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CHAPTER ONE

Thelong-range supply ship Melther Jorg was named after a deceased Venusian statesman from the
idand state of Korbisan, who had been a pioneer figure in marshaling political support for space
exploration. Twelve weeks after lifting out from orbit above Venus, it entered the terrestrial
magnetosphere a a distance of 90,000 milesfrom Earth, where the interplanetary plasma of charged
particles organizesitsalf spontaneoudy into the form of an enveloping sheath that isolates the charged
body of the Earth from itseectrica environment. Asthe vessdl shed the artificidly sustained charge that



its engines had maintained to ride the e ectric field gradient extending from the Sun to the periphery of the
Solar System, magnetic decelerators braked it into a descent path that would bring it into amatching
orbit standing ten miles off from Earth Expedition Headquarters. The orbiting HQ was still referred to as
Explorer 6, dthough structurd extensions and additions had greatly increased its Sze and dtered its
appearance beyond recognition from the Scientific Operations Command ship that had been on station
for haf ayear now.

Half an Earth year, that is, Kya Reen reminded himself—an Earth year being equd to alittle over
oneand ahaf Venudan years. Theloca system of reckoning was used here. It was one of the things he
was going to have to get used to.

He sat with amixed group of newcomersin the midships cabin on C-Deck, used by crew and
passengers as agenera dayroom and mess hdl, staring in fascination at the dowly enlarging view of Earth
being presented on the large screen dominating the end wall. The world of blue, broken by brown and
green coadtlines showing through curdled whorls of white, with its fantastic geography and astounding
climates so different from the juddering lavaplains and steaming swamps of Venus, wasfamiliar to dl of
them, of course. They had read the volumes of exploration reports, followed popular news features, and
seen pictures going dl the way back to the views captured by the earliest unmanned probes. But the
image they werelooking at now ingtilled ave in away that was different from any previous experience.
Right now asthey contemplated it, beyond the thin wals of the hull containing them and the bubble of air
that had carried them across millions of miles of space, the world that it represented wasredly out there.

Y orim Zeestran, Kyal'sjunior colleague from the Internationa Academy of Space Sciences, took in
the view, sprawled untidily in an easy chair next to him. He had alean but broad-shouldered,
loose-limbed frame, and his chin had sprouted afringe of yellow growth in the latter part of the voyage.
"Imagine, aplanet five-sxthswater," he murmured. "Who'd ever have believed so much water? It amazes
methat the Terransweren't fish."

Y orim had a casud attitude toward protocol and custom that sometimes raised eyebrows with
grangers, but he and Kyal had worked together long enough for informality to be natura between them.
For dl of those present except Kyd, thiswastheir first time off-planet gpart from the short training flights
that had formed part of the mission preparation program. Kyal'swork in electrical space propulsion
research had sometimesinvolved him in protracted space trips, but never before over interplanetary
distances. Hence, al of them werefirgt-timersto Earth.

"Look, over totheleft," Emur Frazin said, gesturing. "That thin, curving shape showing through. |
think it's part of the double American continent that extends dmost from pole to pole. The spine of
mountains running al the way down has peaks miles high, and fissuresthat could swalow acity. What
kind of violence did it take to do thingslike that?' It was on a scale that our world has never known,
Kyd completed mentally. After atwelve-week voyage, they al knew each other's standard lines. But this
time Frazin didn't voiceit.

Short in stature, balding, and sporting a short beard, Frazin was probably the oldest among them. He
was a psychobiologist, cometo join ateam at one of the surface bases who were investigating evidence
for planetwide calamities early in the Terran's history, and the effects the experiences may have had on
their enigmatic psychology. He was one of those fussy but meticulous workers whose refusal to commit
to aconclusion until he had satisfied himself three times over could beirritating a timesto
some—especialy those like Y orim, who had never managed to cultivate the art of patience asaprincipa
virtue. But then again, people like Frazin could save alot of time and money back home to somebody
who was, say, contemplating buying a car or deciding whereto look for ahome. If Frazin had donethe
research, it was as good as a foregone conclusion that the option he had come up with couldn't be
bettered, and one could proceed to follow it with confidence. From what Kyal had gathered, Frazin was
aso afamily man and something of a creature of habit and fixed routine. Kyal marveled at the dedication
to work, or maybe it was the fascination with new discovery, that could induce such a person to come on
amission likethis, over such animmense distance, and probably of indeterminate duration. Y orim had



offered the more pragmatic opinion that perhaps life could sometimes get to be too much amatter of
familiesand routine.

"And that'stheway it is now, after thousands of years of wear and erosion. Imagine what things must
have looked like when it was al newly formed,” Drekker added. Drekker was a climatologi<t, pursuing
what had emerged as something of anew science, since the ever-turbulent squalls of Venus, driven by
the hot equatorid belt with its permanent pal of smog and fumes, produced littlein theway of a
structured "climate” to be studied. He was young and independent, happy to let domestic considerations
wait until he had satisfied his curiosity and appetite for adventure alittle more, and was ready to go back
to them.

"lce" Quelayasad, staring a the view dreamily. "Naturd ice. . . . Capsof it milesthick. A white
fantasy world with floating idands. Have you seen pictures of the polar regions? And animaslivethere,
They will bethefirst placeson my list to visit, if | ever get enough time off." Born an Altian, trim and
petite, with cropped red hair, dark eyes, and swarthy skin, she was the archeologist among them, and as
such faced the prospect of more than enough work for ahundred lifetimes. Sheand Y orim had
developed afriendliness that could hardly be disguised in the confined conditions of along voyage, and
somehow managed to disappear for periods that politeness and discretion precluded comment on. Kya
made it his business not to notice.

