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BATTLESTAR
GALACTICA™

PROLOGUE

The Cylons were created by Man. Created to make life easier on the Twelve Colonies. They began
as simple robots—toys for the amusement of the wealthy and the young—but it was not long
before they became useful, and then indispensable, workers. As their sophistication grew, the
Cylons were used for the difficult and dangerous work that humans preferred to avoid: mining,
heavy industry, deep space construction.

And finally, perhaps inevitably, they were used for war. Not against enemies from without, but
by human against human, as the Twelve Colonies found reason to wage war against one another.
The Cylons were the greatest soldiersin the history of warfare. They were smart, fast, and deadly.
SQuccessive models had become increasingly independent, capabl e of making decisions without
human orders. And they wer e utterly without conscience. Killing, to the Cylons, was simply one of
the functions for which they had been superbly designed.

In hindsight, perhaps it should not have been a surprise that the day would come when the
Cylons decided cided to kill their masters. And when that day came, the horror of war was
unleashed upon all twelve of the Colonies of Man. For ten long and bloody years, humanity
fought—not just for freedom, but for survival. The Twelve Colonies, facing a common,
implacable foe, at last came together and joined as one. Many fought, and many died, in the effort
to destroy the mechanized race that humanity itself had conceived and brought into being.

There would be no victory. But through valiant fighting, and with the mobilization of every
available resource throughout the human sphere, the Cylons were gradually driven from the
immediate part of space occupied by humanity. In the end, an armistice was declared. Humanity
would live in peace, while the Cylons left to find another world to call their own. Live and let live
was the philosophy . . . if "live" was a term that could be applied to the existence of the robots.
No one knew the location of the Cylon world. But to maintain the peace, a remote space station
was built in the dark emptiness between the stars, to be a place where Cylon and human would
meet and maintain diplomatic relations.

Once a year, every year, the Colonials sent an officer for the scheduled meeting. After the first
year, the Cylons sent no one. No one had seen or heard fromthe Cylonsin over forty years.

That was about to change.

PART ONE



|T BEGINS

CHAPTER
1

ARMISTICE STATION

The diplomatic spaceship emerged from its Jump with amomentary flash of light. Its prior inertiacarried
it like aboat on ariver toward its destination. The only propulsion required was braking thrust.

The spidery space station hung silent in the darkness, billions of milesfrom the nearest inhabited world.
A row of navigationa marker lightswinked adong its vertical pine, bardly illuminating its outline. The
approaching spaceship, an ungainly white transport, pierced the darknesswith tiny flares of its
maneuvering jets asit dowed. Nearing the docking section, it rotated and pitched upward to dign itself
with the station. Practice made the intricate ballet of the docking maneuver seem casud; the pilots had
performed it so many times it was an automeatic movement, like ahand dipping into aglove.

The thrusters brought the ship to a hat a hundred meters from the station. A telescoping passageway
emerged from the Sde of the station's docking port and stretched out, crossing the gap with asingle
gliding movement. It drew up into place againg the ship'sairlock, and with a series of thunks, the
mag-locks made it fast.

Another scheduled meeting was about to begin. In theory.

Theintercom crackled to life, and the pilot's voice filled the departure lock. " Colonel Wakefield, we are
docked. You may enter Armistice Station at your discretion. If you need anything, we'll be here. |
hope you don't get too lonely over there."

The colonel pressed the TALK button on the intercom. "Don't worry about me, Captain. I'm used to it
by now. I'll be back soon enough, no doubt with nothing to show for it." With the sigh of someone who
had done thisjob many times already, he drew himsalf up straight and stepped to the airlock hatch. The
latch mechanism stuck for amoment, then swung open, reveding theinterior of the passageway. Picking
up his briefcase, the colonel stepped across the threshold and began the long, deliberate walk down the
passageway and into the Sation'sinterior.

There was an unavoidable grimness to the job, but he vowed not to giveinto asense of futility. If the
Cylonsdid not show up—and he fully expected that they would not—he would not let that reflect on his
own performance.

Hisfootsteps echoed in the silence of the station as he | eft the passageway and airlock and passed
through the long corridor leading to the meeting chamber. He shivered alittle, and wrinkled his nose at
the musty smell of the place. There was dugt in the air—the filters must be in need of replacement—and a
patinaof grime everywhere. The maintenance robots must be breaking down, he thought. They were



Cylon-built machines, of course—humans no longer had robots—but redlly, the wonder was that they
gtill functioned at all. He doubted they'd been serviced since the station was built. What did that say
about the endurance of the Cylon technology? The thought caused him alittle shudder, which he did not
alow to the surface.

Only once ayear wasthere any officid activity in the station. And that activity condsted of the colone
arriving, waiting three days for his Cylon counterpart to show up, and then leaving. Not oncein the last
thirty-nine years had a Cylon representative appeared, to meet with him or with any other member of the
Colonid delegation. The colond often wondered why they bothered. But he knew the reason: Eveniif the
Cylonsdid not honor their commitment to the armistice terms, at least the Colonias were keeping up
their end of the agreement. And how else could they maintain vigilance, sincethey did not even know in
what direction to look for the Cylon world, or evenif it redly existed?

The colond came to the massive closed doors of the meeting chamber and pulled them open. The
sound reverberated in the room as the doors dammed closed behind him. He strode forward, hedls
clicking on the broad-tiled deck. The chamber wasitsef practicaly a halway—Iong, widening dightly
toward the center, with outward-canted walls and sted support beams arcing low acrosstheroomin
closaly spaced rows. It was a spare space, devoid of decoration or color, lit along the edges of the floor
and by widdly spaced celling lights. Its very shape seemed to suggest the meeting of adversaries: long, to
permit ample timeto view the approaching opposite, and barren, asif to deny any possibility of emotion
or warmth.

A narrow table stretched most of the way across the center of the room, asingle chair on either side.
The Colonid flag hung & rest onits pole a the left end of the table; there was no flag for the Cylons. The
colonel sat down inthe chair and snapped open his briefcase. With efficient care, he removed two
framed photos from the briefcase—one of his son, and one of hiswife—and placed them at hisleft hand
on thetable. He gazed at them for amoment, dlowing himsdf the reminder of home, of what he was here
to protect—before firmly assuming again an atitude of detachment. Then hetook out a sheaf of papers
and began |eafing through them: briefing documents on the Cylons, asthey had last been seen, forty years
ago. He knew the documents by heart, but he reviewed them nevertheless, with the steady weariness of
someone who has done the same thing over and over, year after year, for avery long time.

Nothing had changed, he thought, except him. A year older, ayear closer to retirement, ayear wearier
of this charade. The Cylonswould never come. For al he knew, for al anyone knew, they were extinct.
Maybe they had turned on each other and annihilated their entire mechanica civilization. Wouldn't that be
justice. Or maybe they had set off across the galaxy in search of new realmsto conquer. But how would
the Colonias ever know? When the robots departed the star system forty years ago, they hadn't left a
forwarding address.

The colonel sighed and closed his eyes, resting his head against the seat back. It was silent here, but he
was used to the silence. It wasrestful, in away. Later, when the wait got to be too long, he would catch
up on some reading. Or return to the trangport ship for rest and relaxation. But for now, he would just Sit
here as arepresentative of hisworlds, and soak in the solitude.

It wasn't long before he caught himself nodding off, and he drew himself up with adeep breath. It
wouldn't do to nap. He was on watch—even if he was here asadiplomat, and even if he passed the
three days done.

He glanced at the photos of hiswife and son, and then looked over the Cylon briefing sheets once
more. After afew minutes more, he closed hiseyesagain.

Hejerked awake. Maybe he was getting old. It used to be he could stay aert on marathon watches
with the best of them. He blinked and stretched his mouth in ayawn, shifted uncomfortably in the chair.
Gradualy, he closed his eyes once more. And began to dream of a place, more than alight-year behind



him, where the sun streamed down onto a beach on Caprica, where he and hiswife, both younger then,
had played with their two-year-old son. That had been a happier time, perhaps the happiest of hislife.
That was before the stresses of parenthood, and those of the military and diplomatic life, had combined
to taketherr toll.

Heloved hiswife and his son, of course. But sill, thereweretimesin hisdreamswhen.. ..

Boom.
The colondl garted awake again. What was that?

Hejerked up straight. The doorsin front of him, at the Cylon end of the hal, were swinging open,
splitting to reveal ablaze of light. Sweet Lords of Koboal. It couldn't be. . .

The sounds of footsteps were soft, but unmistakably metal on tile. Two huge chrome robots marched
in through the open doors, then stepped to either side as guards. Cylon Centurions. Modified, but
clearly recognizable. The colonel blinked, every sense afire now. The robots raised their arms, which
appeared to end with the barrel's of built-in weapons, the wegpons folded back suddenly, revealing long,
talonlike fingersthat flipped forward to form something like hands.

The colond stared at them, pulling momentarily at his collar before catching himsdlf. The robots stood
utterly impassive. Each had asingle crimson eye that did back and forth across the angular brow,
scanning, scanning.

Something €l se was coming; the colonel could hear the footsteps. Another robot, he assumed. The
two standing guard did not move an inch. The colond licked hislips nervoudy, waiting.

A shadow moved in thelight, afigure coming toward him. Waking. Emerging fromthelight . . .

It was a blonde woman, dressed in a crimson jacket and skirt, and elegant boots that came nearly to
her knees. She was stunningly beautiful. She walked toward him with a precise, confident stride, one foot
infront of the other. The closer she came, the more unnervingly beautiful she looked. She exuded
sensudity. Her hair fell in loose waves and curlsto her shoulders; her figure wasriveting, her eyes sharp
and probing. He drew a hoarse breath, only half-believing what he was seeing. But what he was thinking
was, A hostage of some kind. They're releasing a hostage.

But why? Why would they do that? And why now?

The woman walked directly to the table, then came around the end, without aword. She leaned
againg the edge of the table, directly infront of him. Can't get much more direct than that. Shemight
aswell have beenin hislap. His heart began pounding.

On her face was a hint of aamile, rather pensive. She cocked her head and listened, or perhaps was
waiting for the colond to say something. She leaned forward, bringing her face closeto his. And she
spoke thefirst words the colond had heard since leaving his ship. In alow, sultry voice, she asked, "Are
you dive?'

The words went through him like eectricity. He ssammered, trying to reply, and finally managed,
llYall

One hand on his shoulder now, she leaned closer till. He could fedl her breath, warm and sweet on
hisface. So beautiful, so . . . Before he could complete the thought, she said, just alittle more forcefully,
"Proveit." And then, in an exquisite torture of dow motion, she moved her hand to the back of his neck,
drew him to her and kissed him.



Kissed him. But why?

His mind went utterly blank, then returned with an awareness only of this moment. There was a power
inthiskiss, dmost asupernatura power, that made other thoughts and caresflee. Her lipswere afirewith
passion; they worked to discover the exact shape of his lips. Her breath was hot on him now. Lug,
awakened from a deep dumber, began to flareto life in him. He returned the kiss now, answering
passion with passion. Her grip tightened on the back of his neck. All thought of hismissonfled, dl
thought of hiswife. . ..

In the deep, deep darkness surrounding the station and its docked spacecraft, another ship was moving.
It wasimmense, and shaped something like two sea starsjoined face to face, kissng, their amstwisted
at odd angles. It was, unmistakably, a Cylon base star. Beside it, the Colonia ship and the station looked
liketiny plagtic toys. It was now moving away from the station, gaining alittle distance—but not too
much—before asingle white point of light streaked out from somewhere withiniit, and begantoturnina
graceful curve around the extensions of the base star's arms. Then the light whipped back inward, toward
thelittle space ation.

Asit struck the gtation, there was ablinding flash. . . .

The colond felt the deck shudder beneath him, as the kisses came more and more urgently. It was amost
asthough she were trying to draw something out of him, some passion no human had ever touched
before. Something terrible was happening—of that he was certain—Dbut his mind was too fogged by
her raw, commanding sexudlity to focus and comprehend. And not just her sexudity, but afeding that
she was touching him in some inexplicably deep way, drawing from him emotions he could never express.
Another shudder shook the room harder than before, and he tried to break from her kiss. For afraction
of aningtant she amiled, abit sadly and sweetly perhaps, and with a probing gaze, murmured, "It has

begun.”

He struggled to pull free, but there was an inhuman strength in the hand pulling him back toward her
lips. Her mouth met his again as the papers on the table began to flutter and fly away. As she breathed in
his mouth, hefdt al the air rushing from the chamber. If he did not break free and get to asafe place, he
would die.

Thethird and final shudder jarred his senses, but only for an instant—before he, the woman, and the
entire space station exploded in abdl of fire and hull-meta shrapnd.

In the sllence of deep gpace, there was no sound of the explosion. No human still living was close enough
to see the flash of thefireball. And no warning sgnal was ever sent.

Itssingle, smple mission concluded, the Cylon ship quickly moved away and vanished back into the
darkness of theinterstellar void.

CHAPTER
2



WARSHIP GALACTICA

Thump, thump, thump, thump . . . The rhythm of the running footsteps echoed in the spaceship's
passageway, ahigh, trapezoidal corridor lit by regularly spaced, vertica blue-white light tubes aong the
danted support beams. The passageway was spotlesdy clean, but well worn with use, and now, as
aways, full of people.

Kara Thrace rounded a corner, jogged past a handful of crewmen coming the other way. Karawas an
athletic, short-haired blonde woman in her late twenties, and afighter pilot. She bore down on aknot of
tourists gathered in the passageway ahead. She was dready breathing hard, but that didn't op her from
ydling, "Makeahole!"

That produced some startled looks from the visitors and their guide. They hagtily backed to either sde
of the corridor and made a hole. Kara plunged through their midst and never |ooked back, though she
shuddered alittle at the tour guide's voice, telling the people about the history of the Galactica, the sole
remaining battlestar from the eraof the Cylon War. "Origindly twelve battlestars,”" he said in aperfect
museum guide's tone of voice, "each representing one of Kobol'stwelve colonies. . . Galactica
represented Caprica. . ." Frak, Karathought as she l€eft the tourists behind. Wait until the ship isa
museum, will you. . .

Such thoughts were very much in Commander William Adama's mind as he waked the ship's corridors.
He had a speech to give, and he ill hadn't quite worked out what he wanted to say. The Galactica's
stocky, craggy-faced commanding officer didn't much like giving Speeches under any
circumstances—throughout hislong yearsin the service, hed managed to avoid that duty whenever
possible—and he certainly didn't like to dwell on the reasonsfor this particular speech. Nevertheless; it
had to be done, and there was no getting around the fact that as Galactica'sfinal master, he wasthe one
who hadtodoit.

Glancing down at the paper in his hand as he walked, he tried once more, in his deep, husky voice.
"Though the Cylon War islong over, let's not forget the reasons why—"

A voice from behind him interrupted. "Commander Adama, if | may!" It was Captain Kelly, the
Landing Signd Officer.

Thiswasthe third time held been interrupted before getting through the opening paragraph of his
gpeech, but Adamadidn't redly mind. He glanced back as Kelly caught up with him. " Captain?'

Kelly appeared to fed awkward now that he had his commander'sear. "Well, ar, | . . . just want to
say what apleasureit'sbeen . . . serving with you, under your command, sir.”

"Kely." Touched, Adamaturned to shake the officer's hand. "It's been my honor. Good luck in your
next assgnment.” Kelly was only the latest of many members of the crew to approach him with such
sentimentstoday. Adamafdt touched by al of them.

"Thank you, sr." For amoment, Kedly looked asif he might have something moreto say, but finaly he
just nodded and turned down a side corridor.

Adama kept walking, trying to remember the opening line of his speech without looking down.
Murmuring, he began, "The Cylon War islong over. Y et we must not forget . . ."

Jogging footsteps behind him, coming ongside. "Morning, Sir!" called afamiliar voice.



"Good morning, Starbuck," he answered, without looking up. "What do you hear?'
"Nothing but the rain," answered Kara Thrace, keeping pace beside him.

"Then grab your gun and bring in the cat,” Adama said, completing theritual exchange he and Kara
had shared for as long as she'd been apilot on his ship.

Karagrinned and pointed afinger at him. "Boom boom boom," she said, and accelerated ahead to
finish her morning jog. Adamawatched her with asmile as she disappeared around the bend. There went
one of histop pilots, and one of the biggest hell-raisers on his ship. Practically adaughter to him. He
shook his head and went back to rehearsing his speech.

Thistime he made it to the fourth sentence before he looked up to see atrio of enlisted crewmembers
from the hangar deck, awoman and two men muttering to each other with some urgency. Adamajust
caught thewords". . . wrapped that yesterday," and some under-the-breath curses, as Specidists
Socinus and Prosna passed something behind their backs, while trying to ook innocent.

"Too late," Adamasaid. "What's up?' He wasn't worried; every commander should have such a
reliable crew.

The three crewmembers saluted. Socinus made the quickest recovery. "Nothing, S, just another leak
in that frakkin' window." The young man hesitated. ""Pardon me, Sir.”

Prosna, hands still behind his back, added, "Thisis supposed to be a battlestar, not amuseum. Sorry
tosay so, Sir.”

"I couldn't agree more," Adamasaid. "Be careful out there, al right?" Letting them keep their secret,
he turned back toward his destination. As he neared the Combat Information Center, hetried one last
time to rehearse his speech, but it was no use. Once he stepped into the CIC, there was no such thing as
aprivate moment.

The CIC, located deep in the belly of the massive ship, was the battlestar's nerve center. It wasthe
center of both flight and combat operations—ahuge, dimly lit room filled with consoles and overhead
monitors, work counters and not enough seats to go around. During normal operations, there could easily
be thirty or forty crewmembers moving about here; today, there were maybe adozen. Y ou could fed the
coming decommissioning hanging in the air; it made Adamasad, but aso proud to be here a the end.

Greeted by the Officer of the Watch, Lieutenant Gaeta, Adama kept walking—casting a casua but
perceptive eye over the various workstations as Gaeta briefed him from the stack of papersin his hands,
printouts of the day's comm traffic. Thiswasthe only battlestar in the fleet that still kept everything on
paper, and that was exactly the way he wanted it. "Anything interesting?' Adamaasked, looking up to
scan the overhead monitors.

Gaetawas young, efficient, and usualy agood judge of what Adamawas likely to consder interesting.
Adamawas going to misshim. "Mostly just housekesping,” Gaegtasaid. "Though thereis one sort of odd
message we were copied on." He handed Adamathe printouts. "It's the one from FHeet Headquarters.
The courier officer's overdue coming back from Armigtice Station, and they're asking for a status report
on al FTL-capable ships, just in case they need somebody to jump out there today and seeiif hisshipis
having mechanica problems™

Adama chuckled as he flipped through the printouts. "1 think were alittle busy today. Wouldn't you
say S0, Lieutenant?'

Thewatch officer grinned. "Yes, gr."

"I'm glad we agree," Adama said wryly. He handed the stack of printouts back to Gaeta and prepared
towalk on.



Before he could take another step, though, Gaeta continued, "May | take this opportunity to say what
apleasure and honor it's been to serve under you these past three years?' He gestured awkwardly,
pushing the edges of the paper pile together.

"It'smy honor, Lieutenant Gaeta,” Adamareplied, saluting. Lords of Kobol, was everyone on the ship
going to say that to him today? Perhaps he had better get used to it.

Turning, he glanced back at the piece of paper held been carrying for the last hour. To himsdlf, he
repeated softly, "The Cylon War islong over . . ."

For Aaron Dordl, the day had been anonstop series of encounters with the news mediaand other VIPs
newly arrived aboard Galactica—all of them here for the decommissioning ceremony scheduled for
tomorrow. For today, hisrole wasto explain and extol. Hisrole wasto interest the pressand to lay the
groundwork for the tour guides who would indeed be giving this spid oncethe old crate was officially
what it had been in redlity for years now—amuseum piece. But making the old seem fresh, and the ugly
beautiful, waswhat Aaron Dord was good at. Aaron Dora was thirty-two, nattily dressed in ablue
civilian suit, and afast talker. Aaron Dord was a public relations man.

As he strode through the ship's passageway's, leading a cohort of media reporters and others lucky
enough to have wangled passes, he spoke energetically about what the ship had meant to the Colonies
through the years, and why she was the way she was. Dora was ahard man to impress, but even he felt
twinges of pridein this ship that had served for nearly haf acentury, a onetimethe flagship of the fleet,
and now the oldest of dl the battlestars. Also, aflying anachronism. ..

Dora gestured as he led the latest group through the public portion of the ship. "Y ou'll seethings here
that might look odd, even antiquated, to modern eyes," he said, turning to face the knot of people
following him. ™Y ou'll see phoneswith cords, al kinds of manua vavesin the most avkward places,
computersthat barely deserve the name.”

After confirming that people were nodding in acknowledgment, he continued, "It was dl designed to
operate against an enemy who could infiltrate and disrupt even the most basic computer systems.
Galactica isareminder of atime when we were so frightened of our enemiesthat we looked backward
to our past for protection. Backward to smpler computers, and away from the networking of the day,
networking that at the time made us o terribly vulnerable to the Cylon threat. Of course’—he paused to
gesture toward the CIC, which they would not be waking through—"modern beattlestars resemble
Galactica inonly the most superficid ways™"

Dord paused to say hello to an older gentleman with thinning gray hair—Colond Tigh, the ship's
Executive Officer—but he got only apained scowl in return as Tigh stalked past. Good God, the man
looked hungover. Lucky he wasn't going to be serving on board much longer. Onething Doral knew was
that he wasn't going to say anything about that to his audience. No, smile and show respect to the old
fossil, that was the way to keep this audience pleased with their tour.

"Next," he said, looking back over his shoulder again, "were going to walk down the port side of the
ship to get aview of the red meat and potatoes of a battlestar—the hangar deck, where her red fighting
force, the Vipers and Raptors, are serviced and kept ready for action at amoment's notice. . . ."

The hangar deck was precisely where Commander Adamawas headed at this moment, having
completed his round of the CIC. The crew chief had asked him to come down to see something specid.

Adama stepped down off the ladder onto the hangar deck, to be greeted by Chief Petty Officer Galen



Tyrol. The chief was obviousy working to keep a sober face as he called all hands on deck to attention.
Adama saluted and as quickly put the scattered crew members back at ease. "Morning, Chief. How are
you, today?"

Tyrol, aseasoned leader of the hangar maintenance crews and one of the most respected
noncommissioned officers on the entire ship, wore an uncommon expression of eagerness and maybe a
bit of nervousness. "Thank you for coming down, sir. Weve been looking forward to showing you this.”

"Wadl, so havel, Chief. Whatever it is" Adamasaid. He kept adry expression on hisface, but his
curiogity was definitely piqued.

"If you'l just follow me, r." Tyrol led him around an array of machinery and spacecraft with
maintenance panels propped open. A small crowd of enlisted deck hands accreted behind them asthey
proceeded. Tyrol brought Adamato a craft covered from noseto tail with ablack tarp. It was clearly a
Viper, thelines of the space fighter unmistakable under the covering. "What'sthis, Chief?"

A grintwitched at the corner of Tyrol's mouth as he stood in front of the craft, waiting for the rest of
the crew to crowd around. He seemed about to speak, then simply gestured to several of the deck
hands, who hurried forward and swept the tarp smoothly off the concedled craft.

Adamadared. It was an old-style Viper, afighter from the days of the Cylon war. "Mark Two," he
sad, in genuinewonder. "1 haven't seen one of these in about twenty years.”

"1f the commander will takeacloser look . . ."

Adamashot Tyrol apuzzled glance and stepped closer. Then he saw it—the name, stenciled on the
hull, just below the lip of the cockpit canopy:

LT. WILLIAM ADAMA
"HUSKER"

Helaughed. So that'swhat they'd been up to, painting hisname and hisold cal sign on the vintage
war-bird. But Tyrol was il talking:
". .. athetal number, Nebula Seven-Two-Four-Two Constellation.”

Adamas mouth dropped open, as he read the registration markings on the Viper'stail. N7242C. They
hadn't just painted his name on any old warbird. " Oh my God. Where did you find her?'

Tyrol was openly grinning now. "Rusting out in asavage yard on Sagitarron. We had hopesthe
commander would alow her to participate in the decommissioning ceremony.”

Adamaturned in dishelief. "Shelll fly?"

"Oh, yes, gr. Weve restored the engines, patched the guidance system, replaced much of the flight
controls. . ."

Adamahardly knew whether to laugh or cry. ™Y ou guys are amazing.” He reached out to touch the hull
of the craft. Viper N7242C. How many times had he flown thisfighter, forty years ago? How many times
had it survived Cylon attack to bring him safely back to the flight deck? My God, he thought.

"...she'sfueed, amed, ready for launch, sir.”
Laughing quietly, Adamaran his hands over the aft engine cowling.
"Commander—"

He turned back. "What? More?' Tyrol handed him aflat package wrapped in brown paper. Adama
chuckled. "Somebody's bucking for a promotion around here.”



Tyrol grinned and glanced at the deck crewman standing beside him. "I believe that would be Prosna,
gr. Hefound thisin the Fleet Archives. He was doing some research for the museum.” Prosnalifted his
chindightly, but did not crack asmile.

It felt like aplague of some kind. Adama tore the paper open and lifted out a picture framed in dark,
heavy hardwood, square with dl four corners cut off. It was a photo of himsdf asayoung fighter pilot,
gtanding in front of this same Viper, with two boys. Sweet Lords of Kobol . Zak and Lee must have been
about seven or eight a the time. They were beaming with pride asthey stood with their father and his
Viper. Adamafet hismask of command begin to fail asahost of unexpected emotionswelled up in him.
They look so happy. A lump formed in histhroat as he fought to keep his composure, to hold back the
tearsthat werewelling in hiseyes. "Thank you," he said, looking up before he could crack, looking al
around him to include the entire assembled crew. "Thank you all."

"Yourewelcome, gir," said Tyrol. And as Adama stood, continuing to stare silently at the photo in his
hands, Tyrol quietly dismissed the crew.

Adama stood motionless, logt in the pagt, lost in the photo, for avery long time.

CHAPTER
3

GALACTICA, OFFICERS' WARDROOM

Thetriad game was dready well underway when Colond Saul Tigh entered the officers wardroom and
headed shakily for the coffee table. He helped himself to a coffee cup, but did not fill it with coffee. From
his pocket, he produced asmall metal flask. He unscrewed the top and carefully poured a generous shot
of whiskey into the coffee cup. If anyone noticed, nobody said anything. Colond Tigh, the Executive
Officer of the ship, was off duty. If he wanted to have adrink or two, there was nobody here who could
tell him no. And it sure helped steady his nerves, and take the edge off that headache that pounded
indstently at the back of his skull.

Besides, maybe it would help him shake things up alittle here. These people were having too damn
much fun.

Tigh pulled out the last remaining chair at the card table and sat down across the table from Lieutenant
Kara Thrace—Starbuck, to the flight group. "Uh-oh," she muttered, without looking up. Whether she
was talking about hisarrival or the cards she was holding, he couldn't tell for sure. Hed find out; an
opportunity to taunt Kara Thrace was something he could never resist.

"I'min," said Tigh, and waited while Thrace dedlt him ahand of cards.

"Herewe go." That wasfrom Helo, on hisimmediate left. Helo was the flight officer for the Raptor
pilot Sitting to his immediate |eft—Sharon Vaerii, better known as Boomer.

Lieutenant Thrace's short blonde hair came just over her ears and eyebrows. She cultivated a
tough-guy look, and was cockily smoking acigar. Sheaimed it & Helo and said, "If you're gonna play
with the big dogs—" She pointed to the table. Helo dropped his chips onto the pile.

"Nofair," complained Boomer, squinting at her cards. Not such agood hand, maybe.



Colonel Tigh tuned out the banter while he examined his cards. Finally he looked up, as Thrace said
with alaugh, "Ohhh, Helo—when are you gonna learn? First you're flying with crooks, and then—ow!
"—Boomer had just smacked her on the arm—"and then you're bettin' against Starbuck!"

Tighlet out asnort. " Star buck. Now theresacall sgn. Starbuck"—he gave astring of chicken
sounds—" buck-buck-buck-buck-buck! Whered you get that nickname, anyway? Wasthat before you
were thrown in the brig as acadet for drunk and disorderly, or after ?* He glanced over his cards, not
meeting Thrace's eyes.

Unperturbed, Thrace leaned back and blew a stream of smoke from her cigar. "After," she sad
snugly.

"After," he echoed, searching for a snappy comeback but not finding one. "That'sright it was. . .
after.”

"I'min." Helo tossed in some more chips. "Bet'sto you, XO."

Brought back to the game by the sound of the chips, Tigh muttered, "I'min," and followed Helo's chips
with afew of hisown.

Lieutenant Thrace had never dropped her gaze from him. "How'sthe wife?' she asked, in dow,
messured tones.

He dtiffened, wordslodging in histhroat. God, no wonder he hated her. Anger, and the whiskey, made
his skin burn—but he was damned if he was going to riseto the bait. Around him, the other players
continued their banter, obliviousto the power struggle that had just begun. He barely heard them . . .

". . .that pyramid game on Geminon?"

Arrogant bitch. Y eah, hiswife was probably banging some other man right now. Wherever shewas.
"What wereyou doingon. .. ?"

He hadn't spoken to her in the last month, and had no reason to think he'd speak to her in the next.
"...girl therel know."

"What girl don'tyou . .. ?"

"Thewifeisjud fing" Tigh said evenly.

Lieutenant Thrace grinned and sipped from her mug. "Tak to her lately?"

Tigh knitted hisbrow and scowled at his cards, pretending he hadn't heard. He raised his coffee cup to
hislips, with an effort mastering the dight trembling in his hand. The whiskey burned as he swallowed.

Lieutenant Thrace had turned back to the game. "All right. Thirty for me'—shethrew in more
chips—"and it lookslike I'll haveto bring this lovely little game to a close, because'—she dapped her
cards down onto the table—"full colors! Ha-hah!" Grinning like akid with candy, she began raking the
pile of chipstoward her.

Tigh felt thefury risng in hischest. Thrace was doing alittle dancein her seet now, snging and
crowing. There were no words to express his disgust at her smug superiority. No words, but . . .

With aroar, he stood up and shoved the table over onto her. Chips and cards flew across the room.
Thrace looked startled for an ingtant, then lunged. Her fist landed on his chin before he could react, and
he fell backwards over his chair, crashing to the floor. Stunned, and more than alittle dizzy, he fought his
way back to hisfest, fighting off the helping hands of nearby crewmen. Thrace had been pulled back by
Boomer and Helo, but she was struggling to break free. "I'm fine—I'mfine," she sngpped. After a



moment, they let her go. She pushed her hair camly back out of her face, then lunged for him again. Helo
grabbed her, and thistime pushed her well clear of Tigh.

The colone gathered himself, summoning al of hisfacultiesto spesk clearly through the acohol haze.
At last he had her where he wanted her. He pointed afinger a Thrace, a ddliberate cam tightly wrapped
around the stedl anger in hisvoice, controlling the quaver that threastened to betray hisreal condition.

"Y ou havefinaly gonetoo far. And now you're done.”

She sneered.
"Lieutenant—oconsider yourself under arrest, pending charges. Report to the brig.”

Thrace never dropped the sneer, but she did give him the satisfaction of looking surprised. She bent
down, picked up her falen cigar. Obvioudy making a ddliberate effort to look unperturbed, she glanced
around the room with adight amile. "Gentlemen,” she said and, jamming the cigar between her teeth,
turned and swaggered from the room.

Tigh watched with scarcely contained fury. Thistime he had her. Thistime hewould break her for
good.

The photographers would be arriving soon, and Commander Adama had to get ready. He pulled aclean
dress uniform jacket out of his closet. "Are you redly gonna press charges againgt Kara?' he asked,
turning to look at Colone Tigh.

Tigh was sunk into an easy chair in Adama's stateroom. He looked anything but at ease. "For striking
asuperior officer? Youredamnright | am.” Tigh pushed himsdlf up and walked across the room to
Adama's desk.

Adama grunted and refrained from saying afew words that came to mind. "I heard you started the day
off pretty early.” Hewasincreasingly worried about Tigh'sdrinking problem. If they weren't both so
closeto retirement, he would be forced to do something about it. Saul had aways been adrinker, but
until the last few months, he had managed to not let it get in the way of hisduties. Of course, until the last
few months, hiswife Ellen had been alot more discreet about her infiddlities.

Tigh picked up the framed photo that Adama had received from the hangar crew earlier inthe day. "I
wasn't on duty,” he said with quiet defensiveness. He studied the picture as he carried it back to the easy
chair. "Now, where did you get this?' he asked in amazement.

"Tyrol's deck gang scrounged it up." Adama till found it hard to believe. He sat on the edge of his
bunk and began taking off hisboots. "I couldn't talk you out of it, could |?"

Tigh gave one of those silent snorts that Adama could have heard in the next room. "Not a chance.
She'sinsubordinate, undisciplined—"

Adamainterrupted. " She's probably one of the best fighter pilots I've ever seeninmy life. She's better
than | am. Twice asgood asyou.”

"Like hdl," Tigh growled. He tapped the photo. "How long ago wasthis?"

Adama shrugged, wiped hisface and neck with atowel. "Must've been about twenty, twenty-five
years ago. | don't know." He put the towel down. "Listen. I'm not going to defend what she did.
Especidly the crack about your marital problems. But you did kick over the tablefirst."

"l didnot . . ." Tigh stopped suddenly and paused in thought. "Unless| did.”
Adamajust looked at hisold friend for amoment, thinking of the long years they'd been together—of



al the bar fights, dl the Cylon fights, dl the battleswith military bureaucracy. Tigh had dways been the
onewith the incendiary temper, and Adamathe one to intervene with a cooler head. ™Y ou did. What do
you say you drop theforma chargesand just let her cool her hedsin the brig until we're home.™

Tigh sat silent for abesat or two, then—by way of conceding—said, ™Y ou always did have a soft spot
for her. Damned if | can seewhy."

"Yeah, | guessI'mjust acrazy old man," Adamasaid with asoft amile.

"Yeah," said Tigh. Benesth the gruffness of hiswords, Adamaknew, was the unspoken trust between
men who had been together through war and peace, honor and shame. "Y ou sure as hell are. Just like
me. No wonder they're about to put us both out to pasture.”

Adamalaughed. "A couple of old warhorses, en?!
Tigh grunted. "More like acouple of old mules, if you ask me."

CHAPTER
4

CAPRICA MEDICAL CENTER, CAPRICA CITY

Caprica City, capital of the Caprica Colony, largest city on the planet Caprica, was amodern metropolis.
Traffic flowed nonstop through the air, long the ground, under the ground, and on the water offshore. Its
skyscrapers and towers jutted into ablue sky. It was the epitome of hope, prosperity, and human
achievement. The sight of the sSkyline was enough to make the heart soar.

All of thiswas visble right outsde the window of thewaiting room. Sitting slently in alesther asamchair
facing an unoccupied desk was an atractive forty-eight-year-old woman named LauraRodin. Shehad a
soft-featured, ova face and dark, shoulder-length hair. She wore aconservatively cut dress of alight
periwinkle blue. Her gaze, degp and intelligent, was frightened. Though her eyes were gpparently focused
outside the long bay window, LauraRodin saw none of the magjesty of the grest city. All she saw were
the pale ydlow saffron blossomsjust outside the glass. So lovely. So fragile. Her thoughtswerein
turmail. When is he going to bring me those results?

Asif in response to her thoughts, the door behind her closed with areverberating thud. She closed her
eyes and listened to the doctor's footsteps as he crossed the long room toward the desk where Laura
sat. Who in the world got the idea that a doctor's office should be in a room the size of a small
gymnasium? Could it possibly be more impersonal?

The doctor came around the desk, glanced into the file folder in his hand, then closed it before
gpeaking. His expression was sober, and she dready knew what he was going to say. "I'm afraid the
testsare postive" hesad quietly. "The massis malignant. Well do al we can, of course. But | haveto
be honest—it's advanced well beyond the point that we can have much hope. . ."

White noisefilled Laura's mind as shelooked at him, nodded, looked away, tried to hurl her thoughts
asfar away ashumanly possible. Get away, get away from here . . .

"I'll contact the speciaigts a the Caprica Ingtitute—"
She couldn't stand to listen anymore. Lauraforced hersaf up out of the chair, forced apained amile.



"Thank you, Doctor. If you'll excuse me, | have aflight to catch.”
"Dr. Rodin, please cadl me as soon as possible. Any further delay will just .. ."
She barely heard him, as she hurried across that long floor toward the exit.

COLONIAL TRANSPORT 798

Buckled in, waiting, thinking, waiting. Staring out the window &t the sunlight burning on the launch tarmec.
Sheredly had had aflight to catch. Off planet, to meet awarship. If only she could fly away from redlity.
Dear Gods. Why? Why me? Why cancer?

There was movement beside her, and she looked up to see a dender young man dressed in ajacket
and tie, with alarge briefcase, sanding nervoudy in the aide beside her. Shetried to amile, but didn't fed
asif sheldd succeeded. "Y es?’

"Secretary Rodin?' He paused. "I'm Billy Keikeya" Another pause. Y our new assistant.”

"Ah." That took amoment to process. Y es, the human resources people had promised her anew
assgant in timefor thetrip. She hadn't thought sheld be meeting him for the first time on the transport,
though. "Well, then, hello. Have aseat." Sheroseto let him past to the window sest, and extended a
hand. He shook hands and sat down in one dightly awkward motion. He was a good-looking boy, with
curly brown hair and an dert demeanor. But he couldn't be aday over twenty, and he was probably
overwhelmed to be making atrip likethis on hisfirst day on the job.

As Laura settled herself back in her seat, Billy bent forward and extracted athick three-ring binder
from his briefcase. " Sandra at the Education Ministry main office sent this briefing book to giveyou.”

"Thank you," shewhispered, resting it in her lap without looking at it. She looked back out the
window, past Billy, eyes blurring. She was barely aware of the captain asking al passengers and flight
attendants to fasten their seat belts. "We are preparing for departure to Galactica, with an expected
flight time of five and a half hours. . ."

Asthetrangport lifted from the launch pad and roared skyward, she rested her head against the
cushioned seat back and shut her eyestight.

"Uh—Dr. Rodin?'

She blinked, realized they'd been talking and she hadn't heard aword held said. "What? Oh—I'm
sorry. What were you saying?'

Billy looked alittle puzzled at her lack of attention, but he said nothing about it. Instead he continued,
"| also sent the president a copy of your speech for Galactica's retirement. Hopefully hell have chance
toreview it. But . . . thereisathirty-minute time delay between the Galactica and—"

"Excuseme," Laurasaid abruptly. She jumped up from her seat and hurried up the aide, leaving a
dartled Billy behind her. Too much. Too much. Sheran into the lavatory and shut the door behind her.
In privecy at last, she leaned back against the door and breathed. Just breathed, and stared up into
nothing. Fear and despair rosein her like poison in her bloodstream, threatening to choke her. She
gasped, fought for air, each breath feding asif it would be her last. She desperatdly wanted to cry, to



flood the room with tears of grief and anger; but just as urgently, she fought againgt it, fought against
giving thisthing even that much of avictory. How dare you invade my body, how dare you!

With amuffled gasp of anguish, she pulled open the front of her jacket, exposed the white blouse that
crisscrossed over her breagts. She thrust her right hand under her jacket, covering her |eft breadt,
covering the lump that was growing, the traitorous part of her that was devouring her body, devouring her
life

Damn damn damn damn damn. . . .

CHAPTER
5

RIVERWALK M ARKET, CAPRICA CITY

Clear breezy day, bright sunshinein ablue sky. Crowds of people milled about in the outdoor
marketplace, enjoying the warmth of the perfect spring afternoon. One person felt differently about it,
however—though you wouldn't have known from the way she looked around the crowd, tossing her
shoulder-length, bleach-blonde hair with the movement of her head, or from thelook of the bright hazel
eyestaking in everything around her. Most people, mae or female, would have caled her stunningly
beautiful. She wouldn't have disagreed, but she might have cdled it part of her job description: form
followsfunction.

Shewalked casudly and with no particular destination for the moment—but with acurious air of
purpose, as though she did not yet know what she was here to do, but knew that it would be revedled to
her when the time came. And that time, she had afedling, would be soon. She brushed her fingertips
aong the blossoms of alilacan bush, and gazed over the reflecting pool that formed alovey interruption
inthe lines of the marketplace.

Something lay ahead for her; she sensed it. Her gaze wandered over the pedestrians moving about,
and fdl onavery smdl child in agroller. How darling. Shefelt drawn to it immediately. She stepped
closer and gazed down on the helpless thing. The sight stirred something in her heart, and it must have
showed on her face, because the child's mother, standing just afew feet away, noticed and stepped
closer with atentative smile, taking the handle of the sroller ingtinctively, protectively.

"How smdl they are," murmured the blonde woman, more to hersdlf than to the mother.
"I know. But they grow up so fast," the mother replied, casting her own loving gaze down on her child.
The two shared a beaming moment together, and then the woman gestured. "May |7

There wasamoment of hesitation, and then: "Sure." 1t wasthe kind of "sure" that guaranteed thet the
mother would be watching every move the woman made. As she should. The blonde woman might have
been unmarried hersdlf, but she absolutely approved of protective parenting—even if, in the end, parents
had to die to make room for the children.

The mother scooped her child gently out of the straller, cradling it for amoment before carefully
placing it in the arms of the blonde woman. Such asmal bundle.

"Solight." The baby give aplaintive squeak, and she camed it with alight touch, stroking its cheek.



"Sofragile. Shh-shh-shhhhh . . ." She soothed it again. "Y ou're not going to have to cry much longer," she
whispered.

The mother, nervous again, reached out. "We redlly should be going." Nearby, a man waslooking
over the heads of the intervening people, trying to wave her over. The father, no doubt. The woman
smiled and passed the child back to its mother, who cradled it reassuringly, and then returned it to the
graller.

The woman leaned forward, to take one more look. "It's amazing how the neck can support that much
weight,” shesad, marveling.

"Yes—" the mother Sarted to say, but wasinterrupted by her husband calling, "Centural Honey!" She
looked away to catch her husband's eye and wave. "Come on!"

"Okay!" cdled the mother. "Give me amoment.”

The interruption was quite enough time for the blonde woman to reach down one last timeinto the
groller, to dip her hand beneath the baby's neck, and to make one quick, silent movement. You won't
have to suffer any longer .

She straightened and smiled swestly, sadly at theinfant. Then, not meeting the mother's suddenly
worried expression, she turned and walked quickly away. She could fed the tension behind her, the
inexplicable fear, as she put distance between hersdf and the mother and child. No more suffering. Not
for you.

Asthe mother's scream of horror rent the afternoon peace, the blonde woman did not look back. Her
brow was furrowed, though, and her heart wasfilled with amixture of sadness and regret, but above dl a
certainty of the rightness of what she had just done.

| have spared you, little child.

CHAPTER
6

NEAR CAPRICA CITY HOME OF GAIUS BALTAR, PH.D.

Overlooking the cam waters of King's Bay Inlet, not far from Caprica City, the resdence of Gaius Baltar
wasamode of eegance and smplicity. Its clean, modern lines harmonized beautifully with the shoreline
and the breathtaking expanse of the inlet waters. Insde, the clean design continued. The roomswere
gpacious and light, decorated with an impeccably tasteful eyefor detail.

In the living room, Gaius Batar himsdlf was seated in a comfortable leather-upholstered chair,
pensively Spping aglass of Olympiaspring water, while an attractive TV anchor introduced the interview
segment in which he was about to take part. Kellan Brody's face could be seen in the right-hand half of
the TV screen that dominated the far wall of the living room; his own image wasin the left-hand sde. Dr.
Bdtar was gpparently lost in histhoughts, paying little attention to the TV, while she completed her
introduction:

"For those of you just joining us from the Pyramid Game on Geminon, welcome to The
Sootlight—our weekly interview program devoted to people making news on Caprica. Today,



we're talking with Doctor Gaius Baltar. Doctor Baltar has been the winner of three Magnate
Awards over the course of his career. Heis a media cult figure and a personal friend of President
Adar's. Heis currently working as a top consultant for the Ministry of Defense on computer
issues. But he's perhaps best known for his controversial views on advancing computer
technology. Doctor Baltar—again, welcome.”

Batar nodded with suave grace. He was atrim, narrow-faced man with dark, collar-length hair
combed straight back from his forehead. His relaxed posture and body language spoke of one who was
used to the spotlight and to attention from admiring fans. He spoke effortlesdy. "Thank you, Kellan. And
firsly may | say"—he smiled with just the right amount of debonair charm for the camera—"how lovely
you're looking. And secondly, what an absolute pleasureit isto be on the show."

"Well, were delighted to have you with us." Ms. Brody seemed to blush ever so dightly. "Could you
summarize your viewsfor our audience?"

"Yes. I'd be happy to. My position isvery smple. The ban on research into artificia intelligenceis, as
we all know, aholdover from the Cylon wars. Quite frankly, | find thisto be an outmoded concept. It
serves no useful purpose except to impede our efforts. . "

AsDoctor Bdtar spoke, the front door of the house opened quietly, asatall, dender, sunningly
beautiful woman with shoulder-length blonde hair stepped into the house. Her name was Natas, and she
was expected. She was dressed in asheer blouse and skirt combination that kept no secrets about the jet
black lingerie she was wearing beneath. She closed the door slently, so as not to disturb the interview,
and gpproached Batar dowly from the side living-room entrance. A mischievoudy seductive smile
flickered across her lips as she watched him finish theinterview. She settled into achair just out of range
of the camera pickup, but in perfect view of Dr. Bdtar, and she crossed her legs provocatively.

She appeared to enjoy watching him squirm as he tried to keep hismind on the interviewer's
questions. What was he saying? That it was only the irrationa fears of those who could not put the past
behind them that was keeping mankind from moving forward with the development of intensdly interesting
and useful technologies. Just because roboatic inventions of a superficidly smilar nature had once gone
awry didn't mean that humankind should forever be fearful. So much would belost . . .

Bdtar breathed a heartfelt Sgh of rdlief asthe interview ended, and his visage disgppeared fromthe TV
monitor. It had been an easy enough interview . . . until Natas showed up and distracted him. "You!" he
said, in atone that he hoped sounded more amused than reproving. He redly was quite eager to see her.
Especially dressed the way she was.

"Me?" she asked coquettishly. She uncrossed her legsin away that spiked his blood pressure
indantly. "Whét have | done?'

"Asif you don't know," he sad, hisvoice cracking alittle. "Would you like adrink?"
She shook her head. "'l don't need one. Come here, Gaius. | want to see something.”
"Mm?" he asked, standing up unsteedily.

"You heard me."

"Yes, | did. Now, what did you want to see?' He smiled with anticipation as she leaned forward at his
approach.

Shetipped her head back to ook up at him, as her hands found him and began fondling him. "1 wanted
to see how glad you wereto see me," she whispered.



"Very glad to seeyou," he Sighed, shutting his eyeswith pleasure. He dipped hisfingersinto her hair
and bent to kiss her. "My Natad, are you feding particularly animadigtic today?* he asked huskily.

By way of answering, she rose suddenly from the chair and pressed him backward, until she had
driven him up againgt the nearby wall. She kissed him hungrily, and began pulling a his clothing. Soon she
had him bare-chested, and her own blouse was on the floor. Her mouth eagerly sought his, and they
stumbled into the bedroom, groping each other and kissing. "Mm, d'you missme?' she murmured
bregthlesdy.

He struggled to catch his own breeth, not wanting to missasingle kiss. "How can you tell?"

A tiny laugh came from her throat as she placed her hands behind his neck and pulled himto her.
"Mmm, your body missesme," she whispered, kissing him furioudy, "but what about your heart?'Y our
soul?!

"Yeah," he breathed. "Those too.” He could not move his hands over her fast enough.

She rose on her tiptoes so that he could kiss her neck. She purred with pleasure. "Do you love me,
Galus?' she asked, without interrupting the passionate kissng.

"Uh—what?" His heart fluttered; he wasn't sure he had heard her right.

She stopped what she was doing and cradled hisface with both hands. "Do.. . . you. . . love me?
Her gaze penetrated his, penetrated the haze of hislugt.

Thistime his heart didn't flutter; it frozein paraysis and even fear. Do you love me? Those were the
wordsthey'd never asked or given. Thiswasn't about love, thiswas about raw anima attraction, about
kindred spiritsin carnd lust. For along moment, he didn't know what to say. Findly, because her eyes
seemed starving for an answer, he murmured, "Are you serious?"

She held his gaze just amoment longer, then suddenly grinned. He joined her in aquiet laugh, and they
began kissing again. "You had me. . . worried, there," he managed, so relieved he couldn't even spesk.
Shedidn't answer, but kissed him more feverishly than ever.

Without warning, she pushed him backward onto the bed, practicaly threw him. Stunned—he never
knew she had that kind of strength—he lay helpless as she grabbed the waistband of hislesure pants,
and ripped them off with a powerful jerk. He was beyond stunned; he was a her mercy. With another
murmur of pleasure, she hiked up her skirt and swiftly mounted him. He gasped with ecstasy . . .

Natas rocked back and forth on the writhing figure of Dr. Batar. She pedled the rest of her own clothes
off, panting with uncontrolled passion. "I'm hot, Gaius," she moaned. "I'm.. .. so hot "

Asther lovemaking mounted toward aclimax, the wall behind her was warmed dightly by apeculiar,
nearly invisblelight. The doctor never saw it—and wouldn't have, even if he had been lessdistracted.
Thelight was mogtly infrared, with just ahint of gammaradiation. If hiseyes could have seen it, they
would have seen the glow of fiery embers, the glow of heating cails. It was asoft glow, but growingin
intengity, growing with the woman's sexua fervor. Indeed, it came from, and illuminated, the spine of the
gorgeous, naked being who was rocking and bobbing as she made love to Gaius Bdtar.

CHAPTER
7



GALACTICA, EN ROUTETO CAPRICA

Theimmense, |ozenge-shaped battlestar grew to resemble afortresswall in front of the dome of sars, as
the fighter-craft arrowed in smoothly on itslanding approach. The pilot, Captain Lee Adama, wason a
"high downwind approach"—named for a purely imaginary wind that the baitlestar flew into likea
seagoing aircraft carrier turning into the wind so that its planes could land. And indeed, the battlestar was
very much like an aircraft carrier in space. In norma operations, it carried as many asfifty fighter, recon,
and other spacecraft to support its mission; Galactica carried fewer now. Leerolled his craft to permit a
clear view out the canopy as he glided past the great ship's nose, and then her upper |eft flank. It was
standard practice to make avisua inspection of the ship on approach, but aso good sense: If you'd
rather not fly into something, make sure you can seeit.

For Lee Adama, it was aview of aship he had not seenin along time. Galactica's basic shape was
pretty smple, asort of boxy whale shape—Dbuit its surface was convol uted with ridges and canyonsand a
huge landing pod on either side. Some of its hull plating appeared pretty battered, and the ship asawhole
looked scoured and worn with age, as he knew it would. Galactica was long past ready for retirement.

Thevoicein hishemet was clear and matter-of-fact: "Viper Four-Five-Zero, thisis Gaactica,
approach port landing bay, hands-on, speed one-zero-five, checkersred, call the ball.”

