conversation.

"Dont say assholes, Richard," Ellen replied, "I've heard that word shouted at least ten thousand times
inthe last two weeks."

"Okay, bastards."

"Richard!"

"I'm throttling up,” Stasz said. A fant pulsng rumble echoed through the ship and the dight tug of
gravity in-creased. Funny, he barely noticed the gravity changes anymore, and his somach couldnt be in
better shape.

"That's one group I'm glad to be rid of," Richard mut-tered as he uncapped a besker of gin and
offered it around. Even Ellen took a quick snort and smiled her gratitude.

"So damned sdf-righteous, both of them," Shelley re-plied. "I dill can't figure out what split them up.”
She looked to Ellen, their sociologist who was dways ready with a theory.

"I don't know, some doctrina point about their wor-ship service. | think the break came nearly a
millennium ago. Fascinating how they ritudized their war. They never engaged in direct killing close up,
they dearly defined ther boundaries and observed them, and | found a least one record in ther
computer that indicated they had co-operated when the vessd was holed. They even coop-erated in
their birth reductions and contraceptives to maintain the low population. But Lord, did they get into
symboalic warfare.”



"It sure as hdl didn't look symbolic to me" Richard replied. "Thank heavens those crazies didn't have
a cou-ple of amdl thermonukes; they'd have wiped each other out long ago. What do you think, lan?
lan?"

lan sat off to one sSde, his expresson pae as he fum-bled with his pockets. But the others barely
noticed as Shelley jumped back into the conversation.

"But it was symboalic. It was their catharss, they could vent their fedings and only occasiondly would
some un-wary person get dammed.”

"I dill think they were damn fools," Richard muttered, and Shelley nodded her agreement. lan noticed
how she stared at him, and fdt a sudden flush of embarrassment.

"I think I'll go forward and watch jump from Stasz's Co seat.”

He fumbled through his pockets one more time, but he aready knew that what he was looking for was
some-where back on the colony, most likdy having fdlen from his pocket while he had been "playing’
with lleda He had midad the Thermomine Manud and chances were the inhabitants were dready
pouring through it. He could only hope the symbalic warfare would stay symbolic. He cursed himsdf
soundly; here was yet another thing to fed gult over, but there was no way he could tdll his comr—edes about this
screw up—Ellen would be dl over imin aflash.

As lan closed the door, Ellen was waxing enthusiagtic over the data she had collected about controlled
primitive societies and ritudized warfare. She had been so enthu-sadtic that 1an had hdf expected her to
request that she could stay behind, and only a promise of a return vidt on ther way back home had
findly convinced her to leave.

He was hdf tampted to day there, aswal; lldaheunted his thoughts. But in a way he was glad that they had
decided to pull out. At forty-two he just couldnt keep up with the demands of a hedthy
eighteen-year-old, no mat-ter how much he would fantasize about her later.

The decison to leave had come as a mild surprise to everyone. They had settled in nicdly, learned to
dodge the spears, and in fact were even sarting to view the war as a great game—as they fredy drifted
between the two sides, taking notes and observing. Gates had hooked him into the computer log. The
records of their initid depar-ture over amillennium ago were ill intact—a higtoricd find that would keep
dozens of graduate assgtants busy for years. There were even fragments of a library and lan found
hundreds of volumes and documents thought to be long lost.

lan had holed up in there for a week, taking dl medls, degping only when exhaustion had set in, and
pushing off lleids advances. And he discovered two disurbing facts.

The firg, that a large exile colony had been established for palitica refugees. He dready knew that,
and knew as wdll that it had been the find domain of Dr. Franklin Smith, a noted politica dissdent in the
years just before the Holocaust. He had assumed that Smith's colony had been destroyed when the war
started, since the records back home indicated for some vague reason that the unit had died.

It had not.

The records in Unit 27's man library indicated a Sght-ing of it some forty years after departure, but
their trajectory was fagter and Smith's unit had passed them without direct contact.

But it was the second fact that had caused 1an to pull up stakes and leave the peace movement colony
behind. lan had discovered the name of Smith's ship. Alpha/Omega. A strange compulson was forming
inlan's mind. Even as the compulsion formed it frightened him, for it implied a danger he would rather not
face. But for some reason beyond his understanding, he wanted to discover why a colony started by a
hero out of the distant past would now engage in wholesdle murder. What wasit that the poet from Unit
181 was waning him againg? To the surprise of everyone dse, lan had talked them back to the
Discovery and then immediate departure.



He couldn't understand his own compulson and tried to make believe that it was a Smple intdllectud
exercise. Even as he pondered this fact, lan reached the front cabin and swung into the seat dongsde of
Stasz.

"Proper trgjectory set and locked in" Stasz said.

"We're ready."
"Remember those odds, lan my friend. This jump could be the disintegration act.”

lan didn't reply. Logicaly they should head back to Earth, report their findings, and let someone else
go out and look. But the way the bureaucracy ran, that could take years. And besides, he was sarting to
find the whole adventure compdlling. Chdlenge was here. And mystery. His mind wandered around that
thought even as Stasz pushed them through jump and the wave of distortion washed over him, plunging
himinto darkness.



CHAPTER 7

Colonial Unit 287

First Completion Date: 2052

Primary Function: Experimenta Longevity Unit. Com-bined Russo/American effort
with cybernetic implants designed to continue life beyond the then 130-year maximum.
Such research had been banned on Earth in 2041 by the United Nations as a response
to Third World pressures concerning the question of population control. Anyone
dready udang atifidd organ implants was exiled to space in 2050, with most moving to
the 280-mode units

Evacuation Date: December 2085.

Overall Design: Bend Sphere. Lower rotation rate with .3 G standard gravity.
Extensve living areain the zero-G regions.

Propulsion: Matter/Antimeatter mix.

Course: Gdactic Core.

Palitical/Social Orientation: Corporate model managed by ruling board. This unit was
anonpolitica interface be-tween the Americans and the Soviets, and yet another
example of their expanding cooperation in the middle twenty-first century.

"Discovery, you are cleared for find gpproach and docking."

Stasz had them lined up on the long axis of the dowly rotating sphere, and with gentle nudges of the
thruster controls he guided Discovery toward the man externd docking bay. They had been invited to
enter via the main interior bay, but lan indsted on an outsde dock so they could leave whenever they
desired and, if need be, with-out hindrance or permission.

As the massve bulk of the two-kilometer-diameter sphere filled their forward viewscreen, lan was
findly torn from his observations by Shdlley's inggent nudge.

"Here's a brief review of the records in your file | thought youd like to take them with us. I've
provided copies to Richard and Ellen, as wdl."

"Thanks, shdl we join them?'

Sley nodded her egreamant and together they floeted down the corridor to the docking bay.

Damn, she's Imply too efficient at times, 1an thought. Hedwaysfet uncomfartable around dfident people, they
made him fed foolish and somewhat guilty. He knew his ddlying with Ilea bothered her, but Shelley was
only his graduate asgdant. Ridnard hed commeantad time and gain over the lagt ten days 'Remember that virgind
graduate assistant of yoursis only three years older than your redheaded Amazon.'

Naw, there can't be anything init. Shelley's a gawky grad-ass with amild dose of hero worship for her

brilliant professor... He pushed the thought aside; they came through the airlock and joined the other
two.

"Y ouve had a chance to scan my notes?' lan asked.



"Looks fascinating,” Ellen replied. "What've they discovered if their experiments have been continued
snce thar departure?!

"Well soon know," Richard murmured expectantly as a fant jolt ran through the ship. The docking
adapter hooked on to the colony's exterior arlock and quickly formed a pressurized sedl.

"All clear," Stasz cdled from the control room.

lan reached out and pushed the door release. It did back noisdesdy. Even as their hatch opened, the
colony's haich parted, as well, to reved the usud double-entry sysem

lan and the others pushed off, and as the last of them cleared the second doorway, it did shut behind
them.

"Dr. Lacklin," said the voice of the colony's approach control, "as | mentioned earlier, we do request
dignfec-tion.”

"I doubt if that is necessary," Richard replied.
"Use our dignfection fadlities or leave us, Dr. Lack-lin."

lan looked at the others, shrugged. They put on safety glasses as requested and were dosed with an
ultraviolet bath, followed by a disnfectant spray. Fndly they were required to don robes, surgicd masks,
and gloves.

Richard looked professond in the robes, but Ellen snickered a the sght of the old M.D. as he
flapped around in zero G wrapped in a green hospita gown.

"Were ready," lan cdled. The second doorway opened. The dight inrush of arr carried the scent of
disnfectant and acohol, mixed with adightly unpleasant something that made dl of them fed uneasy.

They exited into the main corridor, where a dender man floated in free-fal. 1an had wondered whet he
would look like. He had expected a bent form, aged beyond imegining, dried out, his desiccated flesh fit
only for the grave. But this one was different. He was old, extremdy old. If anything gave the age away,
it was the eyes that betrayed a soul that had seen too much. The man was totdly bad; the skin of his
head wrinkled and ydlow like old parchment. But he moved with an easy grace as he floated closer, his
robes rugtling lightly and giving off a scent of cleanness and starch.

"I am Joshua Morisson,” the man said with a crisp voice that was dmogt too precise and clear, "and
you mug be Drs. Lacklin, Croce, and Redding." He nodded to each in turn.

He stared a Shdlley for a moment and smiled softly. "And you are their young assstant Shelley.”
His amile flickered and then died. "Y ou have much to tdl me, dl of you. | want to hear again of Earth.”
lan looked at him closdly, dmogt afraid to ask.

"I want to hear again of my home" Joshua whispered, "for you see, Dr. Lacklin, | am over sixty-score
years of age. And | wish again to hear of the world where | was young.”

The others were gone, off on a tour of the colony, led by an assstant who looked even older than
Joshua. But lan had not wanted to leave the man. Here was the dream of a lifeime fulfilled a last. He
stood face to face with a life that had spanned a millennium, a life that had seen that digtant time of so
long ago when the world was young—and the greatest of adventures was just begin-ning

S0 he had answered with patience the old man's ques-tions and watched with fascination as his host
explored the corridors of long-forgotten memories. Occasiondly the old man softly cried, as if each of
the memories was a sharpened point driven into his psyche, reopening long-forgotten wounds.

"So, it is dl gone—Washington, London, Moscow, the great museums, the lovely churches, the
soaring monu-ments—all gone, as lost now as Troy and Carthage.”



"Not redly,” lan replied. "Thereisa New Mosca and Nova Washington. | participated at adig for the
old Cap-ital building when | was a graduate student.”

Joshua nodded sadly. "You see, young lan. You see. You participated in a 'dig,’ as you cdl it, for
something that is dill divein my mind. You were digging for relics where | walked when | was a boy. |
remember"—and his voice grew softe—"I remember seeing a President buried out of that Capitol when
| was seven."

"Who?' lan's curiogty was screaming at him. Here was the link. The living memory that could touch
back into a long-logt world. It was the ultimate dream come true. This man had been there, had seen,
hed experienced it dl—ten thousand questions begged to be answered.

"Whao? Who? Why I'm not sure” Joshua said softly. "'l can see him, | can remember his voice carrying
dear and high on a cold January day, and then he was dead. But who was he, you ask." His voice drifted
avay.

lan waited patiently, hoping that the layers of memory would be stirred, but nothing came, just a dight
sheking of the head and then a haf-bemused amile of sadness.

"Itisso long ago that | have not thought of it in a hundred, maybe two hundred years. | am old, lan,
my comrades and |. Old as if we were like Adam, bent under the weight of endless centuries since the
loss of Paradise.”

lan leaned forward and touched Joshua on the hand. He fdt a sense of awe that he was touching
something dive from the distant age he had dreamed about since childhood. He redized, as well, that
underneath this "specimen” that he wished to probe and record, there was aman like himsdf. "How does
it fed?' lan whispered. "l somehow can't imagine it—how doesiit fed to have lived so long?'

Joshua amiled, asif he had waited and prepared for that question. "I can remember when | was a
child. There was athing caled movies, do you have them ill?*

lan nodded.

"I can remember aday when | wanted to go to a movie and my mother said she would take me that
afternoon into the city. How | wanted to see it, how | had waited for weeks for that film to arrive. It was
ealy in the morn-ing, and so | settled down to wait for my mother to take me. And the seconds dragged
by asif each fragment was a frozen entity dowly mdting, to be replaced by yet an-other dow mdting
fragment. | waited for an eternity..." His voice trailed off for a moment, so that lan thought he had fdlen
adeep, but suddenly he stirred.

"Do you remember the eternity of time when you were a child? That morning will be forever frozen in
my mind. | believe that only a child can truly seetimein its passage. As we grow older time dips through
our fingers without our ever grasping it. And now you ask what my eternity islike.

"I will tdl you, lan Lacklin, that the centuries of this endless journey have seemed like but a moment to
me, when compared to that mormning of amillennium ago. For dl of time is an illuson. | drift now through
eternity and no longer fed its passage. Thereis no awe, there is nothing to excite, there is only eternity.”

He knew the question was foolish but he had to ask.
"Wha was the, ahh, movig, | think you cdled it?'

Joshua amiled again, as if he knew that this question would be asked, as well. "I can't recdl now, it
was some-thing about the future and our distant past. It was about space and a man who traveled far,
but I can't recal. All I remember is that in the end, we didnt go. My mother forgot her promise to me
and left with some friends, and so | didn't go. And across the centuries dl | can now remember is the
pan.”

"How have you managed this?' lan asked. "How have you lived so long?"



"Ahh, how have | kept the spirit trapped in this vessal? | believe you are the higorian, 1an, you must
know of our grand design?'

"All I have are the few records that survived the Ho-locaust."

"So that iswhat you cdl it now. | remember we used that word for something else, as wdl. But |
guess that it isfitting, a burnt offering, yes, that isfitting.

"But you wish to know how, rather than smply to hear the ramblings of an old man."

"They're not ramblings” lan said softly. "If need be I'll stay here as long as you will dlow me, for | am
far more interested than you can imagine. Joshua, you are my dream, you lived then, while | can only
dream of that time. Y ou saw it with those eyes, and through you | want to see it, aswdl."

"These eyes, you say." Joshua chuckled softly. "Yes, these eyes. But let me return to your origind
question as to how.”

lan pointed to his wrigt to ask if he could record the conversation. It took Joshua severa seconds to
redize the nature of the smdl device on lan's wrigt, but he nod-ded his approval even as he started to
tak.

"I was a gendtic engineer, a researcher on the edge of our bold new frontier. And through our
research, and in many other reslms as well, we fdt at last that we could even stare desth in the face and
turn him back. Our drat-egies were many, just as a generd will employ many dif-ferent weapons, each
appropriate to its task, to win hiswar. For thisindeed was war—we were fighting the great-est tyrant of
dl.

"Some followed the paths of mechanica engineering, so that it became possible to replace many of the
organs that had once been the cause of so much anguish and pain. Soon we had the heart, the liver, the
kidney, hor-mone producers, and even the eyes™ and as he said that he gently pointed to his right eye,
"which you in error said had witnessed such digant times. But the engineers victories were merdy
successful counterattacks; it was we, the bioenginears, the gendtic scientists, who turned the tide of
victory. We learned cells would only reproduce for so many generaions before loang ther vitdity; we
learned to hdt that decline in individud cells, we learned, as well, to supply antibodies tailored to the
needs of each individud, growing outsde his body a reserve specidly desgned and ready for ingant
goplication. We dso mas-tered the rebuilding of mgor organs by genetic manipu-lation of individud
cdls

"We learned these things, and the world hated us. For our wonders were expensve beyond Al
imagining. Only the wedlthy, only those who had made their fortunes could afford our treatments. And as
hillions starved, hundreds who had everything learned to extend life, to stare death in the face and cheat
hmof his prey. So at last the hatred of the world turned againg us, and we were banished to space.

"But we dready knew that space was the only place we could go to if we truly wished to cheet the
find ad-versary. For on Earth there was too much that killed. Gravity kills as inexorably as any disease.
It taxes the body, it exads paymart framitsvidims Heretherewould be no accidents to our bodies that we could
not repair, here our environment could be controlled, everything softened, everything designed,
everything..."

His words drifted off for a moment.

"Weve cheated him," Joshua whispered, "weve cheated him. | can live yet another thousand years
and if need be, | can be saved."
"Saved?'

"Yes, many choose thet in the end. If something goes wrong that we cannot stop—forms of senility,
damage to memory, certain rare cancers tha we have yet to learn how to control—we smply save the
person. Heis placed in suspended animation—ahh, | think the word is hiber-nation.”



"Youve mastered that?'

"Yes, in the year that we fled from Earth, before the war, our researchers found the answers and
learned to synthesize the necessary hormones that would trigger that most ancient of protections.”

"Thet is fantagtic!" lan replied. "Richard has to hear about thid It could revolutionize space travel. It
could open up the entire universe!”

"Yes, | would have thought your people knew about this we shared the knowledge with another
colony as payment for ther leaving us done. This was just before we left Earth. | would have thought
they would have spread the informetion.”

"What colony was that?' lan asked casudly.

"I remember mesting with their leader, he was a stu-dent of mine. Funny—he was a reasonable sort of
man, but driven. | gave im a amdl supply of the hormone, and to my surprise, he honored his word and
left us. | had thought there for a moment that we would have died after dl.”

"Who was he?'
"His name was Smith."

lan wanted to push for more on that, but his thoughts were becoming disoriented, as if he had
suddenly been turned round and round. So what if Franklin Smith had been here? More than a
millennium had passed, and with it ajourney across trillions of miles. But he dill felt the haunting image of
the poet, floating—his words, a portent of warning.

"Would you like to see the rest?" Joshua whispered.

"Wha?' He was suddenly pulled back from his thoughts.

"Therest, my old friends, my fdlow travelers.”

"How many are like you?' lan asked. "How many were born before the Holocaust?!

"All of us™ Joshua replied. "The youngest woman to come aboard was dready long past childbearing
age. We are dl of the long before.”

Hoaing up out of his chair, he gently pushed off to-ward the doorway and beckoned for lan to
follow.

They passed out of the docking and reception areas and findly entered the main living area of the
sphere.

The amdl of antisgptic was overwheming, and with it that faint, unpleasant scent lan could not quite
place. There was a slence to the colony, asif they were in the redim of the dead.

Oocasord white-robed figureswould flcet by, and somewould nod a greeting to Joshua. lan soon noticed that
vay few o the ghodlike people dgdlayed whet he thought should be a naturd curiosity over a stranger. The
colony's inhabitants drifted by asif logt in a dream.

Joshua findly led the way out of the free-float envi-ronment, and, boarding an devator, they rode
down to the one-third-gravity leved at the base of the sphere.

Joshua walked with obvious discomfort and unstea-diness. This section was dmogt entirdy empty.
They dowly walked dong a white corridor that looked to lan to be typica of some early hospita ward.

"Whereis everyone?' lan asked. "l haven't seen any-one snce weve come down.”

"Il show you," Joshua replied as they came to a dou-ble door that opened dlently a therr approach.

lan fdt a sudden uneasy compulsion. He wanted to break away from this skeleta figure and run. Run
out of thehogatd withitsnighimeishfed of infimnity and desth.

He saw Richard, Ellen, and Shdley sanding on the other side of the door, the three of them obvioudy



sub-dued.

"Ahh, your friends" Joshua said softly. "Dr. Croce, | hope you've found our technology to be of some
interest.”

Richard nodded dowly but was dlent.

lan's eyes gradualy adjusted to the low leve of blue lighing, and he recalled with harror. The nightmere flasghed
back for a second and he wanted to scream.

They were ganding in along corridor that curved up ward and away, and he suddenly redized that
this hdlway completely circled the ship. And it was packed with bod- ies

They were suspended from the celing, each one wrapped in a see-through sarcophagus, each
sarcophagus was linked with severa tubes and monitors to a biosensor.

"Hereisour deep,” Joshua whispered, asif afraid that too loud a voice might awaken the deepers.

"When something firdly drikes us thet we canat aure we take the hormond injections that trigger our
hiber-nation. Thus we shdl ride out the millennium until at last the cures are found, until rgjuvenation itsdlf
can be re-created, until even we can be made young again.”

lan walked away from Joshua. And stared off aim-lesdy. The bodies hung around him on ether side.
All of them old, old and shriveled, yet dill divein their endiess deep journey. To each was afixed a data
card, and he quickly scanned some.

JOHN KEENE b. 5-3-1965 HIB. 7-11-2238. ALZHEIMERS, RECURRING MALIGNANCY .
ANDREW BARRY bh. 7-17-1964 HIB. 8-1-2718. INSAN-ITY.
WILLIAM WEBSTER b. 8-18-1945 HiB. 4-4-2110. IN-SANITY.

lan looked back a Joshua All of them born a hundred years before the Holocaust! In their minds
were locked the memories. And such memories—memories of a grand and heroic age tha he thought
was logt. How they must have fdt to have been part of the great epic. How they mugt have been
enthraled. But as he looked back at them he dso fdt a growing sense of uneasiness. And Joshua stood
quiet. Watching.

"How many like this?' lan asked.
"Asof yesterday's accounting, 28,455."
lan turned and started to walk down the corridor, cas-ualy glancing a each nameplate.

INSANITY
ALZHEIMERS
ATTEMPTED SUICIDE
SENILITY

INSANITY

"What is happening here?' lan whispered, asif to him-sdf.

"You know," Joshua said, coming up dongdde of lan, "there are only one thousand fifty of us
left—those that are dill awake. | find it strange somehow to think of it. We have turned oursdves into a



company of deepers. We have cheated death and will continue to cheat him across dl eternity, as we fly
through the night—forever running. But eternity itsdf is a trap. We have cheated it. But il it exacts its
price”

lanfound he.could nat look inp hiseyes Joduafloeted before him, that distant enigmatic smile ill on his face.

"Of dl the places | have vidted or shdl vist, thisisthe one | shdl come back to," lan said.

Joshua nodded.

"You have gazed a man-made eternity,” Joshua re-plied. "And lan Lacklin the historian only wishes to
vist so that he can look into the past.”

lan did not reply, for what Joshua said was true. If this was the potentid of living across the
millennium, then he would indeed prefer death. And in that thought lan Lack-lin started to discover
something else, as wdl. All hislife he had been a coward. In fact, a times he fdt rather proud of his
cowardliness and viewed it Imply as the proper reaction of any intdlectud. But he saw a deeper fear
haunting Joshua. A fear of death so dl-consuming that life in a mausoleum was thought by him to be
preferable. 1an fdt that he would never again fear death in quite the same way, having seen what the
extreme could kg

Joshua seemed bowed down, as if the weight of ages was oppressing him. And with that weight had
come the loss of dl vitdity, dl life—so that he was nothing but a husk, floaing through the mations of
living.

"Il be back, Joshua, and we can spend long days taking, taking of dl that you once saw.”

"All that | once saw," Joshua said asif echoing his words.

"I've loaded our ship's memory right to capacity with your records, thank you for hdping me with that.
| know Richard will be fascinated with your medica data, and | can't begin to tel you how your early
datalibrary will help my research. Thank you again.”