Helet hisgaze drift over the others asthey sat spellbound and oblivious of his staring. Arissen, the
zoologig, like Kya himsdlf, aUlangean, and as with Quelaya, looking ahead to no end of work to be
done. Ooster, an entomologi<t, drawn to the source of Terran insect specimens he had examined that had
been brought back to Venus. Naseena, ageologist, her face mirroring Frazin's awe at the panorama of
Earth's surface. Sartzow, the microbiologist. And besides scientists, dready aflow of early colonists had
begun from among the more adventuresome, drawn by the cleaner, clearer climate, by the opportunities
presented by the industries and farms springing up to support the scientific influx, or smply by the
excitement of starting anew, somewhere among the astounding variety of environmentsthat Earth had to
offer, eacchaworld in itsdlf.

It had dense equatoria forests, where the huge trees created a shadowy underworld beneath agreen
canopy that effectively became afase surface supporting animal formsthet lived their entire spans
without ever descending to the ground. The more temperate belts contained vast grassdands—arid seas
of windblown wavesthat in turn gave way to dry deserts, hot and cold, and the towering ranges of
snowy mountains. Most awesome of dl were the oceans, contiguous over the whole planet and extending
al the way north and south to Quelayas fantasy realms of white fairylands and floating mountains.

Every region, even the deserts, teemed with its own fascinating, uncannily adapted mix of life. There
was not one among the excited scientists arriving with the Melther Jorg who had not seen a sometime
or other some of the specimens transported back to Venus, or at least been captivated by the
documentaries and studies that had been produced of just about every form of Terran life, recorded in
their naturd habitats.

Every form of Terran life, that was, except one.

Besidesressarchers of natura phenomena, the teams aboard the orbiting Explorer 6 and down on
the surface dso included engineers, architects, historians, scholars of sociology and the humanities, and
other speciadigtslike Kyd and Y orim, whose interestslay in artifacts, structures, art forms, and languages.
The new arrivalsin those categories were eager to get down to the surface of Earth too, and play a part
in recongtructing a picture of the world and history of the vanished humanlike race that had once lived
there.

The image on the screen changed to show atelescopic preview of Explorer 6. Asthe Melther Jorg
drew nearer, thelines of the origina ship became vaguely discernible amid the clutter of communications
antennas and instrument housings, bulbous projections housing astronomical and surface observatories,
and surface lander and supply craft docking ports, that had transformed it into what would now be a
permanently orbiting command center for Earth-centered activities. An announcement sounded from the



room's address system. "Attention, please. We are about to commence our fina approach and closing.
Docking in thirty minutes”

CHAPTER TWO

Thefirst manned mission to Earth had arrived fifteen years previoudy. Before that, the tantalizing
neighbor world had long been an object of intermittent study from the few parts of Venusthat enjoyed
clear skieslong enough to dlow astronomy to emerge as a serious science, and eventualy of exploratory
vigits by robot probes. Explorer 6 waslargest and latest in aseries of manned craft built specialy for
Earth research following theinitia explorations and establishment of surface bases. Of its predecessors,
Explorer 1 wasnow based above Venus asatraining facility—in fact, it was the one that the arrivals
aboard the Melther Jorg had been introduced to before their departure. Explorer 2 had been
cannibalized at the end of itsfina voyage to Earth to provide most of the extensonsto Explorer 6.
Explorer 3 had been diverted from Earth operations and sent on asurvey of Mercury and the closer
solar vicinity to test theories of the electric field configuration and plasma discharge phenomena
Explorer 4 was back home undergoing arefit, while Explorer 5 had been subjected to mgor design
changesto bring it up to the stlandard of 6, which had actually put 6 ahead in construction, and asa
consequence it had been able to depart firdt.

The Terrans, too, had ventured into space, establishing a presence on their enormous moon, and—if
the plans contained in some fragmentary trandations that had cometo light had been carried
through—sending at least one and probably two manned reconnai ssance mission to Mars. However,
athough their civilization had spread to become planetwide, in contrast to the rdatively patchy
distribution of habitable areas on Venus, and their technology was for the most part at least as
advanced—if not more so in areas of military applications—their ambitions for expanding more
vigoroudly into space had been hampered by a curious deficiency in scientific knowledge that had
perssted into the latter days of time for which their culture had existed.

The theories of astronomy that they promulgated were based on models restricted to eectrically
neutral bodies moving only under the influence of gravity. It wastruethat this did accurately describe the
motions of the Solar System during a quiescent period, when the planets had found stable orbits
aufficiently circularized and separated to keep their magnetospheres from coming into contact. Under
such conditions, the sheaths that formed at the boundaries of the interplanetary plasmaand shielded
bodies from dlectrica effects were never broached, and gravity was|eft asthe sole effective force to
influence them. So athough practical enough in the shorter term, the theory was flawed in that it obscured
amore complete understanding of the nature of celestid events.

Ironically, amagjor reason for this seemed to have been Earth's clearer skies, which had made
possible the detailed study of the motions of heavenly objects from the earliest historica times, when only
aprimitive understanding of mechanica dynamics had been available to explain them. By thetime more
advanced knowledge became available of the nature of matter and how it interacted, traditiona ideas had
become too entrenched to be superseded. On Venus, by contrast, astronomy hadn't really started
coming together as a comprehensive science until the advent of balloons, rockets, and other means of



basing observations above the dl-but-ubiquitous clouds, with the result that the later findingsin physics
and dectrica sciences found ready application naturaly.