L ee thumbed the mic switch. " Galactica, thisis Viper Four-Five-Zero. Check that. Did you say
hands-on approach?’

"Viper Four-Five-Zero, that's affirmative. Hands-on approach.”

"Copy, Galactica." That seemed abit unusual. The last time held served on abattlestar, manual
approaches were made only for training purposes or if there was a problem. Of course, that had been
Atlantia, the newest battlestar in the fleet, not the oldest. " Port landing bay, hands-on approach, speed
one-zero-five," he repeated back, as he applied braking thrust and began the
flip-over-and-thrust-downward base-leg maneuver that would bring him to the leve of the aft
landing-bay door. As herotated and pitched over again to face forward relative to the ship, the landing
bay cameinto view, and dong with it the |landing guidance lights. The lightstraced awelcoming lineinto
thebay. "I havethe bal." He applied thrust, to accelerate to final approach speed.

If he hadn't had other things on his mind, he might have enjoyed the hands-on approach. It was what
flying was dl about: man and machine, spinning and dancing through space. Right now, though, hewas
tired and preoccupied. He brought the Viper into the long, cavernous landing bay with practiced ease,
dowing as he gpproached the red-checkered landing pad. He made the find maneuver, turning to use his
thrust for braking, and popping side thrustersto line up on the pad. He fdlt the thump of contact, and
killed the power.

" Skids down, mag-locks secured.”

That wasthe LSO, the Landing Signd Officer, announcing the arrival—not so much for his benefit as
for the deck crew's. The elevator pad he'd landed on was aready lowering him into the hangar deck
below. He could fed the Lorey-fied gravity pulling him down into his sedt.

"On behalf of Galactica, I'd like to welcome you on board, Apollo. It's an honor to have you with
us."

Lee made aquick acknowledgment as he went quickly through the post-landing checklist. Confirm
main thrust off, fuel flow off, maneuvering thrusters off, transponder off . . .



Minutes later, atractor was towing him from the elevator pad into the brightly lit main hangar area. He
pulled off his spacesuit gloves, pressed the time-of-arrival button on the flight computer on hiswrigt, and
took amoment to draw a deep breath. The flight was over; now the ordea would begin.

The canopy lifted, and a deckhand reached in to help loosen his spacesuit hdmet and lift it away. Lee
took haf amoment to gather himsalf and unbuckle his harness, then he climbed out of the cockpit and
down the steps that the deck crew had pushed up. Other hands were dready at work servicing his craft.
And standing in front of him, dressed in the orange-and-black jumpsuit of the hangar crew, wasa
serious-looking young man, hand to hisforehead in salute. "Good morning, Sr. Chief Tyral. I'll be your
crew chief whileyou're aboard.”

"Morning, Chief. Captain Lee Adama." He tried to make it sound polite, but he knew that hislack of
enthusiasm probably showed.

Tyrol was undeterred. "It'sared pleasure to"—L ee was dready waking away, ducking past the other
Vipers, but Tyrol hurried to keep up—"meset you, Sr." Lee didn't answer. "I'm sure you've heard this
before, but I'm agreat admirer of your father's. The service is going to miss him when he retires.”

Thereit was. It hadn't taken two minutes from hisarrival. He tried to keep histrue feglingsin check.
"Well, I'm sure someone will." Quick change of subject. "Isyour auto-landing system down? | was
hands-on for the whole approach.”

Tyrol look puzzled and alittle taken aback. "It'sal hands-on here, Captain. There are no auto-landing
systems on the Galactica." He paused, then added pointedly, " Commander . . . Adamas. . . orders.”

Lee hesitated. What could he say? It was explain everything, or nothing. Finaly, hesmply sad, "Is
that right?' and walked away across the expansive hangar deck, leaving the crew chief standing
perplexed behind him.

"Attention in the port hangar bay. Raptor touching down. Clear. The checker isred.”

The craft coming in behind the Viper—one of Galactica's own—wasn't doing sowell inthefina
positioning and flare for landing. Crew Chief Tyrol watched on amonitor, wincing, asthe LSO rasped
out instructions to the pilot to watch her drift and cut her approach speed. The craft was rocking back
and forth on theroll axis, and more darmingly, skidding first to one sde and then the other asit
gpproached the assigned landing point. Findly it dammed onto the landing pad with ajolt that Tyrol
could fed dl theway down on the hangar deck. "Frak," he muttered, and strode out to await the
Raptor's crew asthe eevator brought it down into the hangar.

Wherethe Viper looked like aflying stinger, the Raptor seemed more like a hunched-over
beetle—not unbeautiful to anyone who loved flying machines, but definitely ungainly. The Raptor wasa
multi purpose tacti cal-strike/combat-coordination craft, an important part of Galactica'sflying arsend. It
was a S0, at the moment, in the hands of the youngest rookie pilot in Galactica's squadron. Tyrol met the
Raptor asit was being towed into its parking space, and hopped onto the side-flare of the hull that
served as an entry platform, without waiting for the craft to cometo ahdt. Hewas met in the hatch by
the pilot, a hasded-looking Sharon Vaerii, known in the cockpit as Boomer. Shewas astrikingly
attractive, petite brunette with Oriental features. Right now, she looked ready to kill someone.

He wasn't about to cut her any dack. "Nice landing, Lieutenant. | think they heard that one dl the way
up on the bridge."

Boomer glared at him and retorted in arapid-fire stream. "Y eah, I'm gonnacatch hell from the LSO.
But it wasnt entirdy my fault, Chief. The primary gimba's acting up again.”



Tyrol rolled his eyes, following her down off the Raptor to the hangar deck. "Oh, it'sthe gimbal's
fault.”

Exasperated, Boomer turned to her copilot and electronics officer, who wasjust emerging from the
Raptor, clipboard in hand. "Helo, am | lying?!

Helo worked awad of gum around in hismouth. "Gimbal |ooked bad to me.”

Tyrol blew up. "I've pulled that gimbal three times and stripped it twice. The gimbal's not the problem.
Sr." He stalked away from the craft, followed briskly by Boomer.

"You're not ligening to me, Chief."

"Lieutenant, | listen very closely to what each and every one of my pilotshasto say.” Even the
rookies, hethought but did not say aloud. He turned back to look at the rookie pilot, who happened aso
to be his superior officer.

Boomer had camed dightly, but remained adamant. Y ou're not the one out theretrying to bring in
fifty tons of Raptor onto amoving hangar deck—with abad gimbal."

Tyrol yanked open the swinging sted door to the tool room and yelled back at her as she followed him
into the cramped, walk-in storage closet. "1've got ten years experience—"

"Herewe go!" she cried, damming the bulkhead door shut behind her.
"—aof breaking down and stripping every component of every system that's—"
Boomer chanted therest of histirade right dong with him.

"—ever been ingtaled in every spacecraft on my hangar deck!" Asthey berated each other, he was
loosening and removing histool belt—and she was yanking loose the hardware that secured her
flight-suiit.

He whirled around, dropping the act. Grabbing her by the front of her flight-suit, he pulled it apart from
the neck down to the waist, and with her help, peeled it roughly off her shoulders and arms. Undernegth,
she was wearing a plain brown tank top. As he pulled her toward him, she grabbed his chin with one
hand, pinching his cheeks together. "The gimba—is—faulty," she growled into hisface.

"Shut up, ir," he muttered, and pulled her into an urgent kissing embrace. She clutched him just as
urgently. They kissed like forbidden lovers, tearing at each others clothes asif they couldn't get enough,
fast enough. There was, in fact, no telling how long they had, or when they'd get another chance—or
whether they'd be caught thistime, or the next. Neither of them spoke, not now, at least not in words. . .

Outside, on the hangar floor, deck crewman Jane Cally paused in what she was doing, which was helping
her crewmate Leonard Prosnainto a spacesuit for amaintenance job. "Hold it," she said, trying to get
him to stand till for amoment. Then, louder, "Hold up!" Prosnalooked puzzled, but she wasn't speaking
to him, shewasydlling to Brad Socinus, who was heading for the Tool Room with aheavy toolkit in his
ams,

"What?" Socinus asked. "Oh, don't tell me."

"Yeah, the groping light isonin there.”

"Oh, frak me," Socinus said, looking for a place to set down the crate.

"Just put it over there," Cdly said, pointing to awork bench that had asmall, bare patch on top.



Socinus groaned and set the load down. "Thisis getting out of control, you know. Hasthe chief lost his

"Hey," said Cally, getting back to adjusting Prosna’s spacesuit, "it's none of our damn business, isit?"

Prosnafinaly snorted. "It's our frakking businessif he gets busted for banging his superior officer.
They'll both get busted. Y ou think that won't affect us?'

Cdly started to reply, but findly shrugged it off with ashake of her head. They dl knew Tyrol's affair
with Boomer was highly illegal, and amighty dangerous game. So far, they were al looking the other
way, out of loyaty to Galen Tyrol. But how long could they protect him?How long before someone less
forgiving—someone like the X O, say—found out what was going on? Maybe they were just hoping that
the ship would be retired before it happened.

"Let'sjust hopethey don't get caught,” Cally said at last, having no other answer.
"Fat frakking chance," was dl Socinus had to say.

The Squadron Ready Room was nearly filled with pilots when the CAG, Jackson Spencer, Sarted the
briefing. The Commander Air Group was the chief pilot for al the squadrons on the ship, and the one
who was charged with seeing that al flying squadrons faithfully executed the orders of the ship's master,
Commander Adama. It was the CAG who st both the tone and the rules, and if any of his pilots busted
ether, it was hisjob to bust them. That rarely happened with acrew aswell trained asthis one, though.
Mostly hisjob wasto see that the flying went smoothly, and safely.

The CAG began the briefing with areview of the misson immediatdly before them: "Today's the main
event. We have aformation demondiration—flyby maneuversin conjunction with the decommissoning
ceremony. I've got afew changesto the flight plan. Lieutenant Thraceis being replaced in the dot by
Lieutenant Anders." There was no need to say why; everyone knew that Kara Thrace, Starbuck, wasin
the brig. "Also, we have Captain Lee Adamajoining us, and he'sgoing to be flying lead during the flyby,
0. .. please, welcome the captain!™

That brought some applause, many turned heads, and anumber of calls of welcome, asdl the other
pilotsin the room craned their necksto see the flyer they knew by reputation, and to greet the man they
knew to be their commander's son. Lee himsdlf shifted in his seat, and forced an uncomfortable smile.

The CAG continued. "Now, thanks to Chief Tyrol and his deck gang, Captain, you're going to have
the honor of flying the actua Viper that your father flew once, forty yearsago.” The CAG paused for a
reaction from Lee.

Momentarily unable to spesk, Lee fiddled with his pen for afew seconds. Finally, he said awkwardly,
"Great. That'sum. . . that's. . . quite an honor."

Around him, silent puzzlement registered at his gpparent lack of enthusiasm; one or two of the pilots
snorted softly. Let them, Leethought. They don't know himthe way | do. The CAG's face darkened
amost imperceptibly as he responded, "Yes, it is, Captain. And personaly | can't think of a better way to
send thisship into retirement.”

And personally you can't think of a reason why they would invite a jerk like me to a ceremony
honoring my father, right? Well, I could name a lot of better waysto retire this old hulk. And the
man you all look up to so much.

Lee managed another smile, and anod.

The CAG moved on to the down-and-dirty details of the maneuversthey would be flying later that



day.
It was aday that, for Lee, could not end soon enough.

CHAPTER
8

CAPRICA CITY, GOVERNMENT CENTER PLAZA

Coming down the steps from the Defense Ministry, her arm draped over Bdtar's shoulder, Natas
listened tolerantly as Gaius went on about the success of hislatest project, the Central Navigation
Program currently being deployed and tested in the Colonid fleet. Redlly—she loved him, and could
barely keep her hands off him, but when he got going on his accomplishments, there was no shutting him
off.

"It may interest you to know," he was saying, tightening hisarm around her waist, "that thefind results
arein onthe CNP project. It'sworking at close to ninety-five percent efficiency throughout the fleet.”
She half expected him to stop and take a bow, but instead he continued without a besat, "Hold your
applause, please.”

"No applause for me?' she asked, her head turned away from him. My, aren't you satisfied? "I doubt
you would ever have completed the project without me." Shefindly looked a him.

Gaius casualy drew amouthful of smokefrom hiscigar. "Yes, wel, you. .. helped ahit . . ."
"l rewrote hdf your dgorithms™”

"All right, you were extremey helpful." He peered at her through hisdark glasses. "But let's not forget,
you got something out of it. All that poking around insde the Defense mainframe should give you ahuge
advantage bidding for the contract next year."

Sheturned to face him. ™Y ou know that's not redly why | did it."
He paused and looked away. "No, you did it because you love me."

She drew him back and alowed just flicker of asmile on her lips. "That, and God wanted meto help
you."

A pained expression crossed hisface, and he pulled off hisdark glasses. "Right, he spoke to you, did
he?Y ou had achat?' Now, instead of pained, he looked supercilious.

Ddliberately and tolerantly, she said, "He didn't spesk to mein aliterd voice. And you don't haveto
mock my faith."

"I'm sorry,” Gaiussad. "I'm just not very religious.”
To say the least. "Doesit bother you that | am?"

He sighed, obvioudy groping for words. He put his arm back around her waist, and began walking
agan. "It puzzlesmethat an intelligent, attractive woman such as yourself should be taken in by mysticiam
and superdtition.” Hisvoice suddenly turned lecherous. "But I'm willing to overlook it, on account of your
other attributes.



Shelaughed, and turned to stop him with ahand to his chest. "I haveto go. I'm meeting someone.”
"Redly?Who ishe? I'm insandly jedlous.”
Sheleaned into him with achuckle. "I doubt that.”

Gaiuslooked dightly disconcerted. He put afingertip to her nose. "So touchy today." Almost
imperceptibly gathering hisego, he continued, "Well, asamaiter of fact, I'm meeting someone,
too—business. A new project a Defense | might do. So, uh"—he kissed her on the cheek—"you'll call
me later. Right?" Without waiting for an answer, he sauntered away.

She watched him go, then turned to be on with her business. She stopped before she'd taken more
than astep. Her entire mood and outlook changed as she greeted her colleague. "It's about time," she
said. "I wondered when you'd get here.”

Her contact nodded. "It isindeed. The time has dmost come."

She drew abreath and sighed. So soon. The work is nearly finished. "All right, then. I'd liketo be
withhim."

The other nodded again. "Of course. Thereis much for him to do yet. And one way or another, you
will dwaysbewith him."

CHAPTER
9

GALACTICA, PORT AND STARBOARD L ANDING BAYS

The giant warship Galactica boasted two complete landing systems—essentidly, paralel runways
enclosed in enormous tubes, one on either flank of the great spaceship. On theright, or Starboard, side,
the huge landing bay had aready been turned into a huge museum hall. Twenty-odd older-mode Vipers
of various vintages had been brought in, and were in the process of being converted to display units.
Various higtorical exhibits were being prepared, including actual Cylon Centurions, warrior robots
captured during the Cylon War forty yearsago. A scale model depicted the most dreaded of all war
machines, the Cylon base star—the enemy's counterpart to the Colonial battlestar, but much larger, and
in nearly every way more powerful. The work on preparing the exhibits proceeded quietly, steadily, and
for the most part, outside the day-to-day awareness of the Galactica crew. It wasfar enough aong,
though, to make quite an impression on visitors for the dedi cation ceremony.

On the opposite sde of the ship, the port landing bay was till very much in use. Infact, it was busier
than usud, what with the arriving vessdl's and the fact that it was now doing the work of two bays. The
large passenger trangport coming in just now looked like atoy boat asit settled to astop in thelong
cavern of the landing bay. It was carrying the chief VIP for the dedication ceremonies, the Secretary of
Educetion for the Twelve Colonies.

"Colonial Transport Seven-Niner-Eight heavy, welcome to Galactica. Please stand by, and keep
your passengers seated, while we bring you down into the hangar deck.”

"Gdlactica, Colonial Seven-Niner-Eight heavy, roger."



It took alittle longer to get the large transport squared away than it did asmadl Viper, but eventudly its
doors opened, and people started streaming out. They were escorted across the hangar floor by the
deckhands, and shown the way to the ladders that would take them down to E Deck, where their guides
awaited them.

Billy Keikeyawasfirst down the ladder, but the well-groomed man in civilian dresswho waited to
greet them called first to Laura Rodin as she was il negotiating the ladder. " Secretary Rodin?'

"Yes." The secretary stepped off the ladder and turned.
After greeting her, the man findly spoketo Billy. "Mister Krekare?"
"Kekeya" Billy corrected him.

"Oh—sorry. My name's Aaron Dord." Shaking hands with both of them, Mr. Doral spoke quickly as
he continued, "1'm from Public Relations. I'd like to welcome you aboard Galactica.”

"Thank you," Laurasaid.
"If you'l follow me, I'll show you to your quarters.”

They set off through the corridors, and Billy was amost a once overwhelmed by the new sights and
the bustle of activity, with ship's crew members striding purposefully through a bewildering series of
intersecting corridors. The whole look of the place was surprisingly clunky and old fashioned compared
to the transport held just come in on—or to just about anything on Caprica. The passageways were
blocked off at regular intervals by bulkheads and huge metal hatches with rims, or coamings, that one had
to step over to get from compartment to compartment. Storage lockers lined the walls everywhere, filling
just about every nook and cranny. If he hadn't known better, he would have thought he wason a
submarine,

Overhead speskers kept coming dive for announcements. At one point, the announcement was to
welcome the Secretary of Education to the Galactica. Billy wastired, but intrigued. He paused at one
intersection to look around. His eye was caught by an attractive, copper-complexioned crewwoman with
long dark hair in aponytail, and he turned to watch her pass. It was only when she turned to look back
at him with asharp, captivating gaze that he realized he was saring. He returned to his senseswith a
gtart, and hurried after the Secretary and Mr. Dordl.

The only problem was, they were out of sight. He whirled thisway and that, trying to figure out which
way they might have gone. Too many choices. "Madame Secretary?' he called. Taking aguess, he chose
apassageway branching off theright, followed it ashort distance, then hated, suddenly uncertain. He
started down another, turned a corner, and realized he was now completely lost. Swesting, feding likea
dunce, hetried adifferent direction. Great. If they didn't already think you were too young for the
job, thisll clinch it. "Madame Secretary!"

He moved more quickly, down ahallway that at least seemed large enough to be amain corridor.
There was an announcement tone overhead, and the intercom voice, saying, " Attention all hands.
Thereisan EVA in progress outside the hull. Do not radiate any electrical . . ."

Billy found himsdf in front of alarge hatch. Well, maybe they'd gone thisway, and that waswhy they
couldn't hear hiscdls. Taking abreath, he pulled it open. To his complete embarrassment, he found
himsalf standing in the doorway to alarge bathroom, in which about a dozen men—and women—werein
various stages of undress while showering or washing at sinks.

The nearest woman, dressed only in ablack braand the bottom half of ajumpsuit, glared up from the
wash basin and said, “In . . . or out!"

"Excuse me?' Heredlized, dizzily, that this was the same dark-complexioned woman he had seen just



afew minutes ago in the corridor.
"Getin or get out. Shut the hatch," she said, continuing to scrub at her face with awashcloth.
"Oh—sorry!™ he said, reaching to pull the hatch closed behind him.

The woman looked up at him with tolerant exasperation. She had gorgeous eyes. "Where are you
trying to be?"

He struggled to find hisvoice. "Uh—vidtors quarters.” He winced, stepping aside for more people
coming into theroom. "I'm avigtor."

That brought a giggle from the woman, who glanced at her nearest neighbor. "Huh! Never would have
guessed!”

Billy'sface burned with embarrassment. Two women entered behind him and went into toilet gals.
"Never been in aunisex head before?' the woman asked.
"Uh—no, not redly.”

She nodded. "W, there's not much privacy on awarship. So thefirst ruleis, don't get your pantiesin
abunch at being seen. Second ruleis, don't stare.”

Which, heredlized with alurch, was exactly what held been doing. Again. "Um—sorry." Helooked
quickly away from her.

"C'mon," shesaid, zipping up her jumpsuit. "Let's get you home." She grabbed his elbow and
propelled him out the door. As sheled him down the passageway, she glanced at him with agrin.
"What's your name?"

He swallowed, trying not to be dazzled by her smile. She had agrest smile. "Billy." And I'm not really
a complete dolt, | just look like one right now.

"Hi, Billy. I'm Petty Officer Dualla, Crew Specidid.”

"Hi—Petty, uh—"

Her grin widened. "How about just Dualla. Better yet, call meD."

"Hi, D.," hesaid, blushing, but feding much better dready. He had afeding held just made hisfirst
friend on Galactica.

"The answer'sno,” Commander Adama said, walking with LauraRodin and Aaron Dord through the
D-Deck passageway. They had met in the corridor and Adama had turned aside from hisimmediate
destination to walk with them for afew minutes. Unfortunately, Laura had brought up what apparently
was avery touchy subject.

"Itsavisitor'sguide," she said, amazed that a pleasant so-good-to-meet-you conversation had
turned so tense, so quickly. "It tells people where things like the restrooms are. Or what the lunch specia
isinthe cafeteria. Or how to buy a Galactica t-shirt. Galactica is going to be amuseum, after dl."

Adamashook his head. "What you're talking about is an integrated computer network, and | will not
haveit onthisship.”

Laura stared straight ahead as they walked, and tried not to sound derisive. "I heard you're one of
those people. You're actudly afraid of computers.”



"No, there are many computers on this ship. But they're not networked." Adama stopped and faced
her.

Lauratried to maintain apolite smile, but it was difficult in the face of such obstinacy. "A computer
network would smply make it faster and easier for teachersto be able to teach—"

Heinterrupted impatiently. "L et me explain something to you. Many good men and women lost their
lives aboard this ship during the Cylon war, becauise someone wanted afaster computer to make their
lives eeser—but you know what happened. The Cylonstook control of every computer network in the
Twelve Colonies" He was starting to lecture now. "I'm sorry that I'm inconveniencing you or the
teachers, but | will not alow a networked computerized system to be placed upon this ship while 'min
command. Isthat clear?’

Stunned by the sudden display of authoritarianism, Lauramanaged atight, indignant smile as she said,
"Yes gr.”

Adamanodded. "Thank you." And with that, he excused himself and strode away.

Lauraglanced a Dora, who was obvioudy feding alittle flustered at the abruptness with which
fedings had gotten out of hand. Well, she didn't have time to worry about the PR guy's fedlings now. Nor
Billy's, she thought as she saw him come around the corner with an attractive female crewmember.
"Where you been?' she murmured, not redlly caring.

"Uh—I got logt, but—D., here, hdlped me out,” Billy said, gesturing awkwardly. D. smiled briefly and
walked on.

"Fine. Good." Lauraraised her chin and said to Dord, "Would you be so good as to show usto our
quarters now?"

The brig was asmall compartment, which always surprised Kara Thrace when she thought about it. She
guessed there weren't that many frak-offs like herself getting themselves locked up for stupid reasons.
That was why there was just one guard, who had nothing to do but sgnin visitors and let the food come
through at medtime. The place was grungy as hell, too. The wallswerelined with ugly, composite
pegboard, probably to absorb the sounds of screams—of boredom. The whole place, including the bars
on her cell, needed agood paint job, and the mattress on the bunk smelled pretty ripe. It definitely wasn't
the cleanest compartment on the ship—which she particularly noticed when she got down on the metal
floor to do push-ups. Which was precisaly what she was doing, trying to stay in some semblance of
shape, when she heard a voice from the past. Oh frak, not now.

"Thisseemsfamiliar,” said Captain Lee Adama, gripping the bars and looking in on her.

Karagot to her feet, allowing aguarded smile. Shefdt arush of complicated emotions a the sight of
the man. She didn't know what to fedl. Here was the handsome, chisel ed-featured, cocksure, al-star
pilot who would have been her brother-in-law, if it werenot for . . . Let's not go there now, shall we?
There was something about him that ways got her going. It was probably a good thing they didn't see
each other often.

Sighing, resting her hands on her hips, she gpproached the bars. "' Captain Adama, sir,” she said finally.
"Sorry | wasn't there to greet you with the rest of the squadron.” A mischievous grin tried to find its way
to her face, but she held it off. "Did they kissyour assto your satisfaction?' Her poker facefindly broke,
and shefdt asif they were picking up a conversation right where they had left it yesterday, instead
of—who knew how long it had been.

Leerewarded her gibe with a pained half-smile. Helooked up at the ceiling. "So . . . what'sthe charge



thistime?'

She laughed to hersdf and shook her head. " Striking a superior asshole," she said, grinning openly
now.

"Ah!" Herocked back with achuckle. "I'll bet you've been waiting dl day to say that one.”

She thought a moment, nodding. "Most of the afternoon.” She laughed and drew closer, leaning on the
bars. " So, how long has it been?

"Twoyears."

"Two years!" She shook her head. "We must be getting old. It seemslike the funerd wasjust acouple
of months ago.” Her voice started to crack, and she could fed hersdlf starting to tear up.

Lee nodded, longer than necessary. He was obvioudy holding in hisown emotions. "Yah," hesaid a
last.

Pull it together now. She drew abreath. "Y our old man's doing fine. We don't talk about it
much—maybe two, threetimesayear.” She peered at him, trying to gauge hisreaction. Guarded, very
guarded. Old Lee wasn't letting anything out. "He gtill sruggleswithiit, though.”

Leelooked avay. "1 haven't seen him.”

Damn. | knew it. "Why not?'

Long pause. No answer. She let out asigh of exasperation.

"Kara Don't even gart.”

"How long are you going to do this?' Exasperation giving way to annoyance.
He pulled back uncomfortably. "I'm not doing anything.”

Oh frak. How long is this going to go on? "Helost hisson, Lee."

"And who's responsible for that?"

Karawinced in pain a the memories that brought up. Let's not go there, either. She shook her head
indisbelief. "Sameold Lee." Shetried to find words. "'Y ou haven't changed, ether.”

He flared with anger. "Zak was my brother.”
"And what was heto me? Nothing?' Only the man | was going to marry.
"That's not what | meant, and you know what—"

"Y ou know wheat, you should go," she interrupted. She thought a moment longer. "I'm getting an urge
to hit another superior asshole.”

Leelooked startled, but only momentarily. He nodded, and aimost smiled. Sheld gotten under his skin,
at least temporarily. Helooked asif hewastrying to think of something to say. But then he smply turned
and did as sheld asked. She watched in silence, alone behind the bars, as he left the compartment. And
she sat on the bunk, in slence, and thought about al the things that had gone before. Things she could
never forget—but didn't realy want to remember.

Thefunera. And before that, the smoke, the wreckage of the Viper . ..
The death. Of theman . . . and of her hopesfor the future.



CHAPTER
10

THE HOUSE OF GAIUS BALTAR, SOUTH OF CAPRICA CITY

In the till of the early morning, the one known as Natas sat in achair by the window, with the sun and
the water at her back. She noticed neither the water nor the sun. She saw only the bed on the other sde
of theroom. "Gaius," she said softly.

Across the bedroom, there was no response.
"Gaius."

Thistime she got areaction. Gaius Batar's head appeared from under the comforter. A moment later,
the head of avery beautiful, and very naked, brunette appeared. The brunette, seeing Natas in the
shadows, hagtily yanked the covers up to her neck. Gaius smply looked flustered and embarrassed.
"Wh-what are you doing here?' he asked.

The brunette was more direct. "Who the hdll are you?'
Natas alowed no emation to show. "Get out,” she said.
"Gaius, who is thiswoman?'

Stammering, he managed, "She'sjudt afriend.” And immediately redlized that that wasthe wrong thing
to say. "Well—more than afriend—when | say friend, what |—"

"Get—out." Natas raised her voice only alittle, but it was enough to cause the other woman to
rethink whatever might have been on thetip of her tongue. She turned to Gaiusfor support. Spineless.
He gestured helplesdly.

With asigh of disgust, the woman rolled out of bed. "Thisisjust . . . great.” She gathered up her
clothes and stalked from the room.

"Bye" Galuscadled &fter, in alittle boy's voice. A moment |ater, there was the sound of the front door
shutting.

Gaiusturned dowly and looked at Natas guiltily, shamefacedly. He made another hel pless gesture.
He'd been caught red-handed, and he clearly felt—for the moment—bad about it. Natas could seethe
whedsturning in his head. He was obvioudly trying to decide on a strategy, and his decision wasto plead
for mercy. "Look, it'sme. It's me, dl right?' Herolled out of bed on the other sde. "It's totally me. |—I
screwed up." He pulled on apair of loose-fitting sweatpants and stood up. "1 am screwed up. Always
have been." He shrugged on arobe. His gaze became very thoughtful, as though he were peering deep
into hisown soul. "It'saflaw in my character that | have—I've dways hated, and I'vetried to
overcome—"

"Spare me your feigned salf-awareness and remorse,” she said sharply. You're such a child, Gaius. Is
that why | love you? "I came here because | have something to tell you."

For amoment, he looked startled, then relieved. Then scared. "Oh." He sat back on the edge of the
bed, hisvoice very small. "Okay."



Natas gazed a him pensively for afew long moments. Then she stood and turned to the window,
garing out at the daylight creeping over the sound, illuminating the tops of thetrees. "Gaius," she said
without looking a him. "I'd like you to consder something.”

"What'sthat?" he asked.

"I'd like you to consider the relationship of achild to its parent." She turned back to him.
Gaiusrolled hiseyeswith asarcagtic laugh. " Philosophy—at five in the morning?”
Shesaid nothing. She smply looked at him.

"Whichisfine," hesad hadtily. "Grest. Fine. Absolutdly."

She continued, very quietly and serioudy. " Children are born to replace their parents. That is God's
plan." She waited amoment to seeif he would react, or make some crack about God and his plans. No?
Good. "God plansthe death of a child's parents, the very act of degth itsdlf, to be acritica part of a
child's development into adulthood.”

Gaius was looking very nervous now. He reacted, as aways, with abad attempt a humor. "Nothing
worse than parents who hang around too long," he said, clapping his hands together. "Mine certainly did."

Again, she said nothing. But her gaze was withering.
"Sorry," he murmured.

She would keep trying. " God wants children to grow and develop on their own. He wants them to
reach their fullest potentia. And so.. . . itis. . . that dl parents must die." She paused to let that Sink in.
"But parentswho stand in the way of God's plan, parentswho defy hiswill . . ." She paused again and
gave him haf asmile. "They don't just die. They must be struck down."

That hit anerve, and he jJumped up, twitching. "Where the hell are you going with this? Natas, what
areyou talking about?"

Her smilewasfull now. "Theworld is changing, Gaius. Theworld ischanging. . . ."

CHAPTER
11

GALACTICA, OFFICERS' WARDROOM

The wardroom was crowded with photographers and people with microphones, and the PR flack Aaron
Dord, who wasin charge of keegping order. Commander William Adama, stiff and uncomfortablein his
full-dress uniform, waited in the shadows in the back of the room, glancing around, trying not to think
about alot of things. Thisroom was usudly used for briefings and planning sessions—not photo ops. The
wadlls of the wardroom were lined with pictures, plagues, flags, and other mementoes of Galactica'slong
sarvice to the Twelve Colonies. Severd of the photosincluded Adamahimself.

Usudly the commander derived afeding of family from looking at those pictures—the family of his
brothers and sistersin uniform, those he had served under and over and with, those who had moved on
to other lives, those who had stayed, those who had died. Right now, he didn't get much of that feding.



Because right now, amember of hisred family was approaching, and he didn't get much of afeding of
family out of that, either.

At the other end of the room, Doral suddenly called out to the photographers to spread apart, and
make room for the gpproaching officer, dso in full-dress uniform. " Captain—thank you. Aaron Dord."
There was some awkward shaking of hands, before Dora turned and pointed in the direction of
Commander Adama. "If you'd like to stand up there, welll get afew shots of you and the commander.
Thanks"

Lee Adamastoically stepped past the photographers and into the center of the room, and Commander
Adamastepped forward to join him. "Captain," he said, without making eye contact. Lee said nothing.

Dord cameforward, effusive. "Greet! Okay, gentlemen, could you maybe stand alittle closer?’
Disguising hisemationswith full military bearing, Adama edged sidewaystoward Lee. "Fantadtic.
Commander, could you put your arm around your son?' Without aword, Adamaencircled Lee with his
arm, barely resting his hand on Leg's far shoulder. The photographersjockeyed for position. The camera
lights flashed. The happy family reunion was captured for broadcast to the public. "Gresat! Perfect. Thank
you very much,” said Dord, cutting it short as quickly as he could. " See you both at the ceremony.”

With that, Adamas arm came down, the tableau dissolved, and the photographers crowded through
the door on their way out. Commander Adamaturned away from his son and walked over to the
refreshment counter.

Hewas aware of Lee reacting with acynica, near-slent laugh at his abrupt move away, and of Lee
then starting out the door after the photographers. Before his son could make it past the threshold,
Adamaturned to him and said, "Do you want some. . . coffee? We make aredly awful cup of coffee
here

Lee stopped. "No, dr," he answered. "Thank you, Sr." He had stopped, but clearly had not committed
to staying for conversation.

Adamas gut was knotted like awaterlogged rope. He fiddled with the glasses and water pitcher ashe
sad, "Why don'tyou . . . St down.”

Leerepeated his half-laugh, the bitter expression still on hisface. He turned back into the room, gazing
around at the long tables with empty chairs. It was a place for military talk, business, planning, he seemed
to be thinking—not this. He remained standing, only hdf facing hisfather.

"Congratulations on making captain,” Adamasaid, pouring himself aglass of water. "Sorry | wasn't
there

"Thank you, Sr," Leesad diffly.
"How's your mother?"
"Getting married.”

Adama absorbed that for amoment, let the inevitable pain wash over him and fade away. Finaly he
nodded, raising his glass of water and turning it in his hand—his back il turned to his son. "Good for
her," he said, sincerdly. "We spoke about ayear ago, had areal heart to heart. It was good." He drank
half the glass of water, alittle too quickly.

Lee'swords came even more quickly. "I'm glad to hear that, ar, will that be all?*

His defensesfindly broke, for amoment—but he till couldn't turn toward his son. "Why don't you
talk to me, Lee?'

"Wh—" Lee began to laugh openly. "Wdll, what do you want to talk about?"



"About anything. Y ou've been herefor an hour."

"Well, | don't have anything to say." He began walking toward Adama, but his posture was anything
but conciliatory. "My orders said to report here for the ceremony. So, I'm here.” He produced a pained
smilethat was bursting with anger. "And I'm going to participate in the ceremony. But there wasn't
anything in my orders about having heart-to-heart chats with the old man.”

Adamatried to concedl hiswince of anguish. "Accidents happen . . . inthe service," he said quietly,
looking up at thewall. And thereit was, the inescapable memory: the ruin of the Viper, the flag-draped
coffin, the utterly distraught Karagrieving for her lost fiancé. Adamaand the boys mother—already
divorced—qrieving separately for their dead son. And Lee, not grieving so much as bitterly angry. And
he'd been angry ever since.

"Dad. Ligten, I—"

"Y ou know, dl the thingsthat you talked about, the last time we were together—" The things that
practically killed me, then and now . . .

"| redlly don't want to—"

"—at thefunerd—" Words that still echo like gunshots.
"I really don't want to do this."

"—they 4ill ringin my ears, after two years.”

"Good!" Leebarked, fireflashing in hiseyes. He hesitated, gathered himsdf alittle. Hisface was ill
drawn taut as he said, "Good, because . . . because you know what? They were meant to."

Adama dlowed no reaction to surface. He couldn't; the pain ran way too deep. "Zak had a choice,
you both did." Heraised his chin and scowled at thewall.

Lee snorted, gesturing angrily. "A manisnt aman . . . until he wearsthe wings of aViper pilot. Doesn't
that sound at al familiar to you?'

Stung to the quick, but unwilling to show it, Adamaraised his glass and answered stoically, "That's not
fair, son." Hetook another sip of water.

"No, it'snot fair." Lee stood close now, making his pointslike rapier stabs. "Because one of us wasn't
cut out to wear the uniform.”

"He earned hiswingsjust likewedl did.”

"One of uswasn't cut out to be apilot. One of uswouldn't have even gotten into flight schooal if his
old man, hisdaddy, hadn't pulled the strings!”

"That's an exaggeration,” Adamareplied. "1 did nothing for him that | wouldn't have done for anyone
ese" Did I? Lords of Kobol, did 1?

L ee appeared dumbstruck. He struggled to find words. "Y ou're not even listening to me! Why can't
you get this through your head? Zak did not belong in that plane!™ Gesturing futildly, Lee paused for
breath. "He shouldn't have been there. He was only doing it for you." Lee collected himsalf and delivered
hiswords coally, with atiny, deadly smile. "Faceit. Youkilled him."

Thewords hit Adamawith the force of aphysica blow. He grimaced very dightly, but refused to
alow the pain to show on hisface. Did 1? No, damn it, | didn't. But if that's how you really fee,
there's nothing more to be said, is there? Without turning to face Lee, the commander dismissed himin
hisgravelly voice: "That'l bedl, Captain.”



Lee stood for about ten seconds, stunned by the dismissal, struggling with hisown pain, perhapstrying
to think of something more to say. Perhagps wishing he could take it back. Adama remained unmoved.
Leefindly turned and strode from the room. Adamastood silent for along time after that, head bowed in
grief and pain, and in regret for al the words. He had never felt quiteso.. . . old . . . ashedid now. Old,
and used, and wondering how hislife had gone so terribly wrong.

CHAPTER
12

MASTER BEDROOM OF GAIUS BALTAR

Bdtar sat rigidly in his upholstered reading chair and tried to keep histhoughts on arationd, safe,
anaytical level. Which was very hard to do, given what he had just beentold. "So . . . now you'retelling
me. .. now youreteling meyoure amachine.

Natas sat in hisrecliner, afew arm-lengths away, her bare legs outstretched on the raised foot of the
chair. She crossed her legs, and he could not help but follow the movement with his eyes. "I'm awoman,”
shesad.

"Youreamachine" Helet out afrustrated breath. ™Y ou're a synthetic woman. A robot." Helet out
another breath, which sounded like alaugh but was acry of pain. I've been sleeping with a robot. A
Cylon. No, that is not possible.

She camly answered, "I've sad it three times now."

Hisanswer was anything but calm. "Well, forgive me, I'm having the tiniest bit of trouble believing thet,
especidly sincethe last time anyone saw the Cylons they looked like walking chrome toagters.”

"Those moddsare dill around,” she said dismissvely. "They havether uses.”
Helooked away, looked back. "Proveit,” he sad. "If you're aCylon, proveit to meright now."
"l don't haveto. Y ou know I'm telling the truth.”

Do | know that? | know nothing of the kind! Hustered, Batar struggled to bring himself back to the
andytica gtate of mind that he prided himself on being ableto achieve. Hefailed. But he argued
nonetheless. "Y ou see—stating something as the truth does not make it so, because thetruthis, | don't

bdieve anything you're saying—"

She leaned forward. "Y ou believe me because deegp down you've dways known there was something
different about me, something that didn't quite add up in the usual way." A coy grin played at the corners
of her mouth. "And you believe me, becauseit flatters your ego to believe that done among al the
billions of people of the Twelve Colonies, you were chosen for my misson.”

That sent ashock through his system. "'Y our mission? What misson?"
"Y ou knew | wanted access to the Defense mainframe.”

His heart nearly stopped. "Def . . . wait aminute. The Defense mainframe?" A terribleringing was
garting in hisears. He could hardly think, and could not bregthe. "What exactly are you saying?'



"Comeon, Gaius." Her delight in her accomplishment spread across her face. " The communications
frequencies, deployment schedules, unlimited accessto every database. . "

Theringing was growing louder. "Stop it!" Badtar shouted. "Stop it right now!"

She amiled seductively. "Y ou never redly believed | worked for some mysterious ‘company,’
either—but you didn't redly care."

"No! That's not—"

"All that really mattered wasthat only you could give methat kind of access. Y ou were specid, you
knew you were. And powerful . . ."

"Oh my God!" Bdtar jumped to hisfeet and waked dowly away from her, as he absorbed the full
enormity of what he had done. He turned and spoke as forcefully as he could. "1 had nothing to do with
this Y ou know | had nothing to do with thig"

Natas got up, shaking her head with asmile. "Y ou have an amazing capacity for self-deception. How
do you do that?' She walked toward him, and she had never looked so sexy—or so frightening.

Bdtar could fed panicrising like bile in histhroat. "How many people know about me? About
me—specificaly? That I'm involved?'

"And even now," she said, touching his chest seductively, her voice low and sultry, "asthe fate of your
entire world hangsin the balance, al you can think about is how this affects you."

"Do you have any ideawhat they'll do to me, if they find out?" he cried.
"They'd probably charge you with treason.”

"Treason is punishable by the death pendty.” His voice was shaking now, and he could fed himsdlf
swedting. "Thisisunbelievable." He crossed the room and snatched up his phone.

"What are you doing?"'
"Phoning my atorney."
"That won't be necessary."

"Hell know what to do. Helll sort this out. HE'sthe best in the business." He finished punching in the
number and pressed the phoneto hisear.

"It won't be necessary, because in afew hours, nobody will be left to charge you with anything.”
Bdtar froze, and dowly lowered the phonefrom hisear. "What . . . exactly . . . are you saying?'

She gazed at him evenly, unsympatheticaly. "Humanity's children . . . are returning home." She paused
abeat to let that Snk in. "Today."

Bdtar sared at her uncomprehendingly, unbelieving, unwilling to believe. He turned to look out the
window toward the seaward end of the sound, northwest toward Caprica City. At that precise moment,
aburg of blinding white light expanded on the horizon. A light as bright asthe sun, but rising to afull
brightness, and then fading away.

CHAPTER
13



GALACTICA, STARBOARD LANDING BAY DECOMMISSIONING CEREMONY

The ceremony was proceeding pretty much as these things aways did, with too many minor speskers,
each one followed by polite applause. The priest, a dark-skinned middle-aged woman named Elosha,
was by far the most interesting to Laura Rodin. But though Elosha spoke e oquently of the service
Galactica and her crew had given, both in war and in peace, she received polite applause just like the
minor dignitaries before her. Just as Laura herself had, when sheld presented her own speech as
Secretary of Education, asthe onewho ultimately would oversee the conversion of this magnificent ship
into avessd of history, atool for education.

The master of ceremonies, Aaron Dord, following Elosha onto the podium, moved the ceremony
briskly aong.

"Thank you so much for those words of ingpiration. And now it's my great honor to present to you a
ceremonia, precision-formation flyby of the very last squadron of Galactica fighter pilots, led by none
other than Captain Lee Adama."

This could not help but be a crowd pleaser. The aft end of the landing bay had been outfitted with an
enormous video projection screen, giving amarveousillusion of being an open window into space. The
landing bay could not, of course, actualy be open to space; that would makeit alittle hard for the
audienceto breathe. But gazing at the lifelike image of the approaching squadron of Vipers, one could
esdly forget that.

For afew moments, the squadron hardly seemed to be moving. That illusion vanished asthey drew
closer at high speed. The squadron team zoomed toward the ship in an arrowhead formation, eight
Vipers swooping up from below to pass directly before the onlookers, and then splitting apart to fly off in
four different directions. Then came the leader, spirding up, piloted by the younger Adama, the one
known as Apollo. Laurawatched with heartfelt admiration and amazement as the pilots showed off their
training—flying in perfect, tight formation, rgjoining and breaking apart, again and again. It wasa
demondtration as old as aviation itsdf—daredevil flying joined with the artigtic flair of agreat dance
performance. In space, it was even harder than in the air. Each of those maneuvers required each pilot to
time perfectly acomplex sequence of thrusting and turning, and braking and thrusting again—all carefully
choreographed to look nearly effortless.

In the find maneuver, it indeed looked effortless, asdl but one of the squadron came together just shy
of the aft end of the landing bay, then split off in astarburst formation. And spinning up through the center
of them came Apoallo, roaring directly over thelanding bay, so that in the screen he seemed to fly nearly
graight into the crowd, and right over their heads. Indeed, Lauraand just about everyone el se ducked
involuntarily, and turned to watch on another screen as he disappeared up and out. The crowd—even
members of the ship's crew who were here for the ceremony—erupted in spontaneous applause.

Asthe Vipersregrouped and circled away, Aaron Dora once more took the podium. It wastimeto
bring on the next speaker. Thiswas the headliner, the person they'd all been waiting to hear from. As
gpplause for the flying team dowly died down, Doral said, "And now, itismy great pleasure to introduce
the last commander of the battlestar Galactica, aman who served on this ship asayoung pilot during the
years of the Cylon War, and later came back to command her through years of peace—Commander
William Adama." With agesture, he invited the commander to rise from where he sat among the gathered
officers at the front, and to take the podium.

Laura, gtting just on the other side of the podium, was struck once more by Commander Adamals
rough-hewn good looks, rock-solid demeanor, and obvious intelligence. Despite their earlier encounter,
Laurawas eager to hear what the commander would have to say. He mounted the stage dowly and



deliberately, and took afew moments, standing there before the assembly, as though reflecting on what
he wanted to say. And then he began, in that deep, attention-commanding voice:

"The Cylon war islong over." Helooked out, as though to meet the gaze of everyonein the crowd,
one by one. "Y et we must not forget the reasons why so many sacrificed so much in the cause of
freedom.” Pauseto let that Snk in. "The cost of wearing the uniform . . . can be high." And when he
paused thistime, it was for along moment that stretched into savera moments, while somein the crowd
dtirred restlesdy, wondering if he'ld logt his place in the script, or forgotten what he intended to say. Laura
sensed that that was not the case, though, and waited with growing anticipation to see what this stubborn,
unconventional man would say next.

Adamafindly, dowly, removed his eyeglasses and looked out over the gathered assembly.
"Sometimesit'stoo high." Even from where Laurasat, she could see the pain behind his eyes. What was
he thinking of, his crewmates who had died in the war? His son, who died in atragic peacetime accident?
Adama continued, ™Y ou know, when we fought the Cylons, we did it to save oursel ves from extinction.
But we never answered the question, Why? Why are we as a people worth saving? We still commit
murder because of greed, spite, jedlousy. And we il vigt al of our sins upon our children.”

As Adamaspoke, Laura could see members of the audience shifting alittle with discomfort. Shewas
surprised to discover how much she was moved by the questions Adamawas raising. She could not have
known it, but out in space, circling in apatrol pattern around Galactica, the Viper pilotswerelistening
on the wirdless, and one in particular, the one called Apollo, was aso surprised by the commander's
words. And evenin the brig, Kara Thrace listened, wondering. And in the CIC, the officers on watch.
And throughout the ship, everywhere crewmembers had a moment to pause in what they were doing and
ligen.

"We refuse to accept the responsibility for anything that we've done. Aswe did with the
Cylons—when we decided to play God. Create life. And that life turned againgt us. We comforted
oursalvesin the knowledge that it really wasn't our fault. Not really." He drew abreath. "Well, you
cannot play God and then wash your hands of the things that you've created. Sooner or later the day
comes when you can't hide from the thingsthat you've done anymore.”

Commander Adamalooked out over the audience, as though trying to decide what to say next.
Findly, probably to everyone's surprise, and maybe even his own, he smply turned and stepped down
from the podium, and walked back to his seet.

Laurawatched him pass, and as Dora got up to go make his closing remarks, Laura began to clap her
hands. She wasn't sure exactly what had just happened there, but she knew that the commander had
dared to speak atruth that most would rather have left unspoken. For amoment, the only sound was her
hands clapping, and then the others took up the applause. By the time Adamareached his sedt, it was
strong and steadly.

Colond Saul Tigh was one of those who had sat in stunned silence as hisfriend Bill Adama spoke. What
the frak was Bill driving a? Tigh had known him for what—better than forty years? He never known Bill
to stir needlesdy at ahornet's nest, unlessit was some bureaucracy that needed akick in the ass. But
this—they were supposed to be having a polite retirement exercise. They were turning the ship over to
become amuseum, not running for public office. Asthe commander sat down beside him again, Tigh
leaned and muttered, under the sound of the applause, ™Y ou are one surprising sonofabitch.”

In response, Adamajust turned his head and looked at him—uwith hisfamiliar steady gaze, and amos,
but not quite, with asmile,



GALACTICA DEPARTURE PATTERN

The colonia transport accelerated smoothly out of the launch tube of Galactica, and proceeded at a
stately pace away from the warship. A lone Viper came up dongside, then moved into position just
ahead of the trangport. The wirdless call went from the fighter craft to the cockpit of the trangport:
"Colonial Heavy Seven-Niner-Eight, thisis Viper Seven-Two-Four-Two. My call sign is Apallo,
and I'll be your escort back to Caprica.”

Insde the old Viper's cockpit—his father's old Viper—L ee Adamawas filled with mixed emotions as
he flew away from Galactica. Rdief, sadness, anger. Regret over some of the things that had been said,
or not said . . . and some genuine astonishment over hisfather'swordsin that addressto the VIPs. Some
of the things the old man had said actualy sounded thoughtful. That part about accepting respongbility . .

L ee shook off the thought. Don't get maudlin. And don't give him credit for things he wasn't
really saying.

Thetransport pilot answered, " Copy, Viper Seven-Two-Four-Two. Glad to have you with us.”

Another call came amoment later, this one from the squadron circling Galactica in formation, and
visibleto Lee at about ten o'clock high. " Viper Seven-Two-Four-Two, Raptor Three-One-Two. This
is Boomer. Just wanted to say it was an honor to fly with you, Apollo."

"The honor's mine, Boomer," Lee said in acknowledgment. For al that they'd had arocky start, he
and the Galactica pilots had flown well together. They'd earned his respect, and he hoped he'd earned
theirs. "Where are you heading after Caprica?’' How wasit he had never asked that? Too busy thinking
about other things, probably.

"Right on to Picon after refueling,” Boomer said. " Sguadron's being reassigned there
temporarily—then they'll be splitting us up. We plan on having a frakking good party before we
go our separate ways, though. Are you sure you can't join us?"

"Wish | could," Lee sad. "I've been playing hooky with you kids for too long dready, I'm afraid. Hoist
aglassfor me, though, will you?"

"Roger to that. Have a safe trip, Apollo." Asthey sgned off, the squadron formation changed
course like aflock of birds, away from Galactica and in the direction of Caprica. Thelast of Galactica
'sactivefighters; dl the others were now part of the museum.

Apollo lifted ahand to themin Slent slute.

In the cabin of the transport, aweary Laura Rodlin was collapsed in her seat, eyes closed. A tired but il
energized Billy sat beside her in the window seat. From a speaker overhead, avoice came from the
cockpit: "Ladies and gentlemen, we are now en route back to Caprica. If you look out the
starboard window, you might be able to see one of Galactica's old Mark Two Vipers, which is
escorting us. That's the same Viper once flown by Commander William Adama, during the days of
the CylonWar . . ."

Laurasmiled faintly, remembering the precison flying demondration the Viper pilots had staged for
them just ashort time ago. She felt vaguely comforted to know that one of those pilots would be flying
alongside them asthey returned home. She felt even more comforted to know that the pilot was
Commander Adama's son, Apoallo.