"Youre wecome" Joshua replied, his voice barely audible. He seemed to be dtaring off into the
distance, asif looking beyond to something lan knew he could not s=

"I might not be awake when you return, lan Lacklin, Just our talking for the lagt ten days has conjured
up SO many memories better Ieft undisturbed. And each mem-ory isa weight, a heavy chain dragging me
down into a swirling circle of despair that | cannot escape. | may not be awake then when you return,
and if not, come and vist me in the corridor of deep and say hdlo, lan Lacklin. Say hdlo to one who
shdl outlive you into eternity.”



CHAPTER 8

Loddrg a thedt vievsoren, he could dill sse Joshuas unit, a smdl sphere of light suspended in the cross-hairs
of the hign-magnification scanner. lan findly turned his gaze away from the screen and looked over to
Richard and amiled.

"Arewe garg to float out here foreva?' Rdad asked quietly, while offering a flask of gin. lan nodded his
ap-prova and the flask floated across to his outstretched hand. Jugt as he started to take a pull on the
straw, the doorway did open and Ellen drifted through the hatch into the storage compartment that al
knew was lan's se-cret hiding place.

"So much for my sanctum sanctorum,” lan muttered.
Blen settled down by his sde and extended her hand to the flask.

"Good gods'—Richard gasped—"is this a sgn that our beloved group psychologist is cracking up,
running amok, and dl that?"

"Shut up,” she muttered in reply.

"And o touchy! Truly thisis too much.”

"Look, Croce, | knew lan wasin here trying to decide, and | thought I'd join him."
"W, what do you think | should do?' lan asked.

"I fed the same way you do,” Ellen replied. "I'm torn. Our ship's memory banks are filled to capacity.
I've got enough formsfilled out to last me through hdf a dozen publications, and most of dl I'm just sick.
Espedidly after that one” She gestured toward the screen.

"But?' Richard interjected sarcadtically.
"Yegh, but," Bllen replied. "That's just it, lan, were dl being drawn by tha one big but. A bit of

mysery has been set, and I'd like to get a look a what this Dr. Franklin Smith set in motion. | must say
that the videos of him are quite compdlling.”

lan amiled weskly at her. They had watched the 1100-year-old tape made by Joshuas onboard
Security system. It was badly damaged but computer enhancement had restored many of the detals
Smith had been powerful— his charismatic energy rippling across the millennium. His ebony features had
caried a sense of greet intdlect paired with a ruthless drive for surviva. Yes, the romantic image from
the past had hdd lan inits svay as well.

"He's long dead,” lan replied. "And if the odds are correct, chances are dl his people are dead, as
wdl. Thar ship was an exile unit, and overcrowded far beyond its bearing capacity. True, he was a
charigmétic leader, one of the moving forces for the Great Outward Leap, but for his particular unit the
odds were near impossible. | think this Alpha/Omega isjust another unit.”

"But curiogity, the bane of any good higtorian, haunts you, doesn't it?" Ellen asked.

"All right, let's be logicd,” lan replied. "Frg off, our ship's memory is packed to capacity. We
wouldn't store another byte of data if we wanted to. We've been out over four months, and it will take
nearly that long to return.”

"If this crate holds up,” a voice said over the PA loud-spesker.



"Ahh, yeah, thanks for the encouraging reminder, Stasz." lan looked up at the forward viewscreen,
which was suddenly filled with the image of their grinning pilot, who had obvioudy been indulging with
Richard.

"I thought this little room was my private domain!” lan shouted. "Firg Richard, then Ellen, now you
ligening in. So where the hdl is Shelley?'

"Right here, 1an." And the doorway did open so tha she drifted in to join them. "I was ligening in on
the intercom. There's been an open channd out of your cub-byhole for months, but you never knew it."

Oh, great. Then they had heard his mutterings in pri-vate, when he thought he was hiding from the rest
of them. He suddenly redlized with a flush of embarrassment that Shelley and the rest must have heard
some of the com-ments he had mumbled of |ate concerning Shelley, as well.

He looked up at her and the moment of eye contact was enough. She blushed and he quickly turned
away, and the other three chuckled.

"Highly unethical, some of the things you've said to yoursdf," Ellen admonished.

"Let's get back to the subject,” lan interrupted, trying to regain control of the conversation. "As Stasz
reminds us on every sngle jump, there is a probability of disaster built into the Alpha-class spacecraft.
Weve been lucky. One more successful jump and we could be home.”

"Or one jump to Ddta Sag, which is only seven light-years away,” Shdley replied. "We could check
out the vidnity, and then head for home. It will only add a month and a hdf to the journey."

lan redized that they were merdly voicing the argu-ment that held wrestled with dl day. Joshua had
shaken him up. He had never expected something quite so chill-ing. But he was curious, as well. He had
never orbited another star. Not surprisng—hed hardly ever been off-campus. They would in fact be the
fird survey vessdl ever to orbit the Ddta Sag binary. And since a number of colony vessals had headed
inthis direction, there was the possihility that they might find something.

"Comeon, lan," Shdley sad softly. "Let's do it."
Blen gave him a nudge and offered the flask.
"But you're dmogt out of forms" lan said jokingly.

"Il improvise. Hell, lan, you've made my career on this journey. | never thought it possible that I'd
ever profit from knowing you."

"Say, lan, when she getsrich and famous, we should go to some conference and pass the word about
what C.C. means.”

Hlen turned with a roundhouse punch, and Richard jerked aside, just bardy missed losng his teeth.
As Rich-ard ducked, lan was able to observe the absurd effects created by trying to punch someone in
zero G.

It took Shelley severd minutes to subdue Ellen and pull her out of the room.
"Not nice, Richard," lan said admonishingly.
"But it was fun."

Knowing thet the intercom line was hot, lan didn't reply immediately. After thinking their Stuation over
for afew minutes, he said, "All right, Stasz, punch us up for Ddlta Sag. But thistime | think Il stay back
here with the flask and ride it out.”

And when the drive findly kicked inwith avison-blurring jolt, 1an could barely tdl if it was the gin or
distortion that caused him to black out.

When the detection darm kicked in, lan and Shelley were hunched over the display board examining



some of the records from Unit 287. For two weeks they had spent every waking moment checking out
the video recordings and the higtoricad data stored aboard the vessdl. lan was 4ill in a state near shock
over the library, where he had discovered thousands of works believed to have been log in the
Holocaust War.

The names of authors whose works were till now un-known scrolled across the catdog display, and
lan mut-tered with frustration when he tried to decide which to examinefird.

"Look a these," lan had cried. "The discovery of just one of these books would have been worthy of
note, and we've found thousands. It will revolutionize our under-standing of pre-Holocaust literature.”

Shdley hung over his shoulder and watched as the names and works flashed across the screen.
"Who was this Maller?' she asked.
"Someone obscure, 1've read that his works are noth-ing but worthless mutterings.”

"Thenif that's the case, with our memory filled to capacity, shouldnt we dump him? | mean, Richard,
Stasz, and Ellen are dl howling for memory space.”

"Y egh, maybe you're right,” lan replied, and he pushed the erase button to make room for something
of more vaue.

"What about this Akhmedov? | never heard of him ather.”

"Good heavens, girl, and you my grad-ass ahh, | mean assstant. | should have you go back and
reread your texts” And it was at that moment that the darm kicked in.

Stasz quickly hit the override and within minutes they had gathered forward to see wha was to come.

"No beacon functioning on this one" Stasz reported to the assembled crew, "but it's the biggest I've
ever seen. Her mass triggered the darm. She's only about five hundred A.U. off our main course,
heading for Delta Sag. Should we jump down and check it out?"

lan looked around and shrugged his shoulders. "What the hel?' he murmured. And turning, he went
back to the computer board &ft to ride out the velocity shifts and the gut-popping downshift to sublight.

"So that explains the mass" Stasz said. "Therée're two of them riding together.”

They were on find approach, and the confusng shape of what appeared to be a triple torus mated to
aBernd sphere had findly, at closer examination, resolved itsdf into two didtinct and different vessels.

"Shelley, can you get a clear design printout of this?' lan asked.

Shdley ran the radar imaging through the computer file, and after severd minutes of cross-matching
with their records, the probable design and ship's data findly came up on the screen.

"lan?'
IIY@I
"What the hdl is Albania?’

"Albania?' He floated over to Shelley's side and peered over her shoulder. He noticed that there was
afant but pleasant scent to her hair, and for a second his thoughts were diverted.

"What isit?' BEllen asked, and as he looked across at her lan redized that she had noticed his diverdon
and he fdt somewhat flustered.

Albania? Faint memories were stirred of old maps of southeastern Europe. He wasn't sure, but he had
arec-ollection that they were some crazy nationaist group out of the Balkans. A number of ethnic groups



hed founded coloniesin thet find decade before the Holocaust, as an attempt to preserve ther culture if
the war findly came. So this then mug be an ethnic preservation unit. He chuckled softly a the image of
the Albanians greeting him at the door wearing gawdy peasant garb and gyrating to bizarre folk music.

Thismight be amusing, lan thought lightly. They must be harmless.

"lan, I'm getting a printout on the second unit,” Shelley said. "It appears to be another ethnic group, it's
a Serbo-Croatian Nationalist Liberation Unit."

Serbo-Croatians? Hell, even he was sumped by that.

He looked across at Ellen. "Amaze me and tdl me that you know Serbo-Croatian, or whatever it is
they speak over there"

"I'd like to lie, but | never even heard of Serbo-Croatian.”

lan didn't answer. Hed let them think thet he knew dl about them. He took over the data board from
Shdley and accessed into their own library and into the library from 287 to find an answer.

After ahdf hour of slent sudy, he came to his con-clusions. "Stasz, how about firing up our drive and
getting us the hdl out of here”

"What do you mean?' Richard interjected. "Hdl, were only a thousand kilometers away and dosing.
Come on, lan, let's check these ethnic guys out—it might be inter-esting.”

"Look, I'm the higtorian and the project leader. Trust me. Those Albanians and Serbo-Croatians were
neighbors back on Earth. In fact, if you go over to that region today, youll dill find them glefully dicng
each other's throats when the sun goes down. They were doing it for a thou-sand years before the
Holocaust. Hell, those crazy bas-tards helped to trigger a world war. If ever there were two groups of
people who enjoyed daughtering each other, it would be those two. | bet that they searched through dl
the cosmos judt to find each other out here, so they could dress up in thar ethnic garb and go at it. So
let's just leave them aone with their friendly folk customs.”

"Comeon, lan, let'sgoinjud alittle closer.” Thistimeit was Stasz.
"Y ou're playing with fire"

"And here | thought you were turning heroic on us.

Now the old lan comes back out again," Shelley said jokingly.

"Okay, go ahead, you crazies. But if they can get aboard this ship, you better learn how to speak
Serbo or Alba-nian, or whatever it is, damn fag."

From less than a kilometer away they dowly circled the two units. The two colonies were docked to
each other by severd long tubes. Stasz halled the vessds on every possible frequency but received no
response. However, both ships gave clear indications that their reactors were functioning at ful power,
and from the exterior mirrors lan could see reflected images of the ingde indicating lights and movement.

It was the hdf-dozen auitless bodies floating between the two ships tha findly sobered lan's
companions. Suddenly a number of vessals emerged from the Serbo-Croatian ship, and then from the
Albanian. Both squad-rons started in their direction and lan's arguments findly took effect.

"I think we better get out of here" Stasz muttered as he punched up the sublight drive and started to
pull away from the colonies.

However, after severa minutesit soon became clear that ther pursuers were gaining on them.

"You see, | told you s0," lan sad dgectedly. "You guys wanted to check them out when | told you
not to, and now they're going to force usto attend whatever it isthey do to each other over there”

"Maybe they're not hogtile” Ellen said hopefully.



"Not hogtile? Did you see those bodies that had been deep-spaced? That didn't ook too dvilized to
I,T.e.ll

"They're dogngin at point twenty-three kilometers per minute” Stasz interrupted. "I'm pushing her to
the max now, but it will take me another haf hour to plot out our jump and go through purging and
adjusment.”

"Can't you speed it up?'

"You want to up our chance of disntegration from 1.4 to 20.2 percent?'

"Might not make a difference,” lan replied.

"Say, take alook at that!" Shdlley cried, pointing at the aft screen.

A flash had emerged from the lead Albanian pursuit vessd.

"Looks like a primitive rocket,” Stasz ydled. "If it'samed at us, were dead medt.”

The rocket accelerated and within seconds its course was obvious, as it closed on the lead ship in the
Serbo-Croatian pursuit squadron. In a noiseless flagh of light the Serbo-Croatian craft disntegrated. The
other vessdls sud-denly turned in their pursuit paths, accderating away & right angles from their origind
trgectories. Rotating on their axes, they started to fire back.

"Good old rivary saves our butts" Richard murmured. "Hate each other too much to let the other one
get the prize”

More vessels soon emerged from the two colony ships and a mgor battle was underway. In the
confuson the Discovery was soon forgotten, as each sde prevented the other from dosing in.

"Say, Stasz," Richard asked imploringly, "would you punch us out of here asgp?"

Stasz chuckled and recited again the odds of disnte-gration with the jump. But the routine somehow
did not have the same effect anymore.

"Albania" lan repeated, shaking his head, bumming a flask from Richard. He headed &t to hide out
when the shift hit.

lan sat donein the command bay as the others dept, and for a brief moment he was able to enjoy the
total solitude that being the only one awake could bring. After nearly five months of voyaging together,
each had learned the patterns of behavior that would generate the least amount of friction. lan found that
reverang his circadian cyde gave him the chance to quietly hide in his work when mogt of the others
were adeep. As the Discovery soared across the vastness of empty space, lan would spend hours in
Stasz's couch contemplating the Doppler-distorted images or prowling through the vast accumu-letion of
data stored in the ship's memory. And lan findly redlized that he was actudly happy. In spite of the fears
that dill haunted him, he was enjoying himsdlf, perhaps for the firs timein hislife

Firg of dl the vast and varied responghilities of Earth . were gone. All concern about rent, budgets,
department mesetings, and reviews by the Chancdlor had vanished. Ian actudly fdt hedthier, and he had
to confess that El-len's food, even when spiced with her occasiond vitridlic tirades, was far better than
his bachelor mongtrosities. There was something far deeper, as wdl. For thefirg time in hislife he fdt as
if he were doing something im-portant, not just dreaming about the lives of others long dead. The sense
of accomplishment was dmaost worth the bouts of terror that gill assailed him. He found that he was
actudly learning to manage the nagging salf-doubts when he had to make a decison that could be crucid
to hissurvivd, let done the survivd of others.

One sdf-generated disturbance, however, did give hm pause for concern. He was experiencing an
increesing number of fantasies about Shdlley. She had somehow changed. When they had departed, she
was dill the kid who was playing at being the grownup housekeeper and guardian for a beloved undle or



older neighbor. Ever since the burning he had received from the Governor's daugh-ter, lan had sworn off
femdesin generd and young ones in particular. As a college professor he mainly associated with kids
twenty years his junior, and he had learned long ago that they were a quick and easy way to a tribund
hearing on a mords charge.

But five months of close proximity was getting a little too much to ded with. He knew that Stasz had
absolutely no interest in Ellen's designs but was turning his atention toward Shelley, as wdl. But the few
grab passes offered by the pilot had dl resulted in cracked knuckles. So that possibility was out.

At times he thought Shelley was miking a direct pass a him, and then again there were times when
she seemed just a dightly gawky grad assistant who was trying to be helpful. But more and more of late,
he found himsdf contemplating the tight dacks that Shelley had taken to wearing, and the press of her
body againg his when they were hovered over the computer display...

"Mindif | join you?'
lan awoke from his reverie to find Bllen ganding in the doorway. "Ahh, sure. Thought you'd be
adeep.”

"Fdt like taking amidngt drdl." She dhudkled soily. Coming forward, she dipped into the Co seat next to
lan.

"You look rather pensve.”

"Oh, just watching the show pass by."

"It's rather frightening at times," Hllen said softly.

"How s0?'

"Come on, lan. In my book, you were the origind coward. | thought you would 4ill be queking at the
pros-pects of this voyage."

He didnt take offense at her statement. And rather than ducking it, he had a strange compulsion to
tak it out. "Frgt of dl, | did fed terror, cold stark terror, when | findly started to redize what this voyage
was. | can dmogt understand how medievd man was stunned and terrified by Copernicus. Before him
the world was amdll, safe, the center of God's will. After Copernicus eternity stretched out before us and
such athing was beyond our ahility to grasp, thus the blind terror of it all.

"When | redized just how far we would trave, just how far avay fram Eath we were gang, how far we were
traveing from that damn little campus, | was struck with fear. The thought of this frall, delicate body
hurtling a jump speed for trillions of miles was beyond my ahility to dedl with on a rationd basis. | tried
to soothe mysdf with the thought of the romance of it, but that's a bunch of shit. There isn't any romance,
there never is any ro-mance when you're out doing it. Maybe years later well talk about how romantic it
dl was. The romance of ad-venture exists only in the memory. Any good higtorian could tell you that."

"Sounding philosophical tonight.”

"Comes with soaring in space for too long. It gives you the chance, the time to separate yoursdf from
the mun-dane. | think | can understand the attraction the explorers of long ago fdt for the sea. Out there
the mundane cares of the rest of the world were logt in a never-ending change which was the ses, the
wind at your back..."

"But it's so cold,” Ellen whispered. "'l look out & thisimmendty and | fed so smdl, so done”

"Precisdly. And that is where you lose yoursdlf. I've imagined a times that this voyage could soar on
forever, across the endless sea”

"And | seeit merdy as amisson and then atrip home. Don't you want to go home, lan?!
"What for? To go back to faculty meetings and the monthly confrontations with Dr. Ellen Redding?'



"All right, 1an, you made your point. Y ou know, I've tried a times to andyze why we can't stand each
other. For that matter, why | can't stand most people,”

He was tempted to let fly with a sarcasm, but let it pass. Bllen was making an effort. Rare, to be sure,
but it was an effort.

He took a deep breath and made the plunge. "When | hear the name Ellen Redding | picture a florid,
freckled, five-foot-three, dightly overweight, middle-aging adoles-cent, who ill behaves at times like she
isthe ingenue of the high school st

He quickly held up his hand to ward off the explosion, but it didnt come. She just sat slently, and he
wasnt sureif the blush on her face was asgnd for afirebdl or for tears.

"And | think she resents it dl,” lan continued. "She wishes to be something ese. The classc beauty,
the truly talented artist, the person who lives in the same cirde as the Chancdlor or with the literati of
New Bogtem, and ingtead is stuck in a backwater town. So you lash out, Ellen. You lash out at this
overweight, balding, none-too-competent history professor. A mae of the species who can represent all
the males who never gave you an even break just because of your sex and lack of sexudity. And | guess
I'm saying this 'cause I'm a long way from home. I'm gill a coward undernegth it dl, and | want to bury
the hatchet.”

"lan, you never did learn tact. Y ou never did learn how to tdl the truth without cutting flesh.”
She turned away for amoment. "I think 1'd dmost miss cutting you up.”

"Therés dways Richard."

"That dob?"

"Sure hel's a dob—a frustrated dob who never had the right connections in a system that required it. A
dob who was allittle too sengtive when it came to practicing medicine, and hid it with a couple of drinks
too many. And anyhow, Ellen, you make him happy.”

"I make him happy! I'm not sure | heard that cor-rectly.”

"Sure, Ellen, think of it. Where would you and Richard be if you didn't have each other to insult? | haf
believe we enjoy our antagonisms as much as we do our loves. It gives us the energy to face wha
otherwise would be a very boring existence. Think of it this way, Ellen, you make Richard happy in a
deep persona way every time you insult im.”

She turned and looked at lan. She wasn't sure if his speech wasn't some sort of elaborate joke
planned by Richard and lan, or if she was experiencing a moment of truth between the two of them.

Then the darm kicked on and within seconds Stasz wandered deepy-eyed, into the cabin to check the
console printouts for navigation prompts.

As Hlen waked out of the cabin, lan would have sworn that she smiled at him.



CHAPTER 9

Colonial Unit 122

First Completion Date: 2063

Primary Function: Internationd Feminist Foundation. Organization founded by radica
feminigs in 1994 to "create a lifedyle totdly removed from a mae-dominaed
infradructure.”

Evacuation Date: According to Copernicus Base Record, July 19, 2083. Believed to
be one of the firg units to depart near-Earth space.

Overall Design: Single Torus 900 meters in diameter with central shaft 500 meters in
length.

Propulson: Standard Modification Design, strap-on matter/antimatter packs mounted to
nonrotational centra shaft.

Course: DdtaSag.

Political/Social Orientation: Anglo-American, Radical Feminis. Taught doctrine of
remova of the mde spe-cies. Thousands of sperm samples were taken and dl Y
chromosome sperm destroyed. The result was hil-lions of frozen X sperm, credting a
potential "pool” capable of providing enough fertilization capailities to last for severd
hundred generations.

"Hard Dock!" Stasz announced, turning to look back at the rest of the crew.
"Any reading yet on which unit thisis?' Richard asked.

"Therere no externd markings" Shelley replied. "The beacon is off, and dl | have to go on is the
design. There are thirteen single-torus models listed in our records.”

"Shdl we go?' lan said softly, as he eased out of his seat and drifted &ft to the docking port. "Who's
game for this one?'

"What the hdl?" Richard responded as he dipped out and followed Ellen.

As they suited up with businesdike cam. lan could remember the fear and anticipation of his firg
boarding, but that seemed like ages ago, asif he possessed the memories of someone dse.

"Were throwing the hatch,” lan sad as the manud arlock to the colonid unit dowly opened.
Indinctively he braced himsdf as the hatchcover parted. A quick flash of memory caused his pulse to
jump. But nathing was there except for the usud corridor leading to the second airlock.

They closed the doorway behind them, and in the soft glow of ther heedlamps lan pulled the manud
release for the inner airlock door.

"Haly shit!" Richard murmured. The words flowed out of him in reverent awe, as if he had suddenly
looked into a celedtid radiance.

The words were on lan's lips, as wel. A dngle woman stood before them, as if Eve had appeared
incarnate from the Garden, her body clothed as was Eve's before the fdl from grace.

"Damn me" Richard said, "wha the hdl do we have these things on for? She looks safe enough



without ‘'em.” And before lan could stop him, Richard unsnapped his hdmet and pulled it off. He moved
closer to the woman and smiled, hoping the dight odor of gin would not prove too offensve.

Her deep-blue eyes had a cold clearness that seemed to mask a longing desire, her curly blond hair
tumbled down past her shoulders to just barely cover the full swell of her breasts. She stood before him
naked and inviting.

"Ahh, my child, do you understand what I'm saying?'

She nodded and smiled.

"My nameis Dr. Croce. Ahh, wdl now, you see, being of the medicd professon my training requires
that | mugt inquire into your obvious state of excdlent hedth. Do you understand me?'

She nodded again.