As a consequence of their gravity-only celestial dynamics, the Terranswere led to believe that the
Stability they saw in planetary motions represented a permanent state of affairs that could be extrapol ated
back indefinitely. It produced a myopiathat made them unable to recognize the evidence for the role that
events of cosmic violence had played in shaping their own early history—evidence that was clear to
Venusans, even with their limited knowledge of things the Terrans had found records of and not
understood.

The other mgor consequence of this deficiency in Terran science was that through most of their time
as a spacegoing culture, they had concentrated on reaction-mass methods of propulsion, depending on
hopelesdy inefficient chemica rocketsin itsformative years, and progressing later—in typicaly Terran
fashion, only when military demands so dictated—to nuclear. To aVenusian propulsion scientist like
Kyd, such an approach was akin to tackling the problem of flight with gliders and ground-based
catapults and cannons, instead of redlizing that you can use onboard power. The Terrans had never, until
they werein their final days, grasped that the Solar System isavast plasma discharge circuit focused on
the Sun, and that by suppressing itsisolation shegth a craft carrying an artificially sustained charge could
harness the unshielded eectric fidd for interplanetary travel.

However, recent discoveries at what had been some kind of Terran base or research facility on the
far sde of Earth's moon seemed to indicate that in the time running up to whatever calamity findly
overcame them, some elements at least among the Terrans had started to appreciate and explore the
electrica possibilitiesfor spacetravel that the nature of the universe offered. Some of the outlying
sructures that had been found there looked suggestively Smilar to launch and test facilitiesfamiliar to
Venusian propulsion engineers. These werewhat Kya and Y orim had been brought out to investigate.

Explorer 6 seemed even bigger insde than it had looked from the viewing port when its metal
booms and surfaces |loomed out of sight dl around in the final moments before the Melther Jorg docked.
Plans of the layout had been made available during the voyage, dong with al kinds of other information
that newcomers might need, but like most, Kya and Y orim had continually put off studying them until
they were closer to arriva, until eventualy they never got aroundtoit at dl.

Thefirst item on their agendawas to meet for lunch with Borgan Casselo, who ran the physics side of
the Earth Exploration Expedition, of which they were now to become part. After that, Kyd was dueto
meet Director Sherven, the overall scientific head. Casselo had hoped to meet them off the ship
personally aswould have befitted someone of Kya's seniority, but just as they were disembarking he had
called to apologize and say that one of those "things' had come up that was unavoidable and would
detain him dightly.

"Y ou would hardly have been sent to Earth if you weren't the kind of person to be busy and in
demand,” Kyd replied.

"The Master istoo generous.” Asthe occasion demanded, referring to Kya's professiond title:
Madter of Engineering. "One of our people here can stand in for me. But she will be afew minutes.”

"It isn't necessary. WEIl learn more seeing something of the Explorer 6 than waiting. Why don't we
meet you a the place where were having lunch?

"Areyou sure?!

"Absolutdy."

"If you're sure. It'sthe staff dining room caled Patagonia. | can give you directions. They will have
given you deck plans dready, no doubt?"

"Of course," Kyd affirmed confidently.

"Very well. Here's the one you need, on your screen now. What you do is go through the double



doorsyou'll see ahead of you at thefar end of the disembarkation hdl . . ."

After checking at areception point inside the docking port, they were soon lost in the labyrinth of
gdleries, shafts, and meta-walled corridors with color-coded floors leading off in dl directions. They
followed aterrace above an open area described as the Central Concourse, with staircases going up and
down, and spaces opening off, and after negotiating a couple of communications nodes marked by
emergency isolation doors where mgor sections of the structure joined, found themsel ves coming back
into the Concourse again from a different direction. After asking directions, they eventudly found the
entrance to the Patagonia set a short distance back behind a sitting area part way along a pedestrian
thoroughfare traversing the outer parts of the structure. Thiswas where Casdllo was to meet them, but he
had apparently yet to arrive. They settled down in a couple of the broad, padded chairsto wait, watching
the intermittent flow of figuresin work clothes, casua gear, and occasiond crew uniforms going about
their business. The section of roof above the pedestrian way in front of them was formed from curved
window sections. Through it, framed on one side by the gray metalic lines of other parts of Explorer 6,
was Earth itsdlf. Not on ascreen thistime. Not eectronic at al, or any other kind of reproduction. But
red.

Kyad had harbored afascination toward anything concerning Earth since his student days. It had been
recognized asthe only other planet in the Solar System that showed signs of supporting lifelong before
thefirst probes were sent, making it an object of widespread curiosity and speculation. Then had come
the excitement of thefirgt pictures transmitted back from orbit, followed shortly theresfter by the
incredible scenes captured by surface landers. Ever since thosefirst days of actua exploration, Kya had
devoured the news from the first manned expeditions and reports of findings that had poured forth
subsequently asamgor interest aside from his own principa work. And now it was redly out there,
shining aboveis head, and he was a part of that work.

He picked out the bulging coastline of the southern continent that had been known as Africa, home of
the darkest Terran race. Farther north, reconstructed more from memory than visible among the curving
ranks of cloud, would be Europe, which along with the northern part of the double continent America,
lost in the curvature across the ocean to the west, seemed to have originated most of the lighter skins.
How the various groups came to be as mixed asthey had was not yet clear. There were different types
on Venusaswell, but they tended to coexist in their own areas. Occasionally—more so in the
past—there had been instances of conflict between some of them, but nothing like the wars that raged on
Earth, with enormous industries dedicated to supplying and promoting them.