CHAPTER
14

HOUSE OF GAIUS BALTAR

Bdltar sat frozen, haunted, sweating, watching the newscasts on the video screens. He had seen
numerous flashes outside on the horizon, but somehow those hadn't seemed asredl to him asthe
newscasts. Surely, he had thought, the newscasts would tell the truth. Would somehow dispel thisawful
truth. But they hadn't. It wasredl.

Ontheleft half of the screen, Kellan Brody, the newscaster who had interviewed him just two days
ago, was barely managing to keep up abravefront. . . . Trying to piece together unconfirmed
reports of nuclear attack. We don't have any further information yet. No actual enemy has been
sighted . . ."

On the right screen, aman was broadcagting frantically from the street. " Official confirmation that
the spaceports have been hit. No spacecraft |eft that can leave Caprica. Our best advice isto stay
inside—or if you must leave, head out into the country . . ."

Kelan Brody: "Officials are saying that there doesn't seem any doubt—" She turned suddenly,
terrified by something she'd just seen or felt—and the screen went white with static.

The man on the right screen flinched at a dazzling flash from off-camera—then hunched againgt a
sudden gale-force wind that blew debris Sdeways past him. An ingtant later, that screen went white, too.

Gaius Baltar bowed his head. "What have | done?" he whispered. He looked up again at the blank
screens. What have | done? He sat, shaking, for afew moments, tearswelling in his aready reddened
eyes. What . . . have...I...done?

Finaly he stood up, the feding of findity washing over him. "Therés no way out,” he whispered.

Natas walked to him from behind. "1 know." She moved to place her hands comfortingly on his
shoulders.

He wrenched away from her. " Sure you know! That's your doing, isn'tit?' He strode away, furious,
despairing. Then something occurred to him. "Wait. Wait, there has to be another way out of here. Wait!
Y ou must have an escape plan, right? Y ou're not about to be destroyed by your own bombs, are you?
How are you leaving?"

At that ingtant, a blinding flash came through the windows, from somewhere over the water. He cried
out in pain and bent double, covering hiseyes. Behind him, Natas continued to talk calmly. "Gaius—I
can't die. When this body is destroyed, my memory—my consciousness—will be transmitted to anew
one. I'll just wake up somewhereesein anidentica body.” She was touching him now, caressing his
neck and cheek, in away that ordinarily would have been comforting. It made him nearly insane.

Fighting back tears, horrified at the thought he was about to voice, he said, ™Y ou mean therés more
out there like you?"

Shefaced him closdly, and said very matter-of-factly, "There are twelve human-type models. I'm
Modd Number Six. There are many like me."



Thiswas too much to bear. He began sobbing. "I don't want to die. | don't want to—"

"Get down." Interposing hersdf between him and the window, she shoved him to the floor—an
instant before an enormouswall of wind and water rose up and smashed through the side of the house,
dedtroying it likeaplaything.

Batar knew only amoment of pain and terror as he was hurled across the room by the force of the
blast. Then he knew only darkness.

CAPRICA ORBIT

High over Capricathey circled, the Cylon raiders, lobbing nuclear warheads down onto the planet. From
adistance, there was a certain kind of surreal beauty to the rain of death; from a distance, no one could
hear the screams, no one could fedl the pain or know thefear or quall in the face of certain death. Unless
it was the Cylons themselves. Could they? That was a question no human could answer. And the Cylons
weren't pesking to humanity. The Cylons were eradicating humanity.

From space you couldn't even hear the booms, or fed the rush and suck of wind, the blaze of hard
radiation. It wasjust aslent display of flash . . . flash .. . . flash. . . . Even the flashes were somewhat
concedled, haf hidden from view by the thick cloud cover. But there was no mistaking them, ether, if
you happened to be in orbit around the planet, as many spacecraft were. Capricawas dotted with flashes
deep in the cloud cover, and as the mushroom clouds grew and spread, the cloud cover thickened until
from orbit it looked like a continuous murk surrounding the world.

For human spacecraft in orbit, or nearing the planet, the prognosis was no better than it was for
Capricaitsdlf. Theraidersthat were not busy lobbing bombswere just as busy hunting and killing
humanity's spacecraft. It was no match: Few of the spacecraft were armed in any way, and even those
that had weapons were hopelesdy, hopelesdy outmatched. It was over quickly for most of them. For
those that somehow escaped notice, the reprieve seemed too good to be true, and for most of them it
was. Most of the reprieves ended dl too soon, with sudden detection, and afiery death.

Meanwhile it seemed that the planet could hardly sustain any further punishment. Flash . . . flash.. . .
flash.

And ill it continued.

PART TWO
ARMAGEDDON

CHAPTER
15

GALACTICA, CABIN OF COMMANDER ADAMA



It had been avery long day, full of speeches and strong emotion. Adamawas Sitting at hisdesk in his
undershirt, taking afew minutes to unwind with agood book before turning in for the night. It wasa
history book, A Time of Changes: Five Colonial Presidents Before the War, an old favorite about a
seriesof influentia leaders of Capricain the yearsleading up to the Cylon War. Hewasredly just leafing
through it, recalling passages he had read many times before. The ceremony today, and the thought he
had put into his speech (such asit wasin the end—his own critique was that he had sounded dig ointed
and inconclusive), had put him in amind to peruse stories of atime when thingswere very smilar to
today, and at the sametime very different.

The comm set buzzed twice. A metalic voice, distorted by the tiny speaker inthe ceiling, said: "CIC
to commanding officer."

Reluctantly, he set the book down and reached across to the wall for the phone. He pulled the bulky
handset on its cord back to where he was Sitting. His voice sounded tired and gravelly. "Go ahead.”

The voice in the phone was Gagtas. "I'm sorry to disturb you, sir, but we had a Priority One Alert
message from Fleet Headquarters. It was. . . transmitted in the clear."

Now that was odd. "In the clear?' Adama pulled off hisreading glasses. Priority One, not encrypted?
Damned odd. "What doesit say?"

Gaeta sounded as if he were having to work hard to keep hisvoice steady, al'so odd. " Attention, all
Colonial units. Cylon . . . attack . . . underway. Thisisno drill."

In that instant, Adamafelt asif he had entered another world, another dimension. It felt too unred to
respond to, or even entertain as possible. The moment seemed to stretch like a rubber band—and then
suddenly it snapped, and he was back in the present. He fought to find his voice, asthe full redlization of
what Gaetawas saying penetrated. "I'll beright there," he said at last, and hung up the phone.

For amoment, he could not rise. Cylon attack. War. After all these years. So much bloodshed.
And now, again . . . with usagain. . . .

In hisown cabin, Colond Tigh was reclining on hisbed, in amdancholy frame of mind. Mdlow,
though—he had severd shots of good whiskey under hisbelt. Hisleft hand held a photograph of hiswife,
Ellen, abeautiful picture from atime when they'd been happy, when she'd been happy, when she hadn't
been off frakking around with every man who caught her eye. In hisright hand, Tigh held alit cigar.
Sowly, methodicaly, he brought thefiery tip of the cigar into contact with the back of the photograph,
right about where her face was. And dowly, satisfyingly, it was burning through the face of the
photo—right through theimage of her eye, infact. Dear Gods, this feels good, you miserable bitch . . .

At that moment, the ship-wide dert buzzer began sounding. Tigh looked around in darm. What the
hell ...?

In the hangar, Caly and Prosna had been vacuuming and swabhbing the deck. In the maintenance shed,
Tyrol was looking over some disassembled Viper parts. The buzzer sounded, and everyonelooked up in
puzzlement. The attention-tone was followed by Gaeta's voice from the CIC: " Action stations. Action
stations. Set Condition One throughout the ship. Thisis not a drill." There was no one on the hangar
deck who was not astounded to hear those words. People everywhere scrambled to get rid of what they
were doing and raceto their stations. "Repeat: Action stations. Action stations. Set Condition One



throughout the ship. Thisisnot a drill."

"Not adrill!" shouted Prosna, hurrying to put down the mops and pails he was carrying. "He can't be
serious.”

"Soundslikeittome," Cdly said, racing with him.

"What are we gonna shoot with? The ship's got no ammunition.” They hurried into the utility room to
et rid of the cleaning gear.

Outside, Tyral was pulling himsdf together and arting to do the same with his people. "All right,
people, let'sgo! Let's get this hangar bay ready for possibleincoming!” All over the hangar deck, and
throughout the ship, people were now running with real purpose. A genuine Condition One aert should
have been impossible; the ship had just been officidly retired. Be that asit may, the crew were moving
fadt, following old routines. What else could they do?

Inthe CIC, Adamastood at the Situation table, studying the comm printouts. Tigh came diridingin,
cdling, "What've we got? Shipping accident?' No one answered him, though alot of people weretaking.

Adama handed him the top printout without saying aword. Hewas sternly silent, hismind whedling to
takein dl theinformation he had seen, and to pull together aplan. It made no sense; dl of thiswas
supposed to have been behind him. But it wasn't, and now he had to put everything else out of hismind
and think what to do. As Tigh read the report, Gaeta hurried to the commander with an update.
"Condition Oneis set. All decksreport ready for action, Sir."

"Very wel," Adamasaid, and looked back down at the printouts.

Besde him, Tigh looked up, incredulous. "Thisisajoke! Thefleet'splaying ajokeonyou. It'sa
retirement prank!" When Adamadidn't repond, he pleaded, "Come on!"

With the announcement phonein his hand, Adamafindly looked a him. "1 don't think so." Tigh looked
bewildered. His jacket was open, and it was clear hed been drinking.

Adamaraised the heavy microphonein his hand and keyed the attention-tone. He spoke clearly, but in
amodulated voice as he addressed the entire ship. "Thisis the commander. Moments ago, this ship
received word that a Cylon attack againgt our home worlds was underway."

He paused to let that Sink in, then continued grimly, "We do not know the size or the disposition or the
strength of the enemy forces. But al indications point to a massive assault againgt the Colonid defenses.
Admiral Nagaa has taken personal command of the fleet, aboard the battlestar Atlantia, following the
complete destruction of Picon Fleet Headquartersin the first wave of the attacks. How—why—doesn't
redly matter now. What does matter isthat, as of thismoment, we are at war ."

Again he paused, and was well aware of the sober, frightened expressions on the faces of the
crewmembersin the CIC, which he knew reflected reactions throughout the ship. He continued in
measured tones. "Y ou've trained for this. Y ou're ready for this. Stand to your duties. Trust your
shipmates. And welll dl get through this. Further updates as we get them." He looked around the CIC,
meeting the eyes of everyone nearby, wishing he could meet the eyes of every crewmember on the ship.
They were dl young, and with the exception of Tigh, none of them had ever been in combat before.
"Thank you." He released the PUSH-TO-TALK buitton and hung up the handset.

Speaking to the crewmembers at nearby workstations, he began issuing orders. "Tacticad—begin a
plot of dl military unitsin the solar system, friendly or otherwise." As Gagta acknowledged, Adama



turned to Tigh. "XO!I"
"Sr"

Adamalowered hisvoice, as Tigh stepped to hisside. "If we're going to be in a shooting war, we need
something to shoot with." Hisgaze met Tigh's.

Looking stricken, asif he ill couldn't believe they were once again at war, Tigh sad, "I'll Sart
checking the munitions depots.” He hurried away.

Adamaswung around again. "D." Petty Officer Dualawas dready looking a him. "Send asigna to
our fighter squadron. | want positions and tacticd statusimmediately.”

"Yesdr," sad Dudla

"And get Kara Thrace out of the brig."

Following Commander Adamas announcement, Chief Tyrol faced acircle of deckhandswho al looked
asif they'd been punched in the somach. We are at war . The fear was etched in their faces, hefelt it
himsdlf. Not aone of them had ever been in battle before, including Tyrol himsalf. No matter, he knew
his responsibility: He had to be strong so that they could be strong. As he spoke, he turned in place to
facethecircle. "All right, people—thisiswhat we do." Keep turning. Meet their fears head-on. "We're
the best. So let'sget the old girl ready to roll—and kick some Cylon ass!" He smacked his hands
together. "Come on! Let'sgo! Move!"

Asthe deck crew broketo their duties, preparing for the return of their squadron, Tyrol put his hands
on his hips and muttered under his breath, "This had better befor red.”

CHAPTER
16

GALACTICA'S LAST ATTACK SQUADRON TWO HOURSFROM CAPRICA

Sharon Vaerii—Boomer—was in the right seat in the cockpit of the Raptor when the signal from
Galactica camein. Helo, in the left seat, was spelling her at the controls. The Raptor, while somewhat
dower and less maneuverabl e than the Vipers, was a more complex ship. It had room to carry asmall
complement of commandoes, and it was crammed with surveillance and intelligence-gathering equipment.
Theinstrument pandl in front of the pilot was easly twice the Sze of the pane inaViper. In aspace
battle, the Raptor would be the one standing off at a distance, tracking the enemy and sending directions
to thefast fighters. But in alanding operation, it could be in the vanguard, carrying soldiersto the front
line

Thiswas alow-key flight, ferrying the squadron of Vipers and the Raptor itsaf to their next
assignment. For most in the squadron, it was a bittersweet departure. Sharon didn't know anyone who
didn't have pangs about leaving Galactica and the command of William "Husker" Adama; but for mogt,



there was dso the challenge of the next assignment to look forward to. Many felt that they'd beenin the
public-relations businessfor too long. Galactica hersdf, asthe oldest battlestar in the fleet, had been
performing mostly ceremonial dutiesfor years now. For Sharon, though, the departure was dl bitter, no
sweet. Sheld barely had time for a proper good-bye with Galen Tyrol. She didn't know when sheld see
him again, or whether there was any possibility of maintaining their relationship.

It was possible, she supposed, that it could be ablessing in disguise. Sooner or later, their affair on
Galactica was bound to blow up in their faces, and at least now they would no longer be engaged in an
illicit efar, Lieutenant Sharon Vderii with her subordinate officer, Chief Tyrol. And they wouldn't be
asking the whole deck crew to cover for them.

Frakking smdl consolation.

Thewirdess buzzed. It was Duala, on Galactica. They'd spoken three or four times since the
sguadron had departed. Thiswas no doubt just another check-in. "Raptor Three-One-Two," Sharon
answered. "What'sup, D.?'

"Boomer, we'rerecalling you! There's been a massive Cylon attack throughout the system—all
Colonies under attack, including Caprica!l Repeat, we'rerecalling your squadron. Please
acknowledge.”

Sharon exchanged horrified glances with Helo, in the |eft seet. She had to work very hard to keep her
voice from quavering. " Galactica, Raptor Three-One-Two, roger. What are our instructions?'

"Raptor Three-One-Two, report your current position and tactical status. Scan your area for
Cylons and estimate your time back to Gaactica.

Helo was dready out of his seet, climbing back to the instrumentation section. "I'm on it, Boomer, just
give me aminute. Better put your helmet on."

Sharon managed to secure her helmet on her neck collar, but she was otherwise nearly frozen with
panic. She was not just arookie, she was the youngest pilot in the whole Galactica detachment. And
because her Raptor was the Command and Communication center for the squadron, she had taken the
cdl, and she had to pass the news on to the rest. Swallowing, she called the CAG, Jackson Spencer,
lead pilot for the squadron.

"I heard it, Boomer. Send Gaactica all the data you can, and plot us a course back. Squadron,
prepare for immediate course change.”

Searching for Cylonswas one thing. But they were far enough from Galactica that it was going to be
hard to return with the fudl they had. Reversing coursein space was a very fud-intensive thing to do.
"Helo!" sheydled. "What have you got?'

"Holy frak, Sharon—"

Before Helo could continue, the CAG brokein again. "Disregard previous orders. Boomer, inform
Gdacticawe've detected a formation of Cylon fighters directly ahead. And | intend to attack.”
Pause. "Boomer, do you copy?"

Sharon saw the Cylon formation on her own dradis screen. The ghostly contacts had appeared out of
nowhere. "Copy that,” she managed to reply to the CAG. Holy frak, isright.

Helo was leaning over her shoulder, apparently sensing her darm. "Ease up there, Boomer," hesaid
camly. "Take adeep breath." She gulped and nodded, and dowly relaxed her white-knuckle grip on the
control stick. He patted her on the shoulder, through her thick spacesuit, and headed back to his
instruments as she made the call to Galactica.



"Stand by," shesaid to Dudla, after giving the preliminary information. "Helo?'

Back at the instrument panel, Helo was scanning the area. "1 show ten—no, no, make that five
Cylon raiders on cour se three-two-four mark one-one-zero, speed seven-point-one. Time to
intercept . . ." Therewasalong hestation. " Seven minutes.”

"You don't sound too sure." That wasthe CAG.

Sharon could see most of what Helo was coming up with on her own dradis display, though she
couldn't enhance the image the way he could. She answered for him, "Therésalot of jamming going on
out there. The Cylons are using alot of sensor decoys. Were sorting through them, but—"

"Understood," said the CAG. "Just take your time. Guide usin. We'll do the rest.”

"Yesdr." Just do it one step at a time, Sharon thought, swalowing bile. One step at atime. . . into
your first taste of combat. Don't be scared . . .

GALACTICA, COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

Inthe CIC, Gaetawas using colored grease pencilsto mark out the tactical stuation on alargelight
table, using readings from their own dradis, aswell asinformation received from Atlantia. A series of
lines traced the positions and courses of anumber of Colonia forces, relative to the closest worlds. "So
that would put our squadron about here," he said, marking aspot in blue between Galactica and
Caprica. "Now, it lookslike the main fight is shaping up over here, near Virgon's orbit. Even at top
speed, they're il over an hour away."

Adamafrowned over the display. "Plot a course along this axis'—he traced afinger over the
table—"and keep Virgon between us and the battle. We might be able to get pretty close before the
Cylons are even awvare—"

As Gaeta acknowledged, Adama looked up and saw Duallareturning to the CIC, with KaraThrace
right behind her. Tigh was following Karas appearance with afrown. She tossed him amocking
half-sdute, then presented hersalf soberly to Adama. "Commander?' Thistime her salute was thoroughly
professond. "Reedy for duty, Sir.”

"Good." Hisvoice wasterse and grim; he didn't have time to think about the nonsense between her
and Tigh.

Karawaited a heartbeat for Adamato say something more, then blurted, "Where the hell did the
Cylonscome from?"

Adamalooked up. "All we know for sureisthat they achieved complete surprise. Weve taken heavy
losses. Welogt thirty battlestarsin the opening attack.” He said it matter-of-factly, but just voicing the
numbers made his heart heavy.

Karadidn't flinch, at least not outwardly. But her voice conveyed dishelief. "That's aquarter of the
fledt."

"I need pilots, and | need fighters." He stared hard at the plotting table, trying to see away out of the
seemingly hopeless Situation.

"Rilotsyou got. | just passed twenty of them, climbing the walls down in the ready room. But
fighters—" She shook her head. The last active wing had |eft yesterday for Capricaand Picon. There
were just afew Vipers, undergoing maintenance, last shed heard.



Adamaturned to meet her gaze squarely. "l seem to remember an entire squadron of fightersdownin
the starboard hangar deck yesterday.”

For an ingant, Kara's face wasfilled with incredulity—a sgquadron of obsol ete, worn out,
deactivated Vipers?—and then the incredulity gave way to resolve, as she redized the same thing he
had. Those retired Vipers were their only hope. "Yes dr," she said, sduting smartly—and spun away and
left the CIC at adead run.

The starboard hangar deck had truly been turned into amuseum, and had the subdued lighting of a
museum gallery, with soft-focus beams aimed at the Vipers on display. Karahad amomentary feding of
invading the peace of the place, as she, the other pilots, and the hangar crew dashed onto the floor and
began pulling down the velvet-rope guardrails around the meticuloudly placed Vipers. Then someone
turned on the bright overhead floodlights, and the feding vanished. Suddenly they were liberating fighting
ships, ships needed on the front lines. Museum signs and placards soon littered the floor, torn in haste
fromthe craft.

Everyone seemed to know ingtinctively what to do. The pilots started making walk-around ingpections
of the fighters, while the deckhands made quick checks under access panels, removed whedl chocks,
and began moving tow-tractorsinto postion. Kara strode alongside the nearest Viper with Chief Tyrol
and sguinted through the cockpit canopy. "Areyou surethey'll fly?* she asked doubtfully.

Tyrol paced energeticdly, swinging hisarms as he surveyed the collection of fighters. "Wdll, the
reactor coresare al pulled, of course—but they're stored hot, and they'll pop right back in. Then al we
haveto do isrecalibrate, restore the hydraulics and batteries, refudl, load the ordnance, and you're ready
togo."

Karalooked back at him, biting her lip. "1 thought al the ordnance was taken off back at Rhapsody
Station, everything but what the CAG's squadron took with them."”

Tyrol looked pained. "Y eah, most of it'sgone. In fact, the only reason we have any at al isthat
Caprica Base wanted us to offload some there."

"So, welve got—"

"Weve got about enough to load up your cannons. Not ahell of alot more.”
Karatook a deep breath. "Okay."

"The biggest problem is getting these things over to the port launch bay."
Karalooked sharply at Tyrol. "Why can't we use the starboard launch?'
"It'sagift shop now."

"Frak me."

"All right, let'sgo!" Tyrol cdled out. "Everybody pick abird, were going to the port launch bay! Get
the tows on the ones closest to the service passage, and let's get 'em moving! Reactor crew, get back to
port-side and start breaking the reactor cores out of storage! Let's go, we need to get these birds flying!"

Thefirst Viperswere dready in motion, on their way to the port hangar.

Thingswere for the moment quiet in the CIC, as everyone did their jobs and prayed for better news. Still
no word on a place to find ammunition. A course had been plotted that would take them to the biggest



fight, but right now they had nothing to fight with even if they got there. The commander wasvery quiet,
waliting for developments, especialy word from the hangar deck—and word from the CAG's squadron.

Petty Officer Dudlawas scowling over the latest incoming comm printouts when Lieutenant Gaeta
peered over her shoulder. "What'sthe latest, D.?"

Shefdt aknot in her somach asshe sad, "A lot of confusion. I'm not getting much solid information
from the fleet, but | keep seeing these weird reports about equipment malfunctions.”

"Why'sthat weird?' Gaeta asked.

Duallashook her head. "It'sthe number of mafunctions. It's happening al through the fleet. One
report said an entire battlestar lost power just before it came into contact with the enemy. They said it
was like someone just turned off a switch.”

Gaatafrowned at her. "And?"

"Apparently that was the |ast message from her, on an emergency transmitter." Her voice faltered.
"Before she was destroyed.”

Gaeta didn't answer, but his face was grave as he turned to report to the commander.

CHAPTER
17

GALACTICA VIPER SQUADRON, NEAR CAPRICA

The CAG's squadron was rapidly approaching the reported position of the Cylon formation. Its numbers
and configuration seemed to be changing every time they took anew dradis reading; the eectronic
interference was infuriating. At the surveillance pand behind Boomer, Helo was giving minute-to-minute
updates on the long-range situation. "Were down to two confirmed Cylons now. Approaching visud
range on their formation.”

The CAG, leading the Viper formation, caled back, hisvoice distorted by interference on the
wireless, "Okay, Boomer, we'll take it from here. You back way off."

"Roger that," Sharon replied—and hit the maneuvering thrusters, lifting the Raptor out of the Viper
formation, then dlowing it to fall back behind their advance. She had her fingers crossed, and she was
scared to degth. She knew they all must be. Even the CAG, al toughness and confidence, wasflying into
hisfirg kill-or-be-killed combat mission. He never let it show, but he knew hislimitations; they al did.
And Sharon.. . . Stop it. Sop thinking about it. Do your jab, just do your job and don't et anyone
down, all right?

"All right, boys and girls," the CAG was saying. "Break into attack formation. There might be
only two of them out there, but | want you to stick with your wingman and do not get
overconfident.”

The Viperswere nearly out of visua range, ahead of the Raptor. Boomer followed their progress by
their wireless chatter, and by the little blips on the dradis screen, brightening as the little hoop-shaped



lines of the scanner beam rotated past them. Still only two. . .
" Anybody know what these things look like?" someone asked. Scott, Boomer thought.

Hewas answered by afemale voice. Erin. "The pictures |'ve seen of old Cylon fighters, they
looked like a big flying wing."

A third voice: "Those pictures are forty years old. How do we know what they ook like now?"

"Just shoot at whatever you see," answered Erin, with alaugh that was maybe alittle too carefree
tobered.

"Okay, keep the chatter down," the CAG interjected.
"Boomer," said Helo, behind her.

Sharon looked again at her dradis screen. The number of Cylons approaching the Viperswas
multiplying rapidly. Oh frak. "CAG, Boomer. Weve got alot more contacts coming up. Weve got a
couple of squadrons, at least." Shewastrying to count them, but the display kept changing too rapidly.
"Look sharp, you guys. . ."

Inthe dark of space, where nothing lived, the Cylons camein search of prey. They weresilver, deek,
and powerful, with gull wingsthat swept sharply forward and inward at thetips, like greet claws. The
machine intelligence that drove them was relentless and implacable. They feared nothing; they would stop
at nothing; there was nothing they would not destroy, if it bore the scent of humanity.

The nose of each raider was a shrouded metal head. In another time and place, it might have been
taken for the helmeted head of awarrior, avisored knight on hisway to ajoust. But asit drew closeto
itsquarry, the visor opened, and where there might have been eyesthere was only asingle red glowing
spot, and it swept back and forth, back and forth, asit sought to identify itstargets.

And then its deadliest wegpon of al was unsheathed, asits slent and invisble electromagnetic talons
gretched out to find its enemy's pitiful computer networks, and turn them off. Like flipping aswitch. . .

Jackson Spencer, the CAG, fdt asatisfying rush of adrenaline as he caught first sSight of the enemy,
emerging from the glare of the sun, dead ahead. He heard the warning from Boomer, but they were
committed. "All Vipers, weaponsfree. Let'sgo get 'em.”

Together, in perfect formation, the twenty Vipersfired their main burners and accelerated toward the
enemy. So far, he fill saw only two Cylons on his smal dradis screen. Asthey drew closer, he could just
make out their shape. They looked dmost batlike, with hooked wings. It wasimpossibleto tell what their
weaponry was, or what method of attack . . .

What the frak—?

Spencer glanced down at hisinstruments. Every single display wasflickering and distorting. An instant
later, they went dark. He had no instrumentation.

And. .. he had no power, of any sort. Thrusters were gone, lights were gone, ventilation was shut off.
Complete systemsfailure. The Viper was suddenly drifting, turning, al attitude control gone. Spencer
blanched, feding more helpless than held ever felt in hislife. There was no way he could lead the
squadron. He quickly keyed hismic. "I'velost power! Jolly! Jolly, take over! Jolly, can you read me?”
Heturned his head to theright, trying to visually keep his bearings with the rest of the squadron.



His heart sank. All of the Viperswere dark, drifting. They'd all lost power. A couple were pitching
dowly end over end. He looked to hisleft, just as one of the other Vipers careened toward him and
dammed into the Sde of his ship, then bounced away. Shaken, he started running through his emergency
checklist, but there was nothing he could do; he was dead in space, helpless. And so was hisentire
sguadron . . .

Boomer gazed at her dradis screen with growing fear. What's happening to them? Why are they
drifting like that?

Helo leaned over her shoulder. "What're they doing?"
"I don't know. They'rejust going straight in,” Sharon replied, struggling to keep her voice steady.
"The comm chatter's gone. They're not talking anymore.”

Sharon keyed her mic. "CAG—Boomer." Shut her eyesfor an ingtant. "CAG—Boomer. Do you
read?' She glanced back at Helo, her fear now turned into full-blown horror.

The Viperstumbled, coasting straight into the jaws of the enemy. Spencer had tried everything. He kept
trying, snapping switches, siruggling to get some spark of life out of his ship. Main power was dead.
Auxiliary power . . . he couldn't tell, because al the meters were dead. He continued calling on the
wirdess "Boomer—CAG. If you can hear me—they must have done something to our computer
systems. Some sort of electronic jamming. |'ve never seen anything likeit.”

Hefél slent, asthe two Cylon raiders swooped down on them, like sharks out of the depths of the
ocean. There was a bloodred light sweeping from each of them. The Cylons arced past, asthough
ingpecting the squadron, giving him asurprisingly clear view of them. Asthey circled back, CAG
thumbed hismic again. "There's no cockpits! There's nobody flying these thingd™

Aningant later, he saw the contrails of missles erupt from the Cylons, like streamersin afireworks
disgplay. At least two dozen missiles had launched at once, and they were streaking in perfect arcs toward
the Viper squadron. "Oh my God." Wordsfailed him utterly as he watched helplesdy, adrift, asthe
crisscrossing streamers flawlessly targeted every Viper in his squadron.

He saw three of hisfightersexplodein bals of firein theinstant before his own missile found him. And
then hisworld ended abruptly in aflash of fire and degth.

Sharon was pardyzed with horror a the Sght of every single Viper flaring on her screen with thetdltae
sgnature of exploding metd, then vanishing. It was unbdievable. The entire squadron, utterly destroyed.

Except for them, in their Raptor.
And the dradis contacts of the Cylons were now changing course, turning toward them.
"Boomer, get us out of herel” Helo shouted, heading back for his console.

"Right!" she cried, bringing the Raptor quickly about and opening the throttle to theredline. The
Raptor sprang away from the scene of the disaster, with the Cylonsin pursuit.

Behind them, the debris of the Viper squadron swirled like flotsam | eft in the wake of atyphoon.



CHAPTER
18

COLONIAL HEAVY 798, NEARING CAPRICA

LauraRodin was barely able to stand in the tiny shipboard lavatory. She hunched over the washbasin,
pressing adamp cloth to her face, fighting to stop the tears. Damn you, body. Damn you, cancer. How
dare you do thisto me! How dare you make me so weak! She shuddered uncontrollably, asthe
fedings of gckness and hel plessness overwhemed her. Findly she hauled in aragged breeth, willing
hersdf to regain control. She dried her face, then straightened up and bresthed deliberately in and out
until she had reestablished afacade of cam. Opening the lavatory door, she stepped back out into the
cabin of the transport.

The pilot was speaking to the passengers. Everyone looked grave. Something bad is happening.
What? She pushed forward to her seet, trying to hear what the pilot was saying.

Unfortunately, he was just concluding, "Once again, we are processing the information we have been
given. And | urgeyou dl to try to stay calm. Aswe get moreinformation, | will passit dong to you.
Thank you for your patience.”

Laura settled into her seet beside Billy. Shelet her bewilderment surface to her face. Billy looked
scared. "What's going on?"

"I'm not sure," he said.
"But something is happening that's not good, am | right?*
"Y eah. Somekind of civil defense emergency on Caprica That'sdl he could tell us” Billy said.

Laura nodded and sat back. She was not reassured.

The cockpit of the transport looked, at first glance, pretty much like the cockpit of any large airliner, with
perhaps a couple dozen additiona instruments dedicated to orbital position and navigation, environmental
controls, Lorey-field gravity, reactor status, and the like. The pilot, Captain Russo, returned to his seet,
confirmed to his copilot that he was taking the controls back, and keyed the wirdessmic. "Any luck over
there, Captain?' he asked, peering out his left window to catch aglimpse of the Viper Mark 1. Hewas
hoping their escort, Captain Adama, might have more information. Russo and his copilot had not much
more information than he had given the passengers, with one exception: Fearing panic, they had not told
the passengers that among the confused messages they had heard was one, completely unconfirmed,
containing the words "Cylon attack.”

Apollo's voice was scratchy coming from the speakers. "No, just picking up a lot of confusing
chatter.”

"Well," said Captain Russo, "to be honest with you, I'm glad you're sticking around. Makes us dl fedl
better just seeing you out there.”

"WEell, don't get too comfortable,” Apollo answered. "This junker I'min was meant for show,



not combat. If we run into a problem, I'll do what | can to protect you. But at the first sign of
trouble, you pour on the speed and you run."

"Don't you worry about that," said the pilot. "I've got my hand on the throttle. It hasn't left Snce | got
thefirst message." He drew adeep breath. "Colonia Heavy Seven-Niner-Eight . . . out.”

Two Cylon raiders, one fleeing Raptor. Silent as space.

And in the sllent darkness, amissile sprang from each of theraiders, trailing white contrails. They
arced with flawless guidance toward the Raptor, as the Cylons pitched up and away.

In the Raptor's cockpit, Boomer and Helo wereworking frantically. " Two missiles now!" Helo caled
from the Stuation console.

"Jam their warheads," Boomer cried desperately.
"I'mtrying! | can't find the frequency. Drop a swallow! "

Boomer worked silently. "I've got two left." She dropped one of the two remaining decoys, which
spun downward out of the belly of the Raptor as shefired thrustersto lift in the other direction. The
missiles took the bait and veered toward the decoy. Or one did; it intercepted the decoy in a heartbeat
and exploded. The other changed course and resumed its pursuit of the Raptor. "Damnit! C'mon!”
Sharon breathed, working the controls feverishly.

"Aw, frak! " shouted Helo.
"What?'
"Check the screen ahead!™

Shedid, and winced. A swarm of Cylons had appeared in front of them. "1 guess we found the main
fight." No timeto worry about that right now, though. They had amissile on their tail. She gave sharp
thrust to the left and down, trying to evadeiit.

An darm gtarting beeping. Behind her, Helo snapped, "Missile lock!"
Sharon shook her head. "Weve got one left." Shereleased the last swallow.

It spun away, and miraculoudy, the Cylon missle pitched over to follow it. Thetwo zigzagged for a
moment, periloudy close to the Raptor, and the missile hit the decoy. It blew in cascading explosions.
Sharon's heart leapt in triumph—and an ingtant later acloud of shrapne from the explosion hit the Raptor
with aseries of sckening thumps. Sparks and bits of molten meta flew through the cockpit. Alarms went
off dl over her board. She heard Helo howl inpain. Frakit frak it frak it! Shetried to assessthe
damage quickly for critica failures, and keep flying the craft a the sametime.

"Werehit!"
"Oh, really!" Helo gasped.

She finaly managed alook over her shoulder, and saw Helo bent over at his seat, jamming an
emergency patch over aholein thefloor. Blood was spurting from histhigh. Oh frakking Kobol! She
had to keep flying, but a moment later she managed to turn again. "Helo—hey! Areyou okay?"

"Aahh. Present." He had one hand on histhigh, trying to stop the bleeding, and the other on the deck,
struggling to position the patch to stop the venting of air from the cabin.

The cabin's leaking, his suit's punctured, he'swounded . . . Keep flying the ship! "Stay withme!"



she shouted over her shoulder.

Ferocioudy, shefocused on the board in front of her. "Okay," she breathed. "We have afud lesk! We
need to put down to repair it! The nearest world is Caprica”

"A lot of company between us and there."

"Yeah," shesaid, and glanced back. He was sitting upright, putting pressure on histhigh. Good. Good.
She couldn't help him, except by getting them down. If he could just tend to his own wound alittle longer

But al those Cylons out there, between them and Caprical How could she possibly get past them,
especidly intheir crippled condition? She bit her lip, thinking. Then she had it. She aimed the ship
carefully, hit full throttle for afew seconds, and cut the engines. Then she reached over to thefuel valve
and shut off the flow from the tank, to stop the lass of the precious Tylium. Findly, she killed power to
lights, gravity, and everything el se that might be detected from the outside. The cockpit went dark, except
for garlight coming in through the windows.

Helo looked up in the gloom. " So we're coasting?”

She answered anxioudy. "Best way to avoid attracting attention. No power signature. Go in astraight
line"" Asshetaked, Helo had his hands clamped to histhigh, gritting histeeth againgt the pain. "Unless
somebody actually gets close enough to see us, well ook like achunk of debris on the sensors.™ She
stopped her machine-gun-like ddlivery for amoment to assess the readings on her instruments. "I think
we have enough inertiato make it to Caprica's ionosphere. Then we power up, and find aplaceto land.”

"Nice," Helo panted. "Nice thinking there."

Sharon checked their course one more time, then unbuckled to float back to help Helo, grabbing the
first-aid kit on her way. "Frak, Helo, you're hurt bad,” she said, bracing hersaf against a pand so she
could tend to hiswound.

For asecond, helooked asif he was going to make light of it—but as soon as she touched hisleg, he
gasped in agony. A piece of shrgpne, probably molten meta from the hull, had gone straight through his
thigh. It must have missed the arteries, though, because the bleeding was dowing down. She had to cut
the leg of his spacesuit, praying the cabin pressure would hold. Then she was able to get closure-patches
on thewound and start wrapping cloth tape around it. "Hold till," she said, grabbing ahypodermic.
Before he could say aword, shed stuck him full of antibiotic and painkiller.

He sat back, breathing hard, as she handed the tape to him. "I have to check our position,” she said.
Then with as much of a smile as she could manage, she added, " Stick with me, partner. We've got to get
through thistogether.” She caught hishand and held it tightly until he nodded. "Good." Because Helo
wasn't just her partner, he was her best friend in the world—TYyrol excepted, of course. Sheld be
devastated if anything happened to him. "Good," she repeated, then turned and floated back to her pilot's
Sedt.

Capricawas drawing visibly closer, and she was starting to be able to pick out something of the
Stuation there. The world was dowly being swallowed up by murky clouds, and here and there lighting
up with flashes of light under the clouds. Lords of Kobol, what's happening? she thought. And then she
redlized: All those flashes were nukes going off on the surface of Caprica The planet was being
destroyed.

"Helo," shesaid shakily. Don't tell him how bad it is, not yet. "We're getting close to the
atmosphere. I'm going to set up for entry. | think—" She checked her instruments again before
continuing. "'l think we can make it close to Caprica City. The city itsdf may be under attack, soI'm
going to aim for the areajust to the south.”



"Okay with me," he said. "Just 0 you do theflying." He barked alaugh to mask hispain.
"l will,"” Sharon said. | will.

And with that, she powered up the systems and began steering the Raptor toward a smoking,
high-speed entry into Capricas atmosphere.

CHAPTER
19

GALACTICA, COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

The assembled personnd in the CIC stood silent and grave as Commander Adama, bulky microphonein
his hand, addressed the ship. Adama’s voice echoed through the corridors. " Preliminary reportsindicate
that athermonuclear device in the fifty-megaton range was detonated over Caprica City thirty minutes

Though Adama could not see it from where he stood, al through the ship, shock waves reverberated
among the crewmembers who had not previoudy heard the news. The Viper mechanics one by one
stopped their work, reactors haf-ingtalled, their hands and their bodies seemingly drained of life.
Caprica City, nuked . . . Caprica City was the ship's home port, and to many of the crew, it wasthe
city they called home. Many of them had family, friends, and other loved onesin Caprica City and the
surrounding region. Caprica City . . . It wastoo shocking to grasp, that this city, their home planet, was
being destroyed by the Cylon attack.

Adama continued, "Nuclear detonations are al so being reported on the planets of Aerilon, Picon,
Sagittaron, and Geminon. No report on casudties. But obvioudy, they will be high. Very high.”

On the hangar deck, holding a piece of test equipment in her hands, test equipment that right now felt
meaningless, Specidist Cdly asked without looking at anyone, "How many peoplein Caprica City
done?’

Kara Thrace answered, her voice bardy audible, " Seven million."
Seven million. How many wer e already dead?

Standing amost like a statue in the CIC, Adama continued, with barely suppressed emotion, "Mourn
the dead later. Right now, the best thing we can do is get this ship into the fight." He paused for avery
long beat. "That isdl."

And on every deck of the ship, crewmembers who had halted their work dowly cameto, picked up
their tools again, and continued their preparations to do exactly what their commander had asked.

COLONIAL HEAVY 798, COCKPIT

It seemed like avery long way, as Laura Rodin mounted the flight of steps—only about Six stepsin
reality—that led to the cockpit door. She drew a bresath and knocked. When the captain opened the
door, she started; she was on edge, and she knew it wasn't going to get better soon. "Excuse me,” she



said to the captain, stepping past him into the cockpit. He was holding a printout in his hand, and hisface
was ashen. He backed away to let her into the cockpit.

Once Captain Russo had closed the door again, she faced him. She thought she knew what was on
that printout. "One of the passengers has a shortwave wireless,” she said softly. "They . . . heard areport
that Caprica's been nuked.”

The captain's face was immobile with shock; he seemed unable to answer.
"It has, hasn't it?" she asked, barely keeping her own expression together.

The captain finaly managed to reply. "Capricaand three other colonies." He handed her the printout.
His hand was shaking. Lauratook the printout from him. With her other hand, she clasped his, and held it
tightly. Stop shaking. We have to be strong. If we're not, who will be? Shelooked at the printout, and
saw that it was exactly as she had thought and feared. She wept inwardly, but pushed the feding away.

The captain turned from her, pulling hishand away. "I guess|, uh"—he rubbed hischin
nervoudy—"should make an announcement or something.”

You'rein no condition to be making an announcement, she thought. The last thing they need isto
see their pilot shaking, the same way they are. "I'll doit," she said. "I'm amember of the politica
cabinet. It'smy responsbility.” She could seetherdief on hisface as he nodded. "While I'm doing that, |
would ask that you"—she had to think a moment, about what she should or could do—"contact the
Ministry of Civil Defense. See what we can do to help.” She made her voice sound deliberately upbest
on that last note. He accepted her offer with a desperate nod.

After reading over the printout one more time, Laurareturned to the cabin and stood at the front,
where she could address the passengers. She motioned to Billy to stand with her. She drew abregath, let
it out dowly, drew another. Then she began speaking to the passengers, in aquiet but steady voice. "The
reports are confirmed. There has been a Cylon nuclear attack on at least four of our worlds—including
the colonies Caprica. .. Ficon. .. Aeilon. . . and Tauron."

The passengers wereimmediately up out of their seets, dl talking at once—asking for more
information, demanding to be taken home, or smply crying out in fear. Lauragestured with both hands
for peopleto quiet down. "Please! Please stop. Please.” The cabin quieted, but only dightly. "I'm trying to
reach the government now to get more information. In the meantime, we should al be prepared for an
extended stay aboard this ship. So, uh"—she was thinking rapidly now, on her feet—"you, please, and
you"—she turned, pointing to two of the flight attendants—"take an inventory of the emergency supplies
and rations." Both flight attendants nodded and began moving to their jobs.

"Wait—wait aminute,” said one of the passengers. It was Aaron Dord, the public relations officer
who had guided her around the Galactica. He looked distrustful and belligerent; with his PR demeanor
completely gone, he seemed a different person. "Who put you in charge?'

Laurawas momentarily caught off guard by the challenge. Around her, the faces of many of the other
passengers were filled with sudden uncertainty asto her authority. She thought of how to answer, and
decided to approach it—and Dora—head on. Just like ateacher being challenged by astudentin a
classroom. Walking toward him, she said, "Well, that's agood question. The answer is, no one."

She pressed her lipstogether, holding the printout tightly in her hands. "Bt . . . thisisa government
ship, and | am the senior government officid, so that puts mein charge, so"'—sheraised ahand to
gesture to him—"why don't you help me out, and go down into the cargo area, and see about setting it
up asaliving space?' Before he could answer, she turned away from his scowl and said to the others,



"Everyone else, please—please—try and stay cam. Thank you."

With that, shetook Billy by the arm and pulled him aside. She handed him another piece of paper that
the captain had given her. "All right—thisisthe passenger manifest.” Billy took it from her, and hewas
nodding, but he looked very shaky. Hishand, like the captain's, was trembling. She paused in her train of
thought and looked a him closely, meeting hisgaze. "Areyou dl right?'

Billy straightened alittle, and suddenly seemed energized. Too energized. " Yeah. Yeah." He
swallowed. "My parents.. . . moved to Picon two monthsago . . . to be closer to my ssters, and their
families, and their grandkids, and . . ."

Laurasighed deeply, but refused to |et the pain onto her face. She gazed at Billy, letting him see her
sympathy, but not weakness. At that moment, the captain appeared at the head of the aide. "Madame
Secretary—weve got your comm link." She nodded acknowledgment, but before turning away, put a
steadying, motherly hand on Billy's arm. She made sure he registered the gesture, then hurried away to
the cockpit.

Seated in the copilot's seat with aheadset on, Lauratried to decipher what she was hearing over the
wirdess. It was Jack Nordstrom, an advisor in the president's office, with whom Laura had worked for
years. It was clear from his voice that Jack was exhausted, distraught, and probably frantic with worry
about everyone he cared about.

"Thank God you're not here, Laura . . . thank God. It's complete chaos. Never seen anything
likeit."

"Jack! Whereisthe president?’

"The dust in the air. People wandering the streets.”

She spoke deliberately, insstently. "Where. . . is. . . the presdent, Jack? Ishe dive?’
"I don't know. | think so. We hear all kinds of things."

Lauralet her breath out in frustration. "Have the Cylons made any demands? Do we know what they
want?'

"No. No contact. I'm pretty sure about that."

Insane. It was just insane. She struggled to ask this next question. "Has anyone discussed'—she
paused and shook her head, then pushed on—"has anyone discussed the possibility of surrender? Has it
been consdered?"

Jack answered immediately. " After Picon was nuked, and three other planets, the president
offered a complete, unconditional surrender. The Cylons didn't even respond!"

Before Lauracould think of an answer to that, she turned her head a aflash of rocket thruster, and
out the cockpit window beyond Captain Russo, saw the Viper blast away at asharp angle. The captain
was talking to someone on another frequency. "Colonia Heavy Seven-Niner-Eight . . . where?' His
hands worked at the nav and dradis screens as he listened. He looked scared. "What should we do?' He
found what he was looking for, and hisfinger tapped afast-moving blip on the dradis screen. "Uh.. . .
copy that.”

His gaze jerked to meet Laura's. His hand went to the throttle. "The Cylons have found us. Therésan
inbound missle”

Lauracraned her neck thisway and that, trying to spot the missile. "Where the hell'd our escort go?



Together with the captain, shelooked everywhere. "Isthat it? It'smoving too fast." We don't stand a
chance. ..

Lee had the throttle of the old Viper pegged to the limit. How the frak did they ever win thefirst war,
flying these crates? He was flying purdly by the seet of his pants, trying to get in front of the missile. The
projectilewas fast, and it was flying a swerving, evasive course. And that was just what Lee was doing
with the Viper, too.

The darkness of space might have seemed agood placeto try playing chicken with adeadly missile.
Except the missle wasn't after him, it was after the trangport ship carrying ahundred or more people. Lee
maneuvered smartly, pushing the aging fighter to itslimits. He drew close, then swerved sharply into its
path, and flew ahead of it, rolling and pitching, and finally breaking away from the course that was rapidly
taking them both back toward the passenger ship. The missile followed him, locked on his engine hest.
Good. Good. Lee maneuvered hard left, hard right, trying to keep it distracted. It was closing on him. |
think it's good.

Close enough, and far enough from the transport. Lee gripped the stick tightly, and with aquick
application of thrust, chopped the throttle and flipped the Viper one hundred eighty degrees around.
Now hewasflying backward in front of the missile, gazing straight down the barrdl of its nose. It was
arcing toward him, fast. He sighted, waited just the right amount of time, then opened fire with both
rocket-cannons. A hail of glowing projectilesflew out from hisViper. A heartbeet |ater, the missile
exploded.

Hefdt eation for one more heartbesat. And then the concussion from expanding gas and debris hit him.
TheViper caught it squarely under the nose and flipped nose over tail, tumbling. Theinstruments
flickered once, then went dark. Lee cursed, struggling to bring the Viper back under control. It wasdl he
could do to get the tumble stopped, then dow his movement away from the transport. He was out of the
fight. He had no more maneuvering capability.

Frak!

There did not seem to be any other Cylon missilesin the area, though, and he caught aglimpse of the
trangport, dwindling. It was safe, for the moment. He thumbed hismic. "Krypter, Krypter, Krypter! This
isApollo to Colonid Seven-Niner-Eight. I'm declaring an emergency. My systems are offline. | need
assgance"

And then he could only wait.

CHAPTER
20

SOUTH OF CAPRICA CITY

Miraculoudy, part of the house was dtill standing. Even more miraculoudy, Gaius Batar was il dive.
Bruised, bleeding, he sat up coughing amidst the concrete debris and shattered glass. Hisears were



ringing, and his eyeswere gritty with dust. They nuked my house. | just survived a nuke. It was
unbdievable.

It was far from over, though. He could hear the sounds of distant explosions, and twice as he looked
around he winced at a sudden flash of light. None as close as the burst that had destroyed his home. Not
that that one was really so close. It must have been thirty klicks away. He suddenly remembered,
with a shudder, the video images of Caprica City being bombed. How many people had died in the last
hour? How did | manage to survive? What did | do to deserve survival? Nothing . . .

With that thought, he suddenly remembered Natasi, the way she had shoved him to the floor and
thrown her body over his. Hed still been tossed across the room by the force of the blast. But without
her actions, he wouldn't have survived. "Natasi!" he shouted, in a panic. He scrambled up to look for
her. "Natasi!"

Hedid not haveto look far. Her broken body lay where it had been thrown againgt the far wall. Her
neck was twisted at an unnatural angle, her body was bleeding where she had been hit by flying debris.
He approached her dowly, somberly. "Oh, Natas," he said, hisvoice bresking. He knelt beside her, and
gently stroked her hair. "What did you do? Y ou saved me. Y ou saved my life. Why did you do that?"
For amoment, hisrage of just a short time ago was forgotten. He lowered his head and shook with grief
and terror. What had happened to hislife? Why had the world so suddenly gone insane? Wasit redly al
hisfault?

Anather nuke flashed behind him, making him flinch. It fdt alittle closer, close enough to shake the
ground. He had to get out of here. No more time to mourn what he had lost—the one he had lost. And
cometo think of it, now that he was starting to emerge from the mental haze that had fallen over him, she
was not just the one he had lost, but the one who had brought this all upon them. He began to fedl the
rage closein again. Therage and shame. He pushed himself away from her body in disgust, heaved
himsdlf up one more time, and looked around wildly, trying to make aplan. Head for the hills, he
thought. That meant going south, and east.

Grabbing ajacket, he ran for the door—what was left of it. Halfway through the shattered opening, he
suddenly turned back and rummaged through the debrisin the remnant of hisliving room until he found
what hewas|ooking for: hisleather briefcase, with summaries of al his recent work. All the classified
information, the information he had given to Natas. To the enemy. He didn't know what differenceit
made, but he wasn't going to leave it lying around the house, where anybody could find it. Where they
could find it, and know what he had done.

With that tucked under hisarm, he ran to his car. He would drive until he could go no farther—which
probably would not be very far. And then he would go on foot. And if necessary, he would crawl, to get
away from thisnightmare. . . .

No one was going to criticize Sharon for her landing thistime. It had been a bruising reentry, through
Capricas upper atmosphere. They'd broken out of the clouds not more than afew thousand feet above
ground level. Sheld steered clear of the obvious nuke attacks, while getting them reasonably closeto
Caprica City, in case there was some good they could do there. (Clearly out of the question now.)

She was searching the ground for afeasible landing spot. "Therel" she shouted to Helo—to keep him
engaged and dert. "l can put usdown in those low hills. Hang on! Tighten your belt!™

Cautioudy, sheturned the fuel vave back on. She only needed power for a couple of minutes. "Try
not to leak too much,” she muttered to the ship. "Just hold on.”