"Good, my ahh... dear." He moved forward and touched her lightly on the shoulder. "Would you mind
if I perhaps examined you alittle more closdly?..."

"Richard, you pig!" Ellen pushed forward to stand be-tween the girl and the medico.

"Ahh, yes, I've heard of that word, 'pig.” The voice was cold and chilling. 1an turned and found himsdf
look-ing into a set of cold dark eyes. He stepped back as hdf a dozen women floated out from a Sde
corridor. They were dressed like their comrade, but the business ends of Sx antique pistols were enough
to convince him that he shouldn't ask questions about their choices in fashion.

"You see, sgers” the cold-voiced woman said, "it's as weve learned. His fird thought was that of
exploitation.”

"I can explain..." To those unfamiliar with him, Rich-ard's voice sounded solemn and professond, but
lan could detect the fear iniit.

"Ah, now the pig will explain. That's dways the case."
"You were right, Diana," the blond woman replied, "the trap was dmogt too smple”
"Say, lan, what the hdll is going on over there?"

"Secure the arlock againg entry, Stasz!" lan shouted, but before he coud sy anather word the cold-eyed
waren hdd asmdl box againg his neck. A numbing shock knocked him over. He was lill conscious, but

incgpable of moving.
"Thank you, sigter, I've been waiting for this liberation ever snce | was assgned to these men. Please
let me knock the other one down."

lan recognized the last speaker as Ellen! Well, of dl the gratitude, he thought sadly as two women
hauled him away. At least, he thought philosophicaly, I'm dill con-scious and capable of enjoying the
view.

"How long do you think it's been?' lan asked.

"Dont know—a day, maybe a day and a hdf," Richard replied wearily. "Ther time measurement is
radicdly dif-ferent from ours, so it's hard to tell.”

"I wish they'd give my clothes back.” Ian fdt ridicu-lous Stting naked in a bare cubicle dongside the
equaly overweight and equdly naked doctor.

Richard started to chuckle.
"Damnit, | don't see anything funny! What the hel are you laughing a?"

"I never thought the two of us would be paraded before ten thousand naked women and extolled as
examples of manhood. Think of it, 1an, ten thousand women seeing a man for the fird time, and it had to



be us. Imagine what fantases they'll have about us afterward.”

"Fantases my bare ass” lan grumbled as a key clicked in the door. It was time for another
examination sesson.

"Siders, our two specimens here are evidence of just how degenerate the mde of the species truly is.
Thank our grandsigters for liberating us from that." Diana pointed with contempt a lan and Richard.
Murmurs of agreement arose from the saveral hundred women gathered in the lecture hdl to attend what
Diana said would be an "in-teractive examination of the subspecies mde."

As Dianagazed a him in contempt, Richard tried a weak amile. lan scanned the audience and found
to his amazement that after severd days of seeing naked femde flesh in every form and shape, the initid
excitement was wearing thin. Oh, to be sure, an occasona woman caught his eye, but given his current
Stuation, tied and spread-eagled on an examindion table, he fdt it best not to let his gaze linger on any
particular atraction.

But he did notice Ellen and Shelley stting in the front row and made eye contact with both of them.
Teking a closer look a Ellen, he dmost started to laugh as she postioned her body in a desperate
attempt to cover dl areas of interest. But Shelley was another story. She sat back in what could only be
considered an attempt at dis-play and regarded him with a cool look of playful invitation. In desperation
he quickly looked away. Good lord, that woman was torturing him!

"Sders” Dianasad, interrupting his thoughts, "weve had our opportunity to examine these creatures
both physcaly and mentdly. Now, in yet another demonstra-tion of our liberated society, | think it is
only correct that we dlow them to show their own masculine wesknesses by giving them the opportunity
to question usin turn.

"Go ahead, ask us anything," Diana said with scorn, "anything at dl,”
lan and Richard were dlent.
"Areyou &rad, too?'

"Undergand | am a doctor,” Richard said, attempting to sound authoritative, "so this is only a question
out of my professond curiogty.”

"Go on, Doctor,” Diana hissed. "We dready saw a disolay of your professond interest in Sister
Carrie" She nodded toward the willowy blonde from their first en-counter.

"All right then. As | understand it, you are afeminig group that holds dl men in contempt.”
"Correct, and in fact the only logicd thing any norma woman would do."

"Second, in the thousand years since you've left Earth youve used only X-chromosome sperm to
create more women."

"Asis only proper, you see, Doctor. With our huge bank of edited sperm we've diminated the need
for men and for that—how shal | say?—function you once pro-vided."

"I see" Richard was trying to look professond, and lan dmost found himsdf laughing a the naked
doctor trying to stare down his disdainful audience.

"Then what do you do for, ah, recreation?'

"Do you mean sexud gratification, Doctor?"

"Yes | mean, fter dl, ladies, without any men around..." And his voice trailed off.
Angry mutterings could be heard in the crowd.

"Why doctor, I'll stisfy your disgugting prurient in-terest, which we redize dl men naturdly harbor.
Doctor, we smply find our necessary gratification in each other.”



"Good lord, I've died and gone to heaven,” Richard muttered.
"Wha was that?'
"Nothing, nothing at dl.

"Now, I'm a hedthy man, not past my prime" Richard said in reply. "Don't you think some of you
ladies—say you, Carrie, or even you, Diana—aren't you curious just to see what it might be like with a
man?'

The audience chamber exploded in outraged shouts of disgust. A torrent of abuse showered down on
the two, so that for some minutes lan feared that they were about to be lynched by a thoroughly incensed
mob.

"Keep your damn mouth shut,” lan hissed, "or so hep me..."
"So hdp you, what?'
"I don't know, but so help me something.”

Suddenly Ellen was up and pointing a Richard. "That's what I've had to put up with," she shouted.
"It's dill that way back on Earth! Thank you, oh, thank you for saving me" She started to cry, and Carrie
hurried to embrace he.

"Traitor!" Richard shouted. ™Y ou didn't act exploited when you were trying to get into Stasz's pants.”

Outraged howls roared over the crowd as, sobhbing hys-tericadly, Bllen was escorted from the room by
Carrie.

"Jugt shut up, Richard,” lan begged, "otherwise I'll strangle you the firgt chance | get.”

"See, ddters, see the naturd aggressiveness coming out, even between two so-caled friends™
The two prisonersfdl slent, and eventudly the out-raged women camed down.

"You, Lacklin," Diana asked, "do you have any ques-tions?"

In spite of his sense of absurdity, lan couldn't help but approach the Stuetion as an historian. He fdt
that he might even have been participating in a higtoricd firs— the firg inaview by a hidaian in degp goace
whieneked in front of three hundred naked women.

"Jugt aminor question first. Why no clothes?'

"Why not?' Diana replied. "Clothing was exploitive and designed by men to endave us. Here we are
ggers, and free of such things. And besides, the dimate is com-pletely controlled.”

"Do you understand your higoricd roots?"

"Oh, quite well. Our memory systems have survived intact, and our leaders, who firs created our
society a thousand years ago, live yet in those memories. Through their inspired guidance we re-learn
daly of our angsters exploitation by your gender. Each generation that is born here learns it as wdl from
our teaching library."

That would explain their dmost perfectly preserved twenty-firs-century pre-Holocaust speech, Ian
suddenly redized. The vocabulary and pronunciation would be learned from an unchanging source,
thereby guiding the language and arredting it a a particular point. A philologist would be fascinated with
thar society—it's aliving ex-ample of alanguage long dtered on Earth.

It was fascinating, as wdl, since the founding philos-ophy had survived, unlike the Friends of the Light
who had quickly evolved into something beyond the wildest imaginings of their founders.

"So you atifiadly inseminate out of your frozen bank and then train your children through the library.”

"Not atifigdly" came a voice from the audience. "Oursis the natura way; yours the abomination.”



"Have you ever tried it?" Richard shouted back. "It's not so bad.”

"God damn it, Richard," lan shouted before the uproar swept over them, "are you trying to get us
killed?'

"Wed prefer if you didn't take Her name in vain," Diana said coldly. "And as for getting killed, you
might not be too far off the mark."

Richard looked at Dianawith a weak amile "May | ask one or two other questions?'
Diana nodded an affirmetive.

"How do you adminigter your sysem?" lan said before Richard could ask another question.
"We have a system of support groups.”

"I'm sorry, I'm not familiar with that term. What is a support group?'

Severd of the women laughed.

"We are dl organized into groups of ten ssters who provide support and encouragement to each
other. From each such group oneis sdlected who, with nine others selected by their groups, participates
inthe next level of adminidration. So the structure progresses up to the Sister Eldest, the position | now
hold."

"It sounds like alogicd management system,” lan re-plied, trying to amilein a friendly fashion.

"Weatch it, agers” Diana sad sarcadticdly, "he's ap-pearing to support us, but we dl know that
undernegth he dill wishes to exploit.”

"Okay." He hesitated for a second, unsure if "okay" sgnded agreement or expression of anger. They
didn't show any stronger hodility so he assumed his colloqui-dism had been correct.

He tried for another. "'l can relate to that and to your Sruggle”
"Dont patronize ud" severa dozen shouted.

He wasn't sure of that term either, but the tone of the response was enough. "Let me make this a more
persona question then. It's obvious you don't like us, | can accept that. So why not return our clothes
and Richard and | will be on our way. And if our two ssters desire, they can head out, as well. |Is that
okay?"'

Diands eyes narrowed suspicioudy. "Why? So you canrun back to your mdedomingted warld and gvethem
the word as to where we are?'

Diana turned away from lan and faced the audience. "Sigter Ellen has dready told me that you can
make a voyage of athousand yearsin just a maiter of months. No thank you. We don't want you running
home and then bringing back your contemptible breed to gawk and ex-ploit. We know a pig named
Stasz ishiding in your ship. Sisters, once we figure out the way, well break into the pigs ship and take it
for ourselves”

The women cheered while lan looked a Richard and grimaced. The women were serious, and there
would be no turning on the charm and talking therr way out. lan looked gopedingy a Seley, hopng thet de
waud ek out. She looked him draight in the eye then brushed her hair back off her amdl rounded
breasts, so that he could see them more clearly. She favored him with atiny smirk.

"So, what are you going to do with us?'
Dianasmiled at his question.

"The Primary Council support group has debated that question and weve come up with a proper
answer.

"Our frozen sperm is a thousand years old, and in-creasing numbers of samples are flawved after the



extended deep freeze. Siger Ellen has assured me that your medica backgrounds are adequate, even if
your physicd appear-ance is substandard.

"Therefore," Diana continued, "we propose to use you to resupply our bank."

"Suppose we won't cooperate,” lan snapped back, his dignity insulted by the mere thought of what
she was suggedting.

"Weve thought of that, as wdl. We understand that you men find the watching of the sexud act

between women to be particularly exciting. Perhaps after severd such voyeurigic experiences youll be
willing to, how shdl | say, give us a hand.”

"Oh, God, I've died and gone to heaven," Richard moaned.

The doorway dipped open and Shelley sgnded them to be dlent. lan had hdf suspected it dl dong,
but know-ing it was true caused him to kiss her with rdlief.

"Let's go," Shelley whispered. lan nudged Richard awake. Richard looked a him bleary-eyed and
groaned. He had been taken out hours before for a"sesson,” or at leadt that's what Diana had said, and
mugt have been returned when lan was dready adeep.

lan pointed to the door where Ellen and Shelley stood.

"Isthisan escape?’ Richard asked. "W, if so, count me out, youll never makeit."

"Come on, asshole,” Ellen commanded, "were going.”

"Leave without me, this setup isn't so bad. At least let me offer a couple more samples fir."

Hlen dipped into the room and pulled out a sun prod like the one Diana used. "If you don't get your
ass up and moving,” Bllen hissed, "I'm going to put it on your butt and jolt your backside clear across this
room. Now move"

"All right, damn it." Richard cursed wearily and got to his feet. Hlen fdl in behind him and Shelley led
the way. Twice they encountered a "sder,” and in both cases Sheley managed to drop them with a
sunner. And in both cases Richard had to be dragged away from his at-tempt to "make sure there was
no lasting damage.”

Fndly they reached the airlock entry and a brief scuf-fle ensued as they fought their way past hdf a
dozen guards then findly managed to secure themsdlves indde the airlock.

"Now let's hope Stasz didn't decide to abandon us here,” lan said.

"Not to worry," Hlen replied. "I managed to lift the radio out of my suit and | stayed in touch with
him." She pulled the unit out of the pouch hanging from her shoulder, which was the only ditch of dothing
ghe had on.

"Werein the airlock, Stasz."
"How the hdl do | know it's you?" The fear in his voice was obvious.

"Ligen, you drunken idiot," Richard replied, "I know you've dready snatched two of my bottles and
hidden them under your bunk since we left Earth. God knows how many more you've taken while 1've
been away. In fact, that's the only damn reason I've come back—"

The airlock hatch opened.

"Blagt my eyes with a nova," Stasz muttered as Hllen and Shelley drifted past. Shelley even stopped
for amo-ment, leaned up and kissed Stasz on the cheek, then pushed off and floated away to the man
cabin—the three men looking after her.

"What happened?' Stasz asked, as he looked mock-ingly a his two now dightly self-conscious



companions.
"Paradise," Richard replied.

"Docking unlatched,” Shelley said, her eyes on the main ingrument board. She was back in a light
coverdl, and lan found himsdf looking at her and imagining what he had seen earlier.

There was afant tug of gravity as the maneuvering thrusters turned them out and away from the torus.
"My compliments, Ellen,”" lan said softly.

She looked back at him and amiled. "It was Shelley, as wdl. She had come across a description of the
unitin the library banks some weeks back. She pointed it out to meand we bath hed a good laugh wondaing
whetitwould be like if we ever came across them. The moment | saw Carrie | knew what we had hit into,
and redlized thet | had to play dong and wait for a chance to escape.”

"Jugt how far did you play dong?' Stasz asked leeringly. "Y eah, the doc told me about what them girls
did to each other back there."

Blenfdl srangely slent.

"You seemed to enjoy yoursdf," Richard said, direct-ing his comment to Shelley. "I swear you loved
every minute of teasing poor old lan and me"

She amiled knowingly and without comment looked back to the board.
"Did they torture you a dl?' Stasz asked, dready imagining dl sorts of exquisite possibilities.
"Ahh, what torture," Richard said softly.

"Jug think about this for torture” Ellen said suddenly, with a mdicious gleam in her eye. "l was
thinking of letting it ride for another couple of days, but then | found out what they had planned for you
two so | took the extra risk and tried the breakout a once. It seems they found the old way of taking
sperm samples to be rather repug-nant. So, my dear doctor, ther medicd people came up with a
suggedtion that Diana approved of right after they had their first specimen-gathering sesson for you.”

"Oh | canjuimegrewhd ddighisthey hed panned,” Richard said smoothly, "though to beat that first session
would have been darn near impossble. 1an, my old com-rade, you should have been there to see it.

Why, it was a true ddight. You redly missed something while you were adeep. And then these damn
women here came and dragged us away before you had a chance.”

lan gave the two girlsalook of reproach.
"You could have let me have one sesson,” lan replied, "before liberaing us”

"Maybe we should have, you ungrateful dug," Ellen responded, her face aglow with a maevolent
amile, "but my dear Sster Shelley taked me out of walting. You see, my fine chauvinidic friends, the
medicd team suggested to Diana that a Smple operation could cut off the part of your body that they
needed; it could have been rigged to a bio support unit to produce dl the sperm they'd ever need. They
just did that little show for you to get a sample, so they could check out if you were vidble and worth the
effort.

"If the operation had worked, they planned the same for you, my dear l1an."
Not another word was said as the three men went &t to drink.



CHAPTER 10

Colonial Unit 13

First Completion Date: 2023

Primary Function: Cosmos Society. Organizetion of pro-space activids. One of the
fird units to demonstrate the feeshility of the O'Neill Cylinder design.

Overall Design: Sngle cylinder, 1400 meters by 350 me-ters.

Propulsion: Matter/Antimatter.

Course: SETI Anomay One. Galactic Core.

Political/Social Orientation: Multinationd Japanese, Russan, English. Cited by
Beaulieu as "a colonid unit of exceptiond promise, showing the posshilities of
international harmony through peaceful coopera-tion in space.” With the coming of the
Holocaudt the dtizens of 13 voted to evacuate rather than be turned againg each other
by their less-civilized ancestors below.

"Jesus, what the hell isthid"

The jump-down from light speed was complete, but lan was ignoring Stasz's shouted questions
because he was dill nauseated from the trangtion.

"Get on the board, lan."

Convinced for the moment that dinner wasn't going to come rushing back up, lan pushed forward to
hover be-hind Stasz's shoulder.

"I'm getting a lot of debris" Shdley cdled from the Co's postion. "I've locked onto a beacon two
thousand klicks ahead, declination five degrees off. But there are no sgnificant mass readings.”

"lan, look at thid" Shelley dided the CRT up to a higher magnification.
A human body was a screen-center dowly tumbling through space.
"I'm picking up more, lan, dozens of them. Do you want to look?'

He shook his head and turned away.

Within minutes Stasz was maneuvering the Discovery through a nightmarish jumble of debris—the
twiged rem-nants of what had once been a vessd of severd hundred thousand tons. On a number of
occasions hard maneu-vering was required to avoid torn hunks of metd and, in one case, a mummified
fragment that had once been hu-man.

"Asnear as| can edimate" Stasz reported, "athin cloud of debris istraveing outward from Delta Sag
a avdodity of just over 230 miles per second.”

Dedta Sag was draight ahead of them and outshining dl the other stars in the heavens. Another half
hour's run would have jumped them within twenty A.U. of the star. But the sgnd beacon had caused
them to stop and jump down into a floating funerd.

lan scanned the trgjectory backplot and passed it over to Stasz.



Stasz punched in the data and within seconds had a response. "Approximaidy fifty-two years, Sx
months outward bound from Delta Sag," Stasz reported, "assuning congtant velocity.”

"I have the beacon source on visud," Shdley an-nounced.

Thefive of them huddled around the primary screen as the image came up. It was a nondescript hulk
of in-terstdlar flotsam dowly tumbling end over end.

"Approximatey a hundred meters long by fifty wide" Stasz reported. "It 1ooks like the reactor core.
Its ill hot, I'm picking up some trace readings.”

Even as Stasz spoke, the Discovery lurched dightly as it weaved past a large fragment that its shields
could not vaporize. Stasz guided the vessdl back onto an intercept course and before the hour was over
he was fine-tuning the find approach that would bring them up dongside the reactor unit.

"Thisisawaste, lan," Ellen said, "whatever colony unit this was, it's been blasted beyond recognition.”

The athas mumured ther agreamat. They were flying formation with a drifting junk-yard—torn metd,
shredded shidding, shards of glass, and mummified bodies.

"I ned to find out more” lan replied addy. "We darted out aimless, but with each step farther out, the path
seemed to point usinto this direction, and to that star.” He pointed at Delta. "Now, damn it, we're only a
fraction of alight-year out from it and we find this. I've got to know why. Was this an accident or was it
something e s?"

"You mean Smith's colony?' Richard asked.

"lant it obvious?'

"By my hary butt,” Stasz shouted. "There's someone aboard that hulk!™
They crowded forward to see where he was pointing.

"There, in that window, | saw a light flashing. Look, it will rall into view again in another couple of
seconds. There, thereitid"

Asthe window came into view, a strobe flashed once, then again and againin rapid succession, and in
the flash-ing light 1an thought he saw a figure waving.

After hdf a dozen passes they were convinced thet there was somebody divein there. But how to get
a him?

Twelve hours later they were ill debating the ques-tion.
"Look," Stasz repeated yet again, asif they were ig-norant children. "Firdt, there's no docking port.”
"But there does seem to be an airlock.”

"Were not sure its functiond,” Stasz replied. "Second, ther€'s only one person in here who's had
experience with an EVA propulson device, and that's me. And if you think 1'm going out into that floating
junkyard, you're crazy. Remember, comrades, if | buy it, who the hdll is going to fly you back home?'

None of them liked to be reminded of that. Stasz was dl they had, and as such, he was treated with
specid care when it came to dockings and explorations.

"So, who wants to go?' Shdlley asked again, and dl were slent.

"We could dways tie a tether line to someone, he could push out, and if he runs into a problem we
could red him back in."

"Wdl, sger,” Richard sad reproachfully, "what do you mean 'him? | thought after that dose of
liberation at our lagt vist, you would be more than eager to prove yoursdf yet again.”



"Jug remember, buster, it was | who saved you from an operation that might have improved your
persondity.”

"And you never did tdl us, sgter Ellen, just how ssterly you and Carrie got. My, my, | would have
loved to have seen that show.”

"You rotten son of a bitch!" Hlen stood up with such vigor that she tumbled from her seat and
catapulted clear into the forward cabin.

Her dhrieksfilled the ar and it was some seconds before the rest of them redized that the shrieks were
not screams of rage but of terror.

They pushed forward and lan fdt his heart skip over into a near pdpitation as he looked toward the
forward window. A mummified face was looking in the window from the outsde. But this mummy was
grinning and its eyes were ralling. It brought up a space-suited hand and waved.

"Guess that settles the question of whether we go to the neighbors or the neighbors come here”
Richard said. "'l better get a bottle, it looks like he needs a drink.”

"Crack one for me, aswel," Hllen said hoarsdy. "I need it."

"Hijeh they called meHijeh Gump" He gpoke domy, each word formed diginctly and with effort, as if every
gyllable was a physicd form that had to be worked over before expelled.

With quiet ceremony Richard drifted forward and of-fered a drink container, but fird he shook it
lightly. The tinkle of ice could be heard.

"Richard, should you?' Ellen asked.

Hijah looked a him, aglint of suspicion in his eyes.
"Are you from Sagit?"

"Sagit?" lan asked.

"He must mean Delta Sagittarius,” Shdlley interjected, and pointed back to the front of the ship where
the one star now dominated the sky before them.

"Yes, Ddta Sagittarius” He sumbled over Sagittarius but they knew what he had said. "Curious
name, what does it mean? We never did know."

lan wrestled with so many questions. He had dmost legped upon Elijah the moment he had cleared
the airlock, so eager was he to find out why. Why? There were so many whys, but he had to be patient.
Hlijah was not the typicd imege of what one expected to come floating in for a friendly vist.

Frg off, his suit was downright dangerous. It was of an ancient pattern, last seen in Earth environment
a mil-lennium ago. Patched and repatched in a crazy-quilt pat-tern that looked like the efforts of a
halluanating seamsiress. He was clothed in a set of coverdls that had been worked on in the same way,
worn and threadbare from a thousand deanings, matching the appearance of the man who wore them.

Hlijah was lean, gaunt, and stretched out thin, his fin-gers long and sensitive, his high forehead fringed
with athin wisp of snow-white hair that matched the long flowing beard framing his face. Eagerly his eyes
darted from one to the other of them, drinking in the sight of them; yet hislook was adso one of suspicion
and fear.

"I haven't spoken to anyone in, how long isit?..." He lapsed into slence again, then noticed the drink
dill being offered by Richard.