On the basis of what had been found, views of the Terrans were mixed. On the one hand, they
seemed to have been acalous and violent people, producing societies based on enforced conformity and
obedience, and holding conquest and the exploitation of others astheir dominant imperativeinlife. Yet a
the same time they could be highly artistic, creative, and sengtive to the misfortunes of others. They had
devised wegpons horrible enough annihilate whol e cities and ruthlesdy massacred deviants from their
own dogmeas of belief. And yet some of their architecture and paintings were stunning. Nobody knew
what had wiped them out. Many Venus ans theorized from the records of progressively more destructive
and insane wars that the Terrans must have brought it on themselves, but there was no direct evidence for
such aconcluson.

Y orim looked up from the screen of the phone that he had been consulting. "Well, that's some good
news," he announced. "Our bags have made it across from the ship okay. | figured it wouldn't do any
harm to check.”

"Better than finding out when they're halfway back to Venus" Kya answered without turning his
head.

Y orim followed his gaze across and up to the viewing windows. From the extent of the polar caps
and theicefidlds covering the higher mountain regions, Earth seemed to be going through acool period
compared to the time of itsfind habitation by humanoids. "So that's how they think home will look one
day," he commented. It was generally established that V enus was amuch younger planet than Earth, il



shedding excess heat. "Cool and fresh, and lots of water. Y ou know, Kya, | think maybe we were born
too soon. Somehow | fee more a home dready.”

"A lot of people who've been down there say that.”

"The beaches. That'swhere I'm heading before we start work." 1t was usua for new arrivalsto get a
break at the end of thetrip. "Have you seen the pictures? A mild Sun in ablue sky, and water clean
enough to swimin asfar asyou can see. How about you?"

"Oh..." Kyd returned from hisreverie of contemplation and looked up and down the gdlery,
scanning the faces of the people scattered dong it. A squat, bearded figure in adark blue tunic
appropriate for occasons midway between casud-working and forma was just coming into view around
acorner at thefar end, walking quickly. Because of their appointment, Kya and Y orim had put on nester
attire than the doppy shirts and sweaters and crew fatigues that had become norma during the voyage
out. "Probably more academic and historica stuff.”

"I could have guessed.”

"I'll probably try and take in some of the ruinsand cities."

Y orim made a dubious face. "M ore off-duty femaes on the beaches. Who are you going to find in
the ruins?'

Kyd graightened up in his chair and indicated the direction aong the gallery with anod of hishead.
"That looks like him, coming thisway now."

Cassdlo had aready spotted them. They stood up as he approached. He had dark, curly hair and
bright black eyes set in aknobby face with anose perhaps asize too largefor it. His manner ashe
gpproached seemed lively and energetic. Kyd made ashort, haf bow, which Y orim followed—a though
he sometimes stretched the normal familiarity bounds among compeers at times, he wouldn't overstep the
line a thefirst meeting with anew boss. Cassdo returned an inclination of the head, held briefly enough
to denote seniority.

"Deputy Director Cassdlo?' Kya said.

"My pleasureindeed. We mest findly."

"My colleague, Fellow Y orim Zeestran.”

"The pleasure isdoubled,” Cassdlo said.

"But minethe honor,” Y orim completed.

"Onceagain, | must offer gpologies," Cassdo told them.

"Grestly appreciated, but unnecessary,” Kya replied.

"Again, you aretoo generous." Cassdlo raised his eyebrows momentarily in away that Sgnded a
relaxing of formdlities. "What can | tel you? We had a dight accident with some equipment just at the
wrong moment.”

"Nobody hurt, | hope?'

"Oh, no-no. . . . Wéll, sincel've held everyone up, why don't we go straight in? They should be
ready for us."

Cassdl o ushered them toward the doors, which opened on their approach. Inside was atraditionaly
arranged dining room with cloth-covered tables and draped walls bearing pictures of Terran landscapes.
The place wasfairly full with lunchtime diners, business or professond dress being seemingly the order of
the day. A steward conducted them between tablesto a corner booth that had been reserved. The ceiling
contained a series of large shutters that were closed at the moment. The aignment of the room with the
gdlery outside suggested that they could be opened to give an outside view when required.

"Thisissomething | hadn't expected,” Kya remarked, motioning with ahand to indicate the room as
they sat down. "The standard you maintain here. It's very impressive.”

"Wetry to do our best," Cassdlo replied. "Can't afford to |et anything more deteriorate. Enough has



goneto ruin on Earth dready."
Kyd smiled. "Isthiswhere you edt every day?'

"Oh, not a al. Thelaboratory section has a cafeteria that goes better with regular working days. But
this place does make a pleasant change when you're in the mood. And of course there are times when
the company or the occasion requiresit.”

Y orim was studying the menu on one of the view pads provided. A short silence ensued while Kya
and Cassdlo consulted their own. The fare was mixed, with anumber of sections dedicated to various
types of Terran food, fish, meat, poultry, and vegetarian. Kya decided he would postpone any such
experimenting until another time and decided on agood, familiar Venusian dish that he hadn't tasted since
before boarding the ship. The steward returned with impeccable timing and took the orders. When he
had gone, Casselo looked across and spread his hands.

"So, welcome to Earth and to Explorer 6. And to my modest domain aboard it. We might not be
here at dl, but for the efforts of your father, Master Reen. Did you know that Director Sherven wasa
friend of his?'

"No, | didn't." Kyal was genuingly surprised. But if it were true, he hoped that it hadn't figured in the
process of hisbeing selected for thisjob. "That will makeit even more of aprivilege to serve here. Did
they work together at some stage?”

"The Director can tell you about it himsdf when you meet him, if hewishes" Cassdo sad.