Skimming low over the hills, she picked out aspot and turned in to her fina approach. Firing belly
thrusters, she dowed, and lowered the Raptor to the ground. She killed the rockets and the craft
thumped into the grass and skidded allittle. Then it stopped dead on the top of aknoll. Best damned
landing | ever madein my life.

She hoped she hadn't broken anything that would keep them from taking off again.

"I'm going outside to patch the fud line," she said, squeezing past Helo. "How'sthe leg?!

"Good enough to come out there with you," Helo said, wincing.

"No, stay here. | can handleit.”

Hewas dready pushing himsdlf up out of theseat. "The hell . . . yousay. We do.. . . thistogether."

Helo, in the end, wound up leaning against the sde of the ship, wrapping hisleg with more strips of cloth
and adhesive, while Sharon crawled under the Raptor with a couple of toolkitsto fix the fud line. At least
the bleeding had stopped. He wouldn't be good for running any marathons, but at least he could stand.
He hoped Sharon could stop the fudl lesk as effectively.

In the distance, mushroom clouds rose againgt the horizon. It was surredlistic—nuclear explosions
reigning over this beautiful panoramaof green hills and scattered trees. He saw another flash, another
mushroom cloud. "That'ssx!" he said in dishdief. What could the damn Cylons be hitting? What was
left? He ducked his head down to look under the craft. "How you coming on that fudl line?

"Almogt there," Sharon said. "WElIl be airborne pretty soon. And get back in thefight." She peeled the
backing from alarge patch and reached up into the engine compartment to wrap it around the ruptured
pipe.

"Yeah. Back in thefight." Helo limped forward, away from the ship. It hurt to walk, but he saw
something coming over the hilltops, and he wasn't sure he was going to likeit.

"Okay," said Sharon, her voice muffled under the craft. "That should doit." His back wasto her, but
he could hear her close the access panel, and pull the toolkits out from under the Raptor.

"Sharon?' he said suddenly. "Grab your Sdearm.”

A moment later she was beside him, and they both had their wegpons out—Ilarge-caliber, Previn
automatics. A sizable crowd of people was coming over the hilltop toward them. "Helo?" Sharon asked
uncertainly.

"Stand your ground.” Helo raised his handgun and leveled it with both hands. Sharon did likewise.

It looked like forty, fifty, maybe even ahundred people—all running for their lives over the hills. They
were headed straight for the Raptor. Some carried suitcases, some books, some children. Some were
faling down and getting up again. One was on crutches. Helo thought he knew what they al wanted.
They dl wanted to get off this planet before it was completely destroyed. They had just fled from Hell,
and they wanted to live.

There was only one spacecraft in sight, and that was their Raptor. And they weren't here to carry
passenger's.



CHAPTER
21

COLONIAL HEAVY 798

LauraRodin leaned over the pilot's seat and pointed out the cockpit window &t the tiny, tumbling
gpacecraft. "There heis. Can you maneuver over and bring him on board?"

Captain Russo and his copilot, Eduardo, to whom Laura had relinquished her seat, checked afew
instruments. The pilot craned his neck to look back at her. "We can. But it'srisky. | do have to think of
the safety of the rest of the people back therein the cabin.”

Lauraput ahand on his shoulder. "Captain, if it weren't for Captain Apollo out there, none of us
would bediveright now. Bring himin. Please”

The pilot nodded. "Y es, maam." He glanced at his copilot. "Let's set up for adocking. If he can't
maneuver, well just have to float the number two cargo bay right over him and bring him ingde.”

"Let'sjust hope the Cylons don't come looking, while we're wallowing around doing that,” Eduardo
muttered.

Lauraclosed her eyes, praying she wasn't dooming the trangport in the effort to save Captain Adama
"l have complete confidencein you," she said at last. "Now, while you're doing that, | have to see how
our emergency planning iscoming aong." Without waiting for an answer, she headed out the cockpit
door to the passenger cabin.

At this point nothing in the Viper was working except the battery-powered emergency life-support and
wireless—and at that, the wirdess mostly just produced static. Lee Adamacould only sit and wait. He
would not have blamed the captain of the trangport if he had hit full throttle and run for sefety, just asLee
had told him to do. After dl, he had a shipload of passengers who were hisresponshility. In fact, that
was probably what the captain should have done. But Lee was grateful, nevertheless, for the sight of the
big ship maneuvering toward him, its cargo bay door open.

Asthe Viper continued its dow tumble, the transport rotated out of view. Leeturned his attention
back to hislifeless panels. If he could just get attitude-control thrusters working again! He didn't want to
be rescued just to crash on the inside of the ship's cargo bay! Well, he hadn't tried everything yet. There
was gill thismanua control bypass down under the instrument panel. Maybe he could fire the individua
thrustersusing the hand valves. . .

Pop...BAM ...

Whoa. He had just dowed his pitch-over tumble. Or had he? No, that was the wrong way. He groped
around for the opposite lever and yanked it. BAM . . . whoosh . . .

By the gods, it was working. Good thing, too, he realized, as the transport came back into view,
looming suddenly very large outside the cockpit. He was about to be swallowed up by that big, yawvning

cargo bay.



The Viper dammed and skidded onto the deck of the hold, asit came suddenly into the influence of the
Lorey-fidld gravity. Somehow it did to afull stop, just before smashing into awall with awingtip. Lee
laughed to release the tension, as he waited for the cargo bay doorsto close and the areato repressurize.
It wasn't a good landing, for sure—but if he could walk away from it, then it was good enough. When he
saw acouple of crewmembers from the transport running from astairway toward him, he redized
pressurization was complete, and he pushed the cockpit canopy open.

Loosening his helmet, he was happy to hand it to the first man to reach in. "Welcome aboard, Captain
Adama," the crewman said.

"Thank you," Lee sad, climbing over the edge of the cockpit and carefully down the ladder that the
crewman had propped againgt the side of the craft. He stepped away from the Viper and looked around
at the cargo bay—surprisingly large, like the lower deck of a seagoing ferry, and mostly empty. Then he
turned back to gaze at the battered antique Viper. No more complaints from me. You got me here in
one piece, and you took out that missile that would have been the end of all of us. Taking adeep
breath, Lee pulled off his gloves as the transport crewman helped |oosen the collar ring of his spacesuit.

"Captain! Areyou dl right?" A vaguely familiar-looking man was running up to him.

"I'mfine." Leeturned to ingpect his craft more thoroughly. As he did so, he caught sght of some very
large coilsjust ahead of his Viper in the cargo bay. He walked over to take alook at them.

"My name's Aaron Dord," said the man, practically demanding attention. "1 met you before. Took
some publicity photoswith you and your father.”

Right—the publicity guy. Lee was moreinterested in these components.
"What are thosethings?' Dora asked, disconcerted by Leg's seeming inattention.

That was what Lee had been wondering, and he had just figured it out. "Electric pulse generators, from
the Galactica."

"Redly,” sad Dord. "That . . . that'sinteresting.” He became more sober and determined. "Uh,
Captain, I—I cant tell you how glad | am to seeyou!”

"Oh?Why'sthat?" asked Leg, findly turning to see what the man wanted.

Dora looked extremely agitated. "Wdll, see, Captain—persondly, | would fed alot better if someone
qualified werein charge around here."

Leelooked at himin surprise. "'Is something wrong with your pilot?!
"No," said Dord. "It'sjust that he's not the one giving orders.”

L ee studied the man's face for amoment, then decided held better go seefor himself what was going
on. Ashewalked away, Dord followed closdy behind. "Thisis. . . uh, thisisabad Stuation, isn't it, Sr?*

Now, that's stating the obvious, isn't it? "Yes" answered Lee. "Yes, itis."

He found the stairway and ran quickly up out of the cargo area. In the passenger cabin, he didn't have
to look far to see who was apparently giving the orders. The Secretary of Education, LauraRodlin, was
surrounded by agroup of people, whom she was questioning closdly. She was a middle-aged woman
whom Lee had met before only briefly. An educator. Quietly intelligent, attractive, most motherly.
Probably not the leader type, he would have guessed. She had athin blanket wrapped around her
shoulders, asthough she were cold. But if that suggested any weakness, the impression was dispedlled at
once. "What if we transferred the L containers from Bay Threeto Bay Four?' she asked aman crouched



beside her. "Then we could use One, Two, and Three for passengers.”

L ee recogni zed the man she was talking to as the trangport pilot, Captain Russo. "Y eah,” Russo said,
"that'sdoable. It'salot of heavy lifting without dock loaders, though.”

"A little hard work is just what the people need right now," Laurasaid. Shelooked up and saw Leg,
as he strode forward to shake the pilot's hand. " Captain! Good to see you again.”

"Likewise," Lee answered. To Russo, he said, "Thanksfor the lift."

The pilot laughed. ™Y ou should thank her," he said, nodding in Rodin'sdirection. As Leefollowed his
glance, puzzled, the pilot dapped him on the arm and headed back to the cockpit.

Rodin had already returned her attention to the discussion with the young man who appeared to be her
assgtant. "Start the cargo transfer and then prep Bay Three for survivors," she said, with startling
authority and efficiency.

"Yes, mdam," the young man said, and moved off to follow hisingtructions.
Leewasdill trying to put dl thistogether in hismind. "I'm sorry. Survivors?!

Rodin looked back up a him and explained rapidly. "As soon as the attack began, the government
ordered afull stop on all civilian vessels. So now we've got hundreds of stranded shipsin this solar
system. Some arelogt, some are damaged, some are losing power. We have enough space on this ship
to accommodate up to five hundred people, and were going to need every hit of it." She stood up
abruptly, asthough intending to walk away.

Behind Lee, Aaron Dord was sputtering. "But we don't even know what the tactical Situation is out
there”

Rodlin angled aglance a him and looked thoughtful. "The tactical Stuation isthat wearelosing.” She
swung her gaze around to look Lee gtraight in the eye. "Right, Captain?"

Leecould hardly lie. Asfar as he had heard, they werelosing badly. "Right," he answered, with anod.

"S0," Rodin went on, without atrace of self-consciousness about giving orders, "we pick up the
people we can and try to find a safe haven to put down.” She walked toward the cockpit door, then
turned. "Captain, I'd like you to look over the navigational chartsfor alikely placeto hide from the
Cylons" Shenodded. "That'sdl." And she turned away.

Lee, stunned by her complete command of the Situation, glanced a Dord, who was il standing
nearby, fuming—no doubt waiting for Leeto take over. Lee had to work abit to hideasmile. Ashe
walked away, he said smply, "Thelady'sin charge.”

An unhappy Aaron Dord glowered after him.

CHAPTER
22

THE HILLS, SOUTHEAST OF CAPRICA CITY

Helo amed ddliberately low and to one side and squeezed off asingle round from his Previn automatic.



The round exploded in the ground, throwing acloud of dirt into the air between Helo and the advancing
mob. The peoplefdl back, but his action did nothing to calm them down. Now they were not just scared
and desperate, they were angry.

Hecdled out, "That's as close as you get—okay? Let'sjust settle down here. Settle down, and no one
gets hurt." Even ashe said it, hisheart was going out to the people. Could he blame them? Wouldn't he
be just as desperate to get off the planet?

Shouts of anger gave way to pleas. One man was waving afistful of money. "1 have to get to the port!
I'll giveyou fifty thousand cubitd™

"Sixty thousand!" awoman shouted.

"We're not taking money!" Helo shouted back. "Thisisn't arescue ship. Thisisamilitary vessd." He
leveled hisweapon again as the crowd surged forward, pressing their case. Beside him, Sharon had her
own gun aimed at the crowd, protecting him, and protecting the Raptor. "We're not taking money!" he
repeated.

Severd of the peoplein the front of the crowd made as though to charge. Sharon raised her gun and
fired awarning burst into the air. The people fell back again in alarm. But voices soon rose again, one
womean cdling, "But what about the children?”

That wastoo much. "All right, dl right!" Sharon yelled, her change of heart taking Helo by surprise.
"All right." She caught her breath, but did not lower her wegpon. " Children first. Children.” Shewas
suddenly flushed with an awarenessthat she, not that many years ago, had through good fortune alone
escaped a cataclysm on her own homeworld of Troy. Why should she deny that same fortune to these
children?

There was agtirring in the crowd, as parents pressed bags or keepsakes into the hands of their tearful
children, and hustled them to the front of the crowd before they could protest or refuse. Sharon and Helo
waved the children into the Raptor. Sharon slently counted them as they ducked through the entry hatch.
When all the children were aboard, she turned back to the crowd, her face drawn and harried. "All
right—we can take three more people.”

An assortment of hands shot up, and people started calling out again. "Why only three?' someone
cdled.

"That's the maximum load if were gonnabreak orbit,” Helo said, shouting over them.

The man who'd been about to charge a minute ago strode forward with gritted teeth and a clenched
fist. "Who chooses the three—you?”

"No one chooses!" Sharon called out. "No one." She hesitated. "L ottery.” She glanced a Helo, and he
nodded in appreciation at her quick thinking. "Everyone gets anumber. We put 'em in abox, pull out
three. That'sit. No arguing, no appedl."

For atense few moments, the crowd absorbed that. Helo thought maybe they weren't absorbing it
enough. "l will shoot thefirgt person who triesto board before then,” he said, waving his gun enough to
make the point.

That quieted them down. Sharon cast him another glance. "Helo, get out your flight manua and tear
out the pages. . . ."



CHAPTER
23

GALACTICA, PORT HANGAR DECK

The race againgt time was heating up in the Viper maintenance area. The deck was littered with service
racks and forklifts. Chief Tyrol was striding from one workstation to another, consulting, cgjoling, and
whipping his peopleinto faster action. The good news was that they'd managed to plug reactors back
into adozen of the fighter craft—thanks to the modular swap-in, swap-out design of the systems. And
they'd filled the fudl tanks with quantum-catalytic Tylium, so the reactors had something to burn. The bad
news was that they were till franticaly trying to calibrate the power plants so they could fly without
blowing up, test the vaves and hydraulics, check out the flight instruments, and load ammunition into the
recoilless rocket cannons.

If he had to, Tyrol figured he could have six or eight of them flyablein a couple of hours, though how
well they would fly was another question. Word from the CIC was that they could expect Cylon
company any time now. Tyrol waswound about astight as he had ever beenin hislife, determined to
have these Vipers ready when the commander called for them.

And every oncein awhile, he spared afew moments for worrying about Boomer and Helo, from
whom nothing had been heard since their brief, truncated report that the entire Viper Mark V11 squadron
had been destroyed, leaving the Raptor alone and fleeing for itslife.

COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER, NINETY MINUTES LATER

Commander William Adama stood slent and sober as the attention-tone preceded an announcement
from Executive Officer Tigh, standing beside the dradis console officer. " Attention. Inbound dradis
contact, rated highly probable, enemy fighters. All hands stand by for battle maneuvers.”

Adamaturned his head to meet Tigh's gaze. "What's the status of our Vipers? Can we launch?"

Tigh had ahandset stretched on along cord from another console, and he wastaking into it. He
looked up. " Chief sayswe can launch six. He needs more time with the others.”

Sx Vipers! To defend the ship? Adamadrew asilent bresth. It was the only defense they had. There
was no ammunition on board for Galactica'sown guns. “Launch Vipers," he said grimly to Petty Officer
Dudla, who was at her station with a headset on, watching closdly for his orders.

"Viperd Clear tolaunch,” Dudlasad crisply.

Now they could only wait, and do their best to steer the ship away from trouble if anything got past the
Vipers.

Behind awindow overlooking the launch bay, Launch Officer Kelly ran quickly through the checklist.
"Choker, thisis Shooter. | have control—stand by." On the far sde of the window, aViper Mark IV



was lined up in the launch tube, fuming and ready to go. The pilot, Choker, glanced at him and gave a
thumbs-up ingde his closed cockpit. In two other launch tubes, the identica ritua was playing out.

"Viper One-One-Zero-Four, clear forward.” Kelly verified that al systemswere ready. "Nav-con
green. .. interva check . . . mag-cat ready—"

At those last words, a powerful piston did forward and latched onto the Viper's undercarriage, ready
to catapult the fighter to launch speed. At the sametime, agreat sted door in front of the Viper dropped
down, exposing the launch tube to open space.

"—check door open . . . thrust positive, and . . . good luck."

The launch officer pressed the button that fired the el ectromagnetic catapult. The Viper pilot was
dammed back in his seat asthe fighter rocketed down along, triangular tube.

Outsde Galactica, the Viper shot out of the launch port in the side of the ship, followed quickly by
four more. They grouped up, waited afew moments for the sixth and last to appear, and when it didnt,
they got their clearance and lit their thrusters and fired off on an intercept course with theincoming

enemy.

Inlaunch tube four, Kara" Starbuck™ Thrace sat sedled in her cockpit, steaming as she waited for the
launch officer to complete the checklist. She heard "I nterval"— and raised athumbs-up, eyes straight
forward—"check"—every fiber of her body focused on the battle she was about to join, as the launch
officer went through theitems. "—thrusters positive . . . stand by." Karawinced. What thistime?

Then she heard words she hated. " Thrusters fluctuating. Abort takeoff."
Frak!

"Galactica, Viper Eight-Five-Four-Seven, throttle down to safe." Making it sound like a curse, she
powered the thrusters down.

"Roger, Viper "
"Frak—get me out of here!" she shouted angrily.

Outside the launch tube, the crew wasin frantic motion. "Let'sgo, let'sgo!™ Tyrol shouted. As soon as
the exhaust cleared, the rear section of the launch tube opened, exposing the Viper, and the mechanica
crews swarmed over her. "Let's get her out of there. Cally! Prosnal Figure out what'sgoin' on!” The two
speciaists were dready up on aservice ladder, opening the engine compartment panels.

When the cockpit canopy lifted, Kararipped her helmet off and glared furioudy &t Tyrol. "Three
frakkin' aborts, Chief?'

"Wereonit, gr. It'sthe pressure-reg valve again.”
"We should pull it!" Cdly cdled, leaning into look at the vave.
"We cant," Prosnasaid. "We don't have a spare.”

Despite hiswords, Prosnaand Caly quickly disconnected the valve and lifted it out. If they couldn't fix
thisthing in minutes, Starbuck was going to be out of the fight—and maybe they dl would be. . .

Asthey worked, Starbuck could do nothing but listen to the wirel ess chatter coming in from the Vipers
aready out there. It didn't sound good.

"Inbound enemy contact . . . bearing two-four-seven . . . range one-one-five. . . closing . . ."



Karacouldn't take it anymore. "Let's go!" she screamed at the deck crew.
Tyrol was caught up, aswell. "Comeon, let'sgo, let'sgo!”

Cadlly, up ontop of the engine pod, caled down, "We should just pull the valve and bypass the whole
sysem."

"We can't do that, the relay will blow," Prosna said, struggling to loosen a connector.
"It1l hold! I'm tdlling you, | put that—"
"Just pull the valve!" Chief Tyrol roared.

Overhead, someone on the wirdless was shouting, "Wedlock, you and Keyhole, over thetop . . ."
All those pilots out there were in combat for the first timein their lives. They need me out there!

In the engine compartment, severd pairs of hands worked furioudy to bypassthe faulty valve, while
Starbuck came closer and closer to blowing her stack.

Inthe CIC, Adama called out commands for the maneuvering of the ship, as he kept his earstuned to the
reports coming in from the Vipers. "Firing. Miss!”

Adamawinced. "Bow up half. Forward left . . . one quarter.” He was watching the attitude readouts
with one eye, and position reports of the Vipers and the Cylon raiders with the other. " Stern right full.”
Thethruster controls, scattered from one end of the ship to the other, were al under manua control.
"Enginesdl ahead full!" He had chosen his direction. Now hewas going to try to get Galactica out of
harm'sway, and let the Vipers do their jobs.

"I can't, | can't get alock! | can't get a lock!™
"Ahead full, gr," reported Colond Tigh. "Enginesreport full.”

Overhead, the wirdess had more reports from the Viper squadron. " Oh wait 1've got it. Karen's got
him, Karen's got him—no!"

Adamaturned away, grimacing, then looked back up.
"| can't get a shot! | can't get a shot!"
Adamafumed. Where was Starbuck? Why wasn't his best pilot out there?

"They're comin' on. Vipers, stay in formation! | can't get alock . .. ! Oh wait—"ve got him. I've
got him!"

"Come on!" screamed Starbuck.
"Ready! Ready!" shouted Prosna, damming the engine access port shut.
"Clear thetube, let'sgo!" shouted Tyral. "Get her inl"

Starbuck smacked her helmet back on over her head and secured it. The crew was lowering the
cockpit canopy, while the chief hollered, "Move—move!"

About one minute later, flying aViper that had "Raymond the Raygun” stenciled on its cockpit,
Star-buck shot out of the side tube of Galactica, atight grimace on her face. As soon as she was clear,
shekicked in her thrusters and dammed hersdf into a sharp turn. She passed quickly aongside



Galactica, then rocketed ahead, on her way to the battle.

She didn't havefar to go. The sky ahead was crisscrossed by maneuvering Vipers. . . and by Cylons.
It was her first look at a modern-day Cylon, and she hated them on sight. She had just enough time to
think, Damn, I've never done this before, either, never had something actually trying to kill me.
That thought vanished as she flew straight into the chaos of battle. Her gloved thumb was on the firing
button on her stick, and as soon as she had afree-whedling Cylon in her sghts, shelet loose with a
volley. She missed. She looped around. These older Viperswerealittle dower, and alittle different
handling in tight maneuvers, and their display screenswereway more primitive. That's all right, just
focus on the other ships. A dogfight is the same, no matter what your instruments . . .

Whedling around, checking in with the rest of the squadron, Vipersflying every which way across her
field of view, she found hersdlf facing a Cylon raider, maybe the same one and maybe another. Shegot a
good look at its red nose sensor, sweeping back and forth. And she got alook at something else, too, on
her insruments.

"Oh, frak me!" Thething was beaming an energy pulse at her. She checked her instruments again, and
reported back to Galactica, "He'sradiating some sort of weapon a me, but it doesn't seem to be having
any effect.”

And that sudden steadiness on the part of the Cylon gave her the opening she needed. Shelet loose a
burst from her machine cannon, and the tracers fled out before her—and the Cylon exploded in afireball.
Her heart legpt. Her firgt kill! Galactica'sfirg kill.

"All Viperd Sysemsarego!” she caled with agrin. Everything was ill fully operationd on her fighter.
Whatever wegpon the Cylons had used against the others, it wasn't working now.

The dogfight heated up. The Viper pilots, emboldened, flew closer and tighter. And the Cylons,
screaming among them, were no longer trying to shut them down, but were Smply aming to outfly and
outshoot them. One got in ashot, and Karasaw a Viper disintegrate in afirebdl. She couldn't tell who it
was, and didn't have timeto ask. "Hold it together, guys!" she shouted.

She maneuvered hard and fast against the quick-reacting enemy. She didn't get another shot, but
something got ashot on her—there was adam on her tail, and darms started beeping furioudy as she
tried to dampen the sudden oscillationsin her flight path. "I'm all right!" she shouted, trying to reassure the
others, and maybe hersdlf, too. It took afew secondsto get enough control back to reassure herself that
sheredly was dl right.

As she siwung hersdlf around, trying and failing to turn fast enough to shoot at a Cylon passing close by
overhead, she nevertheless got agood look at its underside. The exposed rack of missiles she saw sent
chillsdown her spine. . .

In the command center, Dualaturned and called awarning to the commander. "Radiological darm!™ A
beeper was sounding the same warning.

Beside Adama, Tigh stood close and said in aquiet, steely voice, "He's got nukes.”

In quick succession, three missles streaked away from the Cylon. Karasaw it and reacted in fury.
"Come on!" she screamed, and came around faster and sharper than she'd ever managed in her life. She
opened fire on the Cylon, and it exploded. But its missleswerein flight. Karadidn't even pause for
bresth, but continued her tight circle, following the arcs of the missiles.



It was impossible, nobody could shoot amissile out of flight with acannon. But that didn't stop her
from trying. Shefired a continuous stream from her machine cannon, tiny rockets pouring out, ahail of
firechasing themissles.

One exploded. She swerved ever so dightly, flying with deadly precison. A second missile exploded.

Thethird wastoo far away, and it wasinbound at high speed toward Galactica. Another Viper
streaked past going the other way; she nearly hit it with her cannon.

"Galactica, you've got an inbound nuke! All Vipers, break break break!"

There was nothing they could do for Galactica now except veer out of the way and try not to get
caught intheexplosion. ..

"Right bow, left sern—emergency full power! Main thrust emergency full!™ Commander Adama snapped
the commands, doing the only thing he could to try to evade the missile. As he watched the screen, he
knew it wasn't enough. They were going to take anuclear blast in the flank. Very softly he said to hisold
crewmate Tigh, "Brace for impact, my friend."

"I haven't heard that in awhile,” Tigh replied grimly.

"Collison darm!™ Adama shouted. Klaxons started sounding throughout the ship. All any of them
could do was brace, and pray.

The missile struck the ship on the port Side, and its nuclear warhead lit up the sky.

CHAPTER
24

GALACTICA, BURNING

Starbuck winced in pain at the dazzling light from the nuclear explosion, but her Viper wasfar enough
from Galactica to avoid sustaining further damageitself. Shetook amoment to regroup her thoughts,
then made afast scan to seeif there were any more Cylonsin the area. It seemed either she had
destroyed the last one, or any others had | €ft.

"Vipers, sat up apatrol around the ship,”" she ordered the surviving members of the squadron. "I'm
going in to ingpect the damage." Shefired her thrusters and flew in toward the ship, passing the floating
hulks of two dead Vipers on her way.

There was no time to mourn them now; Galactica was burning. Karaflew aongside the port flight
pod, close and dow enough to get agood look. " Galactica, Starbuck. If you're reading me, the
forward section of the port flight pod has sustained heavy damage.” It was aterrible sight, but it could
have been alot worse. She saw alot of crumpled hull plating, and fire erupting from severd
compartmentsin the flight pod. Debris, smoke, and vapors were billowing into space. After anuke, she
was surprised the ship gtill had aport flight pod. " Galactica, you've got violent decompression dl dong
the port flight pod. Do you read me? Galactica?'

There was no answer, but that could mean anything from an antenna being knocked out of alignment



to the whole crew being dead. Kara kept atight control on her thoughts and her flying, and kept circling
the ship, reporting in the blind. It was al she could do.

GALACTICA, COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

The CIC was damaged but mostly intact. Crewmembers were moving quickly, tending to theinjured,
hoisting fallen equipment off thefloor, and trying to get meaningful information out of partidly damaged
consoles. Ship-to-ship transmission was out, though they could just make out Starbuck's scratchy
reports. Adamawas trusting to the remaining Vipersto protect the ship from outside dangers while they
dedt with the emergencieson theinside.

Adama's neck was craned, as he squinted up through his glasses at one of the few working monitors,
above thelight table now being used for damage assessment. "Radiation levelswithin norms. The hull
plating kept out most of the hard stuff." Beside him, Tigh was using agrease pencil to correl ate damage
reports on alarge trangparent schematic of the ship.

Gaeta called out more reports asthey camein. " Sir, port stern thrusters are locked open. All bow
thrusters unresponsive. We're in an uncontrolled lateral counterclockwise spin.”

"Send aDC party up to aux control,” Adamasaid, "and have them cut al thefuel linesto the stern
thrugter.”

Tigh spoke as soon as he was finished. "Okay, we have got buckled supports al aong the port flight
pod, and chain reaction decompressions occurring everywhere forward of frame two'—he paused to
check the printout in his hand—"two-fifty."

"That'saproblem,” Adamasaid grimly. It was amassive understatement; if that went unchecked, they
could lose dl launch and recovery capability, at the very least.

"Kelly says he's got three uncontrolled fires. That's why he hasn't been able to stop the
decompressions.”

Adamaran afinger along the diagram. "If the decomps continue aong this axis, they could collapsethe
port pod." He looked up at Tigh, hisface grave. " Saul—take personal command of the DC units."

"Me?' Tigh asked, hisface registering sudden appprehension.

Gaetainterrupted at that moment with, "Sir, the stern thruster's still locked open.” He gestured with a
printout. "We need you."

And | need you, Saul. Thisis no time to frak around. Adamaeyed hisold friend, painfully aware of
just how far he had fallen to the booze and sdlf-pity. But he had to put hisfaith in the man now; he had no
choice. Inalow voice, hesaid, "Y ou're either the XO or you're not."

At those words, Tigh stiffened, clearly struggling with his self-doubts. "Yes, dr," hesad. Adama
turned and strode away with Gaeta, leaving Tigh to make up hismind.

Onthefar sdeof the CIC, Chief Tyrol and Captain Kelly had arrived a a dead run from the hangar
deck and were working furiously to coordinate the repair teams from the damage control station. Most of
the remote videos were shorted out, but the darm board was ill functioning. A wall schematic of the
ship, it used rows of indicator lightsto display which sections were affected by decompression and fire,

In the one functioning video display, they could see disaster unfolding on Port Deck D, Frame 32. The



firethere was advancing rapidly, filling the compartment with smoke and toxic fumes. Something
exploded with a bright flash, blowing out through the hull. Three more darm lights|it up on the DC board.
In the monitor, they could see that only two men in the crew of fifteen had breathing gear, and those two
were franticaly trying to herd the others out of the doomed compartment. One of the deck hands had
grabbed a phone handset right next to the sending camera. He was choking in the smoke. " Chief! We're
losing pressure! The port pod—it's buckling! We need help—"

The screen went white, and static filled the voice line. Tyrol cursed, just as Colone Tigh stepped into
view behind him. "Report," demanded the XO.

"Ancther compartment losing pressure,” said Kely. "Wejust lost the monitor and comm.”

Tyrol pointed to aline of pressure-alarm lights on the DC board. "There's structural buckling al along
thisline We've gotta get those fires out! "

"I know! | know!" Kelly snapped.
The phonerang, and Tyrol picked it up, covering his other ear to hear.

Kély continued, pointing for Tigh's benefit. "Fire suppression's down. Water mains are down. We've
got gravity fluctuations al through the compartments. Werre trying to fight the fire with handheld geer,

Tyrol interrupted, relaying another report. "Weve got another decompression on Deck D, closeto the
port pod!”
Kdly turned to Colond Tigh. "What are your orders, sir?* Hewaited for an answer. "Sir?"’

Tigh stood motionless, a hundred thoughts clamoring in hismind. Swesat broke out on hisupper lip as
he struggled to make a decision. He knew what needed to be done, but they'd never forgive him for it.
Hed never forgive himsdf. He turned, without quite being aware of it, and across the CIC saw Bill
Adama hunched over atable with Gaeta, planning whatever needed to be done to solve the thruster
problem. Bill's voice, harsh and unyidding, echoed in Tigh'smind: You're either the XO, or you're not.

Beside him, Kdly stopped waiting for an order from Tigh, and leaned into Chief Tyrol. "All right,
ligen," he said quietly, "I need you to take the rest of your DC teams down from the landing bay, to give
themahand. . ."

Tigh turned back to them, suddenly realizing what Kely was proposing. "Therésno time! Sed off
everything forward of Frame Thirty and start an emergency vent of al compartments.”

Tyrol lowered the phone in dismay. "But wait, I've got over ahundred people trapped up behind
Frame Thirty-Four!" He pointed to the display on the board. "1 just need aminute to get 'em out!”

"If we don't sedl it off now, we're gonnalose alot more than ahundred men,” snapped Colond Tigh.
"Sedl it off! Now!"

Tyrol exploded with anger. "They just need a minute!"

"WE DON'T HAVE A MINUTE!" Tigh belowed. "If thefire reachesthe hangar pods, it'll ignitethe
fud linesand well losethe ship! Doit!"

Nearly apoplectic with rage, Tyrol keyed the phone for an dl-ship announcement. He clearly had to
fight to get thewordsout. "All hands. Seal off . . . all bulkheads twenty-five through forty. That's an
order."



In the burning compartment, a deckhand with arespirator and an air tank on his back was shouting to the
others, "Get out of here now! Go! They're gonnavent the compartment! Let'sgo! We need everybody
out!" Asheydled, hewaved achemicd fire extinguisher, trying futilely to put out the closest flames. But
flames were everywhere. Gravity was shifting, throwing everyone off balance. It wasimpossible, and
getting worse by the second.

From thefar end of the compartment came shouts and banging. "The bulkheads are closed! Let us
out!" Men were crowded up against the end bulkhead, where the smoke was thick but the flames had
not yet reached. They were hammering on the locked bulkhead doors. "Let us out!”

But there was no escape.

Colonel Tigh inserted the key into the emergency vent switch and twisted it. He stepped back grimly to
watch the board.

Deep in the ship, relays tripped and motors surged. Dozen of large air vents opened. On the outer hull,
hatches blew open, releasing enormous gouts of fire and smoke from the flaming compartments. Along
with the fire, dozens of dying crewmen hurtled out into space like so much debris, tumbling head over
hedlsinto space, before vanishing into the darkness. It was al over in afew moments. The flames went
out asthelast of the air vented from the savaged compartments.

At the damage control board Tigh, Tyrol, and Kelly waited in stony silence until the board indicated al
clear—fires out, temperatures dropping toward normal, pressure zero in the vented sections and holding
gseady indl others. Findly Kely affirmed what they dl saw: "Venting complete. Firesare out.”

Tigh stared solemnly at the board, not meeting their eyes. He knew damn well what they were
thinking. But he told them anyway: "If they remembered their training, then they had their suits on and
they were braced for possible vent action.”

Chief Tyrol, too, was saring at the board, a haunted expression on hisface. "There were alot of
rooksin there."

"No one'sarook anymore,” said Tigh, and turned away to return to the CIC.

CHAPTER
25

SOUTH OF CAPRICA CITY, SOMEWHERE INTHE HILLS

Gaius Bdtar fidgeted as he stood amid the crowd of people near the Raptor spacecraft. He couldn't
believe he had gotten thisfar. He had driven only about four miles before the crush of people crowding
the road, and the obstruction of abandoned vehicles, had made it impossible to drive any farther. He had
abandoned his car, like many before him, and taken to the hills on foot.

Hewas severa hoursinto his hike when someone shouted that they saw a Colonia spaceship coming
down—landing in the hillsto the southeast. Without hesitation, Batar joined the breakaway mob that ran



in that direction, hoping for rescue. Why else would anyone land a ship within athousand miles of this
madness, if not to look for survivors?

The discovery that it wasamilitary craft, downed for emergency repairs, had been ablow to the
crowd, and to Baltar himsalf. So much for his perfectly reasonable hope that someone had miraculousy
come down to give him aride off the planet. But then, againgt al odds, the Raptor crew had agreed to a
lottery, to take three adults plus some children to safety. Perhaps God—if there was such abeing, and he
laughed silently at the notion—wanted to help him to safety, after al.

Numbered pieces of paper had been distributed, and one person, a middle-aged woman, had been
selected so far. Two more chancesto go. Bdtar bit hislip, sweating.

The femde pilot reached into an open toolbox lying on the ground in the sun. The box wasfilled with
torn pieces of paper, each bearing anumber. Baltar himsaf held the number 118. The pilot straightened,
holding up asingle piece of paper. "One twenty-seven." She gazed over the anxious crowd. "Onetwo
sven.”

In the front of the crowd, a dark-haired woman in her twenties raised her hand, holding her own dip of
paper. "Here." The pilot waved her forward. "Thank you, Lords of Kobol," the woman murmured,
stumbling toward the Raptor. She dropped the dip of paper into the hand of the injured mae copilot as
she passed him. "Thank you. Thank you," she muttered over and over, softly, asif unableto quite believe
her good fortune.

Bdtar watched her darkly as she walked up the ramp into the ship, then shifted his gaze asthe pilot
pulled out another dip. "Last one." She stood up, scanning the crowd. "Forty-seven. Four seven.”

Therewas a dtirring, as people throughout the crowd looked disconsolately at their own numbers and
shook their headsin despair. Baltar looked unhappily a his own, his heart snking. And then, dmost like
agift from Heaven, awhite-haired old woman touched hisarm and said, "Excuse me." Her skin was
wrinkled, and her clothes were worn and faded. "1 forgot my glasses, | must have left them somewhere.
Could you plesse. . . read thisfor me?’

Batar glanced at the glasses nestly resting on top of the old woman's head, and took the dip of paper
from her. Even before he read the number, he had adeep, gut feding of what it was going to say. Hefelt
no surprise, but only vindication, when he read, 47. Unbdievable. So thiswas how God—such aslly
notion—was going to save him? By sending an old woman in his place? A woman who would probably
die from the stress of takeoff? No, it defied al reason to seeit that way. The woman would believe
whatever hetold her. And what future did she have, anyway? He was just fumbling with his paper and
hers, when he heard, "Hey!"

He looked up with agtart, hiding both dipsin his closed hand. It was the male copilot, pointing straight
a him. "Aren't you Gaius Batar?'

Panicky, but covering, he answered, "Why, | haven't done anything." Why would that man be singling
him out? Did the man suspect what he was about to do? Frantic, Baltar raised hishand and called out,
"Thislady hasticket number forty-seven." He pointed to hisleft. "Thislady herel"

"Would you come up here, please?’ the military man said.

Bewildered, Batar glanced at the old woman, whose face was beaming—and together with her,
moved through the crowd toward the two pilots.

Sharon, too, was bewildered. Why was Helo caling that man forward? She could see the crowd stirring
at this sudden change, and she had aknot of uncertainty in her own stomach. Stepping closer to Helo,



shesad, "What are you doing?'

He hdf-grinned awkwardly, and closed his eyes, swallowing hard. It took him amoment to get the
words out. He reached out and took her hand. "'I'm giving up my seat.”

Her somach clenched, and her jaw. "Like hell."

Helo squeezed her hand. His head bobbed asif he couldn't control it. "A civilian should take my
place”

No! She spoke with as much force as she could muster. "Y ou're going.”

Helo gave her amoment to control hersalf and listen. His gaze was resolute. "L ook at those clouds.
Sharon, look at those clouds, and tell me thisisn't the end of everything.”

She glanced away, and againgt her will, found hersdf taking in the view of the mushroom cloudsin the
distance. She looked back. "Helo—!"

"Whatever futureis|eft is gonna depend on whoever survives. Give me one good reason why I'm a
better choice than one of the grestest minds of our time."

Thisiswrong! "Hdo—"

"Y ou can do thiswithout me. | know you can. Y ou've provenit." Hisface was o earnest, imploring
her. She didn't know what to say. Wasit possible hewas right?

Sharon struggled to control her face, to hold back tears. Her partner, her friend . . . leave him on this
doomed planet . .. ? Isheright? Maybe not . . . but it's what he wants. He squeezed her arm one last
time, then released her. He had made up his mind, and there would be no talking him out of it.

Bdtar and the old woman had emerged at the front of the crowd and were standing, gazing & them
expectantly. The woman was smiling, and Batar was looking tentative and uncertain. Sharon closed her
eyesfor an instant, and made up her mind. "Get on board,” she snapped, gesturing to both of them to
move quickly. She turned to watch them board, then spun back to Helo.

The crowd were crying their disgpprova of this sudden development. "Wait, wait, wait!" "What about
us?' "Hey, wait!" Helo was dready hobbling forward, arms spread wide, to keep them at bay. "Stay
back. Stay back!" He glanced sharply back at Sharon. "Y ou'd better go!"

Fedling asif she had aknifein her heart, Sharon turned from him for the last time and hurried onto the
Raptor.

Gaius Baltar wondered if he were dreaming. It was far too good to be true. Had he actualy been given a
seet on this ship? The angry crowd certainly seemed to bear that out. They were shouting, protesting the

arbitrary decision to let him on board. He hadn't waited to think about it, but had gallantly helped the old
woman on board, and then gotten insde as quickly as possible himself.

He stood in the open doorway, staring out at the crowd of hopel ess, doomed people. Standing in their
midst was someone who hadn't been there amoment ago. A gorgeous blonde in a stunningly low-cut,
red spaghetti-strap dress, watching him with the kind of gaze awoman reserved for just one man. Natasi
. His heart nearly stopped, then started pounding twice as hard as before. Was he halucinating? Natasi's
dead. | saw her. She can't be here. He stared in disbelief. He blinked and looked back. There was no
sign of her. She had never been there. | hallucinated her .



Haunted by that momentary vision, and tormented by the sound of the crowd, he ssumbled back into
the craft as the military man yelled to the crowd, "Stay back! Stay back! It's over!™

Something was surely over, but Baltar wished he knew what it was.

Sharon fought her way to the cockpit, not so much through the crowd of passengers as through the
resstance of her heavy heart. She grunted ingtructions to everyone to buckle in. A boy, maybe ten years
old, had taken the right-hand seat. Sharon buckled into the left seat. She snapped on the fud valve and
masgters, started the pumps, and powered up the engines. The down-thrusters began kicking up dust from
the ground.

Outside the cockpit, she could see Helo hobbling, till holding his sidearm, driving the crowd away
from the ship. You're leaving your best friend to die. Tears began streaming down her face, and she
had to look away. Just do your job. She focused on the flight controls, and drew a deep breath.
Applying power, she began lifting the Raptor from the ground. It strained, with the full load of

passengers.

At the edge of the crowd, aman suddenly broke free and ran to the ship and threw himsdlf onto the
sde platform. Sharon felt the Raptor lean alittle, and compensated with the thruster control. She saw
Helo turn and point his wegpon at the man. Helo shouted something, inaudible to Sharon—then fired his
gun. Therewas aflare, and the man spun, faling from the side of the ship. Relieved and horrified at the
sametime, Sharon applied more thrust. The ship rose more quickly.

From the swirling cloud of dust, Helo looked up at Sharon and raised ahand in farewell. She pressed
her own hand to the windshield. Good-bye, Helo.

Then she pushed the throttle forward, and the Raptor lifted quickly away from the hillsde and began
its climb back into the skies of Caprica and the deep darkness of space.

CHAPTER
26

COLONIAL HEAVY 798

In the cockpit of the trangport Laura Rodlin and Captain Lee Adamalistened, riveted, asthe wireless
broadcast replayed. Captain Russo reached above his head to fine-tune the signa. Out the window was
darkness, and the stars, and the distant orb of Caprica

"Thisisan official Colonial government broadcast. All ministers and officials should now go to
Case Orange. Repeat: Thisisan official Colonial government broadcast. All ministers and
officials should now go to Case Orange."

There was asharp intake of breath from Laura. Lee and the two transport pilots turned to her, as she
struggled to maintain her composure. Sitting on ajump seet behind the copilot, she still had the blanket
wrapped around her shoulders; she looked worn and very tired. "It's an automated message," she said,



answering their unspoken question with alow, even voice. "It's designed to be sent out in case the
president, the vice president, and most of the cabinet are dead or incapacitated.”

Lee stared at her, stunned.

Laura, however tired or overwhemed she might have felt, continued without missing abeat. To Russo
shesad, "I need you," and she paused for a heartbesat, "to send my ID code back on the exact same

frequency.”
Russo barely managed to voice hisresponse. "Y es, maam.”
"D asin dog, dash—"
As sherecited the code, Captain Russo punched the keys on the comm unit.
"—four-five-ax, dash, three-four-five, dash, A asin gpple." Lauraswalowed. "Thank you."
Leefollowed her with his gaze as she got up and |eft the cockpit.

After aminute, he left the cockpit himsalf and walked dowly back through the cabin. It was an eerie
sensation. It waslike being on any passenger liner, in the quiet of night, except that this passenger liner
was witnessing the end of the world asthey knew it. He walked until he found the row where Laurawas
gtting, alone, in abackward-facing lesther seat. Out the window, the universe seemed eternd and
changdess. Eternal maybe; but not changeless. Leetook the position facing her, and sat on the edge
of the seet, resting his hands between his knees. He took adeep breath, and let it out, meeting her gaze
as she opened her eyes. Her sense of shock was dmost physica, surrounding her like an aura.

He gathered his thoughts for amoment, then asked, "How far down?”

She answered quietly. "Forty-third in line of succession. | know al forty-two ahead of me, from the
president down. Most of us served with himin thefirst adminigtration.” Resting her head back, she
seemed to leave the hopeless present for amoment. " Some of them came with him from the mayor's
office. | wasthere with him on hisfirst campaign." Shewrinkled her nose. "I never redly liked palitics. |
kept telling mysdlf | was getting out, but . . . he had thisway about him."

Lee amiled faintly. Hewasn't sure why, but he felt humbled that she would be confiding in him.

"l just couldn't say no," Laura concluded with apained chuckle. She shifted her eyesto look up at
Captain Russo, who had just appeared, bearing a printout. He handed the octagona piece of paper to
her without aword. She looked at it, nodded, and handed it back to him. "Thank you," she whispered.

She pulled the blanket off her shoulders and began putting her wine-red jacket on. Leefollowed her
movements with narrowed eyes as she said to Russo, "Well need apriest.”

Elosha, the priest who had officiated at the decommissioning ceremony, was among those passengers
returning—as they had once thought—to Caprica. She stood in the center of asmall knot of news
reporters, who were a so among those returning from their coverage of what had seemed a soft news
gtory, the transformation of afabled fighting ship into amuseum. Now they had their camerasand
microphonestrained on Eloshaand Laura Rodin, to witnessthe transfer of presidentia power.

Elosha was a handsome, dark-skinned woman of about forty, wearing adeep blue dressand a
matching blue headband. She held one of the sacred scrollsin her hands, and pulled it open. Soberly, she
said, "Pleaseraise your right hand and repeet after me. . ."

Lauraraised her hand, with agreat sense of weight and sadness. Lee Adama stood just behind her, to
her right, watching with what she suspected was dishdlief. Billy stood behind her, to her left, lending silent



support, asdid Captain Russo, behind Elosha. Aaron Dora was afrowning presence, severa layers of
peopl e back.

"I, LauraRodin. . ."

She echoed, her voice quavering, 'l . .. LauraRodin. . ."

"...donow avow and affirm. . ."

Her voice steadied alittle, as she repeated the words.

". .. that | takethe office of the President of the Twelve Colonies of Kobol . . ."

". .. that | accept the office of th—" Her voice broke on that, and she had to stop and gather herself
again. "That | accept the office of the President of the Twelve Colonies of Koboal . . ." and she continued,
following Elosha, "and that | will protect and defend the sovereignty of the Colonies. . . with every fiber
of my being." Her voice strained on those last words, asthe weight of the responsibility she wastaking on
hit her like amountain avalanche.

She paused, waiting for Eloshato offer the concluding words. She pushed her hair back nervoudy
with her raised hand, and glanced momentarily a Lee Adama. Did she have his support? She thought she
did. He seemed solid, intelligent, capable, and uneager for persona power. She wanted to trust him, and
she prayed that there were more like him. She was going to need dl the help she could get from people
likethat. They al were going to need help. From the Lords of Kobol, and from each other.

CHAPTER
27

GALACTICA, FIRE-GUTTED HOLDSOF DECK D

Chief Tyrol could bardly keep his emotionsin check as he watched the men carry out the bodies of the
dead, and begin the cleanup of the devastated compartments. The stink of smoke and death filled the air.
Tyrol's somach was churning. He couldn't have said which was the target of hisworst fury—the Cylons
or the XO. Those people who were being carried out were al good men and women; many of them
were his persond friends. None of them deserved to die. They had put their lives on the line fred y—but
to what purpose? So that the XO could snuff them like so many candles? We could have gotten them
out! It didn't have to be this way!

In the CIC, Commander Adama stood under the main bank of monitors, listening to the XO's report. He
had alot of information on the pieces of paper pread out on the planning table, but he wanted to hear it
directly from Tigh. The bottom line was that the ship was safe—for now. Hull breaches were being
repaired, buckled supports could be straightened or replaced, and the landing bay would soon be able to
receive the returning Vipers.

What he hadn't heard yet was the cost in human life. He put on his glasses. "What was the find count?’

"Twenty-sx waked out,” Tigh said grimly. "Eighty-five didn't."" And that didn't include the three Viper
pilotslogt in this battle—or the CAG's entire squadron wiped out before it could return to them. Tigh



took a breath and, hefting the munitions-supply notebook, continued, "There's amunitions depot in the
Ragnar Anchorage.”

Ragnar. Deep in astorm cell in the atmosphere of agas giant planet. "Boy, it's a super-bitch to anchor
ashipthere" Adamasaid.

Tigh was undeterred. "Well, the book saysthat there arefifty palets of class-D warheadsin storage
there. They should dso have dl the missiles and smdl-arms munitions we nee—"

"Go verify thet."
Tigh straightened. "Sir." He handed the munitions-supply book to Adama and strode away.

If we can verify anything it'll be a miracle, Adamathought, hefting the book in hishand. But a
miracleisjust what we need. That and some ammunition.

Tyrol continued hiswalk-through, knowing that he probably hadn't seen the worst yet. He wasright. It
was confirmed when he stepped through a bulkhead door and found Speciaist Cally in her yellow
fire-fighting suit, dumped againgt awall, cradling Speciaist Prosnas burned and blackened body. She
was weeping, unable to speak. Tyrol didn't try to speak to her, didn't know what to say. Cally and
Prosna, besides being histwo best crewmembers and friends, had been a close-knit couple. He kneltin
front of her, laying ahand on her arm, trying to give comfort where none could be given.

Cdly looked at him beseechingly, for just one moment her eyes asking him to makeit different
somehow. In that moment, histhoughts fled to the other battle, the one none of them had seen, but had
only heard through Sharon's garbled transmission: an entire Viper squadron destroyed. And then the
ominous silence following Sharon's report that she too was under attack. He held no hope for changing
that outcome or thisone,

Finaly, helifted Prosnaslifelessweight from Cally, and let her get to her feet. Weeping with nearly
slent shudders, Cdly helped him lower Prosnato the deck and lay him straight. There he would haveto
lie, until the stretcher teams came to remove him with therest of thefalen.

Tyrol gave her shoulder atight squeeze, then urged her out with him. She needed to be somewhere
else, and he needed to make his report to Commander Adama.

Tyrol's voice was hoarse as he said to the commander, Do you know how many we lost?!

Adamals response was abrupt. "Y es." No emotion showed on hisface, as he studied the planetary
maps laid out on the Strategy table. " Set up atemporary morgue in Hangar Bay B."

Tyrol stood trembling, trying to form the words of protest. Finally he managed, "Forty seconds. . . ir.
All'l needed was. . . forty seconds." He drew aragged bregth. "Eighty-fiveof my . . . people. .. and |
told. . ." He swallowed and tried to control himself but couldn't. "I told that sonofabitch . . ."

Adama swung around to face him straight on, eyeto eye. In alow, iron-hard voice he said, "He'sthe
XO on thisship. Don't you dare forget that.”

Trembling, Tyrol nodded.

Adama continued, his voice low and hard. "Now, he made a tough decision. Had it been me, we
would have made the same one.”

Tyrol struggled to keep from shaking. In a near-whisper, heimplored, "Forty seconds. . . Sir.”



Adama held his gaze a heartbeat longer. "Resume your post, Chief," he said, and walked past Tyrol
and on across the CIC.

Tyrol stood in shocked dishdlief for afraction of asecond, then strode away to return to the cleanup.
On hisway out of the CIC, he passed Colond Tigh just entering. He swerved around him with adark,
slent look and hurried on to make himsdlf as busy aspossible.