Tentatively he took the container in his hand and brought the straw to hislips.
Tears came to his eyes.



"Blessyou,” he whispered. "I remember now, it's... it's caled dcohal.”
"Gin, my man," Richard replied chearfully, "and the best to be had in this part of the cosmos.”

"You were saying that you hadn't spoken to anyone,” lan interjected, fearful that Richard would start
inon a comparative study of adcohol that would drag their guest into a numbing oblivion. "How long has it
been?'

Hlijah nodded his head dowly, took another Sp and savored it.

"I remember a name for it, we cdled it godt. | had a chronometer aboard, back there" He gestured
vagudy back toward the airlock. "It broke after measuring fifty-one godt.”

"That's Old Russian for years" lan whispered in quiet amazemernt.

Hijeh took another Sp and amiled gravely at them. "'l have survived upon that hulk alone. The other
survivors died within the firg year, and | was left done. Alone after the destruction. It's been at leadt fifty
years," he whis-pered, "snce | have talked to another man." Hlijeh started to laugh.

"Alone, done, dl, dl done,
Alone on awide, wide sed
And never asaint took pity on

My soul in agony.”

lan sat enrapt, but it was Shdlley who interrupted.

"I've heard afragment of that."

"Coleridge, The Ancient Mariner "

"Weve only a fragment,” she continued. "The rest is believed log."

"I know it dl, right in here" Elijah said, pointing to his head. His voice rose up with a deep sonorous
tone that echoed through the ship.

"l closed my lids, and kept them close,
And the balls like pulses best;
For the sky and the sea, and the sea, and the sky

Lay like aload on my weary eye,
And the dead were at my feet."

He stopped and looked at them.

"I'm sorry, | was aone, you see. Never a voice to respond, never a soul to lisen as | shouted my
words to the universe”

lan could hardly respond, stunned by the magnitude of what he was observing. Ffty years done, lost
inthe endless reaches of the universe! "What happened?' he asked tentatively.

Hijah took another sp and there was awild glint in hiseye.

"'For | done have lived to tdl thee thistalel" "

What?"

"You don't redize, my friends, that I've waited two score and ten years to utter those Smple words,



for | done have lived to tdl thee this tale can't you see? Can't you see what this means?' His voice
broke and he started to sob.

lan looked across at Richard and the others.

"Not now, lan, don't push him yet. It can wait," Rich-ard said oftly. "It can wait, let hm have his
drink."

Richard gently took Elijah by the arm and led him astern.

"A nation, no, a race," he shouted, "and down from across the millennium | am dl that is left of my
world, for | am Lazarus returned from the redim of the dead to tdl thee dlI!"

"I was working in the backup reactor housng when they hit us™ lan turned with a start of fear. It was
his watch, and as the others dept he had settled back to watch Elijah's dowly tumbling relm and the
sharp, cold light of Delta Sag. He had never heard Elijah's quiet approach.

lan beckoned for Elijah to join imin the Co's chair. He was no longer wearing the bizarrdly patched
coverdls, and he was freshly shaved and washed. Hlijah looked at lan and smiled softly. lan was
shocked to notice that most of his teeth were missng.

Hlijah looked out the starboard window and stared at the dowly turning reactor unit.

"That was my entire world, nay, my entire universe. Main corridor eighty-three meters, fifty-two point
one centimeters from man bulkhead to bulkhead. Shdl | tdl you how many tiles were set in the floor?
How many were cracked and what each crack looked like? How about screws securing each air vent? |
spent eternity floating, nameless, voicdess, eerndly aone. Ah, such will be my eternity in Hell for having
endlesdy cursed the name of God in my madness."

Hijeh looked back to lan and amiled again. "I'm not mad, lan Lacklin, not mad at dl. Perhaps | am
saner than any man dive, for | have learned the power of wating, but 1 shdl not make you wait. Fird |
will tdl you dl, then you can tdl me what | desire. Will you tdl me of the paradise of my grandsires,
where you walk upon the ausded your warld and dl isgrean and due skies above? Buit firdt | will tell you.”

lan nodded and gmiled encouragingy. He wes heff drad thet Elijah was tottering on the edge of a complete
break-down, and when that came, his message would be lost forever.

"As| was saying, | was working on the backup reactor when they came.”
"Who?'

"Ah, yes. From Ddta Sagit, the followers of the Fa-ther."

"The Father?'

"Ah, yes, forgive me. You don't know. My world... | believe you cdl them colonies, had at last made
un Fl. | was, let's see, Sixteen that year, and aready proven on the reactors and bio support.”

lan looked at himin amazement. Sun Fal he caled it. A journey of a thousand years and at last they
make Sun Fdl. What it must have been like, arriving in a new ream.

"I can remember it. Our world was indeed desperate when we arrived. Across the millennium of the
voyage some systems had falled, others had gradudly been de-pleted, and we needed what our science
people cdled a gas giat with hard-surfaced satelites, so that necessary resources could be mined.
Coming in on Ddta Sagit dso gave us a new energy source, which we had adready been exploiting
through the use of parabolic mirrors.

"There are five gas giants around Ddta Sagit and we went into, how do you ssy—" He waved his
hands vagudly in a circular maotion.

"Orbit?" lan prompted.



"Yes, orhit, that's the word, around the second farthest from the sun. Even as we arrived, they were
waiting for us”

"Whao? Was the Father's name Franklin Smith?' 1an ventured.
Hijah looked at him with incredulous eyes. "How did you know?!
"Weve been falowing his path snce the beginning.”

"They said he was a great prophet,” Elijah said, "who spoke of the Satan that had driven them into the
Hegira

"Our beacon was on as We approached. For five years before orbit we had intercepted some of ther
broadcasts, and they were aware of us, aswel."

"Who are they?' lan asked.
"They are followers of the Father," Elijah repeated in a vague Sngsong manner.
"You sy they met you?'

"Remember, lan Lacklin, | was not even of one score years. We of my age and station had no word
of our leader's decisions, you see, our society was ruled by a philosophos.”

"l don't recognize thet..."

"From Plato, at least that's what | remember. | only saw the Father's delegation once, when they firgt
docked with us. They were tdl men and women, proud in ther bearing, with dark faces and eyes that
bespoke some inner vison. At leadt, that ishow | remember, but you know the tricks that memory plays
with an old men."

lan nodded, trying to envison the encounter between two dien cultures separated by a thousand years
from the common cradle of thair birth.

"Our philosophos then told us that we were leaving. He said that they desired of us what we would not
gve and told us to do what we would refuse. Therefore, we would leave. We had but one month to
stock up enough raw materid for the replicator machines, and then we left.”

"You had replicator machines?' lan asked.
"Yes, areplicator. We dways had them, don't you?"

lan shook his head. "According to Beaulieu, they were only legend, machines tha could be
programmed to make whatever was desired, as long as enough raw materia was fed in from the other
end. Before the Holocaust some ninth-generation devices were used to mass-produce dements for the
colonid development, but true replicators, capable of producing just about anything, induding modds of
themsdlves, were only in the developmental stage when the war came. At least, so Beaulieu thought.”

"Ah, 0 | see" Hlijah sad pityingly.

"What was it they wanted?'

"I don't know."

"You don't know?"

"Have you ever been sixteen and in love? Her name was Rachel..."

lan nodded and understood. In the redity of sixteen-year-olds, there were some things even more
important than the degtiny of worlds.

"So we left. For sx months we accelerated up and away, usng the hydrogen mined from the gas
giants dong with matter/antimatter drives. And then there came the day.”

His voice broke and he looked out the window at the ship.



"You know, she's over there dill," Elijah said softly.
"Who?'

"My beloved Rachd. You redize | couldn't send her out with the rest. | found her a year or so after
the dark day." He stopped for a minute, as if trying to control himsdf, and then pushed on. "I found her
floating in the wreckage and brought her back. A room inmy area had been ripped open to space. | tied
my love in there with a cable, so she wouldn't float away. You know, | went to vigt her every day and
looked through the window &t her. | said good-bye to her before coming. | asked her if she wanted to
come with me but she said no, she wanted to stay with our world, forever sixteen. | said good-bye to her
and she said good-bye to me and said she would miss me...

"My love she deeps,

And may her deep,

Asitislaging so be deep,

Soft may the worms about her creep.”

Hisvoice started to rise and crackle like old parchment being mishandled.

"It'sdl right, old boy." lan turned with a start, and there was Richard amiling at the two of them, drink
inhand. lan Sghed with reief.

"She understands, my good man, she understands” Richard said soothingly. "Here, have a little
bracer.” And he offered a chilled drink container.

Hijah snatched the container and took along, deep pull.

"You were tdking about the day," lan asked softly. Richard gave hm a look of reproach, but he
decided to push ahead anyhow.

"I was working on the reactor, changing a fud rod. Routine sort of thing. Suddenly it was as if my
world had dammed into a solid rock. | thought we had taken a— what's the word?”

"Meteor... aseroid?"

"Yes agteroid hit. | had heard of such things We had a callison drill once a year. In fact, it was such
aritud that it was afedivd day, The last one was the firg time Rachd and |..." Elijah suddenly looked at
them with cold clear eyes. "But that is gone forever.”

His voice now took on a clipped urgency, as if he were making some officid report that had waited
hdf a century to be given.

"Thefirg savo hit the torus in sections one through twenty. | went to the primary observation port and
saw entire sections going up, exploding outward in flashes of light, tumbling debris, and shattered bodies.
| saw it, | saw it! My God, that was my family, my mother and father! Damn you, damn you bastards
forever!”

Richard placed a hand on his shoulder and Hlijah looked a him with a haunted expression.
"Maybe you shouldn't," Richard said.

Hijah gave him a wesk smile. "You know, | never saw them—I mean, who it was that did it. | saw the
flash of the beams, but nothing else. | knew a once that somehow the followers of the Father had caught
up with us. The beam weapons dashed out, again and again, with such neat surgicd precision, didng out
section after section. The imbalance of the cylinder now started its own actions, ripping it apart from the
centrd corethet | wasin.

"We screamed in impotent rage as the beam findly caught us out and dashed the core wide open.



"The section that | was in separated, cut from the main. 'Subreactor one and agro research and
development sec-tion one, reporting in. Is there anyone there, is there anyone there?"

He looked again at the hulk then turned back to them.

"Ten of uswith air. We had thrown enough emergency locks to sedl the section off. Six of them were
bedly in-jured, mostly from a radiation il in the containment area.

"We fought for weeks. Patching leaks, sabilizing the research lab, and creating an environmenta
support sys-tem. We aone had survived. We found a couple of suits and rigged up an airlock, and thus
sarted my scavenging operations. | would crawl through the corridors, pushing past the bodies. You
know, a body can make excdlent fertilizer. Oh, youll do it if there's need enough. You know, you can
do something dse, as wdl. They're frozen dry, dl you have to do is add a litile water and the meat's
amog as tagty as fresh," Hlijah whispered.

lan was unable to respond.

"The others couldn't stand it. | watched them go, one by one. They'd crawl into the airlock, some of
them crying, others praying. One was laughing. They'd pop the door and take the leap. The Big Leap,
that's what we cdled it. I'd watch them druggle out there, and later I'd go out after 'em. After all,
they were fresh..."

lan was stunned.

"There was nothing ese you could have done" Rich-ard said, his voice soft and soothing. "There was
nothing else for you, it was necessary in order to survive

Hijah looked a him and smiled. "Conservation, re-cycling, tha was the world, the world of my
forefathers. So | lived, | salvaged and lived, forever done, in aworld of floating death. Anyhow, it tasted
quite good. Still does, you know."

He amiled a Richard. "If you want, I'll go out and get you one. I've got a whole stockpile of legs. Only
the best for my friends”

"No, that's quite dl right, quite dl right, my friend,” Richard replied, making a supreme effort not to
show his emotions. lan floated in the corner and tried not to gag.

"Rachd and |..." Hlijah continued. "My poor, dear Rachel who floated in an arless room. And the one
book, treasured in the museum. A book from before the Great Salling. | found it floating in the wreckage.
Literature of the English-Speaking People. Oh, | know it by heart, | do. | know it dl by heart, for |
read it to Rachd every day, and | shouted it to the heavens my entire life as | floated with my dinner in
that corridor—eighty-two me-ters, fifty-two point one centimeters.”

He looked over at the hulk again.

"'Let usfly these troubled waters, Ahab, let us come hard about." "

He turned back to them with imploring eyes.

"'For | done have lived to tdl thee thistale.' Please, for God sake, take me away from here.”
Hijeh looked at 1an dyly and reached into his pocket.

"In payment lan, in payment I'll give you this and yet another legend to pursue. But it's our secret.”
And s0 saying, he gave a paranoid look at Richard. "Only one, theré's only one and | can't share.”

lan hesitated for a moment, fearful of some horror, but Richard came up to lan's Sde and whispered.

"It's dl right, it means he trusts you, if it's a piece of meet just pocket it, thank him, and leave. It's a
bonding gift."

Richard amiled at l1an, nodded at Elijah, and floated out of the room, leaving the two of them aone.
lan smiled uncomfortably at Elijah and cleared his throat. If thisis a piece of meat, lan thought, Il get



sck, | know it, and he braced himsdf.

Hijah drew out his hand and opened it. A dender metd rod six inches long and the diameter of a
sraw floated up. A smdl blue button jutted from one end. The strange shimmer to the metd caught lan's
eye and he drew closer. It could have been a swizzle stick from Richard's drinking kit

"What the hel?..."

"It scared the hdl out of me" Hlijah said softly.

"Whet?'

"Thething that owned that rod.”

"What thing?' lan suddenly noticed his heart was rac-ing
"Thething."

lan gulped. "Do you mean an dien?'

He snatched the rod out of the air and nervoudy ex-aminadit It was cod to the touch and aminusauiefloning
script curled around the length of the shaft. He had never san auch witing befare and with thet redlizetion his
hendsstarted to shake.

"How did you get this?*

"Promise you wont tdll, the others might get mad a me, 'cause | didn't save any. Y ou're the leader so
| have to tdl you but not the others” There was a pleading whine to his voice.

lan nodded in agreement, not redly paying attention to the words, as if he was ligening to the fearful
chatter of alittle child.

"All right then." Elijah drew closer.

"It knocked on my door, it did. Honest, | heard a knock on the airlock. | looked out the window and
there it was, a ship docked to mine. So | popped the door and, sweet holy of holies”" Hisvoice rose to a
near shriek and lan had to reach out to cam him down.

"What was it like?' 1an begged.

Elijah looked at him and smiled.

"Lucky | had some garlic and attificid butter,” he whis-pered.

"Oh, no. You didn't..."

"He sure did look like a giant snall to me. Tdl me, lan, have you ever had a hundred-kilo escargot?'

"By heavens, lan, hes sck.”
lan looked across at Hllen and nodded in affirmation. "But that's not the question we're deding with,
Blen"

"I don't give a good god damn what you think we're deding with, | think we should put him under
sedation, turn about, and head for home. And another thing, we should let the Exploration Board come
back out here and figure out what the hdl is going on with this Father, or whatever it is those people over
there are worshiping.”" Ellen waved her hand off in the direction of Ddlta Sag.

"Hrd4 off, I'm not going to sedate Elijah as long as his behavior is reasonable.”

"Reasonable, my ass, tha madman came up to me and asked if we had any fresh meet. He even
pinched my leg. Good Lord, Ian, he gives me the creeps.”

"Reasonable, my ass," Richard whispered sotto voce to Stasz. "1'd like to see him take a bite out of
her buns, she might enjoy it."



"Shut up, pig! Remember | saved your butt from the IFF."

"And | remember in some detall what yours looked like. Stasz, you should have seen it, a little heavy
perhaps, but ill worth a—"

l"Shut up, dl of you,” lan shouted. "Weve got to make a decision, damn it!"

"Look, lan," Bllen interjected, "this was origindly conceived of as a way for the Chancellor to get rid
of some nonconformist or incompetent faculty members™

"Yesindeed," Richard interrupted. "But do speak for yoursdf, Ellen dearest, when deciding which of
the two."

"Give her a chance, will you?' lan replied, amazed a himsdf for defending Ellen againg Richard's
barbs.

Choosing to ignore his comments, she continued.

"l was ds0 going to say that thisis an academic mis-son. We were to establish contact if possible with
one or more colonies and find out what happened. Look, lan, we can't even gather any more data. Our
memory banks are crammed to capacity, to enter even one more item requires us to dump something
ese. There's enough data in there to keep our respective professons busy for the next century. lan, we
can go back home, we can go back as heroes, and screw the Chancellor.”

lan shot Richard a glance to suppress the obvious re-tort.

"I know you want to get back home, too," lan said, looking a Richard.

Richard merdy shook his head and amiled. "I want to see how this argument turns out.”

"And you, Stasz?'

"They've got beam weapons—Ilook what they did to that out there” He pointed at the wreckage that
drifted just outside their forward viewport.

"So that means you'd prefer to turn back?'

"Look, lan, it's been run. I've racked up sx months of trandight time. By the time we get back, | figure
| can take standard retirement plus ten percent. Do you think | want to blow my retirement checks just to
go vigt the followers of a crazy man dead for the last thousand years?'

"But your curiogity is there, it it?"

Stasz shifted uncomfortably, so that he floated out of his couch. "Don't ruin the image of indifference
that I've tried to cultivate”

"And, Richard, what do you have to say?"' lan asked, turning away from Stasz.

"The arguments for turning back are obvious. Smith's people are armed and have twice proven ther
madness. Confrontation with them is something | think is totaly beyond our capacity. We dready have a
vauable cargo of data, which | think should take precedence at this stage of the misson.”

Hlen gave an audible Sgh of rdief.
"But..." It was Richard who was prompting.

"Yes, the but," lan replied. "Therére two buts here. We can go back home and turn over this
investigation to the bureaucracy. | want you to think about that. Think about our beloved Chancellor. For
that matter, think about most any bureaucrat youve ever known. When presented with a problem like
this, what will they do? For that matter, what does any bureaucrat excd a?'

"Theyll screw it up,” Stasz replied.

"That'smy point,” lan said softly. "Out toward Delta Sag there is one hdl of a mystery, and | fear what
someone like the Chancellor and his kind would do to that Stuation. I'd rather have a group of half-assed



intellectudls like oursalves in the driver's seat. And thismight sound strange coming from old lan Lacklin,
but damn me, I'm just plain curious. This journey has scared me from day one. It's dill scaring me, but |
guess I'm getting used to it. Weve come this far, | think it's worth the risk to take the find step. The
higorian in meis dying to know just whet redly happened to Franklin Smith's people.”

"Let's hope you don't die finding out,” Stasz replied.

The others fdl dlent; lan nodded to each and floated out of the room to his amdl retreat in the aft
storage area. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out the rod that Elijah had given him. He couldn' tell
any of them the red reason that he wanted the expedition to continue, at least not yet.

Bven marethenfinding out about Smith, henow wanted to find out about the dien who came for dinner. If one
dien wasin the area, there might be another. lan only hoped that he found them before Smith did. Elijah
had been unable to enter the dien's ship, which apparently disappeared while its pilot was becoming
dinner for one. lan thought it might have been launched by a dead-man switch hidden in the dien's
equipment or by atiming circuit in the autopilot. The only thing to survive ther firs encounter was the
ardl cylinder Elijah said had been carried in a metd holster on the dien's carapace. lan didn't want to
consder the possible consequences of Smith's people having the firs contact with another civ-ilization.
Firg contact, that is, if one didn't consider Eli-jah. But how would Smith react to the vigtors from Earth?
... lan again examined the drange artifact in his hand. It did look somewhat like a swizze sick with a
blue button on top, but he had yet to work up the nerve to press down on that button. Consdering
where they would be in a matter of hours, he suddenly redized that the only evi-dence df intdligat nonhumen
avilization doud be sdy stored away. And he knew the perfect place. While the arguments continued up
forward, he poked around in Richard's affects and placed the object in his comrade's portable drinking
kit. The artifact fitted in like it had been made to match.

"Ready for trandight,” Stasz called.

"And who will turn back from the greatest hunt of dl,” Elijah shouted as the fant tremor of the
overdrive sysem began.

lan opened his eyes for a moment to look forward. Ddta Sag was draight ahead, its Doppler shift
dready noticesble. Soon the jump would kick in completdy and radicd distort would dide its light
through the vishle spectrum. The jump would be a short one, then their destination would no longer be a
mere pinpoint of light, a digant star. For the fird time in over hdf a year, their cabin would again be
flooded with the light of a sun.

The jump shifted up with Stasz's shouted reminder of the chance of breakup. lan leaned forward, his
somach rebdling in protest.



CHAPTER 11

Automated Archival Unit 2

First Completion Date: 2087

Primary Fundion: Archivd. A fasgted efat inditted by the United Nations Higtoricd
Preservation Organ-ization. Having evaluated the prospects for war, a multinationa
team set out to provide as complete a record as possble of the hisory of mankind on
Earth. Replicas of dl mgor works of art were pro-duced, al mgor libraries were
copied. The data was placed aboard four units two of which were suc-cessfully
launched from Earth orbit only days before the first nuclear exchange of the Holocaust
War.

Evacuation Date: August 1, 2087.

Overall Design: ONaell Cylinder, 400 meters by 100 me-ters. Minimd life-support
systems. Design was to be largdy sef-sugtaining and sdlf-navigating.

Propulsion: PasmaDrive.

Course: SETI Anomay One. Political/Social Orientation: None.

"Welve locked onto that sgnd, lan. It's just come out of occultation by a gas giant, four A.U. ahead.
There's strong background interference from a number of radio sources closer into Ddta”

"Shdley, which unit is the beacon from?"

"lan, it's Archival 2!" The tone of her voice caused the others to turn and look in her direction. lan
was d-ready pushing forward to peer over her shoulder a the display screen.

"The jackpot!"

lan and Shelley started to hug each other, and in her enthusasm Shelley planted along kiss on lan that
hed the others clapping and cheering.

"All right, dl right," Richard said, his curiogity no longer capable of being contained, "what's Archival
2?Isit Smith's unit?'

"No, it'sjust the mother lode of a historicd dream. It's the archive ship, launched just before the war.
It con-tains everything, Richard. Everything you could imagine. The only complete record of everything
from before the war. Good lord, Beaulieu will kissmy feet just for the chance to look & it, just to touch it
for one minute. Well be blowing our noses on honorary doctorates for thid"” lan floated out of the room
weeping with joy.

"I guess that means we go to Archival 2," Stasz said quietly with an attempt at understatement.

"Stasz, you said you were picking up alot of back-ground interference. What isit?'

"Oh, only a broad spectrum of interference from a large number of radio frequencies—what you'd
pick up in near-Earth space. You know, a fird-class dvilization, billion-plus-people levd of
communicetion..." His voice trailed off.



"I think we better tdl lan,” Ellen replied, her anxiety now obvious.
"Youll get an argument over it," Stasz responded. "That mad higtorian wants hisarchiva unit firs.”
"Where are the 9gnds centered?’ Richard asked.