For Kyal, the assignment to the Earth Expedition carried more than just academic and professiona
ggnificance. Hisfather, Jarnor Reen, had been a prominent scientific and philosophica figureon Venus,
who had played amgjor role in the development of space e ectromagnetics and been adriving force for
mounting an Earth exploration program when probes sent back the firgt picturestelling of aformer
civilization there. Being a part of that exploration now was afitting way of paying atribute to hisfather's
work.

Cassdlo turned toward Y orim. "Well, we've heard about the son of Jarnor Reen from Ulange. What
about yoursdlf, Fellow Zeestran? Y ou are from Gallenda, | understand?' Galendawasanationin
Venuss mid-temperate northern continent. The northern and southern oceans didn't connect.

Y orim nodded. Although held had the ship's barber trim his hair, he rather liked the look of hisfacial
growth, he had confided to Kyal, and so had declined shaving. The sight of Casselo's luxuriant beard had
probably put him at ease on that particular score. "'From the southern part. A smal town aong the coast
from Beacondliff."

"I know that area," Casselo said. "'l taught acoursein nuclear generating at the National Engineering
Collegein Beacondliff years ago. Y ou're from one of the placesthat's lucky enough to have a coadt.”

"The part that isn't swamp, anyway," Y orim agreed. "I captained the college first-league longball team
at Beaconcliff. That waswhere| took electrogravitics.”

"I'm well aware of your qudificationsin eectrogravitics,” Casselo went on. "Y ou wouldn't be here
now if they weren't exceptiona. WEIl have to show you the Explorer 6's polarizing sysem whileyou're
up here. Maybe after lunch, while Master Reen istaking administrative matters with the Director.”

"I'd beinterested to seeit. If it'sno impogtion.”
"Noneat dl. A plessure”

Cassdlo wasreferring to the layers of "hi-polar materid built into the floors of Venusian spacecraft
and orbiting platforms. Gravity emerged asaresdud effect of the eectrical nature of matter. Although
atomswere neutral as awhole, they deformed under stressto form e ectrogtatic dipoles, in which the
charges were not distributed uniformly but concentrated in distinct regions. Within asystem of atomic
dipoles—for instance, a piece of ordinary matter—the like parts repelled and the unlike parts attracted,
but arranging themsalvesin such away that the two effects didn't quite cancel. The mutud attraction
ended up dightly greater than the mutua repulsion. Very dightly. The resultant force was forty orders of



magnitude smaller than the unneutralized e ectrica force between the same particles. The effect was
sdf-reinforcing, yielding aforce that intengfied with the amount of materid present—in other words, its
mass. On the basis of that principle, another branch of the same technology that had yielded eectrical
space propulsion had devel oped, enabling such forcesto be induced artificialy.

"Explorer hasafreefdl gym hereaswell,” Cassdlo informed them. "The G-polarizers switched off.”
He looked back at Y orim. "Perhaps you'd like to see that too?"

"Yes, | would," Yorim said. "Weve seen videos of it. There wasn't room for anything like that on the
ship. It lookslikefun."

"Wadl, well see what we can do," Cassalo promised.

Terran spacecraft and orbiting stations had been free-fal gyms everywhere, Kya reflected.
Sometimesit had taken months for them to recover normal muscle tone and bone strength after extended
tours. They must have been atough bunch.

"Y ou don't waste very much time,” Y orim commented to Casselo.
"Wasting time would be robbing the old man who will one day have my name." Casselo said.
Kyd amiled. "l seethat my father wasn't the only philosopher.”

Cassl o thought about it for asecond or two. "1 don't know about that," he said findly. "Now isthe
only time in which anything gets done. Everything eseis either dready done, not done, or yet to do.”

A philosopher and yet a pragmatist, Kya thought to himsdf. He had the feding they would al get
dongjud fine.

CHAPTER THREE

The office of Filagyus Sherven, Scientific Director of the Earth Exploration Expedition, was located
on the highest of several administrative decks contained in a prominent superstructure on the main section
of Explorer 6, termed the Directorate. Kyd'sfirst impressons on being shown in after he had left Yorim
and Cassdlo to go their own way were more of a control room—which, he supposed, in many ways it
was. Thewadlsin front and to the right of the immense concave desk seemed to consist mainly of panels
and screens, with the section of the right-hand wall immediately opposite the desk opening through asan
arch to asmdll private conference area. Thewall dong the left Sdewas practicaly dl glass. Beyond it
was the Earth and its moon partly obscured behind, both half-lit, and astarfield of density and brilliance
that after twelve weeksin space were now familiar. In the foreground, a craft that looked like a surface
shuttle had just detached from the docking port section protruding below the Directorate and was
coadting to distance itsdlf before accelerating away.

Sherven wastal, probably in his60s, but gill holding himself upright, Kya saw asthe Director rose
to greet him. He had steel-gray hair, receding at the temples above hollowed but firm-lined features with
high cheeks and a prominent chin. His bearing and manner asthey went through the formalities conveyed
sdlf-assurance and the composure that comes from along and successful career, an established socia
position, and solid reputation. He would hardly have been made scientific head of the Earth Exploration
Expedition had things been otherwise. After they sat down, he opened in away that sounded a bit



set-piece, either because he had rehearsed it or it was his standard line for welcoming newcomers.

"I'm very happy to have you join us, Master Reen. | expect both of usto benefit from your stay here.
Y ou will find it aunique opportunity to play akey part in what is undoubtedly the most exciting scientific
venture of our times. There isawhole new world to be opened up, immeasurably rich, varied, and
vibrant in itsdlf, and yet with the added fascination of alost race and its history to reconstruct. We have
lots of work ahead of us. Let me add my persond thanksto you for being willing to take a share of it."

"Thethanksare dl minefor being permitted to,” Kya answered.