Adamawatched as Tyrol departed. Sympathy would have to wait. They had something more important
to worry about, which was defending their civilization againgt catastrophe. He needed Chief Tyrol as
much as he needed Tigh, and he had confidence in the man—hell, he had brought Tyrol onto the ship at a
time when no other skipper would, because of asingle mistake in the past that had cost lives. Hed
brought him aboard because Tyrol was the best spacecraft mechanic he had ever met, and agood

leader. But right now there was no room for anything but absol ute respect for authority. Saul Tigh was
facing asimilar tes—and appeared to be passing it.

Tigh was standing across the table from him, giving him the latest information. Adama brought his
attention back. "Munitions depot confirmed, but we have two problems,” Tigh said. "One, the Ragnar
dation is at least three days away at best speed. Two, the entire Cylon fleet is between here and there."
Tigh shook hishead.

Adama absorbed that for amoment, then called out into the quietly bustling center, " Specidist!"
"Sir," answered the voice of Navigation Specialist Johnson, behind him.

"Bring me our position.”

"Yesdr." Johnson appeared a hisside, laying asheet of paper in front of him.

Adamapicked it up and studied it. Acrossthe table, Tigh was eyeing him, and starting to shake his
head. He had guessed what Adamawas thinking. ™Y ou don't want to do this," Tigh said.

"I know | don't."
"Because any sane man wouldn't. It's been, what—twenty, twenty-two years?'

Adama placed the piece of paper on top of the chart, sudying the figures. "Wetrain for this" hesad
without looking up.

"Traning isonething,” Tigh said, leaning over the table toward him, and continuing in alow voice, "but
... if were off on our calculations by even afew degrees, we could end up in the middle of the sun!"

Adamafinaly looked up. "No choice. Colone Tigh, please plot a hyperlight Jump from our position to
the orbit of Ragnar.”

Tigh capitulated, but not happily. "Yessr." And he moved off to plot the Jump. Adamawatched him,
with atwitch of asmile,

No sooner was Tigh gone than Petty Officer Dualawas at hissde, delivering yet another printout.
Her eyeswere wide, her face tense, her usualy melodic voice hoarse. "Priority message, Sir.” She stood
at attention, waiting, as heread it. Lords of Kobol . Hefdt the blood drain from hisface. He pulled off
his glasses, working through theimplicationsin hismind.

At another gtation, he could hear the XO giving orders, "Engineering—spin up FTL drives one and
two." Asthe engineering officer acknowledged, Colond Tigh continued, "Lieutenant Gaeta, bresk out the
FTL tables and warm up the computers.” To the CIC at large, he announced, "We are making a Jump!*



The crew had barely begun to absorb that when Adamaraised his voice to make hisown
announcement. "Admira Nagdaisdead. Battlestar Atlantia has been destroyed. So hasthe Triton,
Solaria, Columbia . . . thelist goeson." He lowered his head.

Tigh waked toward him. "The senior officer. Who'sin command?’

By way of answering, Adamaturned to Dudla. "Send amessage. . . to al the Colonia military units,
Priority Channel One." Dualawrote on aclipboard. "Message begins: Am taking command of flest. .. ."

CHAPTER
28

COLONIAL ONE

President LauraRodin peered over Captain Russo's shoulder as he cdled, "Geminon liner
Seventeen-Oh-One, thisis Colonial Heavy Seven-Niner-Eight." Captain Russo looked back over his
shoulder at the newly sworn-in president and amended hiscall. "No, strike that. Thisis Colonid One.”
Lauraregigtered that with adightly stunned expression. Clearly, this was going to take some getting used
to.

"Go ahead, Colonial One."
"We have you in sght, and will approach your starboard docking hatch.”

"Copy, Colonial One. Thank the Lords of Kobol you're here. We've been without main power
for over two hours now."

Lee Adama, meanwhile, was bent over the secure message console, watching something comein. He
toreit off and read it Slently. He pursed hislips thoughtfully.

"What isit?' Lauraasked.

Leehddit out and read dryly, "To dl Colonid Units, am taking command of fleet. All units ordered to
rendezvous a Ragnar Anchorage for aregroup and counterattack. Acknowledge by same encryption
protocol.” Lee hesitated, mouth half open, then concluded, "Adama."

Laurapulled the printout from his hand and looked at it soberly. She thought a moment, then lifted her
chin and turned to Lee. "Captain Apollo. Please inform Commander Adamathat we areinvolved in
rescue operations and we require hisassstance." Shefelt asmile twitching on her lips. Thiswas going to
be interesting. Would he obey his new commander-in-chief? " Ask him how many hospitd bedsthey have
available, and how long it will take him to get here.”

Leelooked sunned once more. "I, uh—"
"Yes" hesad.

After taking along timeto consider her words, Lee said, "1'm not sure he's going to respond very well
to that request.” A smiletouched hislips, too, matching hers.

"Thentdl him," shesaid, "it comesdirectly from the President of the Twelve Colonies, and it'snot a
request.” Shelet her voice sharpen ever so dightly on the last words.



Thetwo transport pilots swiveled their heads in surprise, then went studioudy right back to what they
were doing.

"Yesdr," sad Lee. Asshe sarted to leave the cockpit, he continued, "And sir?' She paused to listen.
"Apollo'sjust my cal sgn. My namésLee Adama."

"I know who you are." She smiled, thistime letting amoment of genuine warmth come through. "But
Captain Apollo hasanicering toit, don't you think?" Without waiting for an answer, she headed back to
the passenger cabin.

GALACTICA, COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

Throughout the CIC, tension was growing as the enlisted crew ran through checklists and startup
procedures for the FTL Jump, with Gaeta and Tigh overseeing their work. Commander Adamawas
Sdetracked from his study of the planetary and tactica charts by Petty Officer Duallahanding him a
printout. "It'sfrom Colonia One, gr," shesaid.

"Colonia One? What the hell shipis Colonia One? The president's dead, isn't he?"

"Yesdr," said Dudlaevenly. "The new presdent, by succession, isformer Education Secretary Laura
Rodin. That'sthefirg part of the message.”

"Thefirg part? What's the second part?' Adama put his glasses back on and read the printout. He
squinted at the message in disbelief, and as he reread it, hisjaw tightened with anger. "Isthisa joke?" He
looked a Dudla. " Are they within voice range?'

"Yesdr," said Dudla She dready had her headset on, and she sidled around a corner of the console
to the tranamission panel. "Colonid One, thisis Galactica . . ."

Lee Adamawas ditting in the copilot's seet in the trangport cockpit, awaiting the call from Galactica. He
knew it wouldn't take long. Of al the conversationsin the universe he could imagine, thiswas probably
the one he least wanted to have. The thought of it was crowding al other thoughts from his mind,
including onesthat kept trying to come back, such as, were dl hisfriends on Caprica dead now, and
what about his mother and her fiancé? These things weighed heavily on the back of his mind—and yet,
the scratchy voice on the wireless drove them once more out of histhoughts.

"Colonial One, Gaactica. . . Galactica Actual wishesto speak with Apollo.”

He had to struggle to get his breath. What was hisfather going to say? Asif hedidn't know. "Thisis
Apollo. Go ahead, Actual." He pursed hislips and waited for areply.

It was aminute or o in coming. Captain Russo fiddled with the wirdlesstuning, asif worried that they
were missing the signd. Finally they heard Commander Adamasvoice:

"How are you"—they could hear the commander clearing histhroat—"is the ship all right?"

L ee could not keep the sarcasm out of hisvoice. "We're both fine. Thanksfor asking." Captain Russo
glanced over a him, but said nothing.

"Isyour ship's FTL functioning?"
Leeglanced a Russo, who nodded. "That's affirmative.”

"Then you're ordered to bring yourself . . . and all your ship's passengers. . . to the rendezvous



point." Pause. " Acknowledge."
Lee hestated. "Acknowledge. . . receipt of message.”
"What the hell does that mean?" the distant voice thundered.
"It means, 'l heard you,' " Lee said impatiently.
Hisfather's voice sharpened. " You're going to have to do a lot better than that, Captain.”
"We're engaged in rescue operations. By order of the president.” Your commander-in-chief.
"You areto abort your mission immediately."
Leewinced. "The president has given me adirect order.”

"You're talking about the secretary of education. We're in the middle of a war! And you're
taking orders from a schoolteacher!" Adamals voice shook the little wireless speaker; hisanger
practically jumped out into the cockpit of the transport.

Leewas aware of the president coming back into the cockpit, and listening to the conversation. But
before he could either gauige her reaction or reply to hisfather, abeegping sound from the dradis display
interrupted the argumen.

"Wevegot trouble," Captain Russo said.
"Uh, stand by, Galactica." He leaned toward Captain Russo. "What?"

Russo tapped the dradis screen. "Inbound Cylon fighters." He reached and pressed a sevies of
switches. " Spinning up FTL. We have no defense againgt the fighters. Eduardo, give me aplot.”

At that, Presdent Laura Rodin came forward, putting her glasses on. "How long till they get here?'
Russo look startled at her regppearance. "ETA, two minutes.”

"He'sright,” said Lee. "We haveto go. Now."

"No," sad Laura, shaking her head.

"Madame President, we can't defend this ship—"

"We're not going to abandon al these people.”

"But 9r—if we say—"

"I've made my decision, Captain." She spoke clearly and unemotionaly, her eyes focused outside the
cockpit, searching for the Cylons.

He stared at her in disbelief for amoment. She was as pig-headed and irrationd as hisfather. "You're
the presdent,” he said, pedling off his headset and climbing out of his seat to squeeze past her.

She looked gtartled at his sudden departure. Eduardo moved quickly from the jump seat back into the
copilot'sseat. "All right, then,” she said.

"Permission to go below?" Lee asked, on hisway out. He didn't wait for an answer. He had less than
two minutesto act before the Cylonswould destroy them. She might think that he was jumping to his
Viper—probably even hoping that—but he had another idea. A ridiculoudy long shot, but what other
choice did they have?

He made hisway at arun, down to the cargo deck.

He had seen asmdll control pane down there. . .



In the CIC, an enlisted man darted from the remote sensor console over to where Lieutenant Gagtawas
working on the FTL solution. After ahurried conference, Gaeta darted just as quickly to Commander
Adamas sde. Tigh followed his movement with concern. "Sir," said Gaeta, "we have remote sensor
telemetry from Captain Apollo's position, and two enemy fightersare closingin on her port .. ."

Oh frak no. Adama grabbed the headset he had torn off in disgust a minute ago, and tried to reach
Colonid One. "Colonid One—thisis Galactica! Apollo—you have inbound enemy fighters coming
toward you! Get out of there! Apollo! Lee—get—Lee—!"

The bloom on the dradis screen told him he was too late.

In the cockpit of the trangport, Laura saw and felt ablinding blast that hurled her againgt the back door
of the compartment and took the world away.

Inthe CIC, the dradis digplay flickered, sorting through static, then went clear, showing no signd returns
from the area where aminute ago there had been two civilian craft and two hostiles. Then the screen
went dark, as the remote sensors were caught by the blast. They were all gone. Sensors, ships,

everything.

Adamawatched in disbelief, and findly bowed his head. He could say nothing. He could only fight to
keep the pain from showing on hisface. Lee. Gone. Why? Why Lee? He stood that way for avery long
time

Findly he heard Gaetals voice through theinner satic of the pain: "Estimate afifty-kiloton
thermonuclear detonation.”

Nuke. Fusion bomb. Your only hope was to Jump out of there. Why didn't you? Adamasface
creased with pain. But he could not, dared not, show any more emotion in front of the crew. Not now.

Gaetas voice continued, "Cylons moving off. Sir."

Around him, everyone was sllent. Everyone wishing they could help, wishing they could changeit,
wishing they could just say something. Eventually Tigh came up behind him and rested his hands on
Adama’s shoulders. And stood with him. Just stood.

The others dowly returned to their posts.

Adama, bracing himsdlf on the plotting table, forced out the words, in alow, tortured voice: "Resume.
.Jdump. .. prep. . "

Aseveryone moved, dowly, Tigh raised hisvoice and sngpped the command: "Resume Jump prep!”

Soon the attention-tone sounded, and Dudla's voice echoed throughout the ship. "Attention al hands.
Jump prep underway. Set Condition Two throughout the ship. Set Condition Two throughout the ship.”

Chief Tyrol watched on amonitor, holding his bregth, asthe last of the Viperscameinfor alanding.
Therewas no way this could be an easy landing, not with al the buckling in the landing bay caused by the
nuke. But this particular approach was heart-stopping; it was Starbuck, and her ship was not controlling
properly in dow flight. She was yawing wildly, nearly hitting the side of the bay. It bounced and skidded



as she hit the deck. Finally the Viper cameto astop on top of the hangar elevator, and Tyrol's crew
wasted no time bringing it down for servicing.

When Tyrol got acloselook at the condition of the fighter, he was beside himself. "Lieutenant! What
did you doto my Viper?'

Starbuck was just coming down from the cockpit, yanking her flight-suit jacket open. She looked
exhausted; her flight-suit was soaked with sweet; her face was an angry scowl. Squinting up at thetail
section of the Viper, she saw what the chief was so upset about. "1 wondered why the engine gave out,”
she said matter-of-factly. A big chunk had been torn out of engine number one, the topmost enginein the
cluster, and along with it agood part of the vertica stabilizer. It was amiracle she and the whole craft
weren't acinder now.

Chief Tyral circled around behind. "We're gonna have to pull the whole mounting. Get the high-lift."
He stepped up to Lieutenant Thrace. "How did you manage to even fly thisthing, much lessland it?"

She seemed to be getting angrier by the moment. She yanked off her gloves. "That's not something |
want to think about right now. Where's Prosna? He has to get that frakking gimbal locked, or I'll have his
&Il

Chief Tyrol looked a her. "He'sdead . . . Sr. Hedied inthefire.”

Suddenly shewasalot lesslike" Starbuck” and more like a stunned Kara Thrace. "How many did we
los=?'

"Eighty-five

Karaabsorbed that shocking figure for asecond, and her face narrowed and seemed to harden.
"Right." Sheturned and strode away.

"Oh, Lieutenant,” Tyrol called.

She turned darkly.

With difficulty, Tyrol said, "I don't know if you heard about Apollo, but—"
She looked completely defeated. "What?'

He couldn't say it. He could only look down, imagining how the Old Man must be fedling right now.
Hislastson. ..

She suddenly got it. The blow, oddly, made her stand allittle straighter, as though in defiance againgt
the stream of bad news. "Right," she said. Swallowing, she began again to leave, then once more turned
back. "Any word on Sharon?"

Thistimeit was Tyrol who felt utterly defeated. He knew the score, even if no onewaswilling to say
it. "No, gr," he said, looking up to examine the tail section of another Viper.

Kara hesitated, nodded, then headed off to the wardroom.

Tyrol suddenly felt paralyzed, surrounded by people, machines, things that urgently needed to be
done. He could barely stand up straight, much lesslead the crew. Specidist Caly, who had observed the
exchange, stepped closer. "Y ou okay, Chief ?' she asked in astrained voice. She had only just hauled
hersaf back together, after losing Prosna.

Tyrol couldn't answer. No, I'm not okay. Neither are you. None of usis. Finaly hefound hisvoice
enough to whisper, "Get back to work." And he turned and walked quickly away.



CHAPTER
29

RAPTOR 312, CAPRICA ESCAPE ORBIT

Sharon Vaerii, too, seemed lesslike a"Boomer™ just now and more like a sorrow-weary young pilot. In
order to conserve fue and avoid attracting unwanted attention, she had cut propulsion once she'd
achieved atrandtiond high orbit from which escape velocity wasjust ashort burn away. There waslittle
flying to do a the moment, but she couldn't help fiddling and checking.

When ascan of the arearevealed no Cylons nearby, she decided to risk launching acommunications
drone. The ten-year-old boy she'd brought aboard was il sitting in the right-hand seet, watching her
every move. Her hand on the launch button, she counted down, "Three. . .two. .. one. .. launch."

There was alittle shudder through the deck, and amomentary flash of light as the drone streaked out
from the bottom of the hull and twinkled off into space. "Drone deployed . . . and transmitting,” she said
to the boy, watching the drone's Sats.

"Now they'll comefind us?' heaskedinasmall voice.

"Hard to say. Theresalot of interference around here,” she said, lifting her voice alittle to sound more
optimigtic than shefdt. "A lot of noise. It kegps my wirdlessfrom working." She fiddled with the
electronic controls, then added, "Hopefully, once that communications pod | launched getsfar enough
away from here, aColonia ship will pick up the sgnd and start looking for us.”

The boy was silent for abit. Then he asked, "Is everyone on Caprica dead?' He looked at her with
imploring eyes, asking to be corrected.

"I don't know," Sharon admitted, in amuted voice. A lump swelled in her throat as she thought about
Helo.

The boy seemed to accept that. "My dad'sin the Colonid fleet,” he said. "His name's Colondl
Wake-fidld. Maybe you know him?"

Sharon hesitated a moment, then shook her head.

"He'sadiplomat. He goes sometimes to that station where the Cylons are supposed to meet us.” The
boy looked very thoughtful, very vulnerable. "They never did, though—did you know that?*

Sharon nodded.

"They told me hesmissing. But | think he's deed, too."

Sharon smiled briefly, despite the sharp pang the boy's words gave her. "What's your name?’
"Boxey," he said matter-of-factly.

She nodded, offering him another tiny smile. ™Y ou know something? Both my parents died when | was
little, too." Another pang, asthat memory resurfaced for the second time today. The terrible accident on
the mining colony of Troy, which had destroyed the dome that was the only thing keeping two hundred
thousand people safe from Troy's toxic atmosphere. They had al died, including her parents. Sharon had



survived only because she was away at the time, en route to Capricaand her admissionsinterview at the
Colonid Academy.

"Where do you live now?" he asked.
With an effort, she shook off the memory. "With abunch of other people on aship caled Galactica.”
"lan't thet a battlestar?!

"That'sright,” Sharon said. She thought amoment. "Hey, | have anidea. Maybe you could live there,
too..."

In the rear compartment of the Raptor, Galus Baltar sat huddled with dl the other refugee passengers. He
was cold, miserable, and londly. He had never felt so donein hisentirelife. No one was spesking. He
could hear nothing except the throb of pumps and the hum of equipment in the compartment surrounding
him. Until . ..

"Y ou know what | love about you, Gaius?'

Thevoice wasfamiliar; so familiar, for amoment he thought it was right insde his head. Helooked up
and gtarted to look around—until he froze & the Sight of Natas, seated directly across from him, wearing
that red, low-cut spaghetti-strap number that drove him wild with [ust.

"Youreasurvivor," she said softly, huskily, leaning forward until he could fed her breath.
Natasi? Here? No, that's not—

He blinked and averted his gaze for amoment, shaking his head like adog. None of the other
passengers seemed to have noticed. They were dl sitting, huddled as he was, in a state of shock. The
nearest one was the old woman he had helped to get on board. He shifted his gaze back to Natas . But
there was no one there. Just the old woman, and the others. Not real. I'm hallucinating.

But it sure had seemed real—Natas had looked asred as—

He suddenly came down hard on his own thought. No, it was not Natasi. Even Natasi was not
Natasi—she was a frakking Cylon. Model number six of twelve models. He began to tremble,
thinking about it. Model number six. Maybe that's what | should have called her: Number Sx. She
didn't deserve areal name.

The old woman was|ooking at him curioudy now, and that's when he redlized hed been starting to
talk to himself. He managed adight, tortured smile, rubbed his stubble-covered chin. And turned his
thoughts back to the inside, back to where someone was trying to drive him mad. . ..

CHAPTER
30

GALACTICA

The ship was closing up as though readying itself to spin acocoon. All the Viper patrols had returned,
and the launch bay and landing bay doors rumbled closed and locked into place. In the engineering



bowels of the ship, great gears and magnetic sequencers ground into action, and the entire port and
starboard launch pods began to retract into the great hull of the ship. The entire procedure took ten
minutes and forty-three seconds. When they werefinished, Galactica looked noticeably leaner.

Inthe CIC, the Executive Officer was going around the horn with final checks. "Nav?'
"FTL?

"Tacticd?'

"Hight ops?'

"Sublight?"

"Hdm?'

Satisfied, Colond Tigh spoke thistime to Commander Adama. " The board is green, ship reports
ready to Jump, gr."

Adamawas standing at the plotting table, glasses on, mood subdued. He was showing no emation, no
sign of the blow he had just suffered. He spoke without wasting asingle word: "Take usto Ragnar.”

Colond Tigh turned toward the FTL console. "Lieutenant Gaeta, execute the Jump.”

The attention-tone sounded as Gaeta spoke into the shipboard PA. "All decks prepare for immediate
FTL Jump." Gaetareached down to the FTL console, gripped the handle of the FTL safety interlock,
and pulled it out of its repository. On the end of the chrome handle were two long, bright-glowing blue
crystas. Helifted it clear of the Safety dot and inserted it carefully into the Jump dot. Onceit wasin
place, hetwisted it firmly ninety degreesto the right. The mechanism clicked into place, and severd lights
came on across the board.

Gaeta spokeinto the PA again. "Theclock isrunning. Jumpinten...nine...eight..."

On the hangar deck, everyone was scrambling to find a seat for the Jump—not because the transition
would be bumpy or jerky, but because it could be so disorienting. Chief Tyrol clgpped his hands, trying
to get everyone moving. Specidist Cdly sat uneasily on atoolbox right next to the nose of aViper. She
winced with each second of the countdown. As the count reached two, she murmured to anyone
ligening, "I hate this part!"

No one answered; no one needed to.



Inthe CIC, Adamaand Colonel Tigh stood ramrod straight, facing each other across the plotting table.

As Gaeta's count reached zero, the room surrounding them seemed to flex, al the angles changing a
once, likeafour-sded prism digtorting and flattening, and findly folding in upon itself. The moment itsdlf
seemed to stretch out, as the fabric of space-time bent and folded . . .

If an outside eye had been looking closely and quickly enough, it might have seen the ship twidting in
upon itsdlf, for afraction of an ingtant—before it vanished with adiamond flash . . .

And half asolar system away, it regppeared in the same way, and unfolded into the sky above the gas
giant planet of Ragnar. Directly below, in the upper atmosphere of the planet, was the whirlpool of a
massive storm, areddish-tinged mark against the dreary olive green of the rest of the clouds.

Adamalooked around at the monitors, but the information he needed was not there. "Report,” he
cdled quietly.

Gaetaran quickly from the FTL console to the nav, where he worked with the nav officer. "Taking a
bearing now." Frowning at the readouts, he finally straightened. His face was sober, but by the time he
hed finished delivering hisreport, he was grinning. "We appear to be in synchronous orbit, directly above
the Ragnar Anchorage.”

Shouts and hand-clapping broke out around the CIC. Gaetaraised a hand in salute, and reached out
to shake the hands of his nearest fellow officers.

At the plotting table, Adama actualy smiled. Unbelievable. He glanced a his XO. "The old girl's got
somelifein her Hill."

Tigh laughed briefly. "I never doubted it for amoment.”

Nodding, Adama caled out, "Lieutenant Gaeta—secure the FTL drive and bring the sublight engines
to full power." Heturned back to his XO. "Colond Tigh—"

"gr."
"Let's update your chart for acourse. . . right down into the eye of the storm.”
"YS, s'r.ll

As Tigh began happily rearranging the transparent charts on the plotting table, the voice on the PA
caled: "Attention, Magazine Safety Officers, report tothe CIC . . "

Preparations were underway for the rearming of Galactica.

In her bunkroom, Kara Thrace wasfindly getting out of her flight-suit, and trying not to come unglued at
the news of the shocking losses of thisvery young war. Most especidly, the loss of Lee Adama. It was
like being hit with Zak's death dll over again. As she opened her locker, reveding asmal mirror on the
ingde of the locker door, her gaze fell on aphoto she'd kept stuck in the mirror's frame—a photo of
hersalf with Zak, laughing and hugging, taken just a couple of weeks before Zak's death. Though he was
ashy man, laughing was dways easy for Zak to do; he had eyesthat just naturaly seemed joyous, full of
life. It was one of the reasons sheloved him.



Karalet out along bresth. She stretched the picture out to itsfull original length, reveding the third
person who had been folded out of view: Lee Adama, the serious one, the born pilot and ace student.
For dl their bickering, she'd loved Lee like the brother held almost becometo her, and maybe alittle
more. The ache this picture produced in her heart was doubled, now.

Blinking back tears, she gazed at the picture, blurry to her now, and murmured softly, "L ords of
Kobol, hear my prayer. Take the souls of your sons and daughterslost thisday . . ." She paused,
swallowing back the lump in her throat, and continued, . . . especialy that of Lee Adama, into your
hands. . ."

Hangar Bay B was aquiet place now, and somber. The bodies of sixty-some falen crewmemberswere
stretched out in neat rows on the floor, zipped into ticketed white body bags. They weren't al there, of
course; many had not been recovered—the pilotslogt in battle, and the crewmen swept out into space
during the emergency vent. But those who were here served as a sobering reminder of the price this ship,
this crew, had paid already.

Launch Officer Kelly walked down the rows, carrying afistful of dog tags, agrave expresson on his
face. He had not forgotten, nor would he ever forget, that many of those lying here might yet be diveif
the XO and Chief Tyrol—and he—had not killed eighty-five people in the process of saving the ship.
The fact that it was necessary did not take away the burning pain and anger.

More victimswere being carried in past him. And he was certain this was not the end. He hoped there
would be enough room in herefor al those who would die before it was over.

CHAPTER
31

COLONIAL ONE

Presdent LauraRodin cameto, groggily, and pushed hersdf painfully to agtting postion. Where am 1?
It took a moment to redize that she'd been sprawled on the deck of the cockpit. The two pilotswerein
their seats shaking their heads and rubbing their necks—they must have blacked out, aswell. Power was
just coming back on, the console lightsflickering to life. What the devil just happened? Two Cylon
missiles coming at us . . . Shelast remembered having about three seconds lft to live—three seconds
to regret her foolish stubbornnessin forbidding a JJump to safety. Because of the other ship. We would
have left themto die. Instead, | stupidly decided we should all die. ..

Except they hadn't.

"Captain Russo," she said, struggling to her feet, her voice araspy croak. "Why are we still here?' She
steadied herself on the back of the pilot's seat, squinting over Captain Russo's shoulder.

The captain’s voice wasn't much stronger than hers. "1'm not sure. | think the missiles warheads went
off prematurely. Maybe Captain Adama can explain. Do you know where he—?"

Laura suddenly remembered. "He said he was heading below. Y ou don't suppose—"
Russo cast a sharp glance over his shoulder. "We'd better get down there. Eduardo, you have the



controls."

Racing down the staircase to the cargo deck, Laurawasfirst to see Lee Adama sprawled on the deck
unconscious, near some very large coils that had been offloaded from Galactica. Captain Russo
grabbed afirg-aid kit and was right behind her as sheran to Lee and crouched a hisside. "Captain

Apollo!”

He stirred and blinked his eyes open. With Captain Russo helping from the opposite side, she brought
him to agitting position. Lee's eyes dowly came back into focus. "That wasfun,”" he croaked.

Lauraand Russo looked at each other, and suddenly began laughing, even though they had no idea
what they were laughing about.

"I think it worked," Lee said woozily, as he struggled to get up.
"What exactly did you do?" Laura asked.

Blinking, hesaid, "'l basicaly just used . . . the energy coilsto manipulate the p-power of the
hyper-drive." Breathing hard, he continued, "Captain, you . . . soun up the hyperdrive. . . beforethe
president ordered you to stay. | used the coilsto h-harness that energy and p-p"—he struggled to
speak—"put out abig pulse of eectro . . . mag-magnetic energy that must have. . . disabled the
warheads. Ohhhh—" He started to collgpse, but Laura and Russo caught him and supported him until he
could stand again. "'I'm—I'm hoping—thét it looked like anuclear explosion.”

Lauras heart legped. " So that's what that was!" Shefelt hopefor thefirst timein what seemed likea
very long while.

He nodded. "So, uh—"

"Will it fool the Cylons?'

Hisface darkened. "1 don't know. But, if—if they weren't fooled, then they'd be on top of us by now."

Laurainvoluntarily looked up, asthough she might see through the walls and the hull, to confirm that
there were no Cylons on top of them.

Captain Russo spoke for thefirgt time. "Does the rest of the fleet know about thistrick?"

Leegrimaced. "I doubt it. It wasjust atheory we toyed with at war college, but"—he shook his
head—"it never used to work during war games. In the smulations, the Cylonswould seeright through it
and destroy their targets anyway." He chuckled painfully.

Laura absorbed that for amoment. "The lesson here," she said with aglance at Captain Russo, "isnot
to ask follow-up questions, but to say, thank you, Captain Apallo, for saving our collective asses.”

Lee nodded and grinned. "Y ou're welcome.”

"I'll thank you, too," said Captain Russo. "And now, |'d better get back to the cockpit and check on
the other ship."

Asthey made their way back toward the staircase Lee began, "Now, if | could suggest—"

"Evacuate the passenger liner," Laurainterrupted, "and get the hell out of here before the Cylons
redize their mistake? I'm right with you, Captain.”

Lee chuckled, faling back to let her go up the stairs ahead of him.

As she climbed the stairs, though, Lauras thoughts were very much on the need for tough choices
ahead. She'd thought she was being tough by determining to stand by the passenger liner when the
Cylon appeared. But only luck, providence, and the ingenuity of Captain Apollo had saved them. She



had to assume that next time they would not be so fortunate.

CHAPTER
32

GALACTICA, AT RAGNAR

The greet ship was gliding dowly down toward the dark immensty of the Ragnar atimaospheric sorm. It
was harder than it looked: Bringing a ship down from synchronous orbit to the point directly below it was
not likeriding an elevator. It required careful orbita calculations, precise gpplication of power, and afar
amount of bruteforceif you werein ahurry. Galactica wasin ahurry.

Inthe CIC, Colond Tigh was caling out ingtructions: "Five secondsto turn three."
"Five seconds, aye, dr," answered Gaeta.
"Andturn.”

Gaetatook over: "Bow pitch pogtive one-haf. Stern pitch negative one-quarter. Bow yaw negative
three-quarters. . ."

They werein the outer atmosphere now, dropping closer and closer to the swirling sorm.

"Passing into theionosphere,”" Petty Officer Dudlacaled, relaying the latest readings. Even asshe said it,
the ship was gtarting to vibrate from the buffeting of high windsin Ragnar's atmosphere.

Commander Adama picked up the phone and addressed the ship: "All hands. Be ready for some
chop.”

Asthe ship continued to descend, crews from the engineering and hangar decks were gathering
equipment and tools near the main D Leve airlock. They moved without undue rush, but with grim
determination.

And outside the ship, the clouds darkened, and the winds grew stronger, threatening to blow the ship
off her course down into the eye of the scorm. Lightning flashed, illuminating and occasiondly connecting
with her hull. And far down in the mists of the turbulent atmosphere, a shape dowly emerged from the
foreboding gloom—the long spindle of Ragnar Station, with three whedllike rings counter-rotating about
itslower end.

Galactica gpproached dowly, bucking the ever-shifting winds. Dropping cautioudy past the length of
the station, she approached from benesath, like a submarine rising to dock with an underwater station.
Thiswas the most difficult part of the docking procedure. Tricky enough in space, without gravity or
buffeting winds, it was ten times more difficult here.

And yet, till they drew nearer, closing on the docking module that protruded from the bottom end of
the spindle. The great Galactica wasthe size of atoy truck compared to theimmensty of the Ragnar



Station. There was somefind jockeying at the end, and then the magnetic locks pulled the ship'shull and
the docking collar firmly together. Once soft-sedl was achieved, large mechanica latches secured the two
vesselswith aseries of thunks that reverberated throughout the ship.

Inthe CIC, Lieutenant Gagtadid asingle control lever on the airlock pand, pressurizing thejoin
between the two airlocks. A small mechanica gauge beside the control lever rotated into the green, and
Gaetalooked up and reported, "Hard sedl." He followed that with severa other atmosphere and
pressure checks, and reported them positive. " Cleared for boarding, sir,” he said to Adama.

OnLeve D, infront of theairlock, Specidist Caly checked asmilar gauge. She turned to Chief
Tyrol. "Hard sedl secured, sir.”

Tyrol, speaking into the phone handset, reported, "We confirm, Sir..”
"Go find me some bullets, Chief," Adamaordered.
"Understood,” Tyrol replied. He hung up the phone. "All right! Let's move out.”

His men were dready spinning the wheelsto undog the hatch. The large port swung open, and the
crew moved quickly through the airlock into the Ragnar Station.

The ammunition depot, insde the station, was guarded by huge, rusty doors that would not have looked
out of place as castle gates. The crew forced them open on their creaking hinges, then moved in quickly
with searchlights and weapons at the ready. The cavernous space within was dark except for the lights
they brought with them, and it echoed with every move they made.

"All right, people, let's be quick about this" Tyrol caled. "Caly, find the switches and generators and
get somelightsonin here" Without waiting for the lights, they moved in through the great warehouse.
Crates and larger containers were stacked everywhere, in an gpparently random and hurried fashion. The
crewmen flashed their beams around, finding munitions symbols and caution messagesin large letters on
most of the containers and caged storage areas. They were going to have to be fast but thorough, sorting
out the ordnance that could be used on Galactica from that which couldnt.

Tyrol led theway, weaving among tall containers of unknown purpose, looking for anmunition for the
Vipers, heavier cannon rounds for the ship's defensive guns, missiles and warheads. . .

Everything looked jumbled. He flashed his beam deeper into the maze. He sensed movement ahead,
and was stunned to see afigure step out of anarrow aleyway. Tyrol shone hislight quickly. It wasa
man—wild eyed, disheveled, and looking very desperate—and he was pointing alarge automatic
wegpon directly into Tyrol'sface.

Chief Tyrol nearly jumped out of his skin, but he recovered quickly. He sensed the others starting to
crowd close. "Everybody hold back!" he ordered.

Theterrified man in front of him wastrembling, the gun in his hand shaking, but not so much that he
couldn't blow Tyrol's head off if anything spooked him. He looked like hell. He was atal, rugged-looking
fellow—but worn and ragged, his eyes redrimmed and glassy. Though it was chilly in here, he was
swesting. "l dont want . . . any trouble," he said findly.

"Okay, let'stalk,” Tyrol replied.
"But I'm not goin'tojail,” the man barked.
"What?'

"Do you understand me?" He waved the submachinegun. "l an not . . . going tojail.”



"Nobody'staking you tojail! Just calm down.”

For amoment, neither of them spoke. The man was pinned by about six flashlight beams againgt some
large storage cases. "Frickin' right, you're not."

Tyrol knew he had to keep the man talking, keep him from losing control. "Were not the police.
Weé're not here to arrest you. Now put your gun down."

"Y eah. Maybe. So who the hell are you?' the man gasped.

"We'refrom Colonia FHeet." You know—the one trying to save your ass for you? "Wejust came. .
. to get some equipment from the gtation,” Tyrol said. He gestured with one hand for emphasis. "Y ou
know—to get back in thefight."

Theman laughed cynicdly. "What fight?"

Tyrol blinked a him in astonishment. ™Y ou don't know."

"Know what?'

"Therésawar on," Tyrol said, trying to keep hisvoice cdm. Heheld out ahand. "Giveme. . . your
wegpon.”

"Y ou think I'm stupid or something, isthat it?" the man snarled. "Y ou think I'm stupid, you expect me
to believe that?' He suddenly started shouting. "1 want passage out of here! | want a safe transport ship!
With an untraceable’'—he paused, abruptly sounding calm—"Jump system. Okay?' Thenthecam
vanished, and his shaking grew worse. " Now!! "

"Look." Tyrol answered in atight voice. "I don't have timeto argue with you. So heresthe dedl.
Weve got over two thousand people on that ship." He hooked a thumb over his shoulder. "Now, if you
think you can shoot every single one of us, fine. Butif not . . . get the hell out of my way! "

The man looked startled. He backed up againgt the boxes, and lifted his hand dightly off hiswesapon,
appedling for restraint. Sowly, very dowly, helowered the gunto hisside.

"Get hisweapon,” Tyrol ordered, and at once three of his men were on top of the intruder, grabbing
his gun and subduing him. Tyrol turned away in disgust. "'If he moves, shoot him."

CHAPTER
33

COLONIAL ONE

"Madame President, we're picking up asignal from astranded military craft. It'sa Raptor, from
Galactica." Captain Russo pointed to the dradis screen, where asmall blip indicated the location of the
other craft.

Lauraleaned over his shoulder to look. "From Galactica? Captain Apollo, do you know anything
about thisvessd?'

Lee was reading the comm printout. " That's Boomer's Raptor. Thelast | heard, she was part of a
squadron bound for reassignment on Picon. But it says here she has refugees on board from Caprica.



Don't ask me how that happened.”
"Shel'swithin rendezvous range," Captain Russo said, glancing back for ingtructions.
"Thenlet'sdoit,” said Laura. "Captain Apollo, would you stay here to help with the details?"

"Yes, ar." Lee dipped into the copilot's seat recently vacated by Eduardo, and put on the headset.
Adjusting the wirdless, he called, "Boomer, thisisApollo, doyouread . . ."

Three and ahaf hours|ater, the Raptor was parked in the cargo deck, directly behind Lee Adamas
Viper. Lee stood at the bottom of the Raptor's entryway, helping the refugees step down off the craft.
They looked ragged, weary, and frightened. A woman about L ee's age stepped down, anxioudy looking
for someonein authority. "Excuse me," she said in athick accent. "My hushand—he'sin the Colonia
Fleet. In Geminon?'

Lee assisted her down. "I'll ssewhat | can do. If you'l just head right thisway . . ." He guided her to
one of the other hel pers, who was taking names and steering people toward the passenger cabin.

"Have you heard anything of Geminon?' The woman's voicetrailed off in the distance, asshe
continued to ask anyone who might listen.

"Comeon," Lee urged the next person.

"Captain?' The hand at his elbow bel onged to Boomer, Sharon Vaerii. She seemed to need to talk,
s0 he turned his spot over to atransport crewman and walked with her. A boy, maybe ten years old,
was with her. Sheintroduced him as Boxey—then launched straight into her tactica Stuation. "I've got
two communication pods left, sir. But that'sit. No sparrows, no jiggers, no drones, no
markers—nothing."

"Well," Leesaid, "at least you've il got your dectronics suite.” He gestured at hisfather'sold Viper.
"That old crate of mine can bardly navigatefrom A to B."

Sharon contradicted him at once, and rather vehemently. "That old crate may have saved your life, Sr."
Startled by her sharp tone, Lee said, alittle sharply himsdf, "How's that?"

"The Viper Mark Sevens? The Cylonsjust shut them down, like they threw a switch or
something—then wiped them out. All of them—including CAG—my whole squadron. Helo and | were
just lucky to be far enough away." Sharon's voice caught, and she had trouble continuing. "When | was
out therewaiting . . . for someoneto find me. . . | picked up comm chatter way off. It sounds like the
same thing everywhere. Even the battlestars. The only ships having any successat al are either old, or in
need of some mgor overhaul.”

Lee blinked, trying to absorb that. He remembered his father's ins stence, bordering on obsession,
about keeping networked computers off the Galactica . . . Suddenly, out of the corner of hiseye, he
saw alean-faced man with shoulder-length dark hair stepping down from the Raptor. He indicated the
man with atilt of hishead. "Isthat him?'

Sharon looked over. "Y eah." She suddenly raised her voice. "I hope he's worth it!" She turned back
to Lee, anger and hurt on her face. "Sorry, gr."

That's the man who took Helo's seat. "Don't be," Lee said. "I hope he'sworth it, too." Asthe man
passed behind him, Lee whirled and put a hand to pause him. "Doctor Baltar—Captain Lee Adama. The
president's asked to see you, Sir."

Bdtar looked confused, and then hopeful. "Presdent Adar's dive?!



"No," Leeanswered. "I'm afraid Adar isdead.” Bdtar'sfacefdl. "President LauraRodin wasswvornin
afew hoursago.”

"Oh," said Bdtar, suddenly lessinterested.

"If you'll come with me. Shel'sthisway." Lee nudged him on toward the Sairsto the cabin.

Laurawas concluding ameeting with the captain of the liner they had recently docked with. Its
passengers were now on board Colonid One, dong with al the supplies they could move quickly.
Re uctantly, they had abandoned the liner itself, which had exhausted its fudl while evading reported
Cylon positions. The captain was just saying, "If theré's any way we can help, maam, any way
whatsoever .. ."

"Thank you so much," Laurareplied. She turned, spotting Apollo waking into the cabin with the
femae pilot of the Raptor, and a shell-shocked Gaius Baltar. She recognized him easily, despite the
blood and grime on hisface. Laura stepped forward. "Doctor Batar, it's a pleasure to meet you,” she
sad, extending ahand. "Wemet, a last year's Caprica City Symposum.”

Bdtar nodded with asort of hollow, practiced graciousness—and an obvious lack of recognition. "Oh
yeah, of course, uh"—he gestured helplessdy—"you'll have to forgive me, I'm bad with faces.”

"Oh, no," shereassured him with alaugh. "It's perfectly al right. I'm sure | wouldn't remember me,
ether." She smiled, wincing inwardly at her salf-deprecation, and soldiered on. "Doctor, | need you to
serve asmy chief scientific consultant and analys, regarding the Cylons and their technology.”

He shifted position uneadly. "I'd be honored . . . Madame President.”

Laurawasted no timein shifting gears. With anod to Bdtar, she turned and shook hands with the
Raptor pilot, abeautiful young woman with epicanthic folds at the corners of her shining dark eyes. She
looked tired and vulnerable. But deep would haveto wait. "Lieutenant Vaerii? Isthat right? Vaerii?'

"Yesgr."
"Y ou'vejust come from Caprica, yes? Tell me your impressions of the Stuation there."

The pilot drew abreath. "Well, sr—from what | could see, the Cylons were targeting every
population center with nukes. | doubt theresamagjor city |eft, at this point. Hdo—Helo and | stopped
counting the number of mushroom clouds over Caprica City."

Batar seemed to stir uncomfortably at that. Lauraturned back to him. "Doctor, would | be correct in
assuming that an attack of this magnitude will trigger a planet-wide nuclear winter?" Srangling and
starving pretty much everything still living.

"Uh, yed" Baltar said, seeming suddenly to return to his senses. "Y es, fallout clouds are dready
drifting across the continents. And the dust thrown in the atmosphere—yes, they're probably already
atering the globd wesather patterns. . ."

Lauranodded, and for amoment bent to look out the windows at the battered, distant globe of
Caprica. Settling the Stuation in her mind, she straightened and said to Lieutenant Vaerii, "1 understand
that your ship has alimited faster-than-light capability?'

"Yesdr," Vderii replied. "The Raptor's designed to make short Jumps ahead of the fleet, scout for
enemy ships, then Jump back and report.”

"I want you to go out there and find as many survivors as you can and bring them back to this
pogition,” Laurasaid. "Wewill then form aconvoy. We will guide them out of the combat zone and into



soety.”
"Yesdr," replied Vaeii.

But Apollo was frowning, and she knew what he was frowning about: Guide them out of the combat
zone and into safety. And just where do you think is safe?

Two hours later, Batar was sitting alone in one of the leather firdt-class seats, afold-down tablein front
of him, littered with printouts and comm messages. He was sorting through them, pen in hand, trying to
make some kind of sense of what had been happening. He didn't even know what he was looking for.
But aslong as helooked busy, he was hafway there.

"| seethey've put you to work," said alilting femae voice.

Helooked up dowly, searching hismind for any obvious aberrations. Asheraised hiseyes, he saw
Natas—Number Six, he corrected himse f—sitting in the seat beside him, looking gorgeousin the red
outfit, aseductive smile on her face.

Helooked intently back down at the papers, but barely saw them.
"Ignoring mewon't help.”

"You'renot here," he murmured under his breath.

"No?' shesad brightly.

"No. I've decided you're an expression of my subconscious mind, playing itsalf out during my waking
dates"

That provoked a smile and alaugh. Tilting her head, shelooked so achingly good, he wanted to jump
on her right now. Except that she wasn't there.

"SolI'm...only inyour head?
"Exactly." Helooked down. Hewas not going to look at her—at least not directly.

"Hm." She raised an eyebrow and turned her face away for amoment. "Have you considered the
possibility that | could very well exist only inyour heed? Without being ahdlucination?"

He could not resist looking &t her; she wastoo devastatingly sexy. She was leaning forward now, the
top of her outfit revealing far more than it concealed. He had to work hard not to tremble.

"Maybe you see and hear me because, while you were deeping, | implanted achip in your brain that
trangmits my image right into your conscious mind."

Thethought stung him with fear. Redl, blinding fear. But he would not admit to it. "No, no—see, that's
me again." Helooked down with asmile. "My subconscious sdif isexpressingirrationd fears. . . which |
also chooseto ignore." Hetook anervous sip from his glass of soda, and tried to return to hiswork.

She moved languidly from the seet beside him to sit on the table with his papers. Sowly and
deliberately, she crossed her legsin front of him. "What are you working on?"

He was struggling desperately now. "If you wereredly achip in my head, | wouldn't haveto tell you
that, would 17"

"Indulge me," she murmured, leaning in closer.

He rubbed his bristly chin with one hand. Swallowing, he said, "I'm trying to figure out how you



managed to pull off thiskind of attack. Y ou seem to have virtualy shut down the entire defense network
without firing a shot. Entire squadronslost power just asthey engaged the enemy. The CNPisa
navigation program, but you—uh—you made changes to the program, you said you were buildingin. . .
back doorsfor your company to exploit later."

"All true, inasense,”" shereplied.
"That wasyour job."

"Officidly." She cocked her head dightly. "Unofficidly, | had other motives. We had something, Gaius.
Something . . ." She searched for the word, and smiled. " Specid.”

"Thisisinsane"

As she continued, her voice trembled with emotion. Her eyeswere vulnerable, full of hurt. "And whét |
want most of dl . . . isfor youtoloveme.

"Loveyou?' hewhispered.

"W, of course, Gaius. Don't you understand?’ She reached out and stroked his cheek, curved her
hand behind hisneck. "God islove." Using both hands, she pulled him forward and kissed him. He could
no longer resis.

"No!" he cried, suddenly coming to his senses. Alonein his seat. Around the cabin, afew people
looked oddly at him. He just smiled awkwardly, and drew a quivering breeth, and looked helplessy out
the window. Finaly, with unseeing eyes, heforced his gaze back down to hiswork.

CHAPTER
34

RAGNAR STATION, AMMUNITION DEPOT

The munitions warehouse was chaotic with activity. Forklifts were hauling away large pallets of ordnance
for loading onto Galactica. Under the glare of overhead floodlights, the crew were checking everything
they could find for possible use on the ship. A smdll tractor towing carts of lightweight bombs sped past
an elevated forklift with atowering palet of smaler explosves. "Hey! Hey! Hey!" Chief Tyrol shouted.
"Takeit easy, guys! Just dow down!" He looked like a nervous wreck, but he seemed to be keeping
things under control.

Commander Adamatook it al in with his eyes even as he walked across the depot floor, talking to
L eoben, the man they had found hiding in the back. He wastelling Leoben alittle about what had been
happening—not for Leoben's benefit, but in hopes of loosening him up alittle, getting him to talk. Leoben
had yet to give aconvincing explanation of what he was doing here. Adama had some suspicions, but he
wanted to tease what he could out of the man before he jumped to any conclusions.

"We don't know much more than that," Adama said over the noise, casting hisvoice over his shoulder
to Leoben, who was waking with an armed guard behind him. "It's just imperative that we get our
equipment and get out of here." He stopped and peered up a some high shelves, then down at a
bulkhead door in front of him. He pointed. "What'sin there?

L eoben shambled up to stand beside him. He shrugged. " Stuff.”



Adamaglanced at him in annoyance. He gestured to L eoben to help, and they pulled the large hatch
open. It was dark inside the compartment; he couldn't see athing. "Need alight." As he reached back to
take alamp from one of the crew, he said to Leoben, "Where's your spaceship?’

L eoben gestured awkwardly. "Docked on the other side of the station.”

Adamagave him another sharp look. His crew had scanned the station for other ships on their way in.
It was possible they'd missed ong, if it was smdl. But not likdly. In the background, he could hear Tyrol
shouting, "Be careful! Don't stack ‘em so high!" Adama glanced that way for amoment, then back at
L eoben.

The man wasfidgeting, and swesting profusdy. He held out his hands toward where the loading was
going on. "Okay, those warheads over there'—he gave alittle laugh—"okay, herésthe dedl. They would
have brought a nice price on the open market."

Adamajust stared at him for amoment. "So you're an arms dedler, huh?"

L eoben shook his head, not in denid but asif to ask why that should be a problem. "People have a
right to protect themselves, | just supply the means." He spread his handsin innocence. But he was il
trembling.

Adamagazed at him, trying to assess what part of what Leoben was saying might be true—if any of it.
He shone the lantern in Leoben's face, which was pale and beaded with swesat. The man seemed to be
breathing fast, too. "Y ou don't look too good.”

L eoben opened his mouth, but seemed not quite sure what to say. Before he could respond, though,
Tyrol'svoice cut theair. "Be careful with that, dl right? Hey! Be careful with that! Look out!"

Adamaturned just intimeto see alarge, caged rack of bombs overbaance and topple. Asit crashed
to the deck, crewmembers scattered for cover. When it landed on its Side, one of the cage doors
popped open, and out rolled asingle shiny metd canister with red stripes around it. Its activation light
cameon and it was blinking red. "Take cover!" someoneydled.

Adamasaw it coming toward them. With ayell, he grabbed L eoben and hurled him through the hatch
into the dark compartment, and dove that way himself. Hed only begun the movement when the bomb
exploded, throwing both of them through the opening, with agreat thunderclap of light and hest.

As he hit the deck, he nearly blacked out from the concussion. But the force of the blast dammed the
hatch closed, landing them both in blackness.

Chief Tyrol and Speciaist Caly werethefirgt to reach the hatch that had dammed shut on the
Commander. It was flaming with residue from the bomb. "Commander! Commander Adamal™ Cally
shouted outside the hatch. She couldn't get close enough to touch the hatch. The waves of heat drove her
back.

Tyrol was busy trying to get around to the Side. " Stay back stay back! It's hot it's hot it's hot it's
ungtable!" Tyrol wasyeling. He shone aflashlight down onto the hatch areg, trying to find an attack point
for getting the damn thing open. It was going to be tough, he redlized; the heat had warped and possibly
fused the metd. It was amiracle none of them were hurt out here; the bomb must have put out intense,
but localized, heat. He whirled around and pointed to a couple of crewmen. ™Y ou guys—go back to the
ship! We need handlifts, fire equipment, and a plasmatorch!™

"Wait—wait!" Caly was pulling a hisarm. "' Chief—ligen!"



Inside the compartment, Leoben was laughing maniacally, as Adama coughed, trying to clear hislungs of
the smoke and the smdll of welded metd. The hand-lantern still worked, thank the gods. They struggled
to therr feet.

Outsde the hatch, Adama could hear someone shouting hisname. "Y eah!" he shouted back. He
managed to get another breath. "Anybody hurt out there?"