"In toward Deta Sag. Initid printout indicates a amdl planetary body; it dl seems to be coming
primarily from that one source.”

"Anything from the region of Archival 2?'
"Nothing."

"Hnethen," Richard replied. "Origindly we had planned to stay out here and monitor them for severd
weeks before we made the move. But let's get into Ar-chival 2 ingead. Hell see the wedth of
informetion there, the higtorian inhimwill want to preserve it a dl costs, and, | daresay, well be hauling
back to Earth with the news within a day—this Franklin Smith adventure for-gotten. So, let'sgo onin.”

Stasz gave a grunt of assertion, and even Shelley seemed stisfied with Richard's concluson.

Hlijah sat in the back of the cabin, slent, saring at the bl of light whose heavily filtered globe now
filled the monitor.

"Hard dock."
lan was out of his seat and pushing off for the airlock, cdling for the others to follow.

Within minutes he was suited up and urging on Shelley and Ellen, acting like a little boy whose parents
refuse to get out of bed on Christmas morning.

Stasz came back to join them, and from a amdl attache case he produced three sun pistols.
"lan, you better take these aong, just in case.”
"Stasz, there hasn't been anyone aboard that vessel snceit launched a thousand years ago.”

"Bdl. Thisthing'sin orbit when it should be heading for the gdactic core, that beacon is in perfect
working order, and we've picked up strong transmissions from only ten A.U. away. They've been here,
lan, they might be in there now."

"Wl if that's the case, | guess welll just have to tak it out when we meset them.”
"They didn't talk it out when | met them," Elijah said.
lan looked around &t the rest of the crew.

"Look, | know you're not too thrilled about this. I'm just going in to confirm what's in there. If it redly
is Archival 2, | think that information takes higher prece-dence over anything dse. Well see what we
can take back with us, then we get the hdl out of here. Does that stify everybody?"

The rest were Slent.

"Give me the damn guns and let's get going.”

And then he thought again of Smith. "I'll be with you in a moment, | forgot something.”
"Come on, lan," Shelley called, "thisisn't the time to go to the bathroom.”

But he wes dreedy aut o the dnambe. Severd minuies later he reappeared, and without another word he
mo-tioned them into the airlock.

If Smith did board them, 1an hoped he had now pro-vided the insurance policy. He had pushed five of
the gx activation switches on the thermomine. If they were threatened with boarding, Smply pushing
down on the sixth and pulling it back up would finish the job.



The inner airlock to the unit opened effortlessy, and lan, followed by Ellen, Shdley, and Richard,
floated into an open expanse of corridor.

"Oxygen check looks good, 1an," Shelley reported. "No toxicity readings.”
With adgh of rdief he pulled off his hdmet. He had aways hated the claustrophobic things anyhow.
"Look, lan, that plaque.”

He pushed off gently and came up againg a plaque of gold set into the far wall; reaching out with his
suction holders, he clamped onto the wdl like a spider.

He started to tremble as he read thefirg linein Old English.

Automated Archival Unit 2
Launch Date 2087
"So that only the best of our world may be remem-bered.”

The same phrase was repeated in hdf a dozen other languages, beneath that was asmdl directory and
map giving directions to the vast interior storage areas.

"Thisisit, Shdley, thisisit!"

"It looks like the catalog directory is over this way," Ellen cdled, her gpprehensons momentarily
forgotten in the enthusiaam for what they had found.

The other three followed her as she floated dong the docking corridor and stepped into a dowly
rotating Sair-well that led down to the rotating mass of the cylinder.

At firg they smply let themsdlves drop down the shaft, but with the gradua increase in acceleration,
they soon grabbed hold of the handrailings to break what could have devel oped into a disastrous fdll.

Ancther gold plague pointed them into adimly lit cor-ridor that was lined with racks of filing cards.

"Now that's curious™" Ellen whispered. "It's the pre-computer method of filing data. | remember
reading about it. Seems awfully cumbersome.”

"Logica though,” lan replied. "They must have a com-puter master, but this was included in case of a
totd power falure. Look over there."

He pointed to a brightly painted circdle where several dozen large books were laid out Sde by side.

lan approached the books and stared a them with ea-ger anticipation, the way some people
approach a gourmet med or the firg night with a new lover.

"lan, come over here and look at this™ Shdlley cried. "Good Lord, just look a what they havel”

Shdley was waving aamdl filing card over her head, which she had, in her enthusiasm, plucked out of
one of thefiling cabinets.

lan came over to her Sde and examined her find. "I remember you taking about the old Apollo
missons" she shouted, "s0 | saw this cabinet with Ap-As lided on it. Here's a card that lisgs an Apollo 8.
Levd Three, Room 224, Fle 203-090-112-130. lan, they dont have ane Apdlo card in there, they have hdf a
hundred!"

The four of them looked at each other and within sec-onds they were dl busy digging into the files,
each one looking for his or her favorite topic, exploring the answer to a question from the world of the
past that had forever puzzled them.

lan was overwhemed. He thought the discovery of the library aboard the longevity unit had been the



find of lifetime, but this was Smply beyond his comprehension. In smple awe of it dl, he started to weep.
He had found the Vahdla of higorians & last!

Hours later he staggered back to the filing area, leaving the others to the enthusiastic examination of
the finds. There was enough sense dill about him to redlize that this unit had not been vacant for the last
millennium. First off, something had altered its course from the origind route into the gdactic core.
Second, something had pro-vided the data to this vessdl and had guided it into orbit. Findly, there was
sgnificant evidence of repair and main-tenance.

He was drawn back at last to the books set off in the white circle. They were obvioudy set there to
draw avigtor's attention. Not sure what to anticipate, lan reached over and opened the first book.

He suddenly redized that Shelley had come up to his side.
"What isit?'
"I think it's atrandator. Look, the pictographs for a man and a woman. Here's a diagram of our solar

systlem and a map giving our location in relationship to the rest of the galaxy. That's it—these books are a
trandator for anyone, or anything, for that matter, who might find this ship."

"lan? Stasz here”
There was a note of anxiety in hisvoice.
ll@ or].II

"lan, I've just picked up a high-energy burst from the forward antenna of Archival 2. Damn near blew
me out of my couch.”

"I think we just hit the doorbell,” 1an said softly. "Rich-ard, Ellen, did you hear that? Meet me back in
the catalog area before we head out."

Within the minute Stasz was back with more news.

"I've just locked on to severd incoming energy sources, | can't tdl what they are yet, but they were in
high orbit around this planet. They're accderating like mad. Damn it, you people better hurry!"

A doorway a the far end of the corridor did open and Ellen burst through it panting for breath.
"Where's Rich-ard, | want to get moving!"

"Richard, how long before you get back here?' lan tried to sound cam, but he knew his nervousness
was showing.

"Another five minutes, a least, lan. I'm way the hdll a the other end of this ship.”

Damnit! lan slently cursed himsdf. He had screwed up. He should have had everybody stay together.
He got so carried away by the honey pot that he had not thought of the consequences.

"lan. Look, why don't you people head on out without me? Ahh, | mean youll stand a better chance
that way."

"Wha is this, Richard, a god-damn video drama? Cut the garbage and move your fat butt up here."
He could hear the audible Sgh of relief.

"I hoped you'd say that, but at least my offer sounded good.”

"Youd never have made it if | wasin command," Ellen muttered.

"lan, you have two minutes. They've dready started to decelerate. For God's sake, get moving!"
Richard findly burst through the far door, gasping for breath and looking as if he was on the verge of



an gpo-plectic fit.
"Let'sgo!”
Blen took off a arun, while Shelley and lan fdl in on ether Sde of the exhausted physician.

Reaching the stairway, they pushed Richard ahead of them while he cursed them and begged pitifully
for amo-ment to regain his breath.

"lan, I've got them on visud, there's three of them. They're about our Sze but look like they're armed,
acouple of old-style missiles dung under each of them.”

"Stasz, can we punch through to trandight from a anding start?*

"Increases the breakup possihilities by afactor of ten. | mugt remind you that you never liked the odds
to start with."

"Screw the odds; power the damn thing up.”

"One of them is swinging into the opposite docking port, lan. This doesn't look good & dl..." There
was a high-pitched shriek of gatic and then nathing.

"Do you think they hit im?' Shelley cried.

"If they had, we would have fdt the vibration run through the ship. | think they're just jamming him.
Come on, Richard, moveit!"

They were rapidly moving into the low-gravity region and findly, in exasperation, lan braced himsdf
on the ladder and leaned onto Richard's backside, giving him a tremendous shove.

Richard arched up and away like a champagne cork popping out of a bottle. With a crash he dammed

into the bulkhead on the other sde of the stairwell and ricocheted out into the man zero-gravity corridor.
lan and Shelley were right behind him.

They pushed off for the opposite end, where their own docking port was located. Ellen was dready
there and waving them on.

Jugt another twenty meters to go and suddenly lan fdt adight shifting in the air, asif a distant doorway
had been opened. Grabbing a handrail, he looked back the way they had come. Another docking port
was open. A shadowy figurefilled the bay, and lan fdt a tremor of fear. They had lost the race.

Trying to amile, he raised his hand and tossed the stun pistol away. The figure he was facing had some
far heavier atillery.

"Ahh, gretings, friend," he sad in a high, squesky voice. "Ahh.. Weve come in peace for dl
mankind. How's that?'

The blast knocked him over backward, damming him into darkness.



CHAPTER 12

Exile Base 11; Alpha/Omega

First Completion Date: 2078

Primary Function: Adopting an old Russan concept, the United States started exiling
politica dissdents to space in 2068. On the eve of the Holocaust War severd hundred
thousand "paliticd unreliables, conscientious objectors, and disarmament activids™ led
by Dr. Franklin Smith, were exiled to space.

Evacuation Date: Bdieved to be August 7, 2087, the re-corded date of the primary
exchange between the Third World powers versus the United States and Soviet
Re-publics.

Overall Design: ONaeill Cylinder. Four kilometers by 800 meters. All exile bases were
populated far more densdy than the maximum potentid carrying capabilities. Thus the
units were dependent on Earth for life support. It is believed by Beaulieu that no exile
unit could have survived longer than Sx months after departure from near-Earth, due to
depletion of resources.

Propulson: lon Drive with nuclear pulse backup.

Course: SETI Anomaly One.

Political/Social Orientation: Pend system, largdy self-govearing, but meneged by USNSC
(United Sates Near Space Council). Departure in fact was hoped for and encouraged by
Earthsde government as a means of diminating political dissent without having actudly
to kill the opposition.

"I'd prefer if you moved that thing from the back of myheed. You can sselvebrought you where you wanted”

Stasz's words echoed through lan's consciousness, each syllable like a hammer on an anvil. He wasn't
aure yet if he wanted to open his eyes, snce he was ill debating if he was dead or dive.

"Croce, you fat dob, we should have Ieft you behind," Ellen sad in a dill voice. "We could have
jumped out in time, but, oh no, lan had to be the hero, so now we're dl stuck.”

If he was dead, then he mugt bein Hell. He opened his eyes and looked around.

"Wl, our fearless historian is wide awake a lagt," Richard sad, offering hm a tumbler. He chortled
oftly then beckoned for 1an to look forward. lan gladly ac-cepted.

The couch normally occupied by Shelley was now held by a stranger. From the back, lan saw broad
shoulders and an erect carriage. His hair was tied back in a ample queue that hung over the back of the
couch—the color of it nearly metching his dark, full features. In his left hand was a pistol, which he held
to the back of Stasz's head.

"Two more of his buddies are in the back checking," Richard cautioned, "so | wouldn't suggest trying
any-thing."



"For God sake, lan, don't try anything,” Shelley whis-pered. "They hit you with a stunner. But this
guy's got andd{fashioned ponda-driven pigd. Dontt gt immed, for God's sakel™

"Where's Hijah?'

"I sedated him," Richard replied. "After they hit you, Ellen, Shelley, and | kind of thought it best to go

aong peaceful like. We let them into our ship and Elijah nearly went wild. | was afraid they'd kill him, so
| just came up and jabbed him one from behind. Hell be out for another couple of hours™

"Where are they taking us?"

Theguard tumed back and looked & lanwithandmod pleasant amile. "Judt for a little talk. The priests of the
Father will want to hear your story."

Tolan thelanguege sounded likemodified Old Edish " The Father?" he asked cautioudly.

The guard amiled, but thistime with a sniger light in his eyes. "When you say 'the Father,' be sure to
sy it with the proper respect.”

"Oh yes, of course, but of course.”

"Coming up on jump-down,” Stasz announced evenly. "Remember, friend, you might get sick, but
don't blame me."

"Ten seconds, five..."

"Will you look at that!" Stasz pointed ahead and then to the left and the right. For the moment he had
forgotten that hislife was held by a stranger in the couch next to hm

Tohissuprie lan found thet hissiomech hed meneged to survive jump-down intact. Perhaps it had something
to do with the short duration of the jump, but that question was pushed from his mind as he looked out
the forward viewing ports. It took him severd seconds to grasp the perspective and scale of what he was
seding.

"It must be a hundred kilometers long,” lan whispered.

"Yes, kilometers their guard said. "The one forward is large, but you wish to go to that one there."
And he pointed to what looked like an old, familiar design. An O'Nelll cylinder, probably the origind, but
it was amply dwarfed by the hundreds of others thet filled the heavensin every direction.

They were in high orbit above a deeply pitted surface, and as lan examined it, he redized that a
sgnificant por-tion of the planet was scarred and torn, asif a giant had gnawed on it.

"Each one of those units could provide for well over amillion people,” Shelley said softly.
Good heavens, lan thought, the population must num-ber in the billions.

Following the guard's directions, Stasz guided Discov-ery through ever-increasing traffic. Findly,
taking the control headset, the guard cdled for docking clearance. Within minutes the Discovery was
lined up for find ap-proach.

For the moment lan had forgotten his fears as he con-templated the myriad designs of the shipping
around him. He fdt asif he had arrived & an odd Sargasso Sea, where ships of every concelvable desgn
hed collected. As the Discovery turned in on find, the ship dowly rotated on its X-axis so that a full
sweep of locd space was given to the travelers, and dl were overawed by the sheer Szes and numbers.

"Our biggest is nearly a hundred and fifty kilometers in length," the guard said, his pride in such an
accom-plishment obvious. But it was the only information he would volunteer to them.

"Weve got a hard dock,” Stasz said as the faint vi-bration of contact ran through the vessd.
"Veay good. I'm glad | was not forced to kill you." The guard smiled and bolstered his pistol.



"Soam|," Stasz replied weekly.

"You see" the guard said mockingly, “I wouldn't know how to pilot this ship.”" Laughing uproarioudy,
he made hisway &ft, beckoning for them to follow.

"Maybe they dl have a sense of humor," Shelley said hopeully.
"Ask Hlijah about that," lan replied.

The guard stopped by the airlock door and, turning, faced his prisoners. "Go get the crazy one and
bring him with you."

Taking a dill-wobbly Hlijah in tow, they went through the firg airlock and waited for the door to the
other ship to open.

"Bear yoursdlves with dignity,” the guard said evenly, "for you walk upon sacred ground.”
The doorway closed behind them.

"Sounds like we're going to church,” Richard said sar-cagtically.

"Shut up,” lan said. "To these people, | think it is"

The dooway did goen to a turd o dakness A sge hooded form awaited them. "Follow me” it
commanded.

lan shrugged, pushed off, keeping Elijah in tow,, and the others followed.

The hooded form drifted down a darkened corridor, hislong black robes hillowing out around him so
that he had the appearance of a dark ghogt, drifting weightlesdy through the night. Reaching the end of
the corridor, the ghodly guide pointed toward an open eevator. The Sx went into the cubicle and ther
guide camein after them. It was impossible to make out his fegtures beneath the hooded robe, and ther
guide was dlent as he beckoned for them to grasp the handholds as the eevator dropped away
underneath them. Within seconds the firs wispy pull of gravity took hold, and ther feet drifted to the
floor. lan judged that they were in, a best, a quarter-gravity zone. When the eevator stopped, its doors
opened into a large, softly lit chamber that appeared to be an audience Hll.

"Go forward and wait," the guide commanded in a cold, mechanicd voice.

They meekly obeyed. Elijah was darting to awaken from his drugged state, and Richard urgently
whispered a plea for him to keep his mouth shut and not to make any sudden moves.

Asther eyes adjusted to the dim light, they saw that alow dais rose at the far end of the chamber. In
the center of the dais a sngle chair was occupied by yet another hooded form.

"In the name of the Father, come forward.” This one's tone was not threstening but it held a definite arr
of com-mand.

As they drew closer, lan redlized that their host was not done. Several dozen others were Stting on
the floor before and to ether Sde of the dais.

lan was, of dl things, reminded of severa prints he had seen of ancient Japanese warriors stting
cross-legged in front of their warlord. As he drew closer, the compar-ison took on even more Smilarity;
to his amazement most of the hooded forms had swords that were laid on the floor in front of them. Al
were wearing the same dark flowing robes that their guide aboard the ship had worn. There was no
ornamentation, no design or emblem to be seen, except for the one who sat upon the low, backless char
inthe center—his robe was of a soft, shimmering white that contrasted with the black robes of those who
sat before him.

There was a oft, gentle sound in the darkness that reminded lan of wind chimes. The sound brought
back for a moment sharp clear memories of summer evenings, and the memory hurt with a piercing blow.



lan hdf won-dered if these people had somehow read into his memory and used that sound to provoke
such thoughts.

lan and his comrades approached to the edge of the dais and, as if by indinct, lan knew that it would
be an inault for them to step upon it. He stopped and the others drew yp around m He prayed favently thet
Hijshwoud keep dill, for he hdf suspected that they would leave the room in only one of two conditions,
and he had no desire to fdl into the second category.

Farthest to the right, a hooded form stood, belted his sword, and walked to the center of the dais.
Bowing to the white-robed figure, the form pulled back its hood and turned to face them.

"Where are you from?'

lan was surprised to hear her high, clear voice, and he was struck by her uncommon beauty—dark
ebony skin, sharply chisded features, and long flowing hair.

He hestated for a second.
"Do | take your hestation as an unwillingness to an-swer?”
He better act quickly. "Ahh, no... I'm not sure of your didect, that's dl.”

"Your language roots are Old American,” Bllen inter-rupted, "the same as ours, but its pronunciaions
are dif-ferent from ours. But well learn soon enough.”

lan was glad for the momentary interruption. He had to think out his answer.
"Then | repeat, where are you from?"

"Your ancestra home, the Earth.”

"Y ouve mastered fagter-than-light?"

"That'sright,” 1an replied. "We have fagter-than-light cgpability.”

There was afant murmur from the others. He redized that most of them were mae, but there was a
far pro-portion of femades, aswdl.

"How long ago did you leave Earth?'
"I'm not sure of our mutud time measurements. Do you gill measure thingsin what are called years?!

She pondered thisfor a moment and then nodded her head. "Yes, years. | understand whet that is. |
am thirty-one years."

"It took us one-hdf ayear to arive here, with nearly amonth of stopovers at other places.”

The excitement was evident—the others turned one to the other and lan fdt as if a basc law of
decorum had been broken by this disolay of emaotions.

Ancther dark-robed figure stood up, sword in hand, and the hdl fdl slent.
"You are born of the Earth?" he said with a deep, resonant voice.
"Yes, you see, weve come..." lan looked a Richard and let the ridiculous words die.

"Then you are unclean. You are born of those who persecuted us, you are born of those againgt whom
we have declared jihad by the will of the Father. You are born of those who cursed and abandoned us.
Your blood shdl be spilled, your carcasses abandoned in the night.”

He took anather 9ep faward and undhegthed his sword. " Cleanse this place of ther filth, ther sacrilegel” he
shouted, bringing the blade back in preparation for a two-handed blow.

lan jJumped backward in a desperate attempt to avoid the flashing blade.

"Hre and Hdl, what's wrong with ye?' Hlijah cdled. He stepped forward and confronted the
swordsman. " Strike, but 'for hate's sake | spit my last breath at thee!™



There was amurmur of gpprova from the others, and the swordsman, turning his wrath from lan, now
prepared to swing a decapitating blow at Elijah.

"Nara" The white-robed form was out of his seat, and the others turned to look at him.
"Nara, be ill. Sit. You disgrace yoursdf with such show.”
Nara turned, his whole form trembling.

"Gregor, so what if the Father is awakening. He knows not the Stuation now; | do, and so do others.
Even you know and wonder why he must be awvakened.”

"Be illl" Gregor screamed. He looked to the others and saw that most of them were nodding in
response to Nara's words.

"Let the Father speak for the Father. They are unclean, yes, but to kill them"—he swept them with a
gaze of contempt—"that can wait."

lan was suddenly aware that Shelley was dinging to hisarm.

Nara stood with blade drawn, his gaze now fixed on the white-robed master. With a blinding flash he
swvung the blade in a backhanded swing that whisked within a fraction of Elijah's face, and sheathed his
blade. With a low bow to Gregor, he strode out of the room. And again there was a murmur from the
rest of the assembly. Gregor turned to hisright and nodded to the two Stting closest to him.

"Goand hdp hishonor," he said softly. And wardesdly they stood and left the room.
"You, fat one. Are you so typicd of those who we thought were so fearless?”

lan had a hard time finding his voice, and he suddenly redized that his body was covered in a cold
Swvedt. "Yes"

"This bears great thought. Next—isiit truth that you have the ability to go beyond light?'
lan could merdly nod.

"Don't tdl him anything," Elijah hissed.

"Slencel | could kill you with aword."

"You killed mefifty years ago. | am arisen from that Slent death. You cannot kill me ever again, for |
am a-ready dead.”

"A haly foal," someone muttered from the shadows. "It is written then that he should be spaced.”

"He will be spaced when | command,” Gregor replied. "Now, you who are cdled lan, do you
understand how this vessdl can do such athing?'

"Ahh, wdl, to be honest, no."

Gregor drew closer. "If | think that you lie, I'll dit your throat and then cut out your tongue and jam it
down your windpipe."

lan was aware tha a puddle was forming around his shoes. "I don't know how it works."
"Then tdl me which of you knows how it does."

"No, Il not betray afriend.”

Gregor looked himin the eye and held his gaze.

"You have more courage then it appears,” Gregor snapped. "The mystery of your coming requires
more examination, for | see the dream of our jihad come to fruition at last with such a device tha you
now possess. This requires far more decison than | am capable of. You shdl live, for the moment.”

Gregor turned away.



There was amurmur of angry voices in the room.

"Slence | like it not, but the Father is aready awak-ening. | cannot exceed my mandate, even if |
wish it. He mugt be awakened."

"But, Gregor," came a voice from the back of the room, "take the burden yoursdf thistime and let him
return to deep.”

"Speak not or | shdl force upon you what Nara has earned.”
Suddenly the two men who had followed Nara returned to the room and walked to his sde.
"Did Nara keep his honor?' Gregor asked.

One of the two held up his blade for dl to see—a dark substance dripped from the tip of the weapon.
The others murmured their approval.

"He had dready cut himsdf open by the time we ar-rived. | ended for him as second, so he would not
cry out and thus be shamed. Nara's honor was preserved.”