Sherven tossed out ahand in the genera direction of one of the groups of screensvaguely, and his
manner logt alittle of its stiffness. " Something new turns up every day here. A report camein only this
morning of apart of alibrary that's been uncovered in acity of the large southern continent—Austraia
The linguists there and up here are dl excited. Were aready getting requests for some of the materia
from trandators back home on Venus. It'sironic that Terran paper records are among the most
sought-after. Isn't it strange? With the right spectral andlysis, al kinds of invisible things can be madeto
appear. Electronic mediaturn out to be al but usdless. Degradation has wiped most of them clean. And
inthe few cases where thereis anything detectable, it'simpossible to decode. Y ou'd need the origina
equipment. The thingsthat were carved in sone by earlier cultures thousands of years before actualy
lasted the best. Maybe they weren't so backward.”

Kya smiled and acknowledged with anod.

"Anyhow . . ." Sherven sat forward, bringing his e bows onto the desk, "to more immediate matters.
Deputy Director Casselo moves around alot. He's nominaly based here, but dso spendsalot of histime
down at Rhombus." Rhombus was one of the main surface bases, in the center of the main
Euro-Asan-African land mass. "Y oull be running your own operation out at Luna, longside the ISA
people there who conducted the preliminary diggings and survey. They'll provide whatever support and
services you need. At present they're headed by somebody called Brysek, agood man I'm told. Any
questionson any of that?"

Apart from naming Brysek, it was areiteration of the arrangement that Kyal was dready familiar
with, and he had nothing to add. The Internationa Space Authority was the umbrella organization under
whose auspices the entire Earth Exploration Expedition was coordinated. It had been formed primarily
for that purpose. Severa months before, a reconnai ssance survey team had landed at a site known as
Triagon on the lunar Farside to investigate some strange constructions showing in pictures obtained from
orbit. At fird, the facility was thought to have been some kind of an observatory, perhaps located there
because of the radio screening from Earth. But on closer examination, some of the forms suggested
power focusing guides and concentrators of the kind used in space propulsion, which the Terrans were
not supposed to have possessed. Kya had long been looking for an excuse for an Earth trip, and
athough his namewould certainly have carried weight had he chosen to push, hisline of specidization
had given little reason to judtify it; on the contrary, it provided plenty of pressing commitmentsto keep
him on Venus. But the Triagon findings changed dl that, and suddenly made him an obvious choice.

Y orim had needed no second asking, and they had concluded the bureaucratic procedures barely in time
to join the next ship heading out. Since then, the origina 1SA survey team had been moved on to other
things, leaving the group that Sherven had described to carry out exploratory excavations and generdly
prepare thingsfor Kya and Yorim'sarriva.

Sherven sat back in his chair and rubbed the center of hisforehead with afingertip, asif giving Kyd a
moment longer to consder any further business details. Then he resumed in adifferent tone, "As| said,
it'sgoing to get busy. But before we plunge you in, you're due some time out to acclimatize and relax
after the voyage. Most new arrivals here are eager to get down to the surface and see something of
Earth. | assume that would be the case with you d so, yes?'

Although Kyd was more than curious to see what was at Triagon, the pull to set foot on the world
that had captivated hisimagination all these years was stronger. "What did you have in mind?' he asked.

"A week before you go onto Luna. That'saloca Terran week, measured their way as seven days.



We useloca time cycles, so you might aswell get used to them. 1'd recommend going down to
Rhombus. It'sagood location for getting to anywhere e se that takes your fancy."

Kyd had no problem with that. "Sure," he agreed. "If we can afford the time.”

A thin smilewarmed Sherven's features. "Oh, that moon has been there for awhile now. | can't see
that aweek isgoing to make much difference.

"Then...fine When?'

Sherven bunched his mouth briefly. "Why not later today—if that's agreeable? A week isn't that long
atime. Why wagte any of it?"
Kyd gestured to show that he could find no fault with that.

"I didn't go ahead and set anything up beforehand, because | wasn't sure how you would want to
play it,"” Sherven said. "Would you like us to find someone to show you around down there? Or would
you rather make your own way? Communications are good everywhere these days.”

Kyd got the feding that Sherven was probably operating with his staff and resources stretched to the
limit, and that the offer was made as a courtesy. "There's no need to go to the trouble," he replied.
"Fellow Zeestran and | are old friends. Well manage fine on our own. Asyou say, there's plenty of help
avalableif wefind we need it." Thistimeit was Sherven'sturn not to beinclined to argue.

"If | could just ask onething in the meantime,” Kyd said.
Sherven spread hishands. "Please.”

"Theforms of some of the Farside structures suggest functions that should require significant
generating capacity. There wasn't any mention of the kinds of thing I'd have expected in the survey
report, so during the voyage, out, | sent arequest ahead to Deputy Director Casselo to have the ISA
people carry out some deep sonar scans of the site while they were il there. He did so and beamed the
results back to me. They show someinteresting things." Kyal took his phone from his pocket and
indicated one of the blank screens on the section of wall by the arch. "May 17"

"Go ahead."

Kya used the phone to access afilein hiswork areaon the genera net and directed it onto the
screen. It listed a set of images. Kyal selected severa of the early ones and stepped through them. They
showed alunar landscape of gray dust and ridges under ablack sky, with the cluster of domes, pylons,
and other Terran constructions viewed from different directions. " Surface shots of Triagon,” he
commented. Sherven nodded. Damage was evident in certain places, but in the absence of wesather or
erosion, everything was preserved virtually unchanged.