"No sr!" he heard. It was Chief Tyral. "We got some equipment coming, sir. Well get you out of
there, but it's gonnatake awhile. Thishatch lookslikeit's fused pretty good.”

Adamagrimaced. The last thing they needed was to spend manpower extricating him and mystery man
here. "No!" he shouted. "Get dl the bullets and equipment into the ship first! We're okay—don't waste
time on ud" He squinted, trying to see where this compartment led. "Is there another way out of here?!
he asked L eoben.

"Yeah, sure," Leoben said with asmirk.

Adama chose to ignore the smirk. He turned back to the hatch. "Listen, Chief! We're gonna go out
another way!"

"Sir, | don't think that'sawiseidea,” Tyrol called back.

"You'vegot your orders. Tell Colond Tigh he'sin command until | return.”
Therewas adight hesitation, before he heard Tyrol acknowledge, "Yesar.”
Adamaturned to Leoben and gestured with theflashlight. "Let'sgo."

L eoben shrugged and douched away down the dank, smoky passageway that looked asif it led much
deeper into the station. In here the place looked more like a dungeon than a munitions warehouse. Water
was dripping from the celling; evidently there was alesk somewhere, or mafunctioning environmenta
controls.

Adamarubbed hisface with a grimace and followed L eoben into the gloom.

CHAPTER
35

RAPTOR 312, PATROLLING FOR SURVIVORS

Sharon Vderii frowned, completing the caculations for the short-range Jump. Thiswould be her sixth
Jump, and it would have to be her last. She had expended alot of fuel in amostly fruitless search for
survivors. Not completely fruitless—she had located one small freighter with acrew of three and acargo
of fresh citrus products, and another rickety ship carrying textiles, €ectronic parts, and afew passengers.
Sheld sent both on to the rendezvous point. But it was hard to say that one of just two military shipsin
the growing ragtag bunch should be burning up its precious fud searching the skiesfor solittle.

Stll, the president had given her an order.
She checked the plot, checked the spin on the FTL drive, and executed. In amoment, there wasthe



familiar feding of folding into hersdlf, passing through a strange space-time boundary, and unfolding again.
She blinked to clear her head, checked the dradis for Cylonsfirst and survivors second—then, when she
found nothing, turned on the wireless scanner.

Almost immediatdy, she heard adigtant transmission in the blind. " Thisisrefinery vessel Tauranian to
any Colonial ship. Isanyone out there? Please acknowledge.”

Sharon's heart legped for joy. A refinery ship! That meant fuel for the flest—or at least the possibility
of mining some. She checked the dradis once more, switched to amore distant scan, and saw it this
time—afaint blip at the periphery of her field. She set course toward it with ashort blast, conserving
fuel—and as soon as she had it in sight, she keyed the wirdess. " Tauranian, Colonia Raptor
Three-One-Two. | haveyou in Sght. What isyour condition?'

There was a short delay, and then an answering voice that sounded breathlesswith relief. " Raptor! Am
| happy to hear fromyou!"

"Same here, Tauranian,” she answered. And it was especidly true, now that the ship was coming into
view. It wasindeed afull-szed asteroid-miner and refinery rig, much of it an enormous collection of fue
tanks, bound together in the shape of a huge shoe box. "Please tdl me you've got some Tylium in those
big, beautiful tanks."

"Almost full. What's going on, Colonial? Isit true the Cylons have come back?"

Sharon's thoughts darkened. "Afraid so. It's bad. Redl bad. There€'s not alot left back on the
home-worlds. Do you have functional FTL?"

"Holy frak . . ." Therewasslencefor afew moments. Then: " Affirmative to the FTL."

Sharon guided her Raptor alongside the ungainly but precious ship. "Good. I'm sending you a set of
coordinates. | need you to Jump at once to rendezvous with the fleet.”

"What fleet? Who elseis there?"
Sharon hesitated, struggling to voice the awful truth. "Everyone who'sleft.”

THE GATHERING FLEET

There were now fifty-some ships gathered in formation around Colonid One, five hours out from Caprica
at norma flight speed. The shipswere of every shape and size, from private yachts and couriersto the
massive, multi-domed botanica cruiser Space Park, which President LauraRodin and Billy were
presently vigiting. Under abeautiful clear dome, they walked through alush garden with the skipper of

the Space Park, alarge, soft-spoken black man with bright, kindly eyes. Hewas dressed ina
short-deeved, white uniform shirt with gold bars on the shoulders.

"Most of the passengers are from Geminon and Picon, but we've got people from every colony,” he
told Laura. They were threading their way among crowded groups of passengers, who were either
moving nervoudy through the garden, or huddled together in shock. Many of them looked asif they hed
gathered here under the dome for no reason other than the hope of finding comfort in numbers.
Everywhere they walked, people could be heard asking one ancther if they knew of any word from this
homeworld or that.

"GiveBilly acopy of your passenger manifest and alist of al your emergency supplies,” Laurasaid to
the captain.
"All right. What about the power situation?’ the captain asked. "Our batteries are running pretty low."



"Captain Apollo will be making an engineering survey of dl the shipsthis afternoon,” shereplied.

"Ah—" sad Billy, behind her, causing them both to turn. " Actualy the captain said it would be more
like this evening before he can coordinate the survey.”

"All right—this evening, then," Laurasaid. "But you will get your needs tended to, Captain. Y ou have
my word onit."

"Thank you, Madame President,” the captain said, shaking her hand.
"Y ourewelcome.”

They continued to stroll through the gardens, savoring amoment of respite. It might well be her last
chance, Laurathought, to enjoy such amoment of tranquility. They came upon ayoung girl, seven or
eight years old, sitting by hersdf on along, unfinished wood bench, beneath a canopy of low, tropica
trees. The girl was holding arag doll in her hands, twisting and kneading it. She looked up at their
approach, but did not speak as Laura sat down on the bench beside her.

"Hi," Laurasaid, pulling off her glassesto gaze at the girl. "What's your name?”

"Cami," the girl said, in an untroubled tone.

"Hi, Cami. I'm Laura" She studied the girl with asoft smilefor amoment. "Are you alone?’
Cami nodded.

The captain spoke up. " She was traveling with her grandmother. But the grandmother's been having
some hedlth problems. . . well, since the announcement. Not to worry," he emphasized, gesturing toward
the girl with hishand, "were taking care of her."

Cami seemed to have decided that Laurawas trustworthy. She suddenly spoke, in precise syllables.
"My parents are going to meet me at the spaceport. In Capri-ca City."

"Spaceport. | see,” Laurareplied, swalowing back ahundred things she might have said.

"We're going to dinner,” Cami continued. "And I'm having chicken pie. And then we're going home.
And then daddy's going to read to me. And then . . . I'm going to bed."

Laurareached out with asmile, and gently smoothed Cami's hair. Then she nodded to Billy and the
Captain, and rose. "We need to be getting back," she said softly.

COLONIAL ONE

The cabin was quiet, for which Laurawas profoundly grateful as she leaned back againgt the headrest of
the leather seat. She needed time to think, to rest. So much to be done. So few resources. Fuel
shortages, food shortages, thousands of people on the thin edge of despair and panic. The weight of her
responshility as president was like nothing she had ever fdlt, or imagined. | need time to absorb it all.
Time to come up with answers. But instead of answers, her thoughts were full of memories of that little
girl inthe park. So young, to be going through something likethis. Asif it's any better to be old. Old
and dying of cancer.

"Madame President?
Shefocused her eyes. "Captain—"

Lee Adamasat in afacing seat, holding a piece of paper. "We got amessage from Lieutenant Vaerii.
She'sfound afud refinery ship. Filled with Tylium." A big smile cracked hisface.



Fuel for the spaceships? Her heart lifted, though she wastoo tired to show it. " Oh. Good. About
time we caught abreak. That brings us up to about what—sixty ships so far? Not bad for afew hours
work."

Leegrinned briefly. "No, gr." He quickly became more sober. "But only about forty of those ships
have faster-than-light capabilities. We should start transferring people off the sublightsonto the FTLs as
soon aspossible.”

"Yeah." She closed her eyesfor amoment. She opened them again, sensing that he had something
moreto say.

Hedid, and therewas urgency in hisvoice. "I don't think we should stay here much longer, Sr. Sharon
reports picking up signs of some Cylon sensor drones, probably looking for survivor ships.”

That brought her back to the present. "They're. . . mopping up?"
"It looksthat way, gr.”

Lauraconsdered. "Am | right in assuming that they wouldn't be. . . mopping up . . . unlessthey'd
aready"—she swallowed back her horror at the thought—"finished off the colonies?’

Leegrimaced, and did not hide hisfedings. "That would be my assumption aswell. And certainly
consistent with the reports we've gotten. We know al twelve of the colonies were hit.”

Lauranodded. Twenty-three billion people, at last count. Twenty-three billion. . . .

CHAPTER
36

THE SURVIVOR FLEET

Sharon came out of Jump with aflash, and was stunned to see the size of the fleet that had gathered in
her absence. Large shipsand smdll. It was practically an armada. She checked for the refinery ship
Tauranian, and was rdlieved to see that it had come out of Jump just ahead of her. She keyed her
wireless. "Colonia One, Raptor Three-One-Two. I'm back and | brought afriend.”

The answering voice was that of Captain Russo, on Colonid One. "Welcome back, Boomer. Got a
lot of thirsty ships here eager to make your friend's acquaintance. Did you pick up any other
contacts out there?"

"Negative," she answered. "Thereésno oneleft.” No one that we can spare the time and fuel to
find, anyway. She piloted in slence for afew minutes, leading the refinery ship through the jumble of
vessalstoward Colonia One.

As she scanned her ingtruments, something caught her eye—anew blip on the dradis screen. It wasa
fast-moving craft on the outside of the fleet. Fast-moving like aCylon raider. "Got avigtor!" she
announced sharply.

"I see him. Can you jam his signal ?"

"Trying," she said, sngpping switches on the pand. Helo, | need you! Nothing she did seemed to have



any effect on theincoming craft.

The Cylon sped into the midst of the flet, then back out—and vanished in aflash of light. Frak!
FRAK!"It'sgone. Colonid, I'm pretty sureit scanned us. . ."

Laurastood in an urgent meeting at the forward end of the first-class compartment, with Lee Adama,
Billy, and Captain Russo. Russo said flatly, "It definitely scanned us before it Jumped.”

Leetensed, and when he spoke, it wasin astrong voice. "We have to go. Now. The Cylonswill be
hereany minute.”

"Can they redly respond that fast?" Laura asked.

"They can, and will. They are dmogt certainly mustering a squadron at this very moment.”
"Will they be able to track usthrough aJump?' the President asked.

"No gr, that'simpossible.”

"Theoretically impossible”

"Theoretically," Lee conceded.

Aaron Dora had joined the group, scowling. "Madame President, there are ill thousands of people
on the sublight ships. We can't just leave them.”

"l agree," said Russo. "We should use every second to get as many people off the sublights aswe can.
We can wait to Jump until we pick up a Cylon force moving—"

"No! We're easy targets,” Lee said sharply. "They're going to Jump right in the middle of our shipswith
ahandful of nukes and wipe us out before we have achanceto react.”

"You can't just leave them dl behind!" Dord protested. "Y ou'll be sacrificing thousands of people!”

"But—well be saving tens of thousands,”" L ee responded, and his voice became fast and urgent. "I'm
sorry to make it a numbers game, but we're talking about the surviva of our race, here. We don't have
the luxury of taking risks and hoping for the bes—because if welose, we lose everything.”

Helooked squarely at Laura. "And Madame President, thisis a decision that needs to be made right
now."

She gazed back at him, remembering the last time she had faced adecison like this. That time she had
followed her heart, not her mind. Sheld opted to stay with the disabled liner, despite the fact that they had
no way to defend it—and only through Le€g's fast thinking, and the grace of the gods, had they come out
of it dive. She dared not make that mistake again.

With a soft voice that belied the knot in her somach, she said, " Order the fleet to Jump to Ragnar
immediady."

If it weren't for the buzzing in her head, she would have sworn that time had come to astop. Everyone
had walked away from her—with urgency, with sadness, with anger. She was scarcely aware of their
departure. Billy was ill here. He must have something he wanted to say. The buzzing, though, was al
she could hear.

Finaly, Billy broke through, hiswords sounding distant, then drawing near. "Madame President,



something else you should be awareof . . ."
She stared across the cabin, seeing nothing. "I have cancer,” she said suddenly.
For amoment, there was no answer. Then: "'l know."
She turned her head to look at Billy in amazement.

He looked ready to explode with tension, fear, sorrow. He was carrying burdens someone his age
should never haveto carry. "Littlethings you said or did," he explained with difficulty. "A couple of
comments you made. | don't think anyone e'se knows, | haven't said anything to anyone."

She looked away again; she could not bear to face another human being as she said, "My prognosisis
doubtful." She paused for aheartbest. "I wish | could say it wasthe least of my worries. But theworld is
coming to an end, and all | can think about isthat | have cancer and I'm probably going to die.” Another
heartbegt. "How sdfishisthat?"

Billy scarcely breathed. "It's not sdfish. It's human.” After amoment, he turned sadly and started to
walk away.

Laurawatched him, her gaze narrowing. "I s there something you wanted to say to me?"

He stopped in the doorway leading to the next compartment, then turned. "Well, I—I just thought you
should know. That little girl you met earlier, Cami?' Hisfingerstugged nervoudy &t the book hewas
holding in both hands. "Her ship can't make the Jump."

She heard hiswords, and yet did not hear them. She stood frozen with regret and remorse. . . and she
could not bregthe, or even change the pained smile on her face, until something in the back of her brain
was able to take those words and put them into a container where, at least for alittle while, they could
not hurt her any further. "Thank you," she said a last, with adight nod, releasing Billy from the awful spot
he had just put them both into.

Sheturned away, then, to take a seat done at the back of the first-class compartment. There was no
room in her thoughts now for the living; there were too many dying, and she could only be with them just
now.

In the cockpit, Lee wasin the right seat a ongside Captain Russo, with Eduardo on the comm and nav
pand a the rear. They were going through the pre-Jump checklist with grave efficiency. From the
overhead speakers, voices were coming in from all over thefleet. VVoices crying for help, for mercy . ..

Captain Russo gave Lee one last look of regret before letting ashield dide over hisemotions: "Set the
SB trgectory.”

"Colonial One! For God's sake, you can't just leave us here! "
Lee determinedly ignored thevoices. "SB st."
"Cyclecryo-fans.

"Colonial One, thisis Picon Three-Sx-Bravo. | can't believe you want to leave all these people
behind . . ."

Leesfingersworked the board. "Cycled."
"At least tell us where you're going! We'll follow at sublight.”
Captain Russo glanced at L ee, then reached up to the comm panel to send areply.



"No," Lee sad, reaching asthough to stop him physicaly. "If they're captured, then the Cylons know,
too."

"I've got fifty people on board! Colonial One, do you copy this?"

Captain Russo struggled for amoment with indecision, then lowered his hand, realizing that Lee was
right. "Spinning up FTL drive now."

Lee "All ships—prepare to Jump on our mark. Five. . ."
Thetimestretched . . .

"Colonial One, please respond!”

"Four . . ."

"May the Lords of Kobol protect those souls we leave behind."

"Three..."

Alonein the passenger compartment, Laura sat listening to the comm exchanges. Her thoughts had
nowhereto go, her fedings were spun into asuffocating web, her ears were ringing with the sounds of
desperation and fear, her gut wastied into aknot o tight she feared if she moved so much asamuscle,
she and her world would spin gpart into athousand pieces. Why me.. . . why me.. . . ? And why them.
..theinnocent . ..?

Aboard the Space Park, it was alittle before dinnertime, and young Cami sat on her favorite bench
under her favorite tree, whiling away the time with her rag doll. A lot of the people had l€ft the park, but
sheliked it too much to leave. "Don't worry, Jeannie,”" she reassured her doll, dancing her on her head.
"They'll come and get uswhenit'stimetoedt . . . they'll comeand get us. . ."

In the dark of space surrounding the shifting fleet, there was a sudden change. With a series of flashes,

half a dozen vessels popped into the local space. They were moving at high speed, directly on acourse
that would take them into the fleet.

"I've got dradis contact— nbound targets heading this way! "
L ee kept the count steady. "Two . . ."
"I see them, too. Are they Colonial ?"

Lee knew exactly what they were, and there was no way he could accel erate the count; he could only
gttight and pray. "One."

"Oh my God, they're Cylons! "
"Mark."
"I hope you peoplerot in hell for this—"

Laurafdt thetearsrisgng into her eyes, againg al her inner bulwarks. There was no turning back.



It was done.

She could fed space begin to fold inward around her . . .

Throughout the fleet, dozens of flashes of light marked the Jumping of shipsaway from the flegt, away to
somewhere elsein space. At the same moment, arapid-fire series of flashes came from each of the
Cylonfighters. Long white streamers arced out in greet, Soreading bundles as the missiles painted their
pretty, deadly tracers acrossthe sky. It took only moments for each and every one of them to find their
targets.

The sky began to light up with exploding spaceships.

In the garden, Cami gently smoothed out Jeanni€'s hair. She had noticed some flashing out in space,
through the overhead dome. That probably meant that some of the ships were going home. Shewas
happy for them; it was about time. Maybe, she hoped, her ship would go home soon, too.

And then her sky turned white, like the sun up close. And shefdlt nothing, nothing at dl.

PART THREE
THE FINAL GATHERING

CHAPTER
37

SOMEWHERE IN RAGNAR STATION

The passageway's seemed to be getting narrower and narrower the farther they walked, with Leoben
leading the way and Commander Adama close behind. Rows of pipes and ductwork lined thewalls,
from deck to ceiling. The deeper into the station they went, the more claustrophobic it fet. Adama
couldn't be sure he wasn't being taken on along walk to nowhere. Although he had questioned L eoben
about the route they were taking, it was nearly impossible to keep his sense of direction here; there were
too many littlejogsand turns.

They had been walking for maybe twenty minutes, when Leoben suddenly doubled over, gasping.
Adamacame up behind him. "You dl right?'

L eoben stood up, shaking his head. He was dripping sweat. "Fine. It'sjust something about this place.

Helooked asif he meant to continue, but he didn't. "What about this place?' Adama asked.
"Ever sncel got here, something in the air"—L eoben gestured with his hands—"affects my dlergies”



Helet out his breath and started walking again. "Y ou dways keep mein front, don't you—military
training, right? Never turn your back on astranger, that kind of thing?' He ducked through a bulkhead
opening. "Suspicion and distrugt, that'sthe military life, right? War? Hatred? Jed ousy, revenge, crudty?'

"So you're agun deder/philosopher, | takeit, right?' Adamaanswered.

L eoben stopped to lean back against some pipes, laughing. Then helurched off again, till bresthing
hard. "I'm an observer of human nature, that'sal. In my line of work, | seethingsthat don't get mentioned
in polite society. When you get right down to it, humanity is not a pretty race. | mean, we're only one step
away from besting each other with clubs—like savages, fighting over scraps of mest." He glanced back
at Adama. "Did you ever think, maybe we deserve what's happened to us? Maybe the Cylons are God's
retribution for our many sins. Hubris—that's Man's greatest flaw. Hisbelief that he done hasasoul, that
he's the chosen of God."

Adamagrunted. "Y ou told me alittle while ago you were a Geminon theist. Don't you believe God
gave Man hissoul ?*

"Maybe. But what if"—L eoben paused to lean againgt the wall and wait for Adamato catch
up—"what if God decided hed made a mistake—that Man was aflawed cregture, after all? And he
decided to give soulsto another creature—like the Cylons." He chuckled and lurched back into motion.

That made Adamaflare with annoyance. He called after Leoben in aharsh voice. "God didn't cregte
the Cylonsl Man did." Leoben paused to hear him out. "The Cylons are just devices. Technology that's
gotten out of control. And I'm pretty sure we didn't include asoul in the programming. So theré'sno loss
if wekill every last one of them. Let'sgo.”

Leoben laughed and cocked his head alittle as he looked over his shoulder. "Y ou're not even
interested in knowing the truth, are you? Maybe the Cylonsfed exactly the same way you do, but about
Mankind. | don't think they hate you, Adama—I think they fear you." He stopped to cough again. "How
about you go first for awhile?!

Adamajust glared.

GALACTICA, COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

Colone Tigh peered over the shoulder of Lieutenant Gaeta as the younger man hung up the phone. HEd
just been conferring with Chief Tyrol, on the station. Gaetalooked up at the colone. "The chief says
we're looking at three hours minimum before we have dl the warheadsin our magazines.”

Tigh searched for an entry in the thick inventory book he was holding. "The book saysthere's d o fifty
tons of bundled—"

The attention-tone interrupted him, and one of the junior officers at the dradis console cdled, " Action
stations! Action stations! "

Gaeta quickly checked his own dradis screen. "We have multiple contacts coming down through the
storm, toward the anchorage.” He turned back toward Tigh. "It lookslike more than fifty ships.”

"Cut usloose from the station,” Tigh ordered, and strode toward the command post. He tossed his
inventory book onto the charting table and caled out, "Launch the dert fighters.” He picked up a handset
for ship-wide announcement. " Set Condition One throughout the ship! Prepare to launch—"

"Wait!" caled Dudla, from the main comm dation. "Wait—I'm getting Colonia sgnasnow.” Shewas
pressing her earphoneto her ear.



"Confirm that!" Tigh said. He strode over toward the comm station and barked, "Don't just accept
friendly ID."

Just as he reached the comm station Dualla added, "Confirmed, Sir. Incoming shipsare friendly.”
Amazed, Tigh picked up the nearest handset and keyed dl-ship again. " Action stations, stand down

Dudla continued, "The lead ship is requesting permission to come dongside, sir. They say .. ." she
hesitated, listening closdly, "they say they have the President of the Colonies aboard.”

Tigh turned to look back at Dualaincreduloudy. Slowly his expression changed to reluctant
acceptance, as he redized he had to assume the report was genuine. " Grant their request,” he said, his
voice overlaid with kepticism. "Bring 'em into thelanding bay." This had better be for real.

"Oh, and Colond," Dudla continued. "They say they dso have Lee Adama. . . and Boomer. Both
diveandwdl."

Tigh blinked and rocked back on his heels. He tried like a sonofabitch not to break into abig grin.
"Wadll, I'll bedamned . . ."

AsPresdent Laura Rodin stepped out of Colonia Oneinto Galactica's hangar deck, it occurred to her
that it had been barely afew days since sheld Ieft this ship, fully expecting that the next time she boarded
the vessd, it would be amuseum in orbit around Caprica. And now it's the flagship of the surviving
fleet of humanity. She remembered her argument with Commander Adama over whether the museum
could be outfitted with a smal computer network. She shook her head at the memory. Obsessive and
controlling, she'd thought him at thetime. But it turned out he'd been right about computer networks.
Tragicdly right.

There didn't seem to be anyone to greet them, except the deckhands who had brought up the airs.
She went down the steps, followed closely by Captain Apollo and Billy. The hangar seemed quiet, for a
ship a war. "Where is everyone?"' she asked the deckhand at the bottom of the steps.

"Everyone except the stand-by crews are busy moving munitions aboard from the gtation,” the
deckhand said, gesturing toward the other end of the hangar. "Colond Tigh said | should bring you to the
officers briefing room."

"] see. And will Commander Adama meset usthere?' Laura asked.

"] don't think so, gir," said the deckhand. " There was an accident of some sort on the station, and |
heard the Commander wastied up with that. Colone Tigh isin command right now."

"Very well. Can you show meto the briefing room, please?’

Colond Tigh arrived in the briefing room shortly after them. Laurawatched from insdetheroom asLee
Adamamet Tigh at the door. Tigh returned his salute and then just stared at him for aminute. He didn't
reved any emotion, but finaly he shook Lee's hand and said, "It's damned good to seeyou dive."

"I'mglad to be dlive," Lee answered. He gestured toward Laura across the long table that bisected the
room. "I believe you know LauraRodin. President LauraRodin.”

Tigh waked dowly around the table and approached her, without quite acknowledging thefull
meaning of Leg'swords. "Weve met, yes. Ms. Rodin."



"She was sworn into office yesterday," L ee continued, "following the protocol—"

"So | heard," Tigh said, interrupting him. He glanced at Lee with an expression of derision, asif to
say, And you bought that? One day a schoolteacher and now the president?

Lauradecided it wastimeto cut to the chase. "Colond Tigh, we are, asfar as we know, the sole
surviving fleet of Colonia ships. And we need your help. With food and medica supplies.”

Tigh fixed her with an incredulous gaze. "Y ou can't be serious.”

"I'm not big on jokestoday," Lauraanswered evenly. "May | ask where Commander Adamais?' She
extended her arm, asif to ask, Is he waiting in the wings?

"He's unavailable,” Tigh said in avoicethat was even flintier than usud. "We expect to hear from him
soon. Inthe meantime, I'm in command.”

"Then," Laura acknowledged with anod, "we should be looking to you to answer our requests.”

Tigh was suddenly afire with indignation. "We'rein the middle of repairing and rearming thisship! We
can't afford to pull asingle man off the lineto start caring for refugees!”

Lauratried to control her own temper. She averted her head for amoment while she channeled her
anger into determination. She swung back and said forcefully, "We havefifty thousand people out there,
and some of them are hurt! Our priority hasto be caring for—"

"My priority is preparing this ship for combat." He looked at her squardly, and more than alittle
condescendingly. "In case you haven't heard, theresawar on."

Lauradrew adeep breath. | till have to be a schoolteacher, she thought. He can't see the truth in
front of his eyes. "Colond," she said evenly, stepping toward him. "The war isover. And welog."

Colond Tigh smirked. "Well see about that.”

"Ohyes, wewill. In the meantime, however, as Presdent of the Colonies, I'm giving you a direct
order—"

"Y ou don't give orders on thisship!"
"—to provide men and equipment—"

L ee stepped forward and broke in suddenly. "Hold on, Colond!" At that, Tigh turned around and
gared at him in amazement. "At least give us acouple of disaster pods," Lee continued, in an even and
reasonable tone.

"Us?" Tigh said.

"Sir," Lee continued, ignoring the implied reproach, "we have fifty thousand people out there. Fifty
thousand. Some of them are sick. Some are wounded.” He gestured earnestly. " Two disaster pods,
Colond. Y ou can do that."

Colone Tigh answered very dowly and reluctantly. "Because you're the Old Man's son, and because
he's going to be so damned happy you're dive—okay. Two pods. But no personnel." He turned away
and circled around the table to leave the room. He met no one'seyes ashe said, ™Y ou get them
yourselves and you distribute them yourselves. And you are dl off this ship before we Jump back.”

Lee sood near the doorway, and Tigh walked up to him. ™Y ou report to the flight deck,” Tigh
ordered. His voice sharpened. "Y ou're senior pilot now, Captain.”

Leeraised hishandin avery precisesdute. "Yessr."



Tigh returned the salute and strode away .

Laurastood with her hands behind her back, gazing gratefully at Lee for amoment. When hefinaly
turned and caught her gaze, she inclined her head with afaint smile, and nodded to dismisshim for the
dutiesto which the colonel had called him.

CHAPTER
38

GALACTICA, DECK E PASSAGEWAY

Chief Tyrol waked aong one of the ship's corridors with agroup of men carrying arack of small
warheads. He stopped, looking thisway and that, his heart pounding. Where was she? He couldn't just
leave thework he was doing; he couldn't leave his post. But he knew she was here somewhere, and he
needed to find her, to see her. Now. He spoke in adistracted tone to the gunnery specialist who was
flanking him with aclipboard. "As soon as you get the magazines loaded, | want a status report on
Commander Adama's whereabouts.”

"Yesdr." The specidist made anote and continued on hisway.

Tyrol stood where he was for aminute, trying to figure out what to do. He was gtill absorbing the news
that acivilian fleet had joined them—and that one of the shipswas the Colonid transport that carried the
new president—as well astwo people they'd dl given up for dead. Lee Adama. . . and Sharon Vaerii.
Boomer.

The passageway's seemed quiet, with people doing their jobs despite their exhaustion, but with no
energy left for outward shows of emotion. There was no talking, and practically no sound. He gazed
anxioudly one way and then another.

And then he saw her, coming toward him down the corridor, passing the gunnery specidist. She saw
him at the same moment, and stopped. With her she had a boy, about ten years old. She and Tyrol
gtared at each other in disbelief. Sharon suddenly began striding quickly toward him. Hefelt the molasses
in hisfeet let go, and he moved toward her, too, quickening his pace until they met mid-corridor. They
fell into a powerful embrace, heedless of whether anyone saw or cared—and Tyrol lifted her off her feet
and swung her in circles. Then he put her down and cradled her face in his hands, and they gazed into
each other'seyes with joy, asthe long-held grief melted away.

They kissed, hard, and then hugged for avery long time, swinging back and forth, as the bewildered
boy ducked and danced out of their way.

Finaly Sharon broke from their embrace long enough to let Tyrol study her face, grinning. "There's
someone | want you to meet,” she said, with alaugh. She turned to the boy and put a hand on his
shoulder. "New crewmember. Name's Boxey. He's gonna need some quarters.”

The boy looked embarrassed, and as happy as akid could look under these circumstances. Maybe he
was just glad he had someone looking out for him.

Tyrol couldn't stop grinning. "We can managethat . . ."



In another corridor, Billy wastrying to lead Bdtar to the CIC, but he didn't really seem to know where
he was going. Bdtar followed him anyway, asthey hurriedly strode dong, turning thisway and that. Billy
occasondly said something like, " Ah, thisway," but within aminute or two would be confused again.

Batar was confused, period. This ship was the gloomiest place he had ever seen. It was dark and
claustrophobic, and the walls danted inward toward a peek at the celling, so that hefelt like he was
walking through atriangular prism, in perpetud twilight. He wondered how long it took peopleto get
usedtoit.

Ahead of him, Billy suddenly straightened and quickened his step. "Dudlal™ he cried to someonein the
corridor ahead. "Hi! Um, we're kind of lost—again.”

Bdtar squinted to see who Billy wastalking to. A tal, striking crewwoman with exquisite olive-toned
skin stopped in her tracks at the sight of them. She just stared at them for an instant, then ran toward
Billy. "We need to get to the CIC—" Billy began, and then the woman held called Dualagrabbed him
around the neck and planted akisson him. A long, urgent kiss.

Noticing Bdtar, shefindly broke from the clinch. She looked alittle sheepish. Billy smply looked
shell-shocked. Duallaregained her poisefirst and said, "It'sthisway," and strode past the two, leading
them in the direction from which they'd just come.

Billy turned, dazed, toward Batar. "I think she was happy to seeyou," Batar murmured. Billy nodded,
then hurried to follow the impatiently gesturing Dudla

Bdtar sumbled dong behind, envious and wondering what he had missed. Poor Billy. If you don't
understand it . . . don't ask me to explain it to you.

Lee Adama was having trouble keeping asmile off hisface, too, as he entered the hangar area, ready to
take up hisduties as chief pilot. There was someone he wanted to say hello to.

Hefound Kara Thrace under aViper, on her back on amechanic's crawl, open toolbox &t her side.
She hadn't noticed his approach, and he stood for amoment, wondering what the last day or so had
been like for her. Rumor had it shéld had abig hand in saving Galactica. When she il didn't notice him,
he called down. "Hey!"

She turned her head to see who had called, and astrange look came over her grease-smudged face,
asif shethought she were seeing aghost. He smiled down as she did out from under the Viper, and
extended ahand to help her to her feet. They stood frozen like that for amoment: her hand in his, not
exactly ahandshake, but not that other way of holding hands, either. She was trembling, and trying to
catch her breath, and looking asif she wasn't sure whether to hug him or rub her eyes and go back to
work. Finaly she managed to force out, "I . . . thought . . . you were dead.” And for amoment, her face
seemed to flicker between the grief sheld obvioudy been dedling with, and astonishment that he was
gtanding therein front of her, dive.

Leefinaly cracked agrin a the sametime shedid. "Well, | thought you werein hack," he said,
remembering that indeed she'd been in the brig that |ast time held seen her. Hefelt an impulseto grab her
in abear hug, and guessed she was probably feding the same way. But he wasn't sure he trusted hisown
feelings enough to do that—and besides, he was her senior officer now.

She laughed and nodded, and dropped her hands to her hips. "It's. . . good to be wrong," she said
findly, with avigorous nod.



He couldn't resst acrack. "Well, you should be used to it by now."

She grinned broadly. "Everyone has askill." And then she turned sober, and they just looked at each
other with clear relief on both of their facesthat they were fill divein the midst of this madness.

Findly he broke the silence, with anod to the Viper. " So, how go the repairs?

For afew heartbeats she didn't move. Then suddenly she made an inner trangition and became more
animated, if uncomfortable. "On track. Another hour and shelll be ready to launch.” She hugged hersdlf
with her barearmsand said, "So | guessyou're the new CAG now."

"Yeah, that'swhat they tell me," Lee answered, alittle self-conscioudy.

"Good!" Karasaid. "That's good. It'sthelast thing I'd want.” She pressed her lips together, apparently
thinking hard and looked him soberly in the eye. "I'm not abig enough dipstick for thejob."

She held astraight face for a second, as he worked his mouth, trying to think of a comeback. When he
couldn', she cocked her head to one side with agrin, and they laughed silently together. He managed to
get his command face back on and said, "I'll be in the squadron"—he choked a little—"ready room."

And heturned away and left her grinning.

He wasjust rounding the end of the Viper when he heard, "Hey!" He looked back. "Does your father
know you're dill breething?' Karacalled.

Leegavealittle snort, once more at alossfor words. Findly hesaid, "I'll let him know." And thistime
he did leave. But he could sense Kara shaking her head behind him as he walked away.

CHAPTER
39

RAGNAR STATION, M AINTENANCE L EVEL CROSSOVER

Although they seemed to be walking ever deeper into the bowels of the decaying station, Commander
Adamahad found a grime-covered directory marker that showed where they were: ahdll of along way
from the armory, that was for sure. They aready had missed two turnoffs that might have taken them
back. It was upon making that discovery that Adama had taken the lead. From their present position,
they just needed to get through this crossover section; then they could turn left and go up aleve and start
making their way back out aong the next radia passageway. Damn good thing, too. Adamawas sick to
death of this place, with itsleaky steam pipes and dripping condensation everywhere. It made him fed
chilled. Leoben, on the other hand, was sweating more and more profusdly, asif they werein asauna

They paused at astrange juncture where a couple of dirty window-ports actually gave them aview out
into the atmosphere of Ragnar. The seemingly eterna green storm continued to rage, with lightning flash
followed by lightning flash. The great counter-rotating wheels of the station churned around in the field of
view like ancient water-whed s, endless grinding dust for masters long since forgotten.

Adamasquinted for afew moments, then grunted and continued on hisway. Leoben followed, with
increasing difficulty and sgnsof illness. Adamawas impatient a the pace, but did not drop hisvigilance,
or hisawareness of where Leoben was a every moment. Hewas giving the "arms dedler” alittlewiggle
room, and waiting to seeif Leoben would take amisstep.



Asthey descended ametal staircase into the deepest part of the maintenance section, Leoben
staggered. Adama paused and |ooked back. Leoben was grimacing in pain. He swayed alittle, then
crouched down, wincing, and sat on the stairs afew steps up from the bottom. Adamawatched him
grimly, dmost certain now that what he'd suspected was true.

L eoben's skin was now tinged with gray and green. He screwed up hisface asif the very air was
poisoning him. "Ahhh—!" he gasped, rolling hisneck in pain. "What isit about this place? What'sit doin'
tome?!

Adamadgtared coldly a him. "Must be your dlergies”

L eoben raised his swesat-beaded head and widened his eyes as he looked at Adama. Hisface
glistened with sweat as he suddenly brokeinto agrin. "I don't have dlergies.”

"I didn't think s0," Adama said in low, measured tones. He stepped alittle closer. "What you'vegot is
dlicapathwaysto the brain—or whatever it isyou cal that thing you pretend to think with. It's
decomposing as we speak.”

Leoben didn't deny it. "It'sthe storm, isn't it?" he managed. "It puts out something—something you
discovered has an effect on Cylon technology. That'sit, isn't it? Thisisarefuge. That'swhy you put a
fleet out here. A last-ditch effort to hide from a Cylon attack. Right? Well, it's not enough, Adama. I've
been herefor . . . hours. Once they find you"—he paused to shake his head—"it won't take them that
long to destroy you."

Adamastared at him, anger building up like apressurein his chest. Now that Leoben had reveded
himsdf, Adama suddenly fdlt al the rage held been holding back riselike lavain avolcano. He didn't
know how the Cylons had come to look so much like humans, but he did know that they'd destroyed his
world and killed his son and alot of other good people along with him. And they weretrying to
exterminate dl that was|eft of humanity.

Asif he could read Adama's thoughts, Leoben started to smirk. "They'll bein and out before they even
get aheadache.”

Adama stepped forward suddenly and grabbed L eoben by the shirt front. "Maybe," he growled. He
pulled Leoben down from the steps and dammed him up againg apillar. "But you—you won't find out,
because you'll be dead in afew minutes” Asdead as| can make you. Through clenched teeth he
growled, "How doesthat make you fed? If you can fed."

"Oh, I can fed more than you could ever conceive, Adama." Leoben chuckled. "But | won't die.
When this body dies, my consciousness will be transferred to another one. And when that happens. . ."
Leoben'svoicetralled off asif hed run out of steamn, and he groaned and did to the floor. Adama
released him to Sit crumpled againgt the pillar. Panting for bresth, Leoben continued in astrained whisper,
"I'll tell the others exactly whereyou are. . . and | think they'll come, and they'll kill al of you. And I'll be
here watching it happen.”

Adama squatted down dowly and shone hislight up into Leoben's ashen face. ™Y ou know what |
think?1 think if you could've transferred out of here, you would have done it long before now. | think the
sorm'sradiation redlly clogged up your connection. Y ou're not going anywhere. Y ou're stuck in that

body.

L eoben showed no reaction. "It doesn't matter. Sooner or later"—and now he grinned through the
pain—"the day comeswhen you can't hide from the things you've done."

Adamagtared at him, stunned. How the hell did Leoben know that expression? Did he know those
were the exact words Adama had used to end his speech at the decommissioning ceremony, just aday
or two ago—or however the hdll long it had been?



Leoben's head lolled back, asif he were about to pass out. Adamawatched him, il at alossfor
words. Maybe thiswas the end of the linefor Leoben.

Suddenly Leoben's hand shot out and seized Adama by the throat. 1t was no dying man's clutch, but a
vice grip, closing on Adama's windpipe. Adama began to gasp.

L eoben straightened with agrin and stood up, raising Adamaaong with him—lifted him by the
windpipe, until they were both on their feet. Unable to breasthe, Adamawhipped his lantern acrossin his
right hand, trying to knock Leoben out with it. It barely glanced off Leoben—and an instant later, Leoben
came back with asolid right to Adamasjaw. That stunned Adama, but not enough to keep him from
feding himsdlf being lifted completely off thefloor by Leoben'sgrip on histhroat. Leoben hed him there
for what fdt like forever. And then Leoben hauled back, and with a great roundhouse punch to the solar
plexus, sent Adamaflying backward to dam into awall and land in a heap.

Adamaforced himsdf up to acrouch. He saw Leoben wak dowly toward him, then stop at avertical
standpipe that came out of some kind of waist-high chamber. With a deliberate motion and apparent
superhuman strength despite his debilitated state, Leoben grabbed the pipe and wrenched it loose from
its upper mounting. Then he bent it back and forth until it broke off at the base. Steam billowed hissing
out of the broken line. Leoben stepped forward and swung the section of pipein aletha blow.

It would have been letha, except that Adama managed to duck out of the way. The force of the swing
brought Leoben staggering into range, and Adamadtill had the lantern in hisright hand. He brought it
around in asharp uppercut to the jaw. Thistime it connected perfectly, and L eoben staggered back.
Adamawas on him in aflash, with two more solid blows.

Shaken, L eoben stepped backward, to the stove with the broken pipe jetting sseam. Adamaforced
him backward over the stove, until Leoben's back was pressed directly over the steam jet. Leoben cried
out, losing strength. He managed to break away from the steam—but not from Adama, who came at him
again and again, swinging the heavy lantern in savage punches.

L eoben staggered and went down, and gtill Adama rained blows onto him. Blood was spattering now
from the blows, but if anything that only increased Adama’s fury as he brought down on Leoben his
vengeance for his son, and the millions of peoplekilled, for the treachery, the death of everything hed
held dear . . .

Some time after Leoben had ceased moving, Adamafinaly stopped hitting him, and smply crouched
over the body, glaring through the blood that spattered his face and eyes. And he rubbed his
blood-dicked fingers together, shocked to redlize that these twisted machines, these Cylons, didn't just
look like humans. They bled redl, red blood, just like his.

CHAPTER
40

GALACTICA, COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

Bdtar had at last found himsdlf in a place where he might actualy be able to do some good—at the nav
gation on Galactica's bridge, where he could try to make astart at finding out just what went wrong
with the programming. Or rather, what Natas—Number Sx—had done to make his code so vulnerable.
At the moment, however, Lieutenant Gaeta, who seemed to be hisliaison here with the bridge crew, was



being rather chatty.

"So let me get thisstraight,” Gaeta said, leaning over the nav console from itsback side. Y ou're saying
that the Cylons found away to use your navigation program to disable our ships?'

Batar winced, and tried not to show it. "Essentially, yes," he said, not really wanting to talk about it. "I
think they're using the CNIP to infect your shipswith some kind of computer virus, which makesthem
susceptible to Cylon commands.”

Gaeta pressed his hand to the stack of printouts he had placed here for Baltar's reference. "Well, you
can see we do have your CNP navigation program here on Galactica, but . . . our computers aren't
networked, so it's never been loaded into primary memory or even test run.”

"Good," Bdtar said automaticaly, not redly paying that much attention. Then he redized what Gaeta
had just told him. "That's good. Well, you shouldn't have any problems, then." He thought for amoment.
"Still—I should purge dl remaining referencesto it if they're on your memory tapes.”

Gaetanodded. "Right. | should probably retrofit the newer Vipers, as well—not that we have many
left. Oh—herésthe checklist for the CIC computer.” He lifted an open notebook across the console and
handed it to Baltar.

"Ah. Thank you." Bdtar began flipping through it, as Gaetawalked away.

After amoment, herealized Gagtawas il there, looking back at him uncertainly. Gaetafinally spoke.
"It must be hard for you."

Bdtar looked up from the notebook, trying to shift gears. "What do you mean?"

Gagtasad softly, "Just having something you created twisted and used likethismust be. . . horrible.”
AsBadltar stared a him, he continued, "The guilt . . ."

Bdtar blinked. He sensed movement to hisright, and there was Number—Natas—Sx—Ieaninginto
Spesk softly to him. "1 remember you telling me once that guilt is something smal people fed when they
run out of excusesfor their behavior.”

"Itis" hesaid, trying to answer Gaeta, "hard. | fedl . .. responsible. . .inaway . .." Gagtawas
nodding, his head bobbing up and down with understanding. Baltar was struggling to string words
together: ". . . for what happened . . ."

"But you don't,” Six said, right beside him. "That's one of the reasons| fell inlove with you. Y ou have
aclarity of spirit. . ."

Bdtar was going mad trying to maintain a conversation with Gaeta, with Six whispering in hiseer like
this. Gaeta obvioudy couldn't see or hear her—no one el se could—and her words didn't even seem to
be taking any time; Gagtawas still nodding like one of those dollswith a bobbing head.

". .. not burdened by conscience, or guilt, or regret . . ."

"l bet," Gaetasad, leaning alittle farther toward him. "Bt . . . try to remember, it's not redly your
fault. | mean—you didn't mean for any of thisto happen. It's not like you knew what they were going to
do."

Bdtar was shaking his head now, swesting. He felt like alittle boy, hauled on the carpet for doing
something very bad, and he knew they were going to find out just how bad, soon. In the face of Gaetals
earnestness, he tried to ignore Six, who was leaning in close to his ear in that low-cut red gown,
whispering, "It'snot like you knew you were lying, not like you were bresking the law." She straightened



up and spoke louder. "Not like you cheat on women. Not like the world's coming apart . . ." Sheturned
and sat on the nav desk right in front of him and leaned into him again. ". . . and al you can think about is
GausBdtar."

Hisvoice was shaky as he said to Gaeta, looking past Six and her dramatic cleavage. "No. No, |
know . . .exactly what you're saying. | do know."

Gaeta seemed to accept that. "Right. Uh, just et me know if you need anything.” He nodded and this
time when he turned awvay he actualy |eft.

Bdtar watched him go, waiting for his heart rate to subside. Unfortunately, Six was dlill right there with
him.

"You know . . . | redlly do hope we makeit out of here dive." She gave him awarm, sexy smileand
sadinthat husky voice of hers, "I think we could have ared future together.”

"Y eah, that would be specid,” he said brusquely, turning his head awvay. Whether shewasachipin his
brain or apsychotic halucination, his only defense seemed to beto ignore her.

Her expression darkened. "Y ou don't have to be sarcastic. Especially when I'm trying to help you.”
She got up and walked around behind him.

"How have you been trying to help me, huh? How are you trying to do that?"

Shedraped her arms around his shoulders seductively. Then her grip tightened, and turning his head by
his chin, sheforced him to ook straight ahead over the top of the console, toward the center of the CIC.
"Do you see anything there that looksfamiliar?!

He gazed, and saw Billy standing with a cup of coffee, near Dudla, who wasworking at aconsole.
And above Dudlas head, that big celling-mounted, Sxway rack of dradis monitors. "No. Should 1?7 She
didn't answer, but waited for him to look harder. In the middle of that rack, between the monitors, there
wasasmall, pale blue object, shaped alittle like the separated hemispheres of the human brain, but much
flatter, and smooth.

"Well, now you mentionit . . . I've seen something likeit . . . somewhere before.”
She was bresthing close to hisface now, brushing back sirands of hishair. "Y es?

It came back to him. "Inyour briefcase." He could picture it now, her slver metal briefcase, and
awaysingdeit she carried an object that |ooked very much like—no, exactly like—that thing up on the
monitor mounting. "Y ou used to carry it around with you. Y ou said it was an electronic organizer." He
looked up a her momentarily, then back at the distant object.

"That would be alie" she murmured.

"Thenit's. .. it'saCylon device."

Shecircdled around to perch in front of him again. "That would follow."
Breethlessy, he began, "Did you—?"

"No." Shetwisted around to look back at thething. "Not my job."
"Then that means—"

Shesamiled. "Say it."

"Theré's another Cylon aboard this ship.”

Almost imperceptibly, she nodded.



CHAPTER
41

RAGNAR STATION PASSAGEWAY

William Adamaforced himsdlf to keep walking through the blinding pain. He was probably about halfway
back to the armory now. It hurt to walk—he must have cracked or bruised arib when that damned
machine hit him—Dbut it would hurt alot more not to get back to his ship. Blood and swegt kept running
into hisleft eye, and he repeatedly wiped his forehead as carefully as he could with hisleft deeve. Hewas
pretty sure he had Leoben'sblood aswell ashis own on hisface, and he didn't want any of that frakking
Cylon blood in hiswound. How did it ever come to this? hethought. How did it ever come to this?

Was that another directory plague at the next intersection? He stopped to check it, squinting to make
out the engraved map. Good thing—he'd been about to take the wrong route. These frakking
passageways al looked the same. Time was fleeing, and he damned well didn't want his crew delaying
departure while they went out looking for him. He pushed himsdlf to move faster. Screw the pain.

Hislungswere burning by the time he gasped againgt a heavy hatch, pushed it open, and staggered out
into amuch wider corridor. There was noise here, men moving palets of explosvestoward the airlock.
He swung around, trying to find the chief—and sagged against the wall just as someone bellowed,
"Commander Adamal It's Commander Adamal”

GALACTICA, COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

Bdtar waked around the center of the CIC, glancing casualy thisway and that, trying not to be
congpicuous as he peered up at the Cylon device attached behind the monitors. He was thinking
franticdly, trying to figure out what to do about the damn thing now that he knew of it.

Hefet ahand on his shoulder. It was Lieutenant Gaetawalking past. "Everything okay there, Doc?'

"Ohyeah, fine," he said nervoudly, but getting hisfacade of confidence back up quickly. He hooked a
thumb over hisshoulder. "I'vejust finished erasing the program from the backup memory. I'm just going
to check it one moretime, from here.”

Gaeta nodded and moved on, and he took that as his cue to get back to something that at |east |ooked
likework. He took achair in front of a secondary computer console. But before he could so much as
pull himself up to the console, Six had regppeared. She came from behind, circled around him, and
nestled eadily into hislap. He shut hiseyes. | do not believe this. What is happening to me? Heblinked
them open to see Six amiling a him. She wasfingering his collar, and shifting her weight provocetively on
hislap. In frustration, he murmured, trying to keep hisvoice low, "Y ou're not helping.”

Six stopped what she was doing and looked hurt. *I'm sorry,” she said, looking away from him. "How
canl hep?'

"Wdll, for agtart, you can tell mewhat that is." He nodded toward the device.
She shrugged innocently. "Honestly, | don't know."



"Well, it hasn't exploded.”

"Yet?' shesaid. Helooked up at her in congternation, and she turned back to smile mischievoudy at
him."I'm just guessing.”

Fedling an increasing pressure in his chest, Baltar nodded. "I have to warn them.”

Six laughed. "How do you proposeto do that?' Her voice shifted to mimicry, without losing its husky
sensudlity. " 'Oh look—a Cylon device!" 'Redly? Wedl, how do you know what a Cylon device looks
like, Doctor? 'Oh—I forgot to mention—I'm familiar with their technology because I've been having sex
with a Cylon for the last two years now." "

"I'll come up with something," he whispered.

Sheleaned inward asif to kisshim. "I love surprises.” Nuzzling him, she continued, " Speaking of sex . .
" Shereached surreptitioudy down between their bodies and began stroking him.

He gasped. With difficulty, he managed, "1 don't think that's such agood idea, redlly . . . really." He
was trembling now.

"Why not?' she murmured. "No onewill know. It'll be our little secret.”

He couldn't help himsdlf, or dredge up the willpower to make her stop touching him. As she nuzzled
his neck, he began to breathe faster, to moan with pleasure. He let his head fal back in the chair.
"Ahhh-h...ahh-h-h..."

"Doctor," he heard in asharp voice, by hisright shoulder.

He draightened with ajerk, trying to get control of himself. "Y-yes" He blinked, dowly regaining his
composure.

It was that public relations man, Aaron Dord. Dord handed him athree-ring binder. ™Y ou asked for a
report on how many civilian ships had your CNP program?"

Bdtar stared at him, trying to process what the man had just said. Report. Civilian ships. CNP. "Right.
Thank you," hesaid at ladt.

"Areyou dl right?' Dora asked. "Y ou look alittle flushed.”

Bdtar jerked his gaze back up at the man. "I'm fine. Thank you very much,” he said sharply.

Dora looked dightly taken aback. "Okay." But as he left, he glanced back at Bdtar, asthough
uncertain whether to believe Batar's assurance.

Bdtar waswatching Dora, aswell. And he was getting an idea. "What are you thinking?' asked Six,
back in hislap as though she had never |eft.