The others expressed their gpprova and, to lan's ears, sounded happy.

"Thenitistime to take communion with Nara's honor,” Gregor intoned ceremonidly. "Let these others
be taken to a place of waiting, for the Father must be prayed to: A decison mugt be made.”

They were led away by ther femde interrogator, and as he watched them while leaving the room, lan
hed a bad feding about what a "communion with Nara's honor" redly meant.

lan looked over to Hlijah and saw that he was amiling hurgily.

"Wil, thisis another fine mess you've gotten usinto, lan," Ellen said wesarily.
lan looked up at Bllen and smiled weskly.

"Can't you lay off im for alittle while?' Stasz inter-jected.

"Why are you defending him dl of a sudden?’

"Because | have afeding dl our butts are going to be fried in this one, and in spite of his screw-up in
bringing us here, | have to say heredly hasn't done dl that bad.”

lan looked up at Stasz and nodded his thanks.

Richard and Shelley were adeep on alow cot set into the far corner of the room. His heavy arm was
draped protectively over Shelley's shoulder, but she didnt seem to mind and had drifted off to deep
hours ago.

How long they had been in the holding cdl was only a guess. It had aready been indicated to them
that their respective roles had easly been ascertained by a search of the Discovery, and after that one bit
of communication, not another word of information had been exchanged.

Much to lan's surprise, they had been adlowed therr persond possessions, so he had his pocket
computer and the dien artifact, which he had quickly explained as a religious meddlion.

Only Elijah seemed unperturbed by the Stuation. He was explaining that “to be locked up with even
one other person is my idea of paradise,” when the door to their cdl opened noisdesdy. Only a Sngle
guard stood there—the white-robed one they had caled Gregor. He pointed to lan then beckoned for
him to follow.

lan suddenly fdt asif the decision over their fate had been made. They must have discovered by now
the op-erational and repair manuds stored in the ship's com-puters. With just a little research work they
should be able to replicate the Discovery; therefore there was no need any longer for the Earthmen's
"undean" bodies to be kept dive.



lan stood up and attempted to maintain his dignity. He gently shook hands with Stasz and Hlijah and
lightly touched Ellen on the shoulder.

"Should | wake up Richard and Shdlley?' Bllen asked. There was a choke in her voice.

He shook his head. "I don't think | could handle the upset; you better not. If | don't come back, tdl
Sdley | redly regret not degping with her. It's been hard not to, but tdl her | fought down the nearly
ovewhdming desire because | didn't want to create any friction aboard ship.” He tried to chuckle.

lan looked at Ellen and smiled. "Maybe | should have made a pass at you, as wel."

"Go on, get out of here” She turned away.

lan walked out of the room and Gregor beckoned for him to proceed down the corridor.
"Areyou going to kill me?' lan suddenly asked.

"Wedl die. Death isan illuson, only honor and name remain. When you die, lan Lacklin, try to leave
more behind than a puddle on the floor."

Suspecting that Gregor was laughing, lan looked back over his shoulder, but his festures were solemn
and lan redized that he had been perfectly serious.

"I do not hate you, lan Lacklin, but | would not gain honor by daying thee. | know that there is honor
inyou, in spite of what your outward appearance might tell. Gain honor and then the daying of you would
be worthy for one such as mysdf.”

Wheat the hdll isthis guy talking about? lan wondered. If gaining honor is the ticket to this man's sword,
then forget it.

"I know what you are thinking, lan Lacklin, but | be-lieve that you will understand, as well, and will in
the end embrace your honor and die for it."

Gregor touched lan on the shoulder and motioned for him to stop.

The chimedlike sound that 1an had heard in the audience hal was drifting on the edge of hearing, but his
atention was diverted by the processon coming his way from the other end of the corridor. Gregor
backed to the wdl and lan followed his example to let the procession pass. They numbered nearly a
hundred, each of them robed. Some were dark as ebony, others paer, a few had Gregor's Agdic
features. It seemed as if hdf a dozen races had been blended together during the millennium and a
com-posite of dl had been melded into one, with the black having a dight dominance. They waked with
acertain assured grace, mae and femde dike. Not one looked sddong a him, so perfect was ther
discipline.

After the procession's passage Gregor agan pointed forward, and lan tried to somehow emulae those
who had just passed by—uwalking to his death without a whine.

Fndly they stopped at the audience chamber where lan had been received earlier. He looked a
Gregor questioningly. Was his death then to be a spectacle before an audience?

Gregor pointed to the door, which did open asif guided by unseen hands.

"Isthisto be my end?’

Like an angd of death, Gregor slently pointed, his robed and hooded figure surreal and nightmarish.
"Ansver me, a least et me know. Am | to diein there?'

Sill there was no response.

"Wadl, then | have one thing to say if that's the case.”

Agan Gregor beckoned for him to go.

lan screwed up his courage, trying to remember his best Old English, hoping that the words Hill meant



the same even in this culture,
"Wl then, if that's the case, then fuck you!"
Turning on his heds, he strode through the doorway .

"Marvelous, absolutely marvelous.” The voice was deep and melodious.

The door did closed behind lan, and in the semidark-ness he could make out but one figure on the
dais. lan strode closer, and the figure stood up asif in greeting.

"I haven't heard it said that way in nearly a thousand years. And with just the right inflection!”
lan stopped in front of the dais and looked up.
"Yes, lan Lacklin. My nameis Dr. Franklin Smith."



CHAPTER 13

Neerly sx and a hdf feet tdl, he towered over lan and beneath his smple robe was a powerful build.
His chocol ate features were wreathed in a salt-and-pepper beard that matched his bushy hair.

Smith stepped closer to lan and gave him a hard, ap-praising stare that seemed to dice into his soul.
lan tried to hold Smith's gaze, but after a brief painful sruggle, he broke off the one-sided contest of
wills

"Ah, yes." Smith turned away from lan and walked back up to the dais, regaining the seat occupied in
the lagt interview by Gregor. Smith pointed to the far corner of the dais.

"Therés a chair over there. Fetch it and come St be-fore me"
"Should | kned first or something like thet?"

"Veay good, lan, very good. But if any of my people heard that comment in that tone, you'd be dead
before even | could stop them." He paused for a moment then stared him draight in the eye. "So don't be
awise-ass, or your shit will be cooked.”

lan grabbed the chair and sat down.

Snith was glent for some minutes, and lan thought it best to let him take the lead in whatever it was
that was going to happen.

Sill garing draight into his eyes, Smith findly started. "Y ou're a historian, are you not? That's what the
ship's records indicate.”

"Yes, I'm ahigorian."

"Then as a higtorian | know you have a million ques-tions. | have my questions, too, but perhaps they
will be answered better if | see what path it is that you choose.”

Snith stretched and mumbled a quiet curse while rub-bing his back. "Go ahead, higorian, ask.”

As the fullness of his opportunity washed over him, for amoment lan was struck speechless. The past
was but a dream, a dream lived more richly by any good higorian, but gill a dream. He thought for a
moment that he had touched it with the life-extenson colony, but that had turned to the ashes of senility.
Ye here sat Franklin Smith, someone out of a past as digant and dead as Ssu-ma Zhung, Hitler,
Napoleon, or Clarke. He had read of Smith, had charted his activities during the days leading up to the
Holocaust and studied his in-srumenta role in the grand congpiracy of the colonies to escape disaster.
And now he sat across from him. Was it redly even him a dl? he suddenly wondered, growing
suspicious.

"How?"

"How. Ah, yes, how am | here; not forgotten ashes, nor half-remembered legend.” He stretched again
and leaned forward. "You know, lan, | suspected that would be your firs question. The others'—he
waved vagudly, asif indicating the entire universe—"take it as a miracle. But it was nothing more than a
damn good research pro-gram a U.S.C. Have you heard of U.S.C.?"



lan shook his head.

"Not a great school—the Chinese research programs were far better at that point—but gill not bad.
W, they had isolated a number of the properties of hibernation. It was on the eve of the war..." His
voice tralled off for amoment and he was slent.

He suddenly looked up a lan with a gart. "Just reemembering, you see, it redly wasnt that long ago
for me. Before the war, an old professor of mine who was in on the project was exiled to the
life-extenson colony. | looked him up afterward. | heard that your records indicate a vidt there, as wdl?"

lan nodded but said nothing.
"He gave me a number of doses and the antidote for it, in congderation for afavor of mine”
"Such as not destroying the life-extenson colony the way you did a couple of the others?!

Snith was slent again, and lan wondered if he had gone too far. Smith amiled as if in waning, then
contin-ued.

"Through the accident of being scheduled in one of his classes while dill an undergraduate, and a later
chance mesting, | can St here today, a millennium hence. While he..." His voice tralled off again for a
moment. "W, while he, if unfortunate enough to survive what happened, has long ago been taken by
the inevitable thief of life and gone into the darkness.

"So, with such asmple turn of fate, | am injected with the drug and fal into a deep dreamless deep. It
can be for aday, or it can, asin one case, lagt for over a century— aslong as | am occasiondly given an
intravenous injection and my unsendang limbs are manipulated so that they do not atrophy. A century, |
sad, and to my body not amonth has passed. When there is need for me, | an wakened by the antidote.
And so it was that Gregor, whose grandfather had once so served me, decided that | should be caled,
S0 that | might judge for mysdf what it is that you bring to me"

"And the passage of the centuriesis nothing then to you?"

"The leave-taking, the war, the firs months of madness are not two years past for me. A millennium,
lan Lacklin, is as if only yesterday. This long inexorable journey but a brief flicker in time Your
wondrous machine, lan Lack-lin, which has taken the journey of over fifty generations and compressed it
into a moment, does in some ways compare with the journey that | have taken, as wdl. You remember
Eath as it is today. And |, | have memories just as fresh, but of an Earth now gone for a thousand
years.

He chuckled sadly in that rich, full voice.
"Only one question answered <o far, lan Lacklin. There must be yet ten thousand more.”

He was right, and lan wondered for a moment if the conversation could just continue forever,
postponing what he feared was the inevitable order for his death.

"I know that you've had contact with severd colonies from Earth, but you haven't run into anything
else? Y ou know, contact of some kind?'

"You mean an dien divilization?'
lan nodded.

"Weve picked up some sgnads, mog from the origind SETI point. | was told there was one quite
close not a generation ago, but so far, lan, nothing. Why do you ask?'

"Oh, judt curious, that's dl."

Smith looked at lan closdly, asif he suspected some-thing, so lan quickly pushed ahead with another
question.

"I know the how of your cheeting death and time. But why?"



"Wouldn't you chest it? Think for a moment, lan Lack-lin. How long does the average man now live
on Earth?'

"Three score is pretty good.”

"Ah, yes, | imagine the aftereffects of the war. Before that madness came, we were averaging a full
century on Earth. Some aboard the geriatric units were gpproaching a century and a hdf."

"On the life-extensgon unit many have passed the mil-lennium mark," lan replied, "but it wasn't a very
pretty sght.”
"Yes yes, | can imagine But as | was saying, suppose you could be given the chance to go to deep

and awaken for one or two days in each of the centuries to come— down through the ages, forever
seaing what new and won-drous things would await usin our future. Wouldn't you take it?"

lan could only agree, but undernegth it dl he imagined that it would be exdting and terribly empty—to
awaken each time in a world where he knew no one. He sensed something else; a fant gimmer of
excitement shone in Smith's eyes that wasn't there before.

"But there is another reason, isn't there?"

Farkingniled Andthesileto lanwes oned threet.

"There is my misson, as wdl." His voice increased in power, as if he was suddenly addressng a
multitude rather than one nervous historian.

"Your misson, you say?'

"Yes, but another time for that, 1an Lacklin. Youll learn soon enough.”

lan sensed that a door had just been closed on a pos-sible line of quedtioning, at least for the present,
50 he gathered in his thoughts for a moment and struck out in a new direction.

"According to Beaulieu, you were one of the key fig-ures of the secretive Alpha Ps Council, the group
that was ingrumenta in organizing the plan to evacuate dl colonid units”

"Who isthis Beaulieu?"

"One of the greatest higtorians dive today. It was Beaulieu who proved that men firg landed on the
Moon during the rule of Truman.”

"Close enough,” Smith muttered.

"He's leading the dig at Base Seven on Mars. The Copernican dig, the one that uncovered dl the
records of the Great Migration, was initiated by him, as well."

"I knew we should have blown that base as we moved out," Smith said evenly.

lan didn't bother to follow up on that either but decided to wait for an answer. He could see that Smith
was enjoying himsdf. In a strange way lan was a contemporary of the near-mythicad man, perhaps one
of the few people dive who could understand the ramifications and intri-cacies of Smith's time and place.

"Yes, the PS Council, as we cdled it,” Smith contin-ued. "I think, lan, you understand the time and its
events. My grandsires had made the Great Legp forward into space—that relm with al its promise and
dreams. Then there was my generation, a generation taught to believe that we were the ones who would
unbind ourselves for-ever from the confines of Earth.

"I was born in space, Unit 333, my mother a Nigerian linguig, my father an American misson
coordinator for a Powersat unit.”

lan was having a hard time understanding some of Smith's monolog but he didn't interrupt. Smith was
warm-ing to his subject, his full voice rigng and fdling as if he were tdling a story to a group of young
children who were fascinated by every word he said. lan had his fird sus-picions that Smith was dightly
med.



"l was sent Earthside and, of dl things it was phi-losophy that took me. And with it came an Earthside
position teaching. Those were hard times, lan, ripe with a promise. Man could have gone far. But the
darkness was dready overwheming us in a world of haves and have-nots. The great rivas of the
previous century banded together out of fear of those whom they now had to suppress. The world was
carying a burden of tweve hillion souls, lan. Twelve hillion. Once we had dreamed that space could
take them. But fagter than we could take them off-planet, more were born—and so the mad-ness came.

"I was banished from Earth in seventy-eight, after the Second Arizonan Incident. | had become a
leader in a disarmament drive; | and a hundred thousand others, modly from the southwestern part of our
country, were banished to a pend colony. This place here—" He shouted out the words and dammed
the am of the chair that he was gtting in. "One hundred thousand in a unit that could not sustain more
then twenty-five thousand in closed-system regime.”

He stopped, then smiled softly, like an old man who is concerned that he has just frightened the child
he was taking to. lan amiled back wanly and Smith continued.

"I could see what was coming. The darkness descend-ing. All the nations of Earth would cdl upon
their colonies to join in the nationdigtic madness of their mother coun-tries. And such madness We had
been living in space for nearly a century. We of space, from a dozen different nations, had far more in
common with each other than with those mad fools below. It had been the same with America when at
last her people had redized they were no longer Europeans. And so it was with us. Why should we
daughter each other for the sake of those madmen who were of a dying breed—the last generations of
Homo sapiens?’

He said "Homo sapiens™ with a disdain that was fright-ening.

"We were of the next generation of man!" Smith shouted. "And | knew that in the end it would come
down not to a confrontation between the petty nationdigic states but a confrontation between those
below and those of us above.

"But we were too weak yet. It would be a hundred years, perhaps a millennium before we would be
ready.

"Security a the pena colony was lax, especidly for one such as mysdf who aready had a name and
was widdy known on Eath. A few well-placed bribes and | was dlowed a class-one visa for
space-to-space flight. Just aslong as | did not return below. It was thus that | started to meet with those
from the other units and formed the network you cal Alpha Ps. It was an open secret—the governments
of Eath knew what we were planning from the start. But they needed us, our products, the energy we
beamed down, so they did not attempt to stop us from Paming and oddqlling the necessary sydams thet would
get us out of there. No one on Earth wanted to force the confrontation. And they assumed, as well, that
no unit was one hundred percent self-contained. To the second dedimd o the ningy-ninth percentile, yes—out
thare were dill some few items that we needed from Earth on a rega bess And as you know, aunt is aly
sdf-contaned to the degree of itsfirg perishable life-sugaining sub-stance.

"But we labored on that, as wdl. Tha was our true secret, while we openly prepared in other ways.
Thet is where we pushed our research, and soon we could im-prove sdf-aufficiency by a factor of ten.
Then the Exodus began. One unit left, and then another, findly it was in the dozens, and then the
hundreds. The men of Earth couldn't stop us without foraing a magor confrontation. Fndly when they
worked up the nerve to do it, the end was aready upon them.”

He amiled sadly and looked off into the distance, asif recdling a haf-forgotten dream.

"The Soviet-Pakigtani Incident precipitated the first exchange. Even from fifty thousand miles out, we
could see the flashes and firetorms. We made our moves as planned—before we oursaves would be
dragged into the conflagration—and abandoned Earth to the fate created by those who were too inferior
to understand.



"Yes lan, | was an Alpha P leader. | was the phi-losopher who motivated the others. We
evacuated, lan Lacklin, but it came far too soon for our unit. | want you to contemplate this, lan Lacklin.
We had one hundred thousand aboard, of which we caculated only twenty-five thousand could be
supported by the ecosystem. Con-template what that meant to us, contemplate what that did to a
philosophy professor who was now the appointed leader of a colony doomed to die from
overpopulation. | cursed them dl. | cursed those who destroyed what might have been, and set me upon
thisHegira."

"I'm not sure | understand. What is a hegira?'

"Ah, yes, but of course you wouldn't understand. | am weary, lan, and shdl soon leave you. But don't
-worry. This conversation shdl continue, for | do find it anusing. Y es, the Hegira. When Muhammead the
Prophet was not recognized by the fools and unbdievers of Mecca, he and his followers were driven out
of the aty into exile That isthe time that the True Bdievers date ther calendar from, the Hegira or exile
of the Prophet. And so we were driven out, as wel, lan Lacklin—a hegira that has lasted deven
centuries”

Franklin Smith stood up, stretched dowly, and walked past 1an and out toward the far door, his slken
robes rugling lightly with his passage.

"My Hegira—which | as the Father have lived through from the beginning. And which now, thanks to
you and the present you bring, will soon end with fire and sword.”

lan was done for three days, as near as he could estimate, before he was dlowed to regoin the
others.

Surprisngly their captors had dlowed some of their familiar items to be brought back from the
Discovery, and Richard greeted lan with atumbler and a sad lament.

"I had two cases |€ft, two cases, and the bastards only let me take this one bottle off." And he held up
the lagt precious container, now three-quarters of the way to argly.

"Takeit asagreat honor and Sgn of my friendship," Richard said melodraméticaly, "that | saved this
find drink for you." He poured the rest of the contents into the tumbler and offered it to lan.

"What did they do to the ship?" lan asked.

Stasz drew closer. "It seems our messiah friend is alittle nervous about his catch,” he whispered softly.
"We were dlowed to take off some persond items, but then the ship was seded.”

"Any cargo removed?'

"Nothing that | could see, " Stasz replied. "They did detect the radiation in that old thermomine in the
at stor-age compartment. That redly set them off, and they put a secure lock on the door and I€ft it
there”

lan amiled at this information and reached into his pocket to hold the dien cylinder, as if it were a
taisman to ward off evil.

Shdley came to lan'ss Sde and wrapped her ams around him. For a second he regretted his earlier
confes-sion, but he went ahead anyhow and kissed her lightly on the forehead.

"We thought maybe you weren't coming back," Ellen said, a note of concern in her voice.

"We saw him, we did. Saw ther great dark Father,” Hlijah proclamed. "He invited me to thar
communion of honor for you. | can hardly wait."

Sill not used to Elijah's predilections, lan backed away from him.
So the friends talked quietly among themsdves. Each had met with Smith. With Stasz the tak was



technicd and dedlt with the operation of an overdrive ship. From Stasz's descriptions they dl redized he
hed lied to the point of absurdity with Smith when discussang the defenses of Earth and the limitless fleets
of overdrive ships that swarmed the galaxy.

lan amiled as Richard described their comparisons of medicd technology and shook his head sadly.
Here was an old friend, logt four-score light-years from home, brought to an early end by his
mismanagement. lan's eyes started to fill, and he looked away.

Hlen said they had spoken of language and culture. She had even asked to use one of her precious
aurvey forms, which she had saved for just such a moment. Smith had laughed and said he would
consder it. With Shelley he reminisced about his days as a graduate student.

Only Hlijah would not speak of their conversation and, when asked, would only mumble snatches of
verse.

lan knew that each of them was being judged and weighed for the daughter. He knew that for the
moment Smith was usng them as a means of entertainment, a way of looking into the past. But that
would soon change, he was sure of it.

They came for lan while the others were adeep, and he quiglly dipped away, not wishing to create
another emotiond scene. Smith was waiting for him in the same chamber but led 1an away through a side
corridor and up into the docking bays. Not asngle person did they meet, and lan findly asked why.

"Thiswhole unit isa ghrine. If the ship of Columbus could be found, do you think we would sal it and
useit? The sameis true of this vessel—this once-crowded pend colony. Only my priests and priestesses
live here, to over-see my needs.”

"Your priests and priestesses?' He knew the tone of disdain couldn't be concealed.
Snith looked at him and amiled. "Come and gaze upon my power."

Snith led the way to the zero-gravity docking section. Passing Discovery's port, the two boarded a
gmdl vessd and strapped into side-by-side couches. Smith activated a command screen then quickly
rattled off a statement into the console mike. The shuttlecraft was activated, and they were off.

"Voice-activated commands?' lan asked, impressed with the technology.
"Yes | was rather amazed at the primitive piloting systems of your own vessd."

They traced a parabolic arc away from the main ship, and as they came up on the opposite sde of the
vessd, lan couldn't hep but gasp in amazement. In the harsh blue-white light of Ddlta Sag, hundreds of
ships hung sus-pended in high orbit like fiery diamonds of light.

"Wha was once above Eath a the haght of her power in space pades to inggnificance when
compared to this. Gregor says thet there are now over ten thousand home vessds, from amdl ones such
astherdic | now livein to giants, one hundred and fifty kilometersin length. Most are in orbit around this
once-dead airless planet, which is so rich in the resources that we desire.

"When we arrived here nearly three hundred years ago, there were but twenty-five thousand of us.
We fashioned crude landing vessels for the surface below and findly managed to gain a toehold. Those
were ex-citing times, lan Lacklin. Heroic times. Within severd years the fird mass-drivers were throwing
up desperately needed supplies of slicon, iron, hydrogen, and oxygen, locked benesth the surface. Then
we huilt the skyhooks, the powersats, and the fird new habitation units That took us fifty years. And
then | approved the growth. Y es, the growth, where a mother could have more than two children. 1 now
encouraged my people to have as many as possible. Since that time we've doubled our population every
eighteen years."

lan tried some quick menta arithmetic but Smith had aready guessed his god.



"According to Gregor, there are over one hillion people living in space. If we continue for another two
hundred years a this rate of growth, well have over a trillion souls. One trillion souls. And that smdl
planet down below dhdl disappear from our insatidble need. Think of that, lan Lacklin. One trillion
souls”

There was a sudden connection, and lan couldn't help but ask.
"Why do they cdl you the Father?'