The next view was aschematic of avertica cross section of the ground, with the forms of the
constructions depicted recognizably on the surface. "Heres avertical dice of the subsurface,” Kya said,
although there was no need to. He entered some codes to superpose the results of the sonar scans,
which he had analyzed while aboard the Melther Jorg. They appeared in reversed color asgreen
patchesindicating hollow spaces. Although the details wereindigtinct in places, the generd pattern of
rectangular formsin aregular array was unmistakable.

"Thereisindeed alot moreto Triagon than what you see on the surface,” Kya said. "A whole
complex of deeper levelsthat the ISA team never suspected.”

Sherven's eyes danced aertly over theimage, taking in the details. "Interesting indeed,” he
pronounced. "Doesit look like the kind of thing you'd expect?’

Kya frowned. "I'm not sure. It seemsto consst of too many smal spaces. And why so many levels?
It doesn't look right. And it seems strange that the | SA people didn't find it. Why would alarge power
generating ingdlation be hidden?

"Hm. | see your point. It does seem odd, doesn't it?" Sherven agreed.
"Maybe Brysek's people can do some deeper digging while they're waiting for usto arrive," Kyal
suggested. "'l can give them the preciselocations. In fact, herethey are.” He added a second layer of



superposition giving the detailsin red. "A week might not be so long. But asyou yoursdf just said,
Director Sherven, why waste it?"

Sherven nodded. "Y es, of course. It will be done. I'll make sure that Borgan passes thisinformation
on, and has them make agtart. Y ou may forget the matter for now and enjoy your well-earned vacation.”

"I'mmogt grateful.”

Silencefdl for ashort while. On the far Sde of agap outsde, in the shadows at the base of awall of
windows and metal culminating in aturret bristling with antennas, Kya noticed agroup of figuresin
ydlow EV suitesrestrained by safety tethers, floating around an opened housing. Sherven got up and
moved to the window, standing for awhile with hisback to the room, hands clasped loosely behind him,
asif prefacing achange of subject and alowing timefor the mood to change. Evidently there was more.

"Theré's amaintenance crew outsde down there," he commented. "Looks asif they're doing
something with one of the cosmic ray monitors.”

"Yes, I'd noticed.”
"Did you know | wasafriend of your father's?
"To be honest, | hadn't, Sir, until Deputy Director Casselo mentioned only now, over lunch.”

"The privilege was mine, to have known him. Y ou have afirst-class record of career background and
credentialstoo, Master Reen. Every indication of being asolid, and reliable addition to the enterprise
here. A piece of the old Jarnor Reen, without doubt. He would have been proud, I'm sure.”

Thetone and use of theinformal second person signaded arelaxing of protocoals, inviting closeness
and frankness. It was agestureif trust from asenior rare for afirst meeting. Kyal said nothing, wondering
where thiswas leading. Sherven turned and moved back to the desk. He sat down again, picked up a
bluefilethat had been lying with some papersto one Side, and opened it to turn briefly through the top
few sheets of its content.

"About thisGalendian . . . Fellow of Applied Sciences, Electrogravitics, Y orim Zeestran." Sherven
looked up. "He would appear to have, shall we say, amore volatile history and temperament. How much
do you know about him?"

"I've worked with Y orim for over five years now, sr. I've dways found him totally dependable. His
scientific gpproach isfirg-class, with asolid grounding in engineering practice. | would trust him without
reservation.”

"Hm. Very commendable,” Sherven complimented. All the same, he didn't seem very happy. "I'll be
frank. | wasn't in favor of this selection, you know. | went along with it on the strength of your own
insstence—if that's not too strong aword—and out of respect for your father and hiswork. We area
small community, isolated and far from home, held together by dedication to our common goals.
Maintaining an amaosphere of sability and harmony isone of thefirst imperativesto facilitate getting the
work done." Sherven set thefile down and leaned back in his chair, propping his ebows on the rests and
gteepling hisfingers under his chin. "Neverthdess, sgns of the radicaism that has been disturbing all
facets of existence back home for some years are starting to make themsalves felt here. | trust that |
make mysdlf clear.”

Kyd nodded that there was no need to spell anything out. Sherven was referring to asocia-political
movement known asthe"Progressives' that was gaining ground internationaly, particularly among
younger elements of the population. Essentidly, the Progressves were questioning the traditiond pattern
of letting socid and professond indtitutions, and the organi zations that digpensed learning structure
themsdvesin whatever ways reflected the loyalties and recognitions of merit displayed by theindividuas
who composed them, rather than conform to any notions of hierarchy imposed from above. According to
the Progressives, such reliance on the "emergent dynamic'—to use the term employed by those who
studied such matters—was wasteful and inefficient, and discriminated againgt people who were not gifted
with popularity or aflair for attracting professional support. Stronger coordination and control, under the
direction of more clearly designated authority, would, they contended, not only produce results faster and



more efficiently, but broaden opportunity by making appointment and advancement more bleto
those judged to be deserving than being left to chance and whim.

Sherven went on, ™Y ou colleague hasthe kind of profile that one can't hel p speculating might lead him
to become active in such arespect here" Heindicated thefile briefly. "For instance, did you know that
he hel ped run a college newspaper that made a case for pandls of scientific peers having asay in what
kind of research ought to be published and funded? The piece argued that only specidists arefit to
decide within their own discipline." Sherven shrugged asif nothin further needed to be said. "Wedl know
that by the time experts qualify as professors, they're likely to have becomewalled in by their
assumptions and lost their ability to think creatively. I'm not saying that Zeestran wroteit, but it givesand
indication, perhaps, of the direction hisinclinations point in." It sounded like Y orim, sure enough, Kya
thought. But you had to know him to understand that he was about as far from being driven by ideology
asit was possible to get, and would happily take either sde of any argument just to test the reactions.
Sherven's brow creased. "He was aso mixed up at one time with apolitica advocacy group that seemed
to think that matters of private relationships should be coercively regulated by the state, and that a
standardized code of persond ethics should be included in the educationa curriculum.”