Bdtar felt his own voice become very hard. "I'm thinking someone e se might need to beimplicated as
aCylon agent.”

Six gazed out over the center of the CIC, where Dora was now talking to Duala. "He doesn't seem
the part,”" she said, her voice softening with mock earnestness. "And | don't remember seeing him at any
of the Cylon parties”

"Funny," hesaid, railsing hiseyesto her as she chuckled. He focused again on Dordl, hisresolve
hardening. "He'sacivilian. Hes an outsider. And he's been aboard this ship for weeks with virtualy
unlimited accessto this very room.” He nodded to himsdlf, then hesitated. "There is one problem,

though."
Six laughed quietly. "Mordly?'



Heglared at her. "Practicaly." He frowned in thought. "And that's that so far, aboard this ship, no one
even suspectsthat the Cylonslook like us now." He gazed back at Six, but if she had an answer to his
dilemma, shewas keeping it to hersdf.

GALACTICA, DECK E, NEAR THE AIRLOCK

Commander Adamawinced asthe medica corpsman tightened the lagt stitch on the wound near his|eft
eye. He saw movement to the right of the corpsman and turned his head to look—causing another sharp
twinge, as he pulled on the untrimmed suture. "Hold still, Commander, please,” said the corpsman,
reaching to cut the suture thread. Adama grunted. It was worth the pain. He had just seen Leoben's body
being carried past on alitter. Good. The men had been able to follow hisdirections, and they'd
recovered the body in haf the time he'd expected.

"Thisjust getsworse and worse," Colond Tigh growled, standing off to one side of the corpsman, and
a so watching the body being carried past. "Now the Cylonslook just like us?

"Down to our blood," Adamasaid. Though his face and hands had been scrubbed with antiseptic
wipes, he il felt the dickness of the Cylon's blood on his hands, he wondered if hewould dwaysfed it.
The corpsman pressed a piece of gauze to hisforehead, and Adamaheld it in place with two fingers of
hisleft hand. With his other hand, he wiped again at hisright eyewith asmall towd.

"Y ou redlize what this means?' Tigh muttered. "They could be anywhere. Anyone." He began pacing.
"I've had timeto think about it," Adamasaid.
"So what do we do?"

"I don't know." Held had time to think, but he hadn't come up with any answers. Bowing his head, he
changed the subject. "How are we doing on the warheads?'

Tigh sounded alittle more upbest. "Magazine two secured. Magazines three and four within the hour.”
He thought amoment. "Something dse. . ."

Adamawaited.

Tighfindly letitout. "Lee. . .isdive"

The commander's cabin seemed enormous, vacant, sullen as Lee walked through it, looking around.
"Commander?' he cdled again. Hisfather wasn't here. Lee turned to leave; then something caught his
eye. It was aframed octagond picture, taken probably twenty years ago, standing prominently on his
father'stable. It was aphoto of his mother with him and Zak, taken when they were maybe eight and ten
yearsold. He and Zak were smiling, full of life and hope, and hismother was. . . beautiful. He hadn't
seen thisparticular photo in along time. He stared at it, ot in thought.

Funny, asaboy he had never thought of his mother as being beautiful or not beautiful; shewasjust his
mom, hisand Zak's. She was loving and dependable, but wasn't that what mothers were? Held never
redlly even thought of her as being hisfather'swife—not until the divorce, when she wasn't anymore. But
shewas still Mom, of course. Zak's death had hit her hard, very hard. He knew that since then, she
worried twice as much about him as she had before. There were so many ways afighter pilot—test
pilot—could wind up at the wrong end of afunerd.

He'd worried about her happiness, about her impending remarriage, about which held felt relief and
contentment, glad to see an end to her loneliness. But while she had dwaysworried about him dyingin



the service, held never imagined that she would be the oneto diein awar, with thermonuclear bombs
raining down on her world. Shewas amogt certainly dead now—though he would probably never know
for sure. He'd been so busy since the attack, he'd hardly dept. And he hadn't had time to think much
about those he had |eft behind.

Hisfather wasthe only family he had left. And hisfather . . . His sscomach started knotting, just thinking
about hisfather. So maybe it was better that he didn't. Put the picture down and |eave.

That was when he noticed the movement to hisright. Hisfather had quietly waked into his quarters,
and before Lee could even react, was standing at his side. His face was amess, scraped and with a
blood-soaked bandage taped over hisleft temple; that must have been some fight hed beenin. He didn't
say anything to Leeright away, just looked at him, and looked down at the picture Lee was il holding,
ahint of asmileon hisface.

Lee dropped his gaze back to the photo, and had to work to bottle up hisfeglings again. There would
be another time to mourn his mother's desth.

"I'm sorry," hisfather said, asthough reading hismind.

L ee nodded. He placed the photo carefully back down on thetable. "I, un—gottago,” he muttered,
and turned away.

Ashewaked past hisfather, the commander's arm shot out and caught his, stopping his movement.
Lee turned, surprised, not knowing what to say. Or what his father wanted to say. For amoment they
both stood there, looking at each other in akind of arrested shock. The air was heavy with things they
might say to each other, things neither one of them waslikely to say.

As suddenly asthelast movement, hisfather stunned him again by pulling him into an avkward hug.
Leeressted at first. How long had it been since he had last hugged hisfather, or wanted to? As his
father's armstightened around him, Lee stood rigidly at attention, fighting the emotions. But thefedings
were deeper and stronger than hisresolve: the pain and londliness breaking out of their prison and
bubbling up. Fedings he didn't want to admit to: longing for forgiveness, love for hisfather, buried dmost
beyond retrievd . . . but not quite.

Almogt againgt hiswill, he brought his own arms up to return the embrace, pressing his hands against
his father's back. He could fed the contortionsin his own face; he knew there were tears somewhere
down there, wanting to get out. That wasn't going to happen, he was too strong for that—wasn't he?
—but something was breaking down on the insde, because he felt a strange sense of gladnessand
release. . . aletting go. But of what? The years of anger? The walls he had struggled, labored to
maintain? It was so hard to keep those walls up. Maybe he didn't have to do that. Wouldn't Zak have
wanted it thisway? Wouldn't his mother?

At lagt, he and hisfather stepped apart. Hisfather nodded in obvious gratitude, but till couldn't quite
look himin the eye. And he knew then that his father was struggling as much ashewas.

Neither of them spoke as L ee | eft the cabin. But something had changed, and there would be no going
back fromiit.

CHAPTER
42



GALACTICA, CONFERENCE ROOM B

Billy Keikeyalooked up from the notes he was organizing, as President Rodin paced the room. Since
they'd moved the two disaster pods off Galactica and onto asmall transport assigned the task of
distributing the supplies (damned meager supplies!) to the rest of the fleet, President Rodin had been
acting like acaged cat. And in fact, they were caged; there were two armed guards outside the room, by
Colond Tigh'sorders. Theoreticaly they were there to ensure the president’s safety. But it was perfectly
clear that they were there to contain the president, to keep her from wandering the ship or making any
further demands.

At lesst they had been permitted to stay on board for awhile. Tigh had rescinded his order that they
get off the ship at once—probably thanksto Adama'sintervention, though Billy wasn't sure which
Adama.

President Rodlin paused to peer out the door of the meeting room. "What's wrong with these people,
Billy? Arethey so afraid to give up any power?' She turned and kept pacing.

Billy hesitated to spesk, but this very question had been weighing on him. He drew a breath. "With all
due respect, Madame President . . . | think you may have overplayed your hand with Colone Tigh."

Presdent Rodin turned toward him in surprise. "Excuse me?"

Now hewasinit. But though hisface burned, he plunged aheed. "Well—when you tried to give
Colond Tigh adirect order—you know, telling him that he had to help us—"

"I haven't forgotten what | said,” she answered dryly, and with some impatience.

"Right. Of course." Billy was garting to get alittle flustered now, but he forced himself to finish what he
had to say. "The point is, he's second in command on this ship—and the ship'sin danger—and you
suddenly forced him to make a choice between you and his commanding officer. He doesn't even know
you. He's not going to—"

"Obey me," President Rodin finished. "No . . . of course not." She turned around, pressing her palms
together in front of her face. "Of course he wouldn't," she repeated. "Which | should have redized at the
time." She suddenly looked strangdly at Billy. "Have you been thissmart dl along, and | just never
noticed?"

Billy flushed, not knowing whét to say.

"I meanit," she said, rubbing her shoulder absently under the collar of her blouse. "Did | hireyou
because you were redly smart?"

"Wdl, |I—" he ssammered. "I did assume you'd read my résumé—so you would have known the work
|—my background." He looked down at his hands, completely embarrassed now.

"Wel, I'm sure| did. But | have aconfession to make. | was so overwhelmed, and there were so
many applicants, that | let Personnel make the pick." She chuckled. "Isthat so—wait a minute! " She
stabbed afinger intheair. "Are you the kid who won a Siltzer Prize for writing a paper on—on—"7?" She
snapped her fingers, trying to remember.

Hefindly broke down and grinned. " Diplomacy and Leadership Modéls. Yes."

"And you've kept your mouth shut al thistime?' She waslaughing and shaking her head at the same
time



"Wl ... youdidn't ask. And there were alot of other thingsto think about—"

"Well, I'm asking now. Y ou just became my most trusted advisor.” President Rodin suddenly became
serious. It was amazing; she was such anicelady, just like his mother. But she could be tough as astreet
cop. "What do you think | should do with these people? These. . . leaders.”

Billy drew himsdlf up and unconscioudy straightened histie, even though it was loosened around his
neck. He knew exactly what he wanted to say; he'd been biting histongue not to say it for hours.
"Wel—these are military people. Thingslike tradition, duty, honor—they're not just words to them,
they'reaway of life. Y ou want them to accept your authority as President, you're going to have to make
them see thingsin those terms.”

"Y ou mean, wave theflag at them?' President Rodin asked, cocking her head.

"Almost. Y ou have to observe the protocols and traditions of the service. And.. . . you haveto be the
president. All thetime. Every minute. Stand up to them. No, make them stand up to you. Don't lose
your temper with them. But demand their respect. Demand that they honor the congtitution that put you
in office. The condtitution they're sworn to uphold.”

Shewaslooking at him with very thoughtful eyes now. "1 see”
"And...onemorething."
llY@l

"Don' ever let them think they're your equa. Because the minute they think they can walk over you, or
think you're not redly the president . . ." He paused.

"Werefinished," she said. She blinked and |ooked away for amoment. Then she gazed at him. "Thank
you, Billy."

Bdtar sat at the end of asmall wooden tablein Commander Adama's quarters, practicaly the only place
he'd seen on this ship that, whilelit in asubdued fashion, didn't ssem oppressively gloomy. Hewas
waiting for the commander and Colond Tigh—both gruff, no-nonsense men—to tak their talk with him.
Hewas, to say the least, nervous, and trying hard not to show it. He was praying—well, not really
praying, but hoping fervently—that Six, or hishdlucination of her, would not intrude while he was
meeting with the two most senior officers on the ship. On the ship, hell—in the fleet. Mot senior military
officersleft intheentire civilization, for that matter. And here he was, trying to pretend that he was
answering the cal to civic duty. Ready to help the fleet in any way he could! Just ask!

Hewas afraid they would ask. Afraid they'd ask too much.

Andyet . . . a the sametime, amost wonderful thing had just happened. Commander Adama had
been attacked by a Cylon man, a Cylon who looked just like a man. They hadn't comeright out and
told him yet, but he just knew that wasiit. The truth would be out soon—that piece of it, anyway—and
he, Bdtar, didn't have to sweat bulletstrying to figure out how to dip theinformation out. No, he could
concentrate on implicating hisfal guy, through whom he could reved the presence of that
ingdious-looking Cylon device in the CIC. Now, if they asked him to do what he thought they might . ..

The commander had a sizable bandage on the sde of hisface, near hisleft eye, but he was sitting
apparently at ease at the table; maybe it was because of his son, Captain Apollo, coming back from the
dead. Plus, they werein his cabin, his comfort zone. Tigh, on the other hand, was pacing—and the
pacing was making Batar even more nervous. He snatched alook up and over his shoulder as Tigh
paced back into sight, waving one of his ubiquitous paper printouts. " Ship's doctor says, &t firgt glance,



everything in Leoben's body looked human"—Tigh findly did into a seet (thank the gods!) and shoved
the paper over to Batar—"interna organs, lymphatic system, the works."

Which Baltar dready knew. While the autopsy had been underway, he had been given samples of hair
and skin and one hour to test them in the ship'slimited |aboratory. Spectrographic anaysis of the
samples, both before and during controlled incineration, had reveded nothing of interest. At least nothing
that he could identify. Then again, chemica andysiswasfar from his specidty. He was going to have to
fakeit if he wanted to be ableto "prove" that Dora was a Cylon.

Bdtar suddenly redlized that there had been a pause, and they were both looking at him. He marshaled
his thoughts and his scientific jargon. Had anyone actudly said to him that Leoben, the man Adama had
killed, was a Cylon? No. " Right. Well, uh, the tissue sample yielded unique chemica compounds during
cremation that revealed the nature of the sample to be synthetic." He paused, and feigned thoughtful
aurprise. "So he was a Cylon!"

"Yes, hewas," Adamasad, inagravelly voice. He paused, then added, "And now we have a
problem.”

"Bigone" Tighsad.

"If the Cylonslook like us," Adama continued, "then any one of us could bea Cylon."

Bdtar held hislook of shock. "That . . . that'savery frightening possibility."

Adamadidn't argue. "We need away to screen human from Cylon. And that's where you comein.”
"Me?' Careful, not too eager now.

Tigh camein with agrowled, "Rumor hasit, youre agenius."

"Waell, I, uh. . ." He bobbed his head avkwardly, practicaly shedding humility like cat hair. "I'll
certainly giveitmy dl . . . Commander.”

"Keep thisto yourself for now," Tigh warned. "We don't want to start a panic, or have people begin
accusing their neighbors of being Cylons because they don't brush their teeth in the morning.”

Baltar nodded. "I'll be very discreet.”
Yes, | will.

AsBaltar and Tigh were leaving his quarters, Commander Adama suddenly called Tigh back. "Colond.”
Tigh hesitated and returned to the table. "Sir.”

Adama scratched hisforehead next to the wound, carefully. "Colonel, the president is till aboard, is
that correct?’

Tigh snorted. "The schoolteacher? Yes, sheis. Shdl | have her—"

"No. No." Adamaturned away from hisold friend for amoment, and gazed across the room to asmall
display case where he kept some of hismedals, dating back to the first Cylon war. A long time ago. But
the fight to defend the Colonies, and their rule of law, had never ended. With his back il turned to his
friend, he said, "Saul, whether welikeit or not, LauraRodin isthe duly sworn-in President of the
Colonies. Shewasthe forty-third in line of succession, and she stayed to do her duty.” Adamaturned to
face his XO. " She stepped up to thejob, Colondl. And aslong as she'slegdly in office, it'sour duty to
treat her as Presdent. Isthat understood?'



Tigh'sface was strained as he held hisemotionsin check. "Yes, sr."
"That'll beall. Let me know when the magazines are ready."
"Sir," Tigh said, and turned smartly and |eft.

Adamawatched him until the door was closed, then sat down, grimacing. His forehead and ribs hurt
like hell. And so did his head. He wished he felt as certain as he had just sounded to his XO.

CHAPTER
43

PORT HANGAR DECK

KaraThrace sat in the cockpit of the Viper, completing the pre-launch checklist. The Viper shedd flown
last was dtill undergoing mgjor repairs; this one was till shiny and clean from the museum floor. It too
bore the cdll-sgn "Raygun” on its cockpit. But it would beflying as" Starbuck” thistrip.

It was going to be avery short trip.
"Y ou understand the mission?' Lee Adama asked, walking up beside the cockpit.

Of course, you dipstick! We just went over it about five times! Grinning to conced her irritation,
she signed the checklist, handed it to the deck hand on the other side of the cockpit, and recited to Lee,
"Put my head outside the storm, look around, listen for wirdesstraffic, come home."

"No heroics. Thisisgtrictly recon. Look, listen, return.”

She rubbed her eyebrow. "Y ou don't have to worry about me. My taste for heroics vanished about
thetime | engaged that first Cylon fighter.” Shelooked over at Lee and met his gaze straight on.

Lee nodded and turned away. On the other side of the craft, the deck crew removed the access
ladder. Kara straightened in her sedt, ready to close the canopy. Suddenly it just came out; she wasn't
planning to say it, but she couldn't hold it in any longer. "Lee—" Still Saring straight ahead, she waited
until heturned. "Zak falled basc flight."

L ee came back to stand under the cockpit. "What?" he asked, incredulous.

"Or at least he should have. But he didn't." Karafinally turned her head to look at him. Why are you
telling him this now? Now, of all times? "Because| passed him," she continued. "His technique was
doppy, and he had no fed for flying, but | passed him. Becauseheand | . . . because | felt something,
and | let that get in theway of doing my job. And | couldn't fail him." Thiswas so hard to say, but not
ashard asit had beento keep it ingde dl these years.

Lee gazed a her in sunned dishdlief. "Why are you tdling me this?Why . . . why now?"

She gtared at him aslong as she could, until findly she could meet hiseyesno longer. "It'sthe end of
theworld, Lee," she said, in ahard-edged tone that was intended to be sardonic, to mask how much it
had been weighing on her. "I thought | should confessmy ans.”

Before he could think of anything to say—indeed, he was speechless—she clamped her helmet down
over her head and secured it. " Set!" she yelled angrily over the wirelessto the controller. AsLee



continued to try to absorb that bombshell, she grabbed the canopy and did it back into the shut position.

Lee had no choice but to step back out of the way, asthe crew began to move her into launch
position.

DECK B PASSAGEWAY

The armed security team marched quickly down the passageway, automatic rifles a the ready. Captain
Kely wasin command. The order had just come, straight from Colond Tigh, and they'd been told to be
fast about it.

Their quarry was supposed to be somewherein this corridor. And there he was, coming around the
bend. Aaron Dord looked bewildered as he saw the team coming his way—with weapons pointed
draight at his heart.

"Hat!" Kdly shouted. "No sudden moves!”
Dord extended his hands. "Whoa, whoa, wait aminute. Guys, what—?"

Captain Kdly, while his men fanned out around Dord, leveled a Previn handgun at the suspect and
shouted, "Get down on your knees and cross your ankles—now! "

Dora raised his hands and began to sink toward the deck, sammering in fright. "Jugt, just—wait a
minute! What? Wh—what do you want?"

""Hands behind your head."

Dord complied, and the men moved in with handcuffs. And with that, the first sugpected Cylon wasin
custody.

In the brig, manacled to the bars, Dord could only fume helplessy as Tigh and Baltar conferred over his
case, just afew meters away.

"If he'sredly a Cylon, why hasn't the storm radiation made him sick by now?" Tigh asked, hands
behind his back.

Bdtar hedtated, knowing that the explanation he was about to give would have ashort shelf life. He
would have to come up with something better, quickly. "Well, | can only theorize that it takesawhile for
the storm's effects to become redly apparent on Cylon physiology. By the time you encountered Leoben,
he'd been here alot longer—"

"| don't suppose it mattersto you that | am not a Cylon?' Dora shouted from hiscell.

"The smartest thing you could do right now would be to shut your mouth,” Tigh growled. After
glaring a Dord for afew seconds longer, he turned back to Baltar. " Are you sure?!

Baltar tried to sound reassuring, while acknowledging the naturd fallibility of hisremarkablefindings.
"One can never be ahundred percent sure. But the evidence.. . ." And here he stuttered allittle, glancing
at Dord, conveying as profoundly as he could his degp humility in the face of pure scientific evidence.
"The evidence seems conclusive. Basic—uh, basically what | did was, | expanded on—on your doctor's
analysis of Leoben's corpse.” He nodded briskly, trying not to appear hyper and nervous. "I then went
around the Cl C—discreetly!'—taking random hair samples of people who've been working there, and
subjected them to apecia form of spectra analysisthat 1've been experimenting with for quite some
timenow, and. . ."



AsTighfidgeted, glancing over a Dord, Baltar thought to himsdlf, My God, could | possible lay this
on any frakking heavier? Nevertheless, he continued, "I then wrote aclinical computer subroutine to
screen that for synthetic chemica combinations.” He handed the computer printout to Tigh, who was
scowling in obviousincomprehension. "His ones—his samples'—and he pointed directly at the
gppalled-looking Dord—"were the only onesto register as synthetic.”

Tigh looked briefly &t the printout with raised eyebrows, then handed it back to Baltar. "I'll take your
word for it."

At that moment, Six, till dressed to kill, sashayed into view and murmured in asultry voice that only
he could hear, "And just . . . like. . . that, Doctor Baltar invents the amazing Cylon detector.” She
touched his chin, caressed his cheek. Whether the gesture was admiring or teasing was hard to tell.

"Look, gentlemen,” Dora protested, from behind the bars. "1 understand your concerns here. Thisisa
very difficult Stuation." Hiswords started to speed up, as he became more and morefrantic. "But | think
you need to take a step back, take a deep breath, and really look at what you're doing here!

Tigh stared darkly at the prisoner. To Baltar, he said, "I want everyone aboard this ship screened. No
exceptions.”

Bdtar acknowledged with anod.

Dora stood up, pleading, raising his hands, which were manacled on the outside of the bars. Ashedid
S0, the guards stationed across from him raised their weapons and took aim. "Whoa. Whoa! |, I—I don't
know about anybody else, but | can tell you that I'm—I'm human." His voice became more and more
desperate. "I'm from Moasis—you know, it's a hamlet a couple of stops outside of Caprica City. | grew
up on the south side. | went to the Kobol colleges on Geminon, | studied public relations!”

Bdtar had started to leave in the middle of Doral's plea, but then he swung back, attempting to be
casud. "Oh—by the way, I—I don't know if thisisimportant—might be important, might not be
important—but earlier, when | wasin the CIC, | noticed that Mr. Dord seemed to be doing, um—" As
hetaked, Sx cozied up to him, putting an arm around him from behind. "Well, I'm not exactly sure what
it was he was doing, but he seemed very interested in this odd-looking device on the bottom of the. . .
overhead dradis console.”

"What?" Dora burst out.
Bdtar looked at him and nodded vigoroudy. "Y eah."

Ashedid so, Six was nuzzling him from behind, stroking histemple. "We should redly make a copy of
your brain patterns at some point." She nibbled hisear.

"What device? What are you talking about?" Dora was on the verge of becoming incoherent with
rage. He pointed a Bdltar. "He'slying! Heis frakking lying!"

Batar looked sad, aggrieved.

Tigh was on the phone aready. "Combat, thisis Tigh. Isolate the dradis console—"

"Dont ligten to him!" Dora shouted.

"Nobody comes near it until | get up there,” Tigh said. He hung up the phone and headed for the door.
"No, Lords of Kobol, thisisn't happening to me!" Doral pleaded.

Captain Kdly cdled out to Tigh, "Colond, your orders, sir?

Tigh answered over his shoulder, "If he moves, take him out.”



Dord was practically in tears as he shouted, "Y ou mixed the samples up! I'm human! "

But no onewasligening.

COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

Colone Tigh watched as Petty Officer Dudla probed the mysterious device with arad counter. "It's not
hot, ir," she reported.

"Very wdl, removeit,” Tigh ordered.

Lieutenant Gaeta was studying some papers on aclipboard. "I don't see anything in the maintenance
records, Sir. But I'm pretty sure | first noticed it about aweek ago.”

Tigh shook his head, pacing with his hands clasped behind his back. "And you didn't say anything?
Didn't investigate anew piece of equipment that just appeared in CIC?"

"No, gr," Gaeta answered somberly. "l . . . just assumed it was part of the . . . museum.” As he spoke,
Dudlaremoved the device from overhead and turned it over in her hands, before placing it into ametal
carry cae. "I'm sorry, gir," Gaetacontinued. "There's. . . no excuse."

Tigh grumbled in alow voice. "Y ou're not aone, Lieutenant! Any one of us should have seen the
perfectly obvious, saring usin theface." Hisvoice dropped still lower. "Especidly the ship's XO."

Dudlalocked the carry case. "What should | do withiit, Sr?"

"Takeit to Doctor Baltar. I've given him clearance. He's become our resident Cylon expert. Have him
take it to the lab, figure out whether it'sa bug, or whatever the hell it is." He stopped pacing and fixed
his gaze on Lieutenant Gaeta. "'In the meantime, | want this ship searched for any other pieces of
equipment that just 'appeared' inthe last week. . . ."

VIPER, OUTBOUND FROM GALACTICA

The Viper streaked upward through the billowing green clouds of Ragnar, through the layers of
turbulence and lightning and fuming, toward the calm blackness of space. Thered cam, Starbuck knew,
would come only after she rocketed out of the uppermost layers of atmosphere. Until then, she had to
hold onto her assand fly with care. It was acomplex passage, out from Ragnar Anchorage.

"Sarbuck, Gaactica. You should be approaching turn eight." The reassuring voice of control in her
headset was becoming more and more frakked with static as she penetrated the upper clouds.

"Copy," shereplied. "Starting to lose wirdess contact.” Asif on cue, aflash of lightning crossed her
path. Ball lightning danced dong thetrailing edges of her wings.

The next tranamisson from Galactica was indecipherable.

She called her report anyway. "Making the final turn now.” And ahead of her, she saw the wonderful
dark of space. She was amogt out. " Galactica, Starbuck. I've reached the threshold." After amoment,
shecdled, " Galactica, do you read me?' Pause. " Galactica, do you read me?' No answer, only static.

Never mind. She focused her attention on the task at hand. Make a good thorough sweep of the area,
and verify that they had not been followed by the Cylons.

Thefirst scan looked good. Or did it? Squinting at the dradis screen in front of her, shefelt asudden



chill. Therotating hoop of the scanning sensor had been showing no contact of any sort. But now, there
was aflickering of something there. Not clear, but . . .

"That can't beright," she muttered. It should be clear.
But it wasn't.

The dradis screen was coming into sharper focus now—and what it showed was ablizzard of smdll
contacts, and a strange shading behind them. Looking up through the canopy over her head, Starbuck
saw the last of the clouds dissipate. She cut her enginesto idle. She would coast in a suborbita trgectory
while she checked the Stuation.

"Ohfrak!" sheydled, looking up and left and right.

She had emerged just below ahuge swarm of Cylon raiders. "L ords of Kobol," she breathed, trying to
get arough count. It wasimpossible; they were everywhere. Ingtinctively, she flicked on her weapons
systems. Then, upon deliberation, she shut them down again. She wasn't here to take on aflock of
raiders, she was here to discover and report.

As shelooked up again, she redlized she had not seen the worst of it—not by far. Shockingly close, so
close overhead that sheld amost missed it, was the vast, menacing, starfish shape of the worst enemy she
could imagine: aCylon base gar. Not just an amost invulnerable dreadnought, which it most certainly
was, but the mother ship to hundreds of raiders.

Frak, frak, frak . ..

There was only one reason that base star would be here. It was lying in wait for its prey to emerge. It
waslying inwait for Galactica.

CHAPTER
44

GALACTICA, CONFERENCE ROOM B

Commander Adama strode toward the conference room door. The two armed guards saluted. "Asyou
were," he said. One of the guards pulled the hatch door open, and Adama stepped over thelip of the
coaming and into the room President Rodlin and her aide had set up asatemporary office. Colond Tigh
had practically made this a prison for them, but Adama had |oosened the restrictions and allowed her to
conduct business here.

The young aide was Sitting at the conference table with his back to the door, apparently going over a
list of concernswith the president. Rodin hersalf was behind the table, facing the entrance, with alot of
papers spread out in front of her. Her eyes shifted enough to note Adama's entrance, but her attention
never wavered from her aide, who wasin the middle of areport: “Medica supplies running low inthe
outer hdf of the fleet. The disaster pods never made it that far, Madame President.”

"Not surprisng,” shesaid. "What else?"

"Three of the ships are reporting engine trouble and want to know when they'll be getting engineering
assistance from Galactica.”



Rodin's eyes shifted to Adama. "That's agood question. Hello, Commander. Have a sest. I'll be with
you inamoment.” To the aide, who had started to rise to give up his seet, she said, "Keep going.”

The young aide—Billy?—Ilooked uncertain for amoment, then sat back down. Therewas acertain
tendonintheair. Is she trying to make a point? Adamawondered. He said nothing, but took a seat
besdeBilly. All right. I'll play along.

Billy cleared histhroat. " Ah—the captain of the Astral Queen wants you to know he's got nearly five
hundred convicted criminals under heavy guard in hishold. They were being transported to a pena
station when the attack happened.”

Rodin'sface clouded. "Oh, great."
"He wants to know what to do with them."
Rodin leaned forward. "What to do with them?"

Billy shrugged, twitching his pencil. "Wdl, with food and medica suppliesbeing wheat they are, | think
he's consdering just—"

"No—no." The president's gaze sharpened. "Were not going to start doing that. They're till human
beings" Rodin drummed her fingersfor amoment, glancing only momentarily a Adama, who was doing
his best to maintain an impassive expression. He didn't appreciate being placed on hold, but neither was
he going to reved any annoyance. Nor did he have any intention of being drawn into apolitical debate.

Rodlin continued, "Tell the captain | expect daily reports on the well-being of his prisoners. And if
there are any mysterious deaths, the Astral Queen may find hersdf on her own, without Galactica's
protection.” She glanced again at Adama, perhaps checking for areaction; he refused once more to
betray any emotion.

"Y es, Madame President.”
"Thank you, Billy."

The aideroseto leave, taking a sheaf of papers with him. Rodin tapped a pen against her hand,
following Billy with her gaze until he had |eft the room. The hatch clanged shut. President Rodlin turned at
last to Commander Adama.

LauraRodin knew, as she and Commander Adama met each other's gazes across the table, that the
power struggle was not over, just because he had acquiesced to waiting while she finished less urgent
businesswith Billy. But neither of them wanted to say so. Therewas adark suture line near hisleft eye,
but the wound was no longer bandaged; he looked strong, recovered, and fully in command.

Maybe the best thing was to come right out with her biggest concern. "Are you planning to stage a
military coup?' she asked.

Adamawas no doubt taken aback, but he hid his surprisewell as he sudied her. "What?"
"Do you plan to declare martid law? Take over the government?’
Adamamaintained an expression of military dignity. "Of course not."

"Then"—she heditated to be so blunt, but she really had no choice—"you do acknowledge my position
as President, as duly congtituted under the Articles of Colonization?' It was amouthful, but it needed to
be sad.

Adama, to her disappointment, didn't answer the question. Instead he looked exasperated. "Miss



Rodin . .. my primary objective at the present timeisto repair the Galactica and continueto fight."

How noble. And how futile. Rodin pressed him. "Correct meif I'm wrong, Commander, but isn't
Galactica thelast surviving battlestar?"

"We don't know for sure how many other elements of the fleet may have survived," he said.

"Come on now. Do we have any reason to think there are any other survivors? The rest of the fleet
was being systematicaly destroyed, was it not—because the Cylons were infiltrating their computer
networks?'

Adama dtirred, his eyes betraying nothing. "That was how it gppeared, yes."

"Commander, the only reason this ship survived—the only reason any of us survived—isthat you
refused to allow any computer networking on Galactica. Despite the efforts of some people to change
your mind." Rodlin paused, alowing ahint of genuine chagrin on her face. ""For which we owe you
incalculable thanks. But at this moment, there are fifty thousand civilian refugees out there who won't
stand a chance without your ship to protect them."

"Were aware of thetactical Stuation,” Adamainsisted. I'm sure that you'll al be safe here on Ragnar
after weleave"

"After you leave?" Lauracleared her throat and suddenly felt very much like a schoolteacher once
agan—trying to help astudent who misunderstood a question. "Where are you going?"'

"To find the enemy. Were at war. That's our misson.”

She struggled to keep her expression neutral—resulting, she knew, in astrained smile, morelikea
grimace. "'l honestly don't know why | have to keep telling you this," she said with paingtaking
deliberation. "But thewar . . . isover."

He narrowed his gaze, and she could see an iron hardness settling into his craggy face. "1t hasn't begun
yet," he growled.

Sherefrained from throwing up her hands. "That'sinsane.” It's your testosterone talking. | wish you
could see that. "You're going to fight awar that's already been logt . . . with one ship? Our last
warship?'

"Y ou would rather that werun?"

She answered ingtantly. "Y es. Absolutely. That isthe only sane thing to do—exactly that. Run. We
leave this solar system and we don't look back.”

Adamalooked down for amoment, then back up at her. "And we go where?"
"I don't know. Another star system, another planet. Somewhere the Cylonswon't find us.”

Hisback was clearly up, despite hiscam, military demeanor. "Y ou can run if you like. This ship will
gand, and it will fight."

Lords of Kabol, shethought. Right sentiment for another time. "Commander Adama, let me be
graight with you here. The human raceis about to be wiped out. Y esterday we numbered in the billions.
Today we havefifty thousand people left, and that'sit. Now . . . if we are even going to surviveasa
species . . ." She paused to let that thought sink in. " Then we need to get the hell out of here, and we
need to start having babies."

Adamaraised hiseyebrows. Sart having babies? she could see him thinking. He didn't seem to have
an answer—>but it was clear that this conversation had gonetoo far for histaste. He pushed himsdlf up
from hisseet. "'If you will excuse me," he muttered.



Lauranodded. "Think about it," she said, as he pushed the hatch open.

After he was gone, she sat awhile and wondered, Did | get through to him? Or did | push too
hard—again?

CHAPTER
45

COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

The signa from Starbuck was coming out of the overhead speakerswith alot of static. Adamahad to
listen carefully to make out her words: "I didn't get an accurate count, but it looks like two base
starswith at least ten fighter squadrons and two recon drone detachments patrolling the area.”

Colonel Tigh was on the comm with aheadset and mic. Hereplied, " Starbuck—were you followed?!

"Negative. No sign of pursuit. By the way they're deployed, 1'd say they're waiting for usto
come to them.”

Adamacadledto Dudla, "Bring her home."

Dudlas voice came from the speaker much more clearly, " Thank you, Starbuck. Continue present
course. Return to visual contact, then stand by for instructions.”

"Roger, Galactica. Starbuck out."

"Captain,” Adamasaid, beckoning to his son, who was aso listening closdly. "Lieutenant Gaeta, stay,
please." Adama, Tigh, and Leejoined Gaeta at the plotting table, where the most current chart of the
Ragnar storm waslaid out as a backlit transparency.

"How the hdll did they find us?' Tigh growled asthey gathered around the chart.

"Maybe that thing we found on the dradis display was some kind of transponder,” Gaeta said darkly.
"Or," Lee suggested, "either Leoben or Dora might have gotten asignal out.”

"It doesn't redly matter,” Adamasaid. "They've got us.”

"Why aren't they coming in after us?' asked Gaeta

Tigh answered in acynica voice. "Why should they? They can just St out there and wait us out. What
difference does it make to them? They're machines. We're the ones that need food, medicine, and fud.”

Adamaturned from looking at the nearby vertica stuation board and looked around among the three
of them. "I'm not going to play their game. I'm not going to go out there and try to fight them.” He paused
for amoment, then looked at Gaeta. "Can we plot aJJump from inside the sorm?”

Tigh looked incredulous. "With dl thisEM interference mucking up the FTL fix?'

"I tend to agree, Sir," Gaetasaid. "I don't think we should even attempt a Jump until we've cleared the
storm threshold.” Heindicated one of several concentric circles on the vertica board.

Lee spoke up. "If were going outside the storm, well have to be quick about it. They'll launch



everything they have, first glimpsethey get.”

"We could stick our nose out just far enough to get agood FTL fix, and then Jump,” Tigh said. Asthe
colond spoke, Adamawas momentarily distracted by the sight of the young presidentid aide, Billy,
crossing the CIC and speaking to Dualla. It didn't look like a business conversation; he looked like a shy
teenager gpproaching agirl to say hello.

"And what about the civilians?' Lee asked, drawing Adama's attention back.
"Oh, they're probably safefor thetime being,” Tigh said.
Thistimeit was Lee who looked incredulous. ™Y ou mean leave them behind?"

"The Cylons might not even know they're herein thefirst place,” Lieutenant Gagtasaid. "They're
probably only after us.”

"Now, that's one hell of an assumption,” Lee retorted.

AsAdamalistened to his officers arguing the possibilities, his gaze wandered back acrossthe CIC, to
where Dualaand Billy were, quite obvioudly, attracted to each other . . .

Billy, whose heart rate had doubled when D. smiled and said hello, was trying to put wordsto avery
awkward situation. "1—I'm getting ready to head back to the transport.” He cleared histhroat and
shrugged, feding that he should say something more than just that, but not sure what.

Dudlds eyes conveyed disagppointment, but with a heart-stopping intensity. She could not have |ooked
more beautiful. "Oh," was al she managed.

Billy struggled to muster thewords. "I know thisisawkward . . . but what happened in the
passageway . . ."
"Yeah," Dudlasaid, with asheepish grin. "I don't know why | did that. Sorry."

Sorry for what? Billy thought. Don't be. Don't ever be.. . .

Colond Tigh responded somewhat indignantly to Lee's persistent questions about the civilian flegt. "We
can't very well cram fifty thousand men, women, and children aboard this ship,” he growled.

"I'm not suggesting that, Sir." Lee was adamant in making hispoint. "I'm just saying, we cannot leave
them behind. They should Jump with us."

Gaetareplied, "l just don't see how we can manage that without jeopardizing the ship.”
Leelooked impatient. "We pick a Jump spot. Far enough outside the combat zone thai—"
"What the hell isoutsde the combat zone at this point?' Tigh interjected.

Adama, only haf listening to his senior officers, had been watching Dudlaand Billy. He couldn't hear a
word they were saying, but everything about their demeanor and their body language suggested that he
was watching two young peoplefadling in love. Histhoughts flashed back to his recent conversation with
President Rodin, and in that moment he redized what afool held been. "They'd better sart having
babies," he said suddenly.



That drew agtartled gaze from Colond Tigh, and then from Lee and Gaeta. One by one, they turned
to look across the room to see what Adama was watching. Tigh asked in adry tone, "Isthat an order?’

"It may be beforetoo long," Adamasaid wryly. "Okay, we're going to take the civilianswith us. We're
going to leave this solar system and we're not going to come back.”

Tigh shot him an accusing look. "We're running.”
Adama drew a deep breath and faced hisold friend. "Thiswar isover. We logt."

"Asfa asweknow, werethe last surviving battlestar,” Tigh said. "If we flee from the system, the
people |eft behind don't sand a chance.”

"They don't stland a chance anyway, Colond," Adamareplied. "We can't save them.”

Intheface of Tigh'sdisbdief, Lee suddenly said, "My father'sright. It'stimefor usto get out of here."
His assertion was clear and firm.

My father's right. Adama could scarcely believe he'd just heard those words. But he didn't havetime
to dwell on it. He had just proposed abold move, and he wasn't entirely sure how to pull it off.

Colonel Tigh clearly knew he was overruled. " So where are we going, Commander?"

Adama reached under the table and pulled out awide-view star chart. He studied it for amoment,
then pointed to a cluster of starsthirty or so light-years away. "The Prolmar Sector.”

"That's way past the Red Line," Tigh protested.

The Red Line. The distance beyond which their cal culations were considered too uncertain, too risky
for asingle Jump. And yet, how elseto get beyond the reach of the Cylons? No one knew where the
Cylonswere based, but the Prolmar Sector was at least in the opposite direction from Armistice Station.
So in agame of wild guesses, it seemed a better bet than many they might choose.

Adamaturned to Gaeta. "Can you plot that Jump?"

"I've never plotted a Jump that far, Sir,” Gagtasaid worriedly.

"No one has. Can you plot that Jump?"

Gaetatook amoment to think about it. "Yes, Sr."

Adamanodded. "Doit. . . by yoursdf."

Gaeta acknowledged, took the chart, and headed for the FTL station.
Tigh looked very worried. "The margin of error at that distance. . ."

"l know. It'sabig risk. We could be way off, we could land insde of a sun. But &t least wewon't be
here with the Cylons." Adamaturned to the vertical situation board and changed the subject. "Thisisa
bad tacticd position. Well pull the Galactica out . . . five klicks. Send out the fighters." He traced on the
board with hishand. "The civilianswill come out behind us, crossthe threshold, and make the
Jump—while we hold off the Cylons™

Heturned back and faced Lee. "Once the civilians have made the Jump, every fighter isto make an
immediate combat landing. Wewon't have much time.”

"Il tell them," Leesaid.
"I want all my pilotsto return.”" He fixed Lee with his gaze. "Understand?'

Lee stood unmoving for amoment. "Yes, sir, | do." Every musclein his neck seemed taut. Then he



turned and headed off to the pilots ready room.

Adama and Tigh both watched Lee go. Then Tigh leaned across the table and said, "So could | ask
what changed your mind?"

Adama fdt about six layers of emotion pass through hisface, then clear away. "Y ou can ak," he said,
with astraight face. Tigh finaly let out awry chuckle, and Adama matched it.

Tigh's next question was alot more sobering, though.
"So what do we do about our prisoner?’

RAGNAR STATION, INTERIOR

"What?Y ou can't—you can't—you can't do thisl" Dord's cries echoed through the metal-walled
chambers of the Ragnar Station. Tigh accompanied acrew of two guards and two crewmen carrying
cases of supplies, asthey force-marched Aaron Dord into ahuge, unused compartment within the
Ragnar Station.

"You can't just leave me hereto die!" Released by the guards, Dora spun around and shouted his
desperate plea.

Tigh answered in astedly voice. "Y ou've got food, water, dl the luxuries of home." Even ashesadit,
he was turning to go back to Galactica. The guards and crewmen followed.

"I'm—I'm begging you! Don't do thig! I'm not a Cylon!" Doral cried behind them.

"May be, but we just can't take that chance," Tigh said with findlity. "For al we know, you could be
the one who gave them our postion.”

"I'mnot a Cylon!" Dora screamed.

The guards, backing out of the entrance, pulled on the heavy steel doors. "What kind of people are
you?" Dora shouted, asthe heavy doors shut with athunderous boom. There were two further clanks
aslocksdid into place.

Through the heavy sted doors, they could still hear his shouts:

"Don'tleaveme. .. !I"

CHAPTER
46

LEAVING RAGNAR ANCHORAGE

"Action stations! Action stations! Set Condition One throughout the ship!"

The warning voice echoed repeatedly as Commander Adamaturned off the main corridor, went down
aset of steps, and strode into the CIC. The place was &fire with tenson. The crew were doing their jobs
with deliberation overlaid with urgency. Colonel Tigh met him. "Thefleet isready to Jump, ar.”



Adama nodded. "Lieutenant Gaeta," he said, crossing the center of the CIC.
"Yes gr."

He handed Gaeta an octagona paper bearing a complex series of numbers. "Disperseto al the fleet.
Find coordinates." He'd had two other people plot the Jump independently, and used their resultsasa
check on Gaetas caculations. Gaeta's work was confirmed. The start-point coordinate was still missing;
that would have to await their emergence from the storm.

"Yes, gr." Gaetatook the paper and went at once to the nearest comm station. He would be
transmitting the coordinates not by wireless, which the Cylons might intercept even through the storm, but
by short-range ship-to-ship laser transmission. If they'd been a sea, they might have used blinker lights,
in a cascade from one ship to another.

Adamaspoke quietly to his XO. "Stand by to execute battle plan.”

Theflest was moving. Galactica led the way out through the magl strom of Ragnar's atmosphere, taking
acarefully chosen course that would keep as much of the fleet hidden aslong as possible from the
Cylons. The green clouds swirled their toxic dance. Lightning flashed dong the edges of the ships.

It was an armada such as humanity had never launched before, except perhapsin the days of the
exodus from Koboal, in the distant past. There were ships of every size and description: small freighters
and transports, enormous passenger liners, private yachts, tankers, aring-ship, one of just about every
kind of ship known to the Twelve Colonies. It was motley, it was ragtag, and it looked as though it
couldn't possibly stick together in acoordinated fashion. And yet it did.

Galactica was now gpproaching the outer limits of the storm, close to the point where they could take
their find reading and make the Jump—and aso close to where the Cylons would detect them with ease.

Asthey reached the outer fringe of the atmosphere, the battlestar began adow turn, bringing herself
broadside to the expected position of the Cylons. Galactica's purpose was to defend the Ragnar storm
exit point. If she could protect the civilian fleet from the Cylons even for afew minutes, it would give the
fleet the precious seconds it needed to make the Jump.

Only amatter of moments, now.

"Wespons grid to full power," Colond Tigh ordered, striding through the CIC. " Stand by
enemy-suppression barrage.”

Ontheouter hull of Galactica, forty-eight gun batteries swung into position, both rapid-fire cannon
and longer-range heavy cannon. In the last battle, thered been no ammunition for these guns, but now
their magazines were full. On the other hand, they'd faced only afew raiders before; now they were up
againgt amuch more fearsome enemy, the Cylon base stars.

Asthe gunners made ready to fire, Galactica emerged at last from the interference of the storm, into
what should have been the calm of space.

Gaeta, on the short-range dradis, saw what most of the crew could only imagine with dread: Cylon
raiders swarming away from the nearby base gtar, like bees from a hive. They were too many to count by
sght, but the dradis console told him the news. "' Incoming seventy-two Cylon fighters, closing at
one-two-zero mark four-eight!™

"FTL, get your fix and transmit to the fleet!" Adama ordered, watching on the overhead dradis



monitor. He hated to give the Cylonstime to disperse for attack, but they were still out of range. Until . . .
closing, closing . . . now. "Enemy suppression fire—all batteries execute!”

His command was echoed by Colond Tigh, onthe dl-ship: "All batteries, commence firing."

The outer hull of Galactica camedivelike amanic fireworksfinae. The long-range cannon pounded out
heavy fire againg the enemy, thud-thud-thud-thud, relentlesdy. The rapid-fire cannon erupted in
sreaming volleys, creating ajet stream of deadly fire raining outward at the incoming raiders.

The emptiness of space wasfilled with swvarming killers, the scythelike Cylon raiders bresking in
seemingly random zigzags, the hall of firefrom Galactica, and then the white-hot stresks of the
fast-boogting Cylon missiles, aimed at the battlestar and the fleet behind her. For afew moments, it
looked asif the suppression fire was doing nothing. And then the Cylons started to explode, repeatedly,
in great blossoms of fire. . .

From within the ship, it sounded like a continuous drumroll, over the bass-drum pounding of the heavies.
Adamawatched, grateful for every gunner who managed to pick off anincoming missile or an
gpproaching fighter. Findly, Gaeta caled out, " Perimeter established!”

The suppression-barrage had created a bubble of relative safety immediately surrounding the ship;
now the Vipers were to widen the bubble and keep the raiders at bay. "Launch Vipers," Adama ordered.

Thevoice of Dudlacalled out over thedl-ship, "Vipers, cleared to launch.”

In the port launch bay, Captain Kelly gave the word, and Vipers sped down multiple launch tubes,
flung into space by the magnetic catapullts. . .

In the lead squadron, CAG Lee Adama, call-sign Apoallo, led hiswing of Vipersin asweep, sarting by
getting them the hell out of theline of fire of Galactica's gun batteries. His cal went out to al the Vipers:
"Broken formation, Razzle-Dazzle, don't let 'em use their targeting computers! And for frak's sake,
stay out of Galactica's firing solution!”

In another Viper, Starbuck nodded, keenly aware of just how difficult that was going to be. Cylons
everywhere, freewheding dogfight—and pull it off without getting directly between Galactica and the

enemy.

From Galactica camethefina ingruction, Dudlasvoice camly passng ontheorder: "Vipers
engage fighters only. Leave the base star to us."

"Okay, people, let'sdoit."

At Apollo'ssignd, the Vipers shot outward in irregular formation, opening fire on the approaching
raders. In moments, al was chaos again, asfighters dodged and swerved, engaging the enemy. Some
Cylons exploded, but so did some Vipers.

Apollo was hard pressed to track the immediate adversaries, keep awatch on the squadron at the
same time—and do so without the aid of onboard computers. He was flying the way he had not flown
snce hislast war games. spinning, twigting, flying tight and fast, and mostly by the seat of hispants. To his
right, he saw one of hiswingmen explode, hit by a Cylon missile. Cursing vicioudy, he dodged araider,



brought another into his sights, and let loose aburst on the cannon. It exploded. But there were so many
more, far more of the Cylonsthan of the Vipers. He made ahard pitch up and al€ft turn, just intimeto
see another of hiswingmen explode. Frak!

No timeto think about it; three more raiders were buzzing around him. He kept turning, flipping,
shooting. Another enemy gone. Severd morecomingin. . .

Colond Tigh'scommand went out to the fleet: "Galactica to all civilian ships. Commence Jumping in
sequence.”

Asdill more Cylon missles stresked in, some thistime aiming for the civilian ships that were beginning
to emerge from the storm, bright flashes of light Sgnaled the departure of one ship after another through
thefoldsin space that would take them to safety.

Galactica was holding the perimeter, but just barely. The Cylons were pressing the attack inward,
and the Vipers could not avoid giving up ground. It was only aquestion of time until the Cylons broke

through.

The Cylon missile tracks were getting closer, overwheming the ability of the gunnersor Vipersto stop
them. In the CIC, Gaeta's voice shouted awarning: "Incoming ordnance!” An ingtant later, the CIC
shook from an explosion on the outer hull—then another. More than one screen shattered or went dark.
The hits were probably not nukes, but were bad enough.

Tigh was on ahandset a once. " Damage control—!"

Apollo'sjaw set with grim determination as he and his crewmates fought against the steadily turning tide.
How many ships away? Histhumb squeezed the trigger, and another burst bracketed a Cylon above,
bel ow, then dead center. He veered out of the explosion path.

As he came back around, he saw another flash, and another of his shipmatesdied.
A flash, adifferent kind, and another civilian ship was away.

His headset wasfilled with chatter from the other pilots, warning each other, giving bresthless
encouragement, cursing with rage. Apollo remained silent except for the occasiond barked order. All of
his attention was on flying, shooting, and keeping an eye on Galactica and the fleet. Another ship
away—abig one, too, just before a Cylon missile streaked right through the spot the ship had occupied
an ingtant before.

Another target in sght. Kill the frakking thing. He squeezed along burst, longer than he should, but
it ended in ablossom of exploding Cylon.

Still another coming in, though, and he couldn't come around quite fast enough. He saw the streak out
of the corner of hiseye, then felt the bone-crushing S_LAM of theimpact, and his Viper soinning out of
control. Frakking hell! Hefought to stabilizeit, but hisleft wing was gone, the engine onfire, and dl he
had |eft working was a handful of thrusters.

Somewhere dimly he heard Starbuck's voice: " Apollo! Do you read me?" He had no timeto answer.

Using the thrusters, he gradudly succeeded in dowing the spin. He saw a Cylon coming around, and
his spin brought it directly into hissights. A quick squeeze, and another blossom. But the Viper was till



gyrating, and there were plenty of enemies|eft.
Oh damn.

At histen o'clock, he saw the whitetrail of amissile seeking itstarget. And itstarget was him. There
was absolutely nothing he could do now except hold his breath and say good-bye. . .