"Ah, yes" He chuckled softly with an obvious note of pride. "Smple, lan Lacklin. Of that first
generation of growth, | was the father of at least one child from every maother.”

lan looked at him and couldn't help but smile.

"You from the Outsde, you can amile in my presence, but not in front of the others. That could be
deadly.

"I know what you're thinking, that it must have been a laborious task. Some were done in, how shdl |
say, 'the traditiond way,' but the vast mgority were per-formed through artificid techniques. Of the next
gen-eration the same was done again, and again thereafter and thereafter. The genedlogies are watched
of course and the maes of my community Sre children, as well, but ultimatey they dl trace themsdves
back to me. So you see, lan Lacklin, by now dl one hillion dive today are my descendents in one degree
or another. It's strange, lan, to meet a man twice my age, bent over with time, and to redize that | am his
father or grandfather. Soon for me, only a matter of months from now in my life span, there will be a
trillion who are descendents from my loins™ .

He said it with the pride of a biblica patriarch. One hillion to date, 1an thought.

"I dmost had the same arrangement mysdlf,” lan said matter of factly.

"Oh, what happened?’

"The details of the contract didn't work out.” And he wouldn't say another word on the subject.

They sat in sllence for severd minutes and 1an hoped that Smith would be duly impressed by that little
reve-lation about the IFF and that there would be no more questionsin thet ven.

So, they were dl descendents of Smith. The sociolog-ical implications were fabulous, and he wished
that Ellen was with them a this moment. Smith had taken the prim-itive concept of the clan, with its
family bondings, and raised it to the level of an entire dvilization. He was Adam incarnate, master of an
entire star system—and how much of a master, lan would soon see.

lan watched as Smith guided them on their trgectory toward one ed o a oflinder thet mug have been a
hundred kilometersin length.

Smith called out severa approach commands and their shuttle sivung in on the find run that was only a
couple of hundred meters above a rotating surface so hig that lan fdt he was orbiting a planet. His
curiogty was aroused as to the mass of this ship and the gravitationd fidd thet it created.

As they approached the end of the cylinder, the shut-tlecraft started to decelerate and lan was
surprised a the sudden redization that Smith's people had mastered in-ertia dampening for a sublight
vess.

Clearing the end of the man-made planet, the shuttle findly docked at the very center, in the
zero-gravity area.

"Thiswill only take a couple of minutes Would you care to come dong?'
How could he refuse? lan eagerly followed behind Smith

Ther docking port was devoid of people, and it seemed to be encased, floors, wadls, and ceilings, in
gold. They floated into a amdl golden room with asngle circular doorway &t the other end.



"I sdl go fird, of course,” Smith said. "I'd appreciate it if you would stay behind me. If you should
drift dong-sde of me or in front of me, I'm afraid that wouldn't fdlow protood & dl. I'd beforoad tokill you'" He
gmiled "Do we understand each other?’

lan nodded.

"Good then." Smith pushed off and floated toward the door. At his approach it did open, a sudden
roar engulfed them, asif a storm-tossed sea was bresking outside the golden room.

Snith grabbed hold of a circular raling of gold, stop-ping his forward momentum. He stood there
surrounded by thunder.

lan cautioudy dipped up to the doorway and peaked out. "My God, it'sfull of people,” he whispered.

He was looking out into a vast cylinder-shaped audi-ence chamber: a kilometer or more in diameter,
its length ten kilometers back up into the vessdl. The entire popu-lation of the one habitat—millions of
them—had gathered in this one place.

"O my children,” Smith shouted, and his amplified voice rose above the thunderous roar.
"For you are the Father of usdl!" ten millions an-swered in return.

"Our promise shdl be fulfilled, our glory megnified a thousandfold. Our revenge shdl be jus.”
"For s0 you have promised!”

"Our Hegirashdl come to an end in the gardens of Paradise!”

Snith reached to his belt and with a dramatic flourish drew a sword that glinted in the harsh blue
aunlight pour-ing in through the windows that surrounded the docking port like a beaded hao.

lan gasped with amazement as, like a fidd of sedy whesat, a wavering shimmer of metd rippled up
over the multitude. Until dl human forms were blotted out beneath ten million upraised swords.

"Father, Father, Father..."
Smith pushed off from the golden ring and reentered the golden room.

"Thet is power, lan Lacklin" he said with a cold glim-mer of menace. "Think of that power when, in
vengeance for what we suffered, | unleash it across the world that so crudly drove us out into the night.”

lan was dlent as together they reboarded the shuttle.



CHAPTER 14

N ot a word was said between the two as the same performance was repeated a hdf a dozen other
colonies.

lan knew he had been invited to theritud display to be impressed. But for what purpose? Part of it, he
guessed, was to judge his reaction. But by the informd way that he was treated, lan suspected that Smith
was looking for a contact that was not filled with ritud, nor blood kin, for that matter.

Fndly a question dmost anthropologica in nature broke the slence.

"Why the swords? | mean, I've been observing your technologica level and it's Smply astounding.
Why this anachronism? Now, dont take offense, but in my eyes swords are rather ridiculous in a
technologicd levd any-where beyond the Napoleonic. It's even stranger when | can't trace any ussful
culturd lineage out of it. | mean, swords were never used in gpace in your time, at leadt, not in anything
above a poorly written video thriller.”

"But there is a culturd lineage” Smith replied. "Therés a direct higoricd linkage thet centers our
society around the sword and the mystique of the warrior. One more stop, lan Lacklin, and then | shal
explan.”

The adulation seemed to have put Franklin Smith in a jovid mood, and he laughed as he entered
through the airlock into yet another golden room. lan sat in the shuttle and waited as the waves of noise
washed the interior. For severd minutes he looked across the star-studded night, the familiar formations
now changed, with some brighter, and others dimmed, or lost atogether. Findly he found the one he was
looking for, dmogt logt in the harsh glare of Delta.

The chanting would soon be heard there, as well, lan redized, and he, more than anyone dse dive,
would be the one respongble for the devadtation to come. He, a hidorian, a dudier of others, a
bookworm logt in fantasies of the heroic past would be the cause. lan suddenly re-dized that in this
movement he might very wdl be the prime ingredient in the fate of an entire world.

As his eyes scanned the shuttle, lan recognized the superior technology. Hel, they had a
thousand-year head start, a thousand years without the long night, the plagues, the convulsive wars that
followed. Only in the last two hundred years had Earth reemerged into the enlightenment. For dl practicd
purposes the only technologica advantage his people had was the trandight capability. In dl others, they
were sadly lacking. So now, thanks to his damnable curiogty, Earth's one smdl advantage would dlow
Snith to cross space in a matter of months—bring-ing with him the fire and sword of vengeance.

The chants were dill thundering as Smith dipped into the seat next to him, closed the airlocks, and
broke free and away.

"The day we Ieft Earth orbit," Smith suddenly stated, picking up on a question that lan had dready hdf
for-gotten, "we numbered just over one hundred thousand. The bastards who started the wars knew that



we were trapped—we who were on that colony. Even if we made the engines, produced the sals, or
deployed our ion packs, we were dill trapped.”

"Why?

"Becauee the Eathade govanmat forced one hundred thousand people aboard a colony designed for
twenty-five thousand. It was such a crude andogy. Earth with her twelve hillion had exceeded her
carying capacity, and those of us who protested and tried to dter that equation without resorting to war
were forced onto a colony that had far exceeded its closed eco-capacity, as wdl. They knew we could
only stay dive through massive trans-shipments from Earth. Those bastards reasoned thet if they were
defeated, they could 4ill destroy us outright or leave us in space to linger a dow desath until we findly
destroyed ourselves.

"I remember one of their leaders laughing a me when we had just reached solar sysem escape
velocity. He said he would enjoy contemplating the ways that we would use to kill each other.”

Snith stopped for a moment and looked draight in the direction of Sol and the Earth that he had
escaped.

"I outlived you, you bastardsl” Smith screamed. "You laughed a me and | beat you dl. And I'll be
back with billions to seek revenge.”

"The sword,” lan asked, trying to divert Smith away from what appeared to be a potentidly violent
tirade.

"Yes, the sword, your question about the sword,” Smith replied absently.

He looked off into space, as if searching for some dis-tant, panful memory. "Condder this problem,
lan Lacklin. You are acknowledged as the great leader of a group. Be it through cunning, political stedth,
charigmdtic awe, or, in the very rare case, through actud ability to rule. You have a closed system, there
are one hundred thou-sand people and you know that only twenty-five thousand will live. And you, lan
Lacklin, you done can choose. What now would you do?’

lan recoiled at the thought of the few posshilities. The harming of an insect was to him a mord
question, and often he would catch afly only to release it outside rather than kill it. True, he had played
absurd "survivd in the shdter" games while in graduate school, but this was different. The man before him
was red and had faced that actud question—and had gpparently solved it.

"I think | would have resigned or killed mysdf.”

"Bullshit!" Smith thundered his response with such rage that 1an pulled back from him. "You gt here in
your complacency and talk philosophica bullshit. First you absolve yoursdf of the problem, thereby
atempting to make yoursdf mordly superior. | hold such people in contempt. Complete contempt!”

"I'm not trying to show mysdf superior to you," lan shouted back. "It's just that my mind rebels at
finding away to kill saventy-five thousand people.”

Smith looked at 1an for a moment then amiled a sad, dmost whimsicd amile. "If any of my people had
ever dared to speak to me like that, my followers would tear m apart. You know, | miss this. | truly
missthis" He sghed and looked off into space for amoment. "Too bad it will have to end sometime.

"I dill hold the mora whinersin contempt,” Smith said, drawing the conversation back to its origind
path, "for they present an argument, such as nonviolence or dissrmament and peace, while living in the
safety of thar sheltered lives. Let them truly be placed on the line, et them see their children garving in
the name of peace, et them see their families bombed and raped—then see how their mora arguments
Sand.

"I think, lan Lacklin, my pudgy, bespectacled, bookish professor, | think that if you were suddenly in
the same studion as |..." Hisvoice trailed away for amoment, asif the images he was arguing over were
wavering before him like phantoms. "I think, lan, that you, too, would findly learn to decide the fate of



tens of thousands. Learn, at ladt, just how easy it redly is. But back to the answer of your question, my
friend.”

He spoke a couple of quick commands into the nav sysem and the shuttle rolled into a different
trgectory, aming itsdf toward a close sweep of the smdl planet that was the source of Franklin Smith's
grength. Then he turned back to their conversation.

"In short, lan Lacklin, | had to devise away to kill seventy-five thousand of my own people, otherwise
dl of uswould die. Our council thought of raiding another col-ony, but we had yet to build the necessary
weagpons, and anyhow, the colonies were adready destroyed in the open-ing stages of the war or far
ahead of uson their trgjec-tories.

"So we had to take in the following consderations before cutting back on our population. Our
ecosystemn was susceptible to sabotage; a amdl group of macontents could seize a key point—the
reactor, the central control system, or one of a hundred other points—and thereby blackmail the rest.
Therefore | was forced to move swiftly and to create a ate of tight control. It had to be harsh, ruthless,
and unsweaving in loydty; and most important, ingantaneous to command without thought of persona
of.

"I redized, lan, that a system employing Bushido was the key."
"Bushido?'

"An andient” word. Japanese, meaning a code of war-riors honor. It suited my needs perfectly. A
sysem of feudd overlords with retainers who vaued honor more than life service to therr clan's lord
became the definition of their life. In short, 1an, it became the only way. | needed to indill discipline and
an acceptance of death to serve the greater whole—a society where death was accept-able.”

Hefdl slent for amoment and looked away. And lan noticed a tremor in his jaw, as if he was fighting
for con-trol.

"I had to kill seventy-five thousand so twenty-five thousand could live" he whispered. "And there was
no escaping that trauma. No escape for Dr. Franklin Smith, professor of philosophy from Berkeley.

"Our governmenta system had been democratic, but the ruling body of our unit came to me, knowing
what had to be done. They knew a democratic syssem would deadlock over the question of who would
die They feared some of the macontents teking over, and knowing that | was the pacifis and
philosopher, they fdt comfortable with my becoming the Angd of Death. Oh, they could wash their
hands of it then—the stigma would be carried by Smith. Let Smith kill them; afterward well ded with
him. | begged them at firg not to nominate me, but in the end | took the position.”

"Wha did you do then?' lan asked, redizing why it was tha Smith had spared him. lan was the
cathartic, the only one in Smith's universe that he could unburden to. He had for the moment become,
like of old, the confessor to a Pope, the confessor to a god.

"I was married, you know," Smith replied, his voice bardly a whisper. "Janet... Janet. | told her why
and she understood. Then | killed her."

He looked away agan and started to sob. The planet was ralling by beneath them, the shuttlecraft
skimming a thousand meters above the surface. Aits the Sze of cities dotted the landscape, and from
them rose sreams of pay-loads propelled upward by the mass-drivers. As they ap-proached the
equatorid band, it seemed asiif the planet were rimmed with the spokes of awhed soaring upward to the
geosync points, where processing plants manufac-tured the needs of a hillion people. lan didn't say a
word as the quiet sobs filled the shuttle. Suddenly Smith stiffened and with a forceful effort turned and
looked back at lan.

"With that one death | gained the understanding and, thereby, the control over the others; they lisgened
to one who had made the penultimate sacrifice. Firdt, | ordered thet the best and the brightest would be



saved. Those with the superior intdlect and the superior genetic ca-pabilities would live to breed a
superior race. They were isolated in a secure portion of the colony. The Sngle door-way into that section
became known as the Portd of Life, for only those chosen could go through it.

"Next | selected those with unique skills and knowl-edge who had not earlier been sdlected. | now
hed haf the people that | could save."

"What did the coundil say to this plan?’

Smith's expresson hardened. "They said nothing. After | killed Janet, my firg order had been to kill
every member of the council. They gave me the power—I used it. | killed them, for they dl deserved to
die. They would have used me in the end as their scapegoat, ther Judas, and turned agangt me. For |
redized that only by yidding to the decisons of a wise dan lord could we survive, and | would become

that lord. | had dready selected my bodyguards, those who would be my firg generation of priests,
though | knew that my cult would have to be developed gradudly.

"I then created the Order of the Sword, and the system to exercise it. Hardly anyone had experience
with sword work. It was fair, and Smple. Our stores of sted were adequate and we manufactured those
fird weapons esdly enough. Crude, they were, but sufficent. And thus for Sx months, day by day, the
fighting of pairs became the path out. And with it, the forcing of obedience to my will, snce those who
were the best, those who could take the discipline, gradualy became my closest guards and car-riers of
my will."

He chuckled with a degp solemn tone, which lan found to be srange after the emationd outbreak of
edlier.

"Humen nature... so drange, so drange. They came to enjoy it, this warriors code. The women
became the fiercest at times, especidly those who had lost children. Don't look at me that way, 1an, you
mus have known that when we were exiled we brought our families and children with us. It was a pend
colony.”

"What happened to the children?

"Those with superior dhilities were sent to the isolation area until the trids by arms were over. Those
over twelve who did not make it that way had to fight. Those under twelve... we put to deep.”

"The children?"

"Dont cdl upon your mord superiority with me, lan. If we had left them back on your Earth, they
would have been vaporized in the war. |s that superior?”

lan didn't particularly care for the way he said "your Earth,” but he thought it best not to argue the
point.
"But dl those thousands who missed being defined as superior by only a amdl fraction, or by severd

points in the tests you once used. Would it not have been wise to try to save them? What about the
brutes, the savage ar+imas who would survive by killing, were they worth sav-ing?*

"If I had not let them think they had afair chance, they would have overthrown my plan. Can't you see
the beauty of it? | let them think that they had the advantage. However, it was so smple. | maiched
brutas againg brutals. Those who might oppose me againg those who might oppose me. And those who
might be worth saving, | tried, when possible, to match them againgt weaker opponents who were not
worth saving but whom | could not Smply execute.

"Through the fights it was S0 easy to decelve them and to keep them from destroying dl of us in a mad
frenzy of destruction, as the scum back on Earth had prophesied.

"And so for gx long and bloody months, | reduced us step by step. The bodies were processed for
their vauable resources, my people learned a new code, and we were transformed. And as | watched
the Earth disappear as-tern, fading to ablue speck logt in the glare of aminor sun, | learned control.



"For they had destroyed Paradise!” He shouted the words, and lan was tempted to tdl him that he
was not preaching to the multitude, but thought better of it.

"We saw what was coming, we had spoken out againgt it, and for our effort those fools had us exiled.
| learned, lan Lacklin, what is the nature of power. | could hop to one of my colonies right now,
command ten thousand to kill themsdlves, and they would do so without question and consider it an
honor. That, lan Lacklin, is power— and it restsin my hands.

"Never agan hdl | ever let happen what those on Earth forced us to do.”

They findly swung in to the dark side of the planet, and its surface was banded by necklaces of lighting
that illuminated the planet asif it were day. lan was amazed a the power being harnessed there. Smith's
people were litgdly teaing the pangt goart. Asif reeding histhoughts Smith suddenly spoke again.

"Gregor gave me a report on our progress before you joined me. He sad tha it was recently
caculated that if growth continues at its current rate, we will totaly con-sume the mass of that planet in
four hundred years. Al-ready we are developing five of the moons on the firg gas giant.”

"Which oneis that?"
"It's called Janet."

"Of course” lan sad it with such undergtanding that Smith suddenly reached out and touched him on
the arm and smiled briefly.

"But as | was saying, | saw the path. Once the Time of Blooding had finished, | redized that the
warrior code must stay. So with the coming of the next generation, | encouraged its development dong
with rigorous training of the mind and totd discipline. lan, | knew that the odds were ill againgt us. | had
st a course that would take seven hundred years—fearing that if we went to the closer stars, we would
find ourselves in comptition. | knew many were bound for the gaactic core, but space is im-mense. We
hed contact with severa colonies on the way out, but most we would not reach. Two did make garfal
here at Delta Sag and we were forced to ded with them, since of course they were not of us"

"I know. | found the results of your actions.”
Smith ignored his comment and continued.

"I created awarrior-guard dlite, and | acted as a guide to the future so that there would be a continuity
with the past. As leadt, that is what | told them, but | knew what would happen after only severd
generdions.

"I was awakened every twenty years, or when there was a criss to advise—to give counsd and to
plan. Thefirg time | was greeted like an old friend returning. The second time only a few from the 'Earth
Time,' as they were cdling it, dill remembered me. And on the fourth time, there was not one in fifty. And
| started to become firg an advisor, then alegend, and findly a god—as | knew | would.”

He amiled &t 1an as he said the words, and a man who had sounded before to be so sane now took on
adifferent edge hispomafu gopearance and degp rich Vacelending only more power to the image of something
amog su-perhuman.

"My awakening became a rdigious event, a long-cherished high holy day by which people measured
their lives When | knew the time to be right, | laid out the next step—the bonding of dl by one common
blood. It became a most sacred privilege to bear my child, even if induced atificaly. And it became the

mogt cherished dream of a maiden to surrender her virginity to me and then to bear my child." Smith
looked at 1an and gave a dightly lascivious amile.

"It was easy to keep track of the genetics of it, and within a few hundred years every sngle person
became a descendent of mysdf. | am, therefore, truly the Father of dl my peoplel™

He shouted out the words and laughed as he did so, and then fixed lan with his gaze.



"And | knew one other part of the formula that was necessary for our hedth and surviva. A people
mugt a-ways have a dream. And | gave them the dream. That we would increase in number and then
return one day to the paradise that had been fouled by those who are not of our blood. They would
return to the promised land, led by therr Father—and we would purge the Earth of its filth. We would
take our revenge for having been driven out. We would take our revenge for the Blooding Time. And we
would then dwell in the realm of Paradise for-ever!"

Smith grabbed lan's am with such force that 1an feared the madman's grip would burst right through
hisskin and shatter the bone benesth.

"And you, lan Lacklin, you gave me the means of my return. Your people are weak, your own ship's
computer tells me you number not hdf a hillion on the entire planet. You have but a weak centrd
government controlled by an overgrown bureaucracy. There is no way tha you can defy me. We have
searched to transcend light for a mil-lennium, and to think that its discovery would be a mere accident by
an amateur back on Earth. But now | know. | have the data in your machine to tdl me how. And then |
ghdl return in glory and my people can at lagt return to Paradise!™



CHAPTER 15

I an fdt amoment of d1sorientation. the darkness was strange. Shortly after his return from his mesting,

amed had been ddivered that outshone anything they had ex-perienced snce Earth. In spite of the
circumstances, lan was enthraled with the dinner plates, each was stamped "Souvenir of the 2064 New
York World's Fair." lan dipped one of the coffee saucers into his jacket pocket. It now rested next to
the dien artifact.

It had aready occurred to the crew of Discovery tha this was to be some sort of ceremonid last
supper—and they were suddenly convinced of it when the lights were dimmed. Nervoudy they sat
together until eventudly ex-haugtion and the need for a find private moment had sent them to their own
gmd| areas.

Asif dirred by a digant voice, lan "awoke from his deep and looked toward the doorway. A shadow
filled the dimly lit corridor—Smith. Leaving the others to what he feared might be a find rest, lan stood
and followed Smith to the audience chamber.

"Have you decided?"

"Hrdg, | give you permission to gt And Smith beck-oned for him to St on the amdl stool placed
before the dais.

Smith was dressed in the flowing ceremonid robes of the warrior, his sword resting on the floor by his
right hand. The soft lamplight behind him haoed his salt-and-pepper har and cast darkened shadows
that hid his beard and ebony features.

lan gave him a nod of thanks and settled down onto the stool. Smith said nothing, and Ian findly broke
the sllence.

"I can't understand one thing."
"Goon."

lan drew in his bresth and findly committed himsdlf. Y ou have the information that you need from us.
We therefore serve no logicd purpose by living. You, if any-one, have learned to kill without preudice
or sentiment. If we do not serve a purpose, then why don't you kill us?'

Snith leaned forward and his features emerged from the shadows. "You are correct, lan Lacklin.
Y ou've sur-mised thet you ill serve a purpose, and now you ask mewhat it is”

"Yes"
Snith chuckled softly. "Are the universties il the same as when | was there?”

The change of tack threw lan off balance for a second, but he quickly picked up onit. 'l have afeding
that it's universd and timeless

"Sill the same adminigtrators?' He chuckled softly. "You know, | could never figure out how people
s0 dumb and so deceitful ever got into education.”

lan nodded and found himsdf chuckling, as well.
"And dill the same dumb jocks who your dean forces you to pass, in Spite of their idiocy?!
"I think | know what jock means, we cdl them ozone heads. But yes—it is dill the same. Most



schools are dill places were education is second to the god of sports.”

"Itsjust that | was once afull professor of philosophy,” Smith said sadly, "and | know that you were a
professor of history, specidizing inmy time."

"I thought that was part of the reason you kept my friends and me dive”

"But events, lan Lacklin, will soon force the end of this nogtdgic interlude. | was a professor, but now
| am something entirdy different.”

lan found it remarkable that he was gripped by an icy feding of cdm. The path was open to him. He
could sense it in Smith's words. The reason he had not heard from Smith or, for that matter, the reason
they had not yet been diminated was Smply because Smith was not sure of the path to follow. Smith as
the Angd of Desth was poised, but something behind him held him back. lan now knew that it rested
with him—an overweight, nearsighted, cer-tifiably incompetent higtory teacher—to tak the man out of
daughtering the entire population of the Earth, or he would die trying.