Kya couldn't mistake the thinly veiled hint that such an association might not have the most desirable
effects on those whose reactions might affect his own image and prospects. One of the unfortunate things
of lifewasthat what drove events was not redlity but people's perceptions of it. Sherven wasjust doing
hisjob and trying to honor aloyalty.

"| appreciate the Director's candor,” Kyad replied. "And | understand your concerns and
respong bilities. However, from my own experience, | know Fellow Zeestram to be smply hisown free
person. He exploresdl of theworld and is curious about everything. With al respect, | would regard the
things you mentioned as due to that nature, rather than anything that should cause concern.”

Sherven gave Kya asearching look and nodded findly, but till seeming dubious. ™Y ou do see my
point? We have avitaly important mission to think of, far from home, with never enough people and
dender resources. We can't afford the kind of agitation that we see in the news from back home. We
don't bring people this distance to spend their time promoting disruptive agendas that have no place here.
| trust that we can count on you to watch for any signs, and if necessary impress whatever cautions are
necessary to nip themin the bud.”

"Of course." Kyal nodded that he understood.

His own paosition on such matters was divided. On the one hand, who could disagree with the
suggestion that more efficient use of resourcesin aharsh environment like that of Venus, and afairer
recognition of talents congtituted desirable aims? He didn't see that concerted movesto bring about
improvement could ever be abad thing. At the sametime, he couldn't deny holding a certain respect for
the vaues enshrined in the tradiitional principles of open debate, freedom of individua choice, and in the
end letting everyone follow the direction that their reason and their consciences dictated. Such things
hadn't come to be accepted lightly, but only after generations of tria and experience. They shouldn't be
thrown away lightly or impetuoudly either. It wasthe kind of attitude that Jarnor had brought to his
science: using the tried and tested methods for as long as they seemed favored,, but not hesitating to
abandon them when facts, evidence, and not uncommonly fedings and an indefinableintuition too, said
the time had come to move on. It was dso theway helived hislife—and no doubt, too, one of the
strongest influencesthat had guided Kyd in forming his own view of the world.



CHAPTER FOUR

Although there had apparently been some who tried to point out the obvious, the mainstream of
Terran science had refused to recognize that V enus was a much younger planet than Earth—even after
sending down surface probes of their own when its surface and atmosphere were still forming. The
maturer conditions of Earth had proved so much more hospitable that severa Venusian researchers had
suggested, not awaysjokingly, that they should consider moving their whole culture there.

The Terrans error was another consequence of their assumption of gravity being the sole means of
shaping the Solar Systemn, and missing the importance of eectrica forcesinvolved in causing gection of
lesser objects from gas giants by fisson. Thisled them to construct atheory inwhich al bodies had
formed together out of acollapsing dust cloud, and hence had to be the same age. When data started
coming back from Venus clearly telling of the hot, primordia conditionsthere, they invented anction of a
runaway atmospheric greenhouse to account for it.

In thisthey reveded an extraordinary capacity for self-delusion that resulted from their tendency to
twist the evidence to fit atheory that they had convinced themselves had to be right—as if fervency of
belief could somehow affect the fact. Thistypified the negation of science asit was taught on Venus, and
asKyad had learned it from Jarnor, where one of the essentia disciplinesto be mastered at the outset
was learning to recognize and suppress desires and preconceptions, and smply follow where the
evidenceled.

Emur Frazin, the psychobiol ogist among the company on the ship out, had held thisto be the most
sgnificant psychologica difference setting Terrans and Venusians gpart. Looking for reasonsfor it wasa
big part of the work that had brought him here. The same underlying philosophy pertained too to the
managing of Venusan political and socid affairs. Or at least it did traditiondly. And thiswould explain
Sherven'sresarvations toward militant demands for changesin public policy from quarters he saw as
alowing thinking to be dominated more by ideologies of how things ought to be, instead of by the smple
and practical lessons that experience taught of what worked and what didn't.

Even thought the views from orbit had prepared them, the pageant of detail unfolding asthe lander
descended toward the surface awed Kya and left even Y orim speechless. Despite dl the images they
had seen, to fully grasp the extent of Earth's oceans, you had to actualy see one down there, through an
amosphere as clear as crystd, stretching al the way to the rim of a quarter of aplanet and beyond. As
the landscapes of colored daubery rose, expanded, and resolved into plains, valeys, rifts, and
snow-topped mountains of stupefying dimensions, the age of the planet became visible too. They could
sense the aeons of higtory written into every fold, river channd, and crumbling ridgeline taking shape
among the bastions of ancient rock.

"It makes homelook abit like afactory dag dump,” Y orim offered findly.

Rhombus, by now asmal if cluttered and somewhat inelegant town, had grown from one of the
earliest surface bases. The most geographically widespread Terran language, de facto standard for
business and most other internationd dedlings, and hence the one that Venusian linguists were



concentrating on, had been that known as English. It took its name from the dominant of adiverse
collection of squabbling tribeswho inhabited agroup of idands off the northwest of the main planetary
land mass, where it had emerged as an impossbly irrationa amagam of various ancestral languages
brought by successive waves of foreign invaders, dl of whom added to and further complicated the
makeup of the fina population. Untangling the history was sill abewilderment to Venusan scholars, but it
gppeared that the English had inherited their various contributors proclivitiesfor conquest aswell astheir
languages, for they went on to establish an