The missile closed—and exploded in ahail of cannonfire, asaViper shot past him. And Starbuck's
voice screaming with ddight, "Wheeeee! C'mon, bassstard!" And arcing right, then left, she destroyed
the Cylon that had launched the missile. She turned back toward him. "Looks like you broke your ship,
Apollo!™

"I've had worsel" he lied, not knowing whether to laugh or cry. "But thanks!"

Hisjoy was cut short, though, as he looked to hisleft and saw another white stresk—and the fiery
blaze of adirect hit on Galactica.

CHAPTER
47

GALACTICA, COMBAT INFORMATION CENTER

Commander Adamawasn't sure how much longer the ship could take thiskind of pounding. The CIC
was shaking asif an earthquake had struck, and consoles and wiring were flaring and sputtering. Colonel
Tigh was making hisway across the center. ""Function check on the damage control pand!" he shouted to
the two nearest crewmen.

Tigh reached Adama's Sde as another hit threatened to crush the ship. Grimacing in pain, Adama
pulled himself up as Tigh reported, "Weve got multiple hull breaches. They're targeting the landing bays.
Weve got to get the fighters back on board, retract the pods, or we won't be able to Jump.”

"Heet status!” Adama shouted.
In the monitor, onelast large ship vanished in aflash of light. Gaetaturned. "Last civilian ship's avay!"
"Recdll dl fighters! Stand by to secure landing bays!" Adama ordered.

Dudlasvoicerang out, "Gdacticato all Vipers, Break off, come on home. Repeat! Come on
home!"

Apollo'scdl reinforced the message. "All Vipers, thisisthe CAG! Return home at once! Starbuck, that
meansyou, too!"

"Frak that, I'm coming after you!" answered Star-buck.
"Starbuck, shove the heroics and get home!”
"Save your breath! We go back together!"

Starbuck'sfighter continued to maneuver protectively around Apollo's disabled craft, raking one Cylon
after another with her cannon fire asthey cametoo close. The other Vipers of the squadron were



obeying the come-home order and were flocking back to Galactica.

In the port landing bay, wave after wave of Vipers camein hot, holding together in shaky formation.
With athunderous, rhythmic pounding spread dong the entire length of the landing bay, they dammed
down in emergency combat landings. They al came down hard; many of them bounced and some
collided. But in they came, wing after wing of fighters, haf of them with battle damage. The last few came
in hotter than the rest, and had to brake-thrust violently to keep from plowing into the Vipers ahead of
them.

Many of them broke something in landing. But their pilots came home dive.

Inthe CIC, Gagtaand Dudlawerefranticaly tracking the IDs of the returning Vipers, getting a count.

Gaeta straightened up with his clipboard. " Forty-three. Ship reports ready for Jump as soon aslanding
bay's secure, gr.”

Adamasquinted up at the monitor, his ssomach in knots. All back. All that were dive. Or were they?
In the monitor he saw a pread of Cylon missiles, too fast for the gunnersto handle. The ship quaked
from the impact.

Dualacalled, "Two Vipers ill out there, Sr! Star-buck and Apollo!™

Colond Tigh strode past Adama, reaching for amicrophone. "We can't sand toe to toe with those
base ships." He grabbed the mic. "Retract the pods!”

Adama picked himself up from where the last impact had thrown him against atable, and looked
anxioudy from one monitor to another. Pods retracting, and Starbuck and Lee still out there? They'd lost
Legssignd, but Starbuck was il out there with him. "I can't leave them here," he muttered. Raising his
voice, he called, "Stand by on that pod retraction!™ and to Dudla, " Patch me through to Star-buck!™

"Yesgr."

He picked up adender headset and held it to his ear and mouth. " Starbuck! What do you hear?"

The universe was going insane. Starbuck had shot up more Cylon raiders than she could count, and il
they kept coming. She continued maneuvering around Apoallo, keeping him aive until he could
troubleshoot his machine, kick it in gear, and head back home. As another rai der expl oded at pointblank
range, she heard avoicein her headsat: " Starbuck, Galactica What'd you . . .'ere. ..

"WHAT?" she shouted, over the intense cockpit noise, with just about everything running or firing at
once.

The next timeit camein clearer. It was Commander Adama, astoundingly calm. " Good morning,
Sarbuck. What do you hear?"

At that instant, her canopy was pelted by a hail of tiny bits of debrisfrom a shattered Cylon. Another
time, she might have been worried about being holed. But just now she could only grin crazily and
answer, "Nothing but therain.”

"Then grab your gun and bring the cat in."

The pelting continued. "Aye-aye, Sr! Comin' home!" She pitched up and over, potting another Cylon
on her turn. "Let'sgo, Apollo! Can you movethat crate yet?!



From the Viper behind, she heard Apallo'svoice: "I'mlosing power. I'm not gonna make it,
Sarbuck! It'sover. Just leave, damn it—that's an order!"

"Lee, shut up and hold still!" Frakking hell with his orders. Starbuck fired her nose and belly thrusters
and launched her ship up and over, in acompletely recklessflip into an inside loop.
"Whhaaa-HAAAAAHH!" Watching Apollo pass by her in an inverted position, she gave it one more
second, then yanked back on the stick and repeated the maneuver and rolled sharply to complete the
loop. Shewas now in front of Apollo's ship, aiming straight at his nose.

"Oh no," she heard Apollo murmur.

Starbuck kicked in power, hard, then eased back. She had to do this exactly right, or she'd kill them
both. Apollo's ship loomed in front of her. "YAHHHHHHHHH!" Shetickled the yaw ever so dightly to
the right, banked a hair—and dammed into Apollo's Viper, nose beside nose, jamming the root of her
left wing hard againgt the tip of hisnose. She threw the mag-lock switch, praying that it would help hold
the shipstogether.

"You are beyond insane!" he shouted as he flew backwards toward home, propelled by her engines.
His canopy was maybe half adozen meters ahead of hers, and she could see him gesturing and trying to
look around behind him.

"Kickin'inthe burn!" she cried glegfully, hammering in full power. Together, one forward, one
backward, they screamed through space toward Galactica.

They were not the only thing screaming through space. Cylon missiles arced past in dizzying
succession. The enemy fighters, which until now had been stlanding off from Galactica's firepower, were
clognginfor thekill. Only alittle farther away, the Cylon base star was unleashing volley after volley of
missiles. A lot of them were being stopped by Galactica's suppression fire; too many of them werent.
Explosonsflashed dl dong Galactica'shull.

Commander Adamals fists were clenched as he watched their progress on the screen. He could see them
approaching. The ship rocked with explosion after explosion. The shattered glass of broken screens and
lights was everywhere. Tigh had his hands wrapped around the microphone, waiting for the order to
Jump. Adamaknew what he wasthinking: Leave them behind! You have to leave them behind or
you'll lose the ship!

"Come on!" Adama muttered under his breath, gaze fixed to the overhead screen. He was going
nowhere without his son and Starbuck. He counted the seconds silently, calculating their progress. When
he judged they were close enough, he barked the order, "Close the landing bay doors!" They could make
it, in the time it would take the doorsto close. He knew they could.

They'd better.

The missleswere flying everywhere, and cannon-fire from Galactica was spraying outward. Starbuck
could do nothing but stay her course, and pray that nothing hit them. Galactica loomed in front of them
now; she could see the lights of the landing bay, the beautiful landing bay. She was still maneuvering at
high speed, way faster than any normal, or even combat, approach speed.

Apollo shouted to her: "We're coming in a little hot, don't you think?"

"No-0-07" she answered, craning her neck to try to see past Apollo's ship, which was obstructing her
view. She hadn't meant it to come out as aquestion, but she winced as she saw how fast they were



closing onthe landing bay. "Not redly,” she gulped. Oh frakking gods, | can't land at this speed.
Ahead of them, she could see the landing bay doors starting to close.

Another explosion shook the CIC. Adama pulled himself to his knees and looked up at the screen.
"Comeon..."

Acrossthe room, Dudlareported coolly, "They're coming in."

Adamalooked around in desperation, ignoring Tigh's glare. Was he killing dl these peopleto try to
save hisson?

Just afew secondslonger . . .

"HANG ON-N-N-N-N-N-N-N!" Starbuck yelled, asthey screamed straight toward the narrowing
entrance to the landing bay. She struggled to get the bank just right, and the pitch, and popped the
thrusters down just alittle. In the other cockpit, Apollo waslooking desperately left and right, trying to
see what she was doing.

Do these doors always close that fast? She popped alittle thrust to the left, got the am just right,
and cleared the doors by abreath. "HY AHHHHH!" She dammed on full braking thrust asthey camein
over alanding strip that was littered with the rest of the squadron. My God, I'm gonna hit somebody!
There'sno way | can avoid them—!

Theingtant the Vipers cleared the doors, Duallareported bregthlesdy, "They're aboard!”

Standing beside Adama, Tigh cdled, "Stand by for Jump!" They were going to Jump with the landing
pod extended. They had no choice.

Adamasfigswere gill clenched, his gaze hard on an interior video of the landing pod. He could see
the crumpled duo coming in over the tops of other Vipers, flying way too fast. Put her down. You've got
a space there. Plant it!

He watched as Starbuck did exactly that. When a patch of empty deck opened benegth her, she
brought it down hard. The Vipers skidded, sparks flying, out of the range of the camera.

Lieutenant Gaetalooked up from his console. "Landing deck secure.”

Another camera picked up the Vipers, asthey dammed into the interior Sde of the landing deck and
careened to a stop.

"Jump!" Adama commanded.

A hallstorm of missiles and raiders converged on the lumbering battlestar. Therewas no way it could
aurvivethisfina firestorm unleashed by the base stars. It had just secondsto live before the knockout
blow, thefind killing punch.

With aflash of white light and awrenching twist of the space-time continuum, the battlestar vanished.
The Cylon firepower converged on nothing, and vanished into the turbulent clouds of the planet below.



CHAPTER
48

RENDEZVOUS POINT

Space seemed silent again. Peaceful. The peace of the dead, and of theliving. The survivor fleet was
gathered around the scorched and battered, yet comforting, bulk of the last battlestar, the one named
Galactica. Where they were, no oneredly knew. The Prolmar Sector. They knew the coordinates, but
beyond that, it was unknown, uncharted space.

Where they were going, no oneredlly knew, either.

But thetimefor that would come.

GALACTICA, STARBOARD HANGAR

What had once been the hangar deck of awarship, and then the floor of amuseum, was now a place of
mourning. It wasfilled to capacity with both theliving and the dead. The bodies of those who had falen
on Galactica were lined up with military precison at the front of the great room. Each was dragped with
theflag of the Twelve Colonies. A row of helmets represented the pilots and otherswho had died in
space, their bodies unrecoverable.

At the very front, standing at the same lectern where Commander Adamahad not so long ago
delivered his speech at the decommissioning of this ship, was Elosha, the priestess. Her words, songs,
and prayerswere being carried by live video feed throughout the fleet. But standing before her in person
was amultitude assembled from the crew of Galactica and representatives from many of the other ships.
At front row center, side by side, sood Commander William Adamaand President Laura Rodlin, leaders
of the surviving free people of the Twelve Colonies of Humanity. FHanking them on one sdewere Lee
Adama, Kara Thrace, Sharon Vderii, and Gaius Bdtar; and on the other, Colond Tigh, Lieutenant
Gaeta, Captain Kely, Chief Tyrol, and Petty Officer Dudla

The President and the Commander had already spoken in tribute to those had given their lives. Elosha
had led them in song and scripture. And now, with the seventh scroll of Kobol unrolled before her, her
dark face astrong and captivating presence, sheled them in prayer:

"With heavy heartswe lift up their bodiesto you, O Lords of Kobal, in the knowledge that you will
take from them their burdens and givethem life eternd.” As she spoke, those gathered were utterly silent,
focused with rapt attention on her words. "We dso pray that you will look upon us now with mercy and
with love, just asyou did upon our forefathers many years ago. Just as you led us from Kaobol and found
the Twelve Worlds, so now we hope and pray that you will lead usto anew home, where we may begin
lifeanew.”

Eloshalooked out over the gathered company. "So say weal."
The company murmured in response, "So say weadll."
Commander Adama turned around to look in stern dissatisfaction at the assembly. Is that the best



you can do? He strode out in front of the gathering again, looking up and down the rows. Finaly he
repeeted, in afirm but controlled voice, "So say wedl."

The assembly echoed hiswords, just alittle louder. Even President Rodin and the staff officers
seemed to have little heart for it. They had found victory in battle, but now looked asif they had found
defeat in the quiet after the battle.

Adamatried again, louder. He had more than alittle annoyancein hisvoice. "So .. .. say . . . weadl!"
A better response thistime. But still not good enough.
He shouted: " So say we all!"

That finally provoked what he was |ooking for. The voices rose together in solid refrain: "' So say we
al"

Commander Adamawalked up aongside thefirst row of thefalen, gazed down at the flag-covered
bodies, and looked back at his people. "Arethey the lucky ones?' he asked, his voice booming through
the big room. He continued walking adong the row. "That's what you're thinking, isnt it?' He spokeashe
continued aong the outer edge of the funera row toward the front. "We're along way from home. Welve
Jumped way beyond the Red Line into uncharted space.” He rounded the front end of the row and faced
the gathered crowd again, from near Elosha "Limited supplies! Limited fuel! No aliest And now—no
hope?

He began walking back down the center, between the rows of bodies. He had their attention, and he
kept it. "Maybe it would have been better for usto have died quickly back there on the Colonieswith
our families, ingtead of dying out here, dowly, in the emptiness of dark space.” On thefacesof his
officers, he saw somber agreement. Many of them did fed that way; and who could blame them? They
blamed themselvesfor feding it. He could see that in their faces, aswell. They envied the dead, and they
felt guilty for being dive. He had brought their darkest fedingsinto the open.

He cdled out the questions:. "Where shdl we go? What shdl we do?'

There was some dtirring, as people considered hiswords. Some of them were probably thinking
forward for thefirgt time since the war had begun. They needed something to think forward to. Maybe
he could help them.

" 'Life here began out there,' " he quoted.

He paused to see how they would respond to the familiar words. "Those are the first words of the
sacred scrolls, handed down to us by the Lords of Kobol, many centuries ago. And those words made
something perfectly clear: We are not donein thisuniverse” He turned around toward the priest.
"Elosha—thereisa Thirteenth Colony of Humankind, isthere not?"

Elosharesponded clearly, but with perhaps anote of uncertainty in her voice. "Yes. The scrollstdl us
the Thirteenth Tribe left Kobol in the early days. They traveled far and made their home upon a planet
cdled Earth . . . which cirdlesadistant and unknown star."

Adamalet that last phrase hang in the air for amoment, before saying, "It's not unknown! | know
whereitis! Earth!" For the next several heartbeats, no one in the room drew a breath. Everyone,
including Elosha, stared at him in astonishment. "'It's the most guarded secret we have," he continued.
"The location is known only to the senior commanders of the fleet. We dared not share it with the
public—not while there was a Cylon threat upon us. And thank the Lords of Kobol for that. Because
now we have arefugeto go to! A refuge that the Cylons know nothing about!”

Giving them al amoment to absorb hiswords, he continued, "1t won't be an easy journey. It'll belong,
and arduous. But | promise you one thing: On the memory of those lying here before you, we shal find it.



And Earth . . . will become our new home." He looked out over the stunned and hopeful faces. "So say
wedl!"

"So say wedl!" they echoed, till alittle uncertain.

Louder: "So say wedl!"

And the response came louder.

Findly he shouted the words, as he walked toward them: " So say we all!"
At lagt it sounded asif they meant it: " SO SAY WE ALL!"

Commander Adamaresumed his position in the front row again, facing forward to Elosha. Thistime he
sad it camly, in benediction: "So say wedl.”

Elosha echoed hiswords, and histone.
Satisfied at last, Adama stepped once more out of line and turned to face the assembly. " Dismissed!”

An enthusiastic cheer went up, asthe tenson wasfindly released. Many of the crew hugged one
another, or shook hands, or smply shook with relief. Some, afew, stood thoughtful and uncertain,
wondering just what this new revelation meant.

One of those wondering thoughtfully was Presdent Laura Rodin. Her smile was tentative and brief.
But whatever it was that troubled her, she said nothing about it then; let the moment be what it was, her
eyes seemed to say.

CHAPTER
49

PILOTS' QUARTERS, DECK E

Kara Thrace wrenched off her boots with the jerky strength that comes from deep weariness. She sat
motionless on the edge of her bunk for alittle while, slently rdiving the events of the last day or two. It
seemed impossible to believe that they had gotten through it al, and the worst was over. At least she
thought it was—for now.

With along, luxurious sigh, she stretched out full-length on her bunk to rest. She was wound so tightly,
she couldn't relax, though. She reached over her head to grip the headpiece of the bunk, and she pulled,
trying to stretch her body. She wished she were acat; then she could stretch properly. Shewas
exhaugted, physicaly and emotionaly. The bettle, the crazy rescue of Lee, the aftermath. Following their
hair-raising landing, she and Lee had climbed out of their broken Vipers, and then smply clung to each
other—shein rdief and hein gratitude.

After aminute or s0, the discipline had kicked in—and they'd gone all awkward again, not daring to
do something asradicd as hug each other. But she knew one thing: Commander Adama had risked the
ship, holding it for the two of them, and she knew that Lee knew that, too. Maybe thingswere findly on
the mend between the two of them, Lee and hisfather. That a one would be cause for celebration.

"Y ou look comfortable,” one of her roommates said teasingly, on her way to answer aknock on the



door.
"Yeah, if no one bothers me, | may deep for aweek," Karaanswered, shutting her eyes.
Therewas abrief slence, then, "Kara—Colonel Tigh to seeyou.”

Bloody hell. She pushed hersalf up out of bed and into a posture vaguely resembling attention. She
made no effort to remove the scowl from her face, though.

Colone Tigh entered thelittle cabin area. "Asyou were."

"I'm just trying to avoid another trip to the brig, Sir,” she said tiredly, tilting her head in question. What
the hell are you doing here?

Tigh let out abreath. He seemed very uncomfortable. "Lieutenant Thrace," he began. His gruff
expression softened alittle. "Kara. What you did out there today with Lee Adama. . .itwas,uh...a
hell of apieceof flying."

Did he come here to compliment me? What's wrong?

Tigh nodded, and there seemed to be adight tic in his cheek as he struggled to make nice with Kara.
Well, too frakking bad. Karadidn't fed like making nice with him.

In histrademarked growl, Tigh continued, "The commander has dways said that you were the best
pilot he'sever seen, and . . . well, today you proved it." He just looked at her for amoment, and she
looked back a him. Shedidn't give him aninch.

"Now . . . about the other day . . . during thegame.. . ." He was struggling now. Helooked asif he
were about to pop ablood vessd in his head, trying to force the words out. "Well, maybe | was out of
ling too. And | just .. ." Hetried to force asmile. Theticin his cheek was getting worse. "l just wanted
tosay,um...I'msorry."

Karaalowed adight, sarcastic smile onto her face.
"Well, don't you have anything to say?'

Shefelt an urge that she knew she should resist. She couldn't, though. ""Permission to spesk off the
record, Sr?'

"Granted." He shrugged.
She adlowed along moment to pass. Then: 'Y ou're abastard.”

He began trembling, and shaking his head. "Y ou just don't know when to keep your mouth shut, do
you? I'm offering you aclean date here.”

"I'm not interested in a clean date with you," she said, with asilky smooth edgeto her voice. Shewas
garting to fed cocky, and shelet it show. ™Y ou're dangerous. Y ou know why?"

His expresson darkened. "Thisll be good.”
Shelaughed softly. "Because you're weak. Because you're adrunk."
"Y ou done?' Hiseyeswerefilled with anger again.

She thought amoment, angling her eyes momentarily upward in contemplation. She cocked her head.
"Yes gr."

"Y ou're returned to flight status," Tigh growled. Turning to walk away, he added, "L et's see how long
thet lagts."



Karawatched him leave, torn between wanting to laugh and wondering why the hdll it was she
couldn't keep her mouth shut around that man.

COMMANDER ADAMA'S QUARTERS

Laura Rodin knocked on the metal hatch door to the Commander's quarters. "Comein!™ she heard from
thefar sde of the wall. She pushed the hatch open, stepped through, and secured the hatch again from
theinsde. She wondered how long it would take to get used to the awkward system of doors on this
ship.

Walking dowly into the room, she glanced curioudy around Adamalsliving space. It was very nest,
with mementoes of service attached to the walls, and a surprising number of books. Old books. She
didn't know why that surprised her. She hadn't pegged him as the reading type. And yet, why not?

Commander Adama was dressed more casudly than she had ever seen him; hisformal service coat
was unbuttoned, and he was wearing it more like arobe. He was knedling on the floor at awide coffee
table, eating dinner from abowl. Noodles and salad. He looked up at her thoughtfully as he sorted stacks
of paper on thetable. God, didn't the man ever rest? "'l hope I'm not disturbing you," she said.

"Not at dl. Have a seat.”

She sat, alittle stiffly, on abench sofa beside the table. She was aware that she was wearing the same
maroon business suit she'd had on since before the start of thewar. | wonder if there'sa laundry on
this ship somewhere. She shook her head and brought her thoughts back to her reason for coming.
"Firgt thing, | suppose | should thank you for deciding to bring us—"

"Ligten, youwereright,” he said, interrupting her. "l waswrong. Let'sjust leaveit at that." He put
down the papersin his hand.

Startled, she nodded dowly. "All right."
He turned away for amoment to lift some books off the floor.

She suddenly voiced the thought that had been on her mind for hours. " There's no Earth,” shesaid, a
faint smileon her face. Y ou madeit dl up."

Adamadidn't say anything. He took off his glasses and turned to face her again, wezrily.

"President Adar and | once talked about the legends surrounding Earth. He knew nothing about a
secret location regarding Earth. And if the president knew nothing about it, what are the chances that
you do?' Shesaid it, not accusingly, but matter-of-factly.

He gtraightened alittle, his expression asimpenetrable asever. "Youreright,” he admitted findly.
"There'sno Earth. It'sdl alegend.” He put his glasses back on and turned to his stack of books once
more.

"“Thenwhy—?'

"Because. . ." Adamasuddenly looked to her like everybody's favorite grandfather or uncle, passing a
nugget of wisdom on to the next generation. "It's not enough to just live. Y ou have to have something to
livefor. Let it be Earth.”

Laurafelt agrin she could barely subdue sneak onto her face. She stood up and walked around, many
emotionswarring for control of her expression. She didn't know precisaly what she fdt just now, but she
certainly had to admire his guts. "How long can you keep it up as a pretense?”



"Aslong asit takes. Until wefind a planet that can sustain us, and sart life over.”
She nodded and smiled tightly. "They'll never forgive you for lying to them.”

"Maybe." Helooked up at her. "But in the meantime, I've given dl of usafighting chanceto survive.
And isn't that what you said was the most important thing? Survivd of the human race?’

Did | say that? Maybe | did. "Who else knows?' she asked, arms crossed.

"Not asoul."

She nodded thoughtfully. "All right. I'll keep your secret. But | want something in return.”
Leaning one ebow on apile of books, hesad, "I'm listening.”

"If thiscivilization isgoing to function, it's going to need schools, hospitals—however limited.
Manufacturing and repair. Agriculture and mining. Service industries. Police. An economy. It'sgoing to
need a government." Her voice was soft, but her tone was adamant. "A civilian government run by the
President of the Colonies”

Adama stood up dowly and began buttoning his coat. He looked down at the books, then dowly
raised hiseyesto her. "Run by the president, huh? So you'd bein charge of the fleet's civilian concerns.
Military decisonswould stay with me. Isthat what you're saying?

Shenodded. "Yes."

Finished neatening up hisjacket, hetook off hisglasses. "Then ... I'll think about it . . . Madame
Presdent." And he extended his hand to her, and after a moment, she extended hersin return.

DECK C STARBOARD CORRIDOR

Gaius Baltar strode dong, not redly sure where he was going. He was gill waiting for his heart to dow
down. He still couldn't believe that the fleet had escaped the Cylon attack. Whatever happened now, it
would have to be better than what almost happened, back there at Ragnar.

Of course, they would still be expecting him to come up with a Cylon detector, which was not an easy
problem, not an easy problemat all . . .

Rounding a corner, hefound Six waiting for him. His heart sank. She was, of course, dressed in the
red outfit that was clearly calculated to drive him mad with desire. Not thistime, though. He was too tired
physicaly, and too tired of her games.

She greeted him with a smile that ssemed more sardonic than usua. "Y our escapeisatemporary one
a best," shesad, in atone that now seemed insufferable. "We will find you."

"Yeah, you can try." He pushed past her. "It'sabig universe.”
Shefollowed him. "Y ou haven't addressed the real problem, of course.”

"Yes, yes" he answered with an impatient glance back. "There may be Cylon agentsliving among us,
waiting to strike at any moment." He kept up his pace.

"Some may not even know they're Cylonsat dl,” she said. "They could be degper agents programmed
to perfectly impersonate human beings until activation.”

He wheded to face her. "If there are Cylons aboard this ship, well find them." He nodded and turned
to continue on hisway.



"We?' She came around in front of him, causing him to stop. "Y ou talk like you're one of them, now.
Y ou must know that you can never be one of them—not really. Not anymore.” She reached out, as
though to touch him, but didn't quite. "My sweet Galus, you have no idea how important you are. . . how
important your mission is." She lowered her head dightly, and her voice became alittle sterner. "You're
not on their sde, Gaius.”

Hetensed at those words, and as she moved as though to embrace him, or maybe even kisshim, he
answered through clenched jaw, "1 am not . . . on anybody's side.”

That seemed to take her by surprise, even to hurt her. He walked past her again. But thistime she
made no attempt to answer, or to follow, as he continued on hisway.

CHAPTER
50

GALACTICA, AT THE END OF THE DAY

Colond Tigh strode into his private quarters, grim determination on hisface, determination fueled by
rage. Indignation. Shame.

Heloosened his jacket, taking the familiar steps over to the top right drawer of his desk. Ashe had
done so often in the past, virtually every day of hislifefor years, helifted out the bottle of whiskey and
rased it to thelight. It was afairly new bottle, three-quartersfull. If he were going to follow the usua
pattern, he would take out aglass and pour. And thefire asit went down would dull, somewhat, the pain
of dl theyears, and the pain of his absent wife, now amost certainly dead.

Thistime, to hisown surprise, he did something different. He carried it over to the wastebasket, haf
full of crumpled papers—and he dropped it in. It hit the bottom of the basket with a clunk. He walked
away from it, scowling. But hefdt alittle happier, alittle prouder.

Boxey Wakefield till felt uncertain, finding hisway around the area of the enlisted quarters. Heredly
didn't know where to go, or what to do with himself. But there was one room he knew how to find, and
that wasthe pilots lounge. He hesitated outside in the corridor for a minute, peering in through the open
hatch. He could see Sharon in there—Boomer, they called her.

She glanced over and caught his eye with awisp of asmile. She was playing cards with some of the
other pilots. With amotion of her head, sheinvited himin. He entered, feding his heart pound, his
shyness suddenly overwhelming. Theselooked like serious people, these pilots—and they were dll
looking at him with what seemed like amusement. Never mind that, Sharon's expression seemed to say.
She gestured to him to come around and take a seat beside her.

Sharon put ahand on his shoulder, and passed him aplate of cookies. Or rather a plate that had had
cookies, and now had just one. He reached out for that last cookie and took a bite.

Sharon grinned at him, and he grinned back. Suddenly, for amoment anyway, he didn't mind being
just akid here.



Kara Thrace wasfindly unwinding, hanging her uniform shirt in her tiny closet. Asshe did so, she noticed
once more the photo of Zak and her, with Leefolded behind, tucked into the mirror frame. When shed
thought Lee was dead, sheld flattened the picture so that she could mourn the two brothers together.
When held come back to life and become her senior officer, shed felt funny about it and had refolded the
picture. Now, sheflattened the photo once more and replaced it in the mirror frame, smoothing the
creas= with her finger. That felt right now, and she didn't think she'd be changing it again.

Shereached up onto the shelf and felt around until she found one of her few remaining cigars. Lighting
it, sheflicked her lighter shut and puffed afew timesin satisfaction, gazing at the photo. Then she walked
over to her bunk and stretched out, puffing, contemplating the day.

Not agood day, certainly. But she, and many of the people she loved, had come through it dive.
There wasthat to be said for it.

And there was Earth, somewherein their future, and so there was that, too.

For along time shelay there puffing, surrounded by athick cloud of pungent blue smoke.

Throughout the ship, lifewasreturning to . . . not normal, because normal could never again describe the
lives of these people of Galactica . . . but something that felt more likelife, something sustainable.

Repair work proceeded everywhere throughout the ship. In the landing bay, Captain Kelly was
overseeing the removal of Vipersfrom the landing area, in some cases untangling craft from each other
before they could be moved to the elevator pads and lowered to the hangar deck for servicing. The
landing pod itself needed substantia repairs—not just from the Ragnar bettle, but from the nuke that
nearly took the ship out in the first engagement.

Below decks, Chief Tyrol was hard at work pulling together aflyable squadron of Vipers. They'd lost
eight fighters at Ragnar, and another fourteen were serioudy bent, bashed, or busted up. The CAG's
Viper, Apollo's, was the worgt trashed of any that had come back; but Tyrol was damned if he was
going to let the CAG lose his ship. His crew was working industrioudy—some, like Cally, working extra
hard to fill a space in themselves that would otherwise be devastating.

In the Combat Information Center, Lieutenant Gagta was gearing up to juggle just about everything:
repairs to the battle-shattered CIC, formation operations with the fleet, congtant vigilance for Cylons, and
plansfor the next Jump. He wastired, but he figured he could manage alittle longer on caffeine; let the
oneswho had been on thefirst line of the fight get their rest firg.

Duadlla, on the other hand, knew she needed a break, and she wisdly took it. L et the superheroes be
the superheroes. She walked the corridors of the ship, just glad to be dive. Still, she was definitely
surprised to find Billy in the passageway, surrounded by eager femae crewmembers, abig grinon his
face. D. didn't stop to say anything; she just walked by with abeaming smile. And her smile grew
broader when Billy saw her, and came running after her, calling her name.

Colond Tigh sat in his quarters, studying the three-quartersfull bottle of whiskey that he had retrieved
from the trash can. He hadn't drunk any. But it was a damn good bourbon, and who knew when he
would have achance to acquire more. It seemed asin to wasteit. To waste his fine whiskey—nhis poison,
the thing that would destroy him if he didn't destroy it. He Stared at it, his hands clasped over hisbdlt, his
thumbs twitching nervoudly. He had done pretty well thislast day without it; the XO had returned. But
would he stay?

Didn't he, after all, desarve alittle reward?



Commander Adama and L ee walked together toward Adama’s quarters. They were both bone-tired, but
thiswas agood end to the day, to talk with his son whom he thought he had lost—twice in the space of
twenty-four hours. It was good to talk, even if the talk was entirely about the work, the ship, the
command. As Adama opened the hatch to his quarters, Lee concluded hisreport:

"Tomorrow I'll begin aforma combat patrol around the fleet.”
"Good," Adamasaid, turning to say good night. "I'll see you in the morning, then.”

Lee hestated. He clearly wanted to say more, but it just as clearly was very difficult for him. "I—listen,
it'sjust I—it's been so long—"

Adamagazed at him, feeling emotions he had practicaly forgotten. How long had it been since he had
looked his son straight in the eye? So many thoughtsin his mind, and too much wearinessto sort it al out.
Hefindly just nodded. "Let's save thisfor another time, son. | think we've pulled off enough miracles
today, don't you?"

Leetook amoment to react to that, and returned the nod. "Maybe so. Good night, Commander."
"Good night, Captain.”

AsLeeturned away, Adamaclosed the door and breathed asigh of relief and satisfaction. He was
finaly ready to think about deep. He didn't think he had ever felt so ready.

And then he saw the small, folded piece of paper on his sde table. Someone had left anote for him.
He put on his glasses and picked it up. It was asingle sentence, typed on Galactica printout paper. It
was unsigned. It read:

THEREAREONLY 12CYLON MODELS.

Adama dtared at the note for along time, stunned. Twieve Cylon models—and all indistinguishable
from humans? Who would have left such anote? And why anonymoudy? And what could he do about
it?

Not a damn thing that | can think of.

Inthe end, herefolded the note and put it away in hiswal safe, al thoughts of deep effectively
banished.

We haven't escaped from them yet.

CODA

The gaseous green storms of Ragnar continued to swirl, asthey had for millions of years, and probably
would for millions of years more. But around the Ragnar Anchorage, afleet of ships had gathered: a
looming Cylon base star and abuzzing horde of its attendants.

Insde the Sation, in alarge storage room, aman sat huddled in misery. He was not lacking for food,



or air, or water. But he was lacking for company. And he was lacking for even the remotest semblance
of comfort.

The place smelled of rust, dankness, emptiness, and fear. Most of the gloomy light, such asit was,
came from aweird shaft that went up through the ceiling of the room at the end where he sat. It looked a
littlelike agigantic cail soring, or acylindrica cage, with avague column of orange light going up its
center. It was the most prominent festure of the room, but he had no ideawhat it was, nor did he care.
Aaron Dord just sat in front of it, right where the soldiers of Galactica had left him to rot. The bastards.
The inhuman bastards.

He was swesting profusdly, though the room was, if anything, chilly. His skin color was
pallid—greenish—and he was shaking. Something about this place was making himill.

He started at the sound of a sudden crash at the other end of theroom. A flare of light blazed through
the crack in the heavy doors. Another crash, and more light. Smoke and steam billowed out into the
room. Someone on the outside was using explosives or torches, or both. Finally the doors began to
spread gpart, with ascreech of metal on metal. Outside he saw only bright light and fog. It was difficult to
focus, but he squinted and finally saw what was coming in.

Two late-model Cylon centurions clanked into the room, shining stainless warriors with clawed hands
and red-glowing Cyclops eyes scanning side to Sde. Dora tensed, fedling a strange confusion. He didn't
quite understand what was happening to him. He should be terrified. Why wasn't he more frightened?

The centurions strode forward only alittle way, then stepped aside. Apparently, they were hereto
guard the doors. So more Cylons would be coming. Y es, of course. It was starting to become clear.
Even through the haze of the fog and the sickness, he was arting to understand.

A seriesof figures emerged from the light-haze, following the centurionsinto the room. They dowly
became clear to him asthey approached. There were three Cylons who looked exactly like Leoben, the
agent whom Adama had killed. They were dressed identically in casual, dmost doppy shirts and pants.
There werethree of the. . . Number Six modd. Y es, he recognized them now. Blonde, gorgeous, dl
three dressed in crimson skirt-suits. And there was one of the. . . Aaron Doral moddl. Him. Hisdouble.
Dressed in an eectric-blue suit, theway he often had dressed, when he was working on Galactica.

It was like awindow opening in hismind, as he suddenly understood hisreationship to dl of the Cylon
models. He knew now that he should speak, without waiting for them to speak. "We have to get out of
thisstorm. Theradiation . . . it affects our neura relays.” He stood up to confer with them.

"Where did they go?' one of the Leoben models asked.

"I don't know. They were preparing for abig Jump,” Dora answered.
"Wecan' let them go," said hisidentica modd.

Thefirst Number Six modd, in asilken voice, agreed.

"If we do, they'll return one day and seek revenge.” That was the second Leoben. The remaining
Cylons spokein turn.

"It'sintheir nature.”
"We have no choice, in any case. We must find them. The Mission, the Project, requireit.”
"If they've Jumped out of known space, it could take decades to track them down.”

A new figure entered the room at that moment, emerging from the haze outside. It was afemade
Cylon—brunette, petite, and beautiful. The easy smile on her face reveaed her utter confidence. "Don't
worry. Well find them. And it won't take nearly that long.”



It was the Sharon Vaerii modd. The Boomer modd.
"By your command,” murmured a Number Six.

With that, they turned. And with the ailing Dora model, they walked out of that place, followed by the
sted warriors.

Minutes | ater, the base star detached from Ragnar Station. It rose, at once mgjestic and malign,
wheding up through the swirling clouds. Once free of the atmosphere, it accelerated at high speed into
the dark emptiness of interstellar space.

The hunt for the remnants of humanity had begun.
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Saul Tigh looked at the crisply pressed deeve of his Battlestar uniform—the uniform that had saved his
life. Well, he guessed the uniform and Bill Adamawere equaly responsible.

It wasn't thefirgt time Adamahad pulled Tigh'sfat from the fire. Frak, he remembered thefirgt time
they met, a adive of aspaceport bar. Tigh had gotten in abit over his head with some of the jerks he
had been shipping out with.

"He'sarea-ded war hero,” one had said. The other had called him a"freight monkey." The second
one had laughed. "No high and mighty Viper pilot no more."

Tigh had seen thiskind of jealousy before. He got up to leave. But the scum wouldn't let him.

"War's over, soldier boy," one of them said in hisface. "Why you gotta keep going on and on about
thewar dl thetime?'



Tigh had had enough. "Y ou're the one who can't stop talking about it,” was hisreply.
The other guy stared at him. "What's that supposed to mean?"
And Tigh let him haveit.

"Y ou didn't serve because your rich daddy got you a deferment. That's why you're dwaystrying to
prove you're aman—>but you're not. Y ou're acoward.”

Tigh meant every word. And as soon as he said them, he knew hewasin for afight. He ducked the
first guy'sfigt, and got him spun around into a hammer-lock.

That's when the bartender pulled the shotgun on him.

Tigh swung his crewmate between himsdf and the gun as another man came out of the dimly lit Side of
the bar to knock the gun from the barkeep's hands.

Maybe, Tigh thought, he had somebody on his side for achange. He added alittle pressureto the grip
on hisopponent. It reminded him, in an odd sort of way, about fighting hand-to-hand with the Cylons dl
those years ago.

"See" he sad very softly, closeto hiscrewmatés ear. ™Y ou wouldn't know this, but although
Centurians are tough, their necks have got thisweak joint. Not very flexible. Add pressurein just the
right direction and it snaps. Human neck’'s more resilient. Takes alittle more force."

The man who had grabbed the bartender's gun stepped fully into the light.
"You flew Vipers?' the man asked.

And that wasthefirg time Tigh saw Bill Adama.

"Yeeh, that'sright,” Tigh replied.

"Me, too," Adamasaid. "So what's your plan here?

Tigh looked down a the man il in hisgrip.

"Dont redly have one," he admitted.

Adama glanced firdt at hisrifle, then back at the other men in the room. "Well, let's see" he mused.
"I'vekind of committed mysalf here, so—you pop that clown's neck, | have to shoot hisbuddy here and
probably the bartender too . . ."

"Sweset Lords of Koboal," the bartender whined.

"Shut up,” Adama snapped. He turned his attention back to Tigh. "After that, well—I don't know what
we do. Persondly, | tend to go with what you know until something better turnsup.”

Tigh eased up on the man'swindpipe. "Safe play isto let them go, | imagine." Maybe, Tigh redized, he
hed let things get abit out of hand.

"Probably," Adamaagreed.
Tigh let hisguy go. Adama uncocked the shotgun. He looked at the bartender.
"I'll keep the pepper gun for now."

Adamaintroduced himsalf then, another veteran kicked out of amilitary that no longer needed him,
and told Saul held just signed on to the same crew that Tigh was shipping with.

Bill Adamaand Saul Tigh clicked from that moment on. They traded war stories and watched each



other's back on three different cruisers—each one alittle better than the one before—over the course of
acouple years they went from taking whatever |oose cargo small shippers wanted to haul to working
with one of the premier shippersin the Colonies. Bill was good at getting both of them to nicer berths,
talking up their experience and pushing up their wages. Before Adama had shown up, Saul was sure that
piloting those runs from cargo ship to backwater planet and back again was the most dead-end job
anywhere. But asthe ships, the cargoes, and the destinationsimproved, so did hisview of the future.

Eventualy, the two had gone their separate ways, with Adama wanting to stay closer to Capricaand
his new family, but they had never lost touch. Tigh stood up for hisfriend when Adamagot married, and
hed visited Bill on Capricaafter the birth of each of Adamastwo sons. But Adama had done more than
find alife beyond the shipping lanes. Adama had gotten himsdf back into the service, with acaptain's
rank on a Battlestar. Without Bill talking up the team, Saul found the shipping jobs weren't quite so good.
S0 hisbest friend kept moving up, while Tigh found himself shipping out on one lousy freighter after
another.

Not that Tigh had expected to bein that Situation for long. When Adama got himsdlf back into the
military, he promised to bring Tigh dong. All of asudden, Saul had had big hopesfor hisfuture. The
Battlestar brass had turned him down three timesfor reenlistment, sure; but they had turned Adama
down twice. Not enough positions open in a peacetime navy, was the officiad line, even for the most
honored of veterans.

But then, despite every door that had been dammed before them, his best friend was back in uniform.
Adamahad stayed on top of the news, kept in touch with an old Battlestar crony or two, listened for the
first mention of an expansion of the fleet, and—bang—had talked himsalf back into ajob. With Bill
Adama, Saul redlized, anything was possible.

Anything but keeping close. Saul redlized Bill was busy now, what with afull-time military career and a
family back planetside. Tigh hadn't wanted to bother his old buddy unless he had to—reminding Bill of
un-kept promises just wasn't his style. Tigh even stopped sending those short, joking missivesthey had
usually used to keep in touch. The messages had stopped coming from Adamaas well. He hadn't heard
from his best friend in the better part of ayear.

When the two of them had been closg, it had given Tigh areason to keep going, areason to hope. But
all these months of silence had led Saul back into his bad habits. He dways drank, he guessed, but back
with Bill he had kept his carousing to off-hours. Now he drank al thetime.

It had cost him hisjob. As crappy asthe last freighter had been, they couldn't harbor adrunk. They
had canned him halfway through their run, and left him to rot on Gemeinon. Maybe even Adama couldn't
talk his superiorsinto taking amiddle-aged man—an old lush, redly—like Tigh back in the service. Saul
gtill thought Bill's offer had been anice gesture, but it had been far too long since he had put on auniform.
Who would look at him now?

So he sat for amonth in his rented single room, using up the last of hismoney, cut off from the Sars.
Without somebody like Adamaaround, Saul had been drifting, lost. He had thought about wiring hisold
mate one more time, to see if there was any hope. He had decided to spend the money on a cohol
instead. Saul was already fresh out of hope.

He could only see one option—to end it al. Hed drink himsalf into a pleasant stupor. Liquid courage,
that was what they called it. Then he would pour the rest of the bottle over his clothes and strike an open
flame

He had aways wanted to go out in ablaze of glory. He was ready to burn.

And then the knock came on the door. When Tigh had been at the lowest of the low, he'd opened the
damned door and seen—not Adama—but a couple of men in uniform, informing him that he was back in.



Adama had been promoted. They needed someoneto fill hisold position. Saul Tigh had been William
Adamas persona recommendation.

In two weeks, held be Captain Saul Tigh, serving on a Battledtar.
Now Saul was convinced Bill redly could do anything.

He had been back in the service now for alittle over two months. He had been surprised at how easily
he had dipped back into the military routine, how natura the rhythms of a ship seemed, even though he
had been away from them for closeto twenty years.

Before that? Well, maybe that was better forgotten. For years he had tried to forget what had
happened in thewar. Why not forget his own little war with the bottle?

He was acaptain now, assigned to train al the new pilots who shipped on board the last time they
stopped on Caprica. Twenty-three pilots, nineteen of them green recruits—nineteen youngsters who
would learn to edt, drink, and deep with their Vipers before he was done.

They were agood bunch of kids. He just hoped they never had to be tested in battle.

The Cylons had dmaost broken humanity. Humanity would never dlow anything like that to happen
agan.

Tigh sghed and hauled himsdlf off hisbunk. Enough of the introspection. Thelast time he had gotten
this deep in thought, held ended up looking to light himsdlf on fire.

Hewas on duty in twenty minutes. Hed stroll up to CIC, seeiif anything was happening, before he
chewed out the troops. These days, he liked to get out and stretch hislegs. Saul just wanted to walk
down the corridors of the Battlestar—his Battlestar.

Helooked up at the sound of Klaxons. A voice came over the shipboard wirdless, instructing al senior
staff to report to Combat Information Center at once.

That meant they'd found something—something serious.
Wéll, so much for the gtroll. He shut the door behind him and quick-marched down the corridor.
It wastimeto do hisjob.

Today he had a purpose. Today somebody el se could look over the edge.

Colond William Adamalooked up from the star charts spread before him. A dozen othersbusied
themselvesin other parts of the CIC, the huge, central space that served asthe beating heart of the
Béttlestar. He was surrounded by stations that handled navigation, communication, arr filtration, artificial
gravity, and every conceivable line of supply, both for ship functions and the needs of the crev—every
piece of that complicated equation that kept astarship dive and running. Each of the many taskswas
overseen by amember of the operations crew, working with their own individual computer designed to
perform that specific assgnment. Before the war, they had networked the computers together to run all
the ship'sfunctions. But the Cylons had learned to subvert those networks and turn them against their
human crews, shutting down life support, exploding fud tanks, even plunging whole spacecraft into the
nearest stars.

The CIC was till filled with gray metal pandls and athousand blinking lights. But each pand had a
living counterpart, men and women who speciaized in each individud task and shared their knowledge



with those around them. Rather than let the machines do their work, they were forced to network the old
fashioned way, as human beings.

And dl of those speciaists reported to Bill Adama

Adama looked quickly about the room before glancing back at his map. He dlowed himsdf the
dightest of smiles. Everyone around him seemed engrossed in his or her different job, adozen different
pieces of the great human machine that ran this ship.

Hewas Hill trying on thefit of hisnew executive officer position. In the two months he had held this
position, the Battlestar had certainly run well enough, even though, on some days, he didn't fed quite up
to speed.

"Sir!" the dradis operator caled. "We have alarge ship, just within range, moving erratically!”

Adamaturned to the comm operator who controlled the ship-to-ship wireless. "Seeif you can raise
them.”

"Aye, sir!"
Some days, the XO position came with afew surprises.

These last two months, Galactica had been exploring the edges of what they called "known space,”
hopping from one solar system to the next, looking for worlds, moons, even asteroids where humans had
been before. Until now, they hadn't found much at all.

Before the Cylon rebellion, humanity had spread far and wide, each of the Colonies claiming their own
little corner of space and defending those claims againg dl others. Some of those territoria disputes were
what had brought on the inter-Colony wars of a century past—nbaittles that had also led to the invention of
the origind war machines, the Cylons.

Back before the Cylon conflict, humanity had lived under an uneasy truce. Every Colony pushed at the
limitsimpaosed on them. Some built secret ingtalations to give them an advantage over their Colonid foes.
Some secrets were so deep, even the Colonies own citizens knew nothing about them—hidden
ingalations run by afew individuasin government or the military; it varied from world to world.

And then the Cylon War cameto dwarf al their petty disputes—awar that dmost killed them dll.
"Any luck with that comm?' Adama asked.

"Nosr. Noresponse at al.”

They hadn't found much of anything at dl thisfar out—until now.

"Let'stake the Galactica in alittle closer. Seeif we can find out anything else about this ship.”
Maybe they had redlly found something thistime,

With the Cylon conflict fresh in their minds, the Twelve Colonies had been eager to cooperate, and the
Battlestars had been able to repair much of the immediate damage from the war, cleaning up asteroid
fiddsthat had been littered with mines, reopening supply stations and mining operations, even reloceting
survivors. But years had gone by now since the Cylons had disappeared. A whole new generation was
growing up—ageneration which had never seen a Cylon.

They were lucky to have the Battlestars out here at al. Sometimes, Adamawondered how long the
Colonid aliance would redlly hold. The Cylons, after al, had never redly been defeated. The Colonies
had to stay united. But the politicians, eager for the approva of each separate world, aready seemed to
have forgotten. If the Battlestars wanted to keep exploring the edges of space, they needed to find
results. Thisexploration of the outer reaches, delayed though it was, was the last piece of putting dl the



far-flung pieces of the Colonies back together.
"Sir, I'm getting some strange readings here.”
Adamalooked over at thetechnician. "Explain, Lieutenant.”

"I'm seeing bursts of radiation out of this new ship. | think their engines have been breached. We've
got avery unstable situation on our hands.”

"Sound thedarm,” Adamasaid. "Let's get the senior staff up here”

The Klaxons rang out around the room.

Thefirg thing they had found out here was about to blow up in their faces.

Saul Tigh showed up first. The ship's doctor and head engineer were right behind him.
"l was on my way to the morning briefing. What have we got?'

"Admira on deck!" The shout rang out before Adama could even begin to explain. The crew snapped
to attention.

"At easel"” Admira Sing announced as he strode into the room, then stopped to return their salute. He
was acompact man with skin that looked like aging parchment. But while the admira might look ready
for retirement, Adama often thought his superior's energy rivaed that of araw recruit.

"Colond Adama, please report.”
"We've picked up the signal of an unknown ship, apotential hazard. It seemsto belesking radiation,

gr.

"Arethereany signsof life on board?" Sing asked. "We've attempted to establish contact, but we've
gotten no response.

"We're close enough to get avisud, sir," one of the techs cdled.
"Put it up on the forward screen,” Sing ordered.

"It'san old B-classfreighter,” Tigh said with surprisein hisvoice. "Bill—Colonel Adama—and |
shipped out on one of those when we first met. Just looks sort of dead in space.”

Sing frowned at the still imagein front of them. "Could the ship have been damaged in afight?*
"It doesn't ook likeit hasascratch,” Tigh replied.
"Andit'slesking radiation?"

"Intermittently.” The tech checked the dids before her. " Sometimes, there's hardly any reading. At
others, the sensors are going wild.”

"Captain Frayn." Sing addressed the ship's engineer. "What could cause those sort of readings?”

"It hasto be the engines. They must have been stripped of most of their shielding. That sort of damage
had to have been done interndly.”

"Sabotage," Adamaadded. " They wanted to blow up the next people to board her."

"Quite possible," Frayn agreed. "Without getting close enough to get blown up, | think it'sareasonable
assumption.”

"Thisisn't thefriendliest of gestures,” Sing remarked. "Who do we think is responsible?”



"Weve been trailing scavengersfor sometime,” Adamareplied. "I've mentioned it in my reports.”
The few abandoned Colonia sites they had managed to find had been well picked-over.

"I recall,” Sing replied. " Seems our scavengers don't like being followed.”

"They're probably trying to cut out the competition,” Frayn ventured.

"Won't they be surprised when they find their competition isa Battlestar?' Tigh asked with asmile.

"And | think we need to find these folks before they leave any more gifts.” The admiral looked to Tigh.
"Let's get some pilots out there to take care of this, shall we?"

"Yes, sr!" Tigh sduted and left for the flight deck.
"Colonel Adama, you believe the scavengers are exploring the same areawe are?"

"The evidence suggests that we've crossed paths haf adozen times. I'm guessing they have the same
intel that we have."

"Knowing how difficult it was for usto get theintel out of the Colonies, they may have more." Sing
shook hishead in disgust. "Let's increase our speed, do asweep of the area. Maybe we can pick these
charactersup.”

"And if wefind them, Sr?' Adamaasked.

"A bunch of crazy scavengers who leave bombs behind as gifts? We may just have to blow them out
of the sky."
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