He thought about that for a moment. He could die as soon as the sesson was over. To his surprise his
bowes didn't turn to water, and his knees didn't quake at the mere thought of it dl. His arguments were
dready form-ing, and he started.

"I guess it's obvious that you intend to use the plans for our fagter-than-light vessdl. Youll build a flegt
and in short order return to Earth.”

Smith smiled softly and nodded.
"With fire and sword,” his deep voice boomed, "as they say.”

lan took a deep breath. "You're a fool!" His voice echoed in the chamber. And for a moment there
was alook of shock on the face of Smith.

The sword seemed dmogt to legp into Smith's hand and arc back in a sweep that would culminate in
death. lan stedled himsdf for the numbing blow and Hilled the terror in his heart. He looked into Smith's
eyes and hadd hmwith a challenge.

Smith held his gaze, and wild desire was mirrored in his eyes, as if he wrestled with himsdf. lan
waited, amazed at the sudden intengity of redlity and thought that held him. It was as if in a Sngle second
he could dearly con-sider a dozen different thoughts. He was amazed at the dmogt ludicrous redization
that he was engaged in a di-plomacy that the world might never know of. He was amazed, as well, a the
cold-blooded logic that had driven him to insult Smith.

And lan Lacklin fdt a secret pride. He had, for one moment, a leadt, transcended; and as an old
word had described, he was no longer awimp. lan Lacklin had equaled, at lagt, his fabled heroes of old.

Snith kept the sword poised, and then with a sudden flourish he drove it into the flooring by his sde
and re-leased it—so that the handle quivered and swayed asif it held a trembling life of its own.

"Explan!™ Smith barked. And shaking with sup-pressed emotion, he turned away.

"There is no need for me to be pedantic, your education is better than mine. And as is so very rare,
you do not let that education hamper you with useless rhetoric. You therefore understand the nature of
societal movements. That has been my career. | studied your movements, your age.

"A society must have atangible goa, a Utopian dream of whét it can transcend to. It can be, asinthe
Middle Ages, a drive to rdigious oneness and esablishment of the kingdom of God. To my own
ancestors it was an al-consuming passion to transcend the near-fatd damage of the Holocaust and return
usto space. For you it is re-venge.”

"Yes, revenge!” Smith shouted. "You were not there. | was. | saw the light dip out of Janet's eyes, |
saw the bloodied floor of the fighting pits, | carry the blood of the tens of thousands on my soul. And |



saw whet they did on Earth. They did it! They did it!'" His voice rose to a scream of rage.

"They are dead a thousand years,” lan whispered in reply. "Franklin Smith, you are nearly the lagt of
your age; you dream a revenge againg those who are dugt, their legacies forgotten, their age destroyed in
aHolocaugt of their own making. Damn it, Smith, they're nothing except your memory.”

Hefdl dlent, waiting for the reply, but there was no response. And Smith ill kept his back to him. 1an
searched for the higtoricd example.

"Your logic is the same as if the blacks of your age were to punish the whites of your South for an
experience gone two hundred years, or a Jew of my time to punish what were once Germans for thet first
Holocaust more than a millennium ago.”

"But the memories are 4ill here and dive” Smith turned and pointed to his heart. "Stll dive and
burning in here."

"Youve had revenge enough, Franklin Smith, revenge enough. That traveler of mine, Elijah, he sad
'For | done have lived to tdl thee this tale.’ You know, you murdered his entire colony. That poor mead
fodl quoting ancient literature isdl that isleft of an entire world, and that is your work."

"It was necessary."
"So was what happened to you."

Smith's hand rested again on the sword.

"Go ahead, if that's your answer to what might save you, then go ahead and get it over with. I'm tired
of waiting for it."

"Speak then, damn you."

"The world was tottering toward madness. To an in-sane world the voice of sanity isusudly viewed as
insane. You'e lucky they didn't kill you on the spot. At least you had a chance. You're no better than
they are, for you'd have done the same. In fact you have done the same in the name of saving your
ociety.

"Think of it, Smith. The madness that seized the world forced over saven hundred colonies and nearly
thirty mil-lion people to flee the Earth. It was violent, in many cases nearly hopeless, and millions died.
But the bonds had been broken. Right now hundreds of divilizations are spreading dowly across this area
of the gdaxy. The birth of a child is attended by blood and trauma. So, too, usudly with a civilization.
That madness, that trauma forced you to flee and, yes, forced the tragedy of your life But | see here a
billion people, bonded together in a new avilization that you have forged out of your own power and
desire. That has only happened to a handful of menin history. You are the Adam, Abraham, and Moses
of anew cvi-lization."

"And now the angd of war," Smith replied.
"Desth, you mean. And as | said before, you'd be afoal."
"You're just arguing to save your own life and your own world."

"Of course | am. Only a madman desires death. Only a madman desires hisworld to die. But | see the
degth of dl inthis; your world and minewill die

"How s0? I've looked at your records; | know your capabilities. In ten years | could destroy you
completely. Evenif your people learned of my coming, ill 1 would overwhelm them.”

"Yes, evenif my people knew. You dready outnumber us nearly four to one, and in ten years time it
will be 9x to one. Y our technology is generations beyond our own, dl except for that one smdl quirk of
fate that caused one of our people to discover the way of crcumventing light-speed. Thet is our only
Superiority, and you now have that, as well.



"But | tdl you this, Franklin Smith. Lead your people for a revenge that only you need have, and it will
destroy you and your avilization in the process.”

"Give me your argument then, and be done with it. | am growing weary of thistalk."

"My opening argument is that a dvilization needs a god. You've set up the god for your people: the
desire for revenge. You've created a perfect machine for that god: a hillion people linked together by
common blood, a people trained in what you cdled Bushido, and a technologicd levd that transcends
Earth's—as if your twenty-first-century world had found a way to wage war on a rabble of medieva
knights.

"But remember that concept about a god. So you go ahead, you build and then you attack. You use
atlomics to blast us and sweep life off the face of the Earth. Y ou have triumphed, Franklin Smith. Imagine
that triumph.”

He looked into Smith's eyes expecting the vison he painted to be one that would excite, but to his
surprise there was nothing, asif Smith could aready see the path that 1an was pointing to.

"And then what? Damn it, tdl me, then what? Y ou've selected a god that can be too eesly reached.
Oh, it was a wonderful god that could bind a people together when they needed binding. You
engineered that superbly well. But now, thanks to me, you can atain that god. Once you've reached i,
however, what can revenge bring?"

"It can dill bring a payment here," Smith replied, Strik-ing his chest. "Here it will bring arich reward.”

"A reward of the moment. But a societa revenge, once it is reached, bears a strange price. Once the
god has been obtained, then there is no goad—no dream to reach out to. Nothing now to work toward.
And then the old prophets and the old dreams are cast aside. Think, man, of the contempt’ your age fet
for the century-long quest for revenge in the Middle East. They had ther revenge and destroyed ther
foe, taking back what they caled the usurped lands, and think in the end of the bitter retribution that
came—and how it was created by themsdves”

To his surprise Smith nodded his head in response. "l lost severa classmates in that war, | remember

"I could argue this point for hours, Franklin Smith, but that is foolish. Y ou're the philosophy professor,
you should be able to fallow the argument on your own. | am merely the historical observer.

"If your society reaches its god, then it will change forever—and in a direction you might not have
antici-pated or be able to control. The very factors that bind it together, that give it strength and vitdlity,
will be logt. Your own America was built on a god of expanson and limitless opportunity. When you
sarted to ligen to the drivd of idiots who said there mugt be limits to growth and that expanson into
gpace iswrong, you fdl behind. It was nearly fatd, for the Japanese and Chinese never had such doubts.

"Go ahead and make your god. They'll throw you aside then, Smith. You've dready started toward
another god; if you point that way, you can't lose"

"Go ahead," Smith replied sarcagtically, "enlighten me, Professor.”

"The complete sitling of space isthe only god that can be sought and yet, ultimatey, never obtained.
With the hibernation drug you could take your people in that direction for ten thousand more years. At
your rate of growth you could be tens of trillions, reaching out across the entire gdaxy. That's a hdl of an
dternative. Don't go back to Earth, Smith. Go ahead and kill us if need be, but don't go back to Earth.
Revenge isn't worth the cost. You shaped a destiny for your people, continue to do it. In five or ax

generations your people could forget that the hatred of Earth ever existed—and the dream could be
redirected esewhere.”

"But you Earthmen could one day be a threat.”
"That's likee sing a Cathaginian amy could have threatened the America of your



twenty-firsg-century. Damn it, Smith, you've got such an exponentid jump on Earth, itll never catch up.
Besides, our society is dill primarily planetbound. We've learned; our society's ethic limits population
growth. Less than one-tenth of one percent of us are space dwellers, and the vast mgority of those out
there dill look back down to Earth. We're a people who've learned to live within our ecosystem, as
those aboard any space colony mud do. It's pretty boring in a way, but that's the way | guess well
adways be. We cast off our seed, and some of us will ill go out, but the grim ne-cessities of it have
dready been done by our ancestors.

"But your people, your vibrant society is not looking inward, dependent on a sngle planet. Your
people are dready looking out toward the rest of the universe. The hdl with Earth, Franklin Smith,
you've got an entire uni-verse to populate with your descendents.”

lan fdl slent. And for savera minutes nothing more was said.

"You know something, lan, you are neither as dumb nor as wimpish as | firg thought. Y our argument
issound and bears thinking. After dl, the distant future is only a matter of months for me, but generations
for my people. We have adgnificant lead on you dready, and now, with this light drive, there is nothing
to fear from your people.”

Snith stretched and walked over to rest his hand on the hilt of the sword. "However, lan Lacklin,
though it saddens me to say this, | think you should pray to what-ever god it is that you worship, for it is
time that you meet him."

"Wait a minute, Doc," lan said hurriedly, coming to his feet, "I thought that you'd see we werent a
threst, | mean, you know..."

Smith drew the blade out of the floor and advanced on lan.

"Look & it from my perspective, lan, and try to be reasonable. | ill have a touch of the paranoid in
me. If | let you go there is the dim chance that you could create quite a problem for me some day.
Besdes, | have the designs for your ship, so thereés no need to let others know thet 1 have it.
Therefore..." He shrugged his shoul-ders and grimaced asif he were being forced into an unpleasant act.

"You ask meto be reasonable?’ lan shouted. "Damn it, you're going to cut my head off and you want
me to be reasonable!”

"I'm sorry, lan, | do like you. | promise your passng will be quidk ad panless Now jud kned down <0 |
waont missmy am and cause you undue suffering.”

"Bullshit! I've tried to be reasonable, but you wouldn't ligen. So you've forced me into it." lan reached
into his pocket.

"Come dong now, lan, we searched you for weapons, ad | was good eough to dlow you to kegp your
pasord effects. Now don't try to thresten me”

"I'm not threstening you,” lan said coldly. "Theré's a thermonuclear mine aboard our ship; your sensing
de-vices should have picked up the radiaion Sgnature.”

"So what?'
lan pulled the dien cylinder out of his pocket. "Thisisthe trigger.”
"Come on, lan Lacklin, you're bluffing. That's a use-less piece of junk.”

"I thought so, too. But it's a andl, dien tranamitting device. Just before we jumped to this region |
rigged it up to trigger the mine”

Snith was slent, watching Lacklin's eyes for some tdltde clue.
lan was actudly shaking. "I'm not joking this time, Smith. | didn't want this Stuation, | had hoped we



could get dong without thresats, but you forced meinto this™
lan held the cylinder over his head and touched the end of it with his thumb.

"Take another step and youll get to see firsghand what red eternity is dl about. All | need to do is
push down on the end of this cylinder and puff, you and | will be gammarays.

lan was garing sraight into Smith's eyes and a taunting amile crossed his face. He was in control!

"Il tell you something, Smith," 1an said, his voice reflecting his sense of assurance. "I've listened to you
for some time now, in fact, 1've even grown to like you, but the gameis over. So here's what you're going
to do for me. Firg off, you're going to cdl the guards off my friends, and then well take a nice lesurdy
grall down to the docking ports.”

"Andif | refuse?'
"Then well seeright now if I'm bluffing or not.”
Snith dill held him with his gaze, but 1an knew he had the upper hand.

"Look, Smith, we pose no threat, we only dir a fear that should have been buried a millennium ago.
Now if | push this button you die, and when you go the dvilization that is built around your semigodhood
dies with you. Logic therefore dictates that we take that little walk to the dock-ing bay. You can save
face by making sure dl your people are ordered from the area. Later just tel them that you decided to let
uslive So you win. And evenif I'm bluffing, you'd gill win anyhow; we and the Earth pose no threst to
you."

Smith started to amile but lan's gaze held steady as he started to move his thumb.

"Stasz, isdl secure in there?'

"Engines are powering up, lan. All secured, just tdl me when to close the airlock and let's get the hdll
out of here"

lan switched off the comlink and looked at Smith, who floated on the other Sde of the airlock.

"So, what are you waiting for, lan? I've done as you requested, 1've let you and the others return to
your ship. So go on, get the hdl out of here”

"Do you think I'm that dumb?' lan said, edging his voice with contempt.

Smith's knuckles whitened as he clenched his hands. "Don't push it, Lacklin. You're aboard your ship,
now just get the hel out of here”

"Before we can jump to light you could vaporize us with your ship's defenses, or the defenses of any
one of a hundred of your other ships.”

Smith smiled.
"Checkmate. | could force you to come with us™ lan said.
"Then I'd call your biuff. Youll not take me off this ship to suffer the humiliaion of being held hostage.”

"Checkmate," 1an replied sadly. lan drew a deep breath and stepped out of the airlock. There was no
other way and he had assumed from the beginning that it would end like this. He hdd Smith in control
only as long as the threat was in front of him.

"Stazz, ligen to me"
"Go ahead, boss."

Boss, Stasz had just cdled him boss! "Stasz, | want you to remove the thermomine from the aft
storage area and bring it to mein the airlock.”



Smith's eyes grew wider and lan held the cylinder up as awarning not to try anything.
"lan, what the hdl are you doing?' Stasz replied.

"Dont argue with me on this. Hell vaporize us as soon as we pull out. I'm staying behind with the mine
as a guarantee to make sure he doesn't. Now dump that mine and just get the hell out of here.”

Afrad that Smith might try a desperate move, lan hdd him with his gaze. "An even swap, Smith. They
get away and I'll surrender the mine and this trigger, then you can do as you see fit."

A flicker of agmile crossed Smith's face.
"Mogt noble on your part, Doctor.”

lan felt the airlock open behind him.

"You sure you want to do this?' Stasz asked. 1an looked at him from the corner of his eye. Stasz was
floating in the entry way, the ugly black mine tucked under hisarm.

"Jud toss it over here, get back on the controls and punch it the hel out of here."
"lan?'
"Goddamm it, do it!" lan shouted.

"Thanks for saving my retirement,” Stasz said sadly, "I'll see they put your name on a gold plague.”
And with a rluctant gesture Stasz gave the bomb an underhand toss.
"lan, my love, you cant!"

With a wild shout Shelley barged past Stasz and ric-ocheted off a bulkhead, knocking the dowly
tumbling bomb off course. She came draight at lan, her ams out-stretched like a disraught lover
reaching for her mate.

She dammed into lan even as the bomb drifted past him, just out of reach. He could see Smith legping
from the other Side, grasping both for the bomb and the dien swizzle stick which had been knocked out
of his hand by the impact of a sobbing Shelley.

"Shdlley, let go!"

Hoating in the zero gravity, the two men dammed into each other—each grappling for a hold.

"Redly, Smith," lan shouted, "two Ph.D.'s should find a better way to settle thair disoutes.” He pulled
back hisright hand for a roundhouse punch.

lan's entire body was thrown into the blow, and lan was amazed to see blood spray even as he
recoiled away.

He dammed up againg the opposite wall to be met by asdid bow to hislowver back. He hed hit the ming
divirgit into the wal and activating the last switch.

"Warning, warning, you have preactivated the Clear-ance Assured AB-23A themomine. We are
happy thet you have decided to go with the best bang in the universe. And remember to contact our
qudity control peopleif you have any problem.

"Warning, Warning..."

The high-pitched voice, sounding like avideo adver-tiser, droned on as lan findly managed to grab a
handhold and stopped his wild gyrations. Smith was dazed, and floated before him like a damaged ship
that had logt dl power to move or react.

"lan, let's go!" Shelley's hands were yanking on his leg; a sudden tug pulled hm back toward the
arlock.



Sepuled imthrough the ailodk door and hit abuiion on the control panel; the door dammed shut.
"Saez, punch usthehdl aut of here" Sdley soreamed.
"The atifact," lan shouted. "Wait, it's the only thing we have! I've got to go back."

lan reached over to hit the airlock door release. There was a fant shudder as Stasz cut free from the
docking port. Ingantly the prggump acceleration kicked on, pushting lan and Shdlley againg the opposite
wadl.

Resching out Smith setched the oMy tutdingmine Pushing off from the wall, he floated down the corridor
and stopped at aviewing port.

They were dreedy free and accderding ino thar jump.

With his left hand Smith touched his nose and winced with pain.
Damn it, that little guy broke his nose.

But that little guy would be vapor infarly short order.

He reached over to a comlink board and got ready to cdl in the command to activate a weapons
battery. The mine kept shrieking out its warning and he suddenly redized that the last thing he needed
was for that warning to be going on in the background. Some of his "priests’ were feding a little uppity
thistime around, the way he imagined the pope would fed if God showed up and tried to take over the
business. The lagt thing he needed was for them to think there had been a screw up. First the mine, then a
couple of disabling shots.

"Warning, warning..."
"All right, shut up, damn it."

He examined the Sx numbered levers that were now in the down postion. Smple enough. He
grabbed hold of the last one and flicked it up.

"Congratulations, you have activated the find trigger. If you wish to deactivate it, please check your
service manud at once. To avoid accidents, be sure the manud is the correct one for your modd,” the
voice sad chear-fully. "We advise that you now leave the area Ninety seconds, eighty-nine,

eghty-eight..."”
Snith let go of the mine and it hovered in front of him.
"Oh, shit."



CHAPTER 16

11
Earthbound, lan?'

"How long would it take, Stasz?"
"Sx months seventeen days.”

lan did a quick caculaion. That would put them in ten days before registration for the fdl semester.
Perfect! He could throw together a syllabus and be ready to go. Hel, for that maiter they might even
want him at Nouveau Harvard after his exploits.

lan looked around a the others. Smith's system was ten hillion kilometers behind them and the initid
euphoria over their escape was wearing off.

"What's wrong, Shelley? We could be back intime for fdl classes.”
"lan, | just remembered something."

"Y egh, what?'

"Did you file for awaiver from the mandatory recertification seminar?'
"The what?'

"Every third year dl professors have to be recertified with Sx credits of education courses. The
seminar was scheduled for the month after we Ieft. You had to file before we left.”

"Damnit, Shelley, what are you taking about? Any-how, you're my assistant, you should have taken
careit."

"I tried to tdl you before we Ieft. You had to file a the Provincid Office in person, at the Dean of
Education's office"

"Hdl, Sheley, they should dlow me the waiver now. | can dam life experience. Damn, with dl the
data I'm bringing back, | can findly get published! | might even make it on the late-night videos. That
should be worth gx lousy educetion credits.”

"Sorry, lan, this seminar was on proper use of forms and the mativation of athletics sudents. They
won' let you get awaver."

"What the hdl do you mean!”

"lan," Bllen interjected, "remember the Chancdlor said we dl had to follow proper channds.”

"And | suppose you did."

"But of course," she said with a salf-confident snicker.

"And you never bothered to remind me"

"You should know what's important in education. Y our certification is your problem, not mine”

He could see the triumph in her eyes.

"lan, | hate to interrupt, but I'm picking up afant beacon. It's way the hdl over toward the course for



the gdactic core, severd light-years out. But damn, isit pow-erful to get thisfar!”
Stasz turned around in his seat and looked at lan ex-pectantly.
lan looked at Richard, but he was dready out of it. There was no sense in even asking Elijah.
He looked at Ellen and amiled.
"Wdl, Miss Certification, looks like you're going to miss the next semester, as wdl!"
"lan, you wouldn't!"

"I can tdl you one thing I've read the paperwork on. According to the grant, I'm in command of this
ship so | need not be democratic.”

He looked past Ellen and gave a command that he had long fantasized about. "Full speed ahead,
Sasz."

"Oh, by theway, Ian," Richard said while tirring from his lethargic stupor, "can you explain what the
hdl thisis? Shelley said she picked it up in the corridor while you and Smith were wrestling about in such
adeplorable fagrion. She gave it to me thinking it came from my late lamented drinking kit."

Richard held the dien artifact in his hand. 1an shot a quick look over to Hlijah, who sat slent, asif the
object were amysery to him as well.

"Oh it just fdll aut of my podke,” lan responded lamdly as he rushed over to grab the most vauable artifact
known to Man.

"Curious looking." Richard hdd it up for everyone to see. "What the hel isthis blue button for?
"Dont!"

Too late! With an exdamation of pan Richard dropped the rod after a flicker of flame shot out the
opposite end.

lan picked it up and nervoudy pressed the blue button. Aninch or so of bright blue flame shot out the
opposite end.

"lan, what the hdll are you doing with a cigarette lighter?' Shelley asked. "You don't even smoke.”
"Oh, just saving the Earth with it," lan said evenly. He turned and walked out of the room.

A cigarette lighter, he had faked out the most powerful man in the universe with a goddamn dien
cigarette lighter—and his laughter echoed through the ship.

Alonein the main cabin, he punched into the ship's computer and in fairly short order the fird andyss
came in on the beacon. It looked like L-5 319!

He remembered that one. Even as he started to cdl up the data he heard the scuffle of boots on the
deck.

"Come on over, aslong asit isnt Blen”
He didn't look up. He was bent over the screen check-ing the data.
There was afant smdl of perfume. He looked around.

"Oh, hi, Shelley. Thisisgoing to be a good one. Thisisaunit | dways wanted to meet. It's a bunch of
Tolkien buffs. Know what that is? Why, they were people who loved a most interesting form of literature
popular in the twentieth century. Say, Shelley... Shdlley.”

He turned around. Good lord, she was undressing right in front of him.

He tried to sammer a protest, but before he could form any words she had kicked aside the lagt of
her doth-ing to reved atight teddy.

"Sheley, w-why don't we talk about 3197 lan ssam-mered.



"Let'snot, Dr. Lacklin," she said softly. And, reaching past him, she turned the machine off.
lan thought about the flash they had seen just before jump out, and wondered if it had taken Smith.

But then Shelley managed to drive that thought away, as wel. Suddenly he redized that excting as the
voyage had been so far, it was ddfinitdly going to get better.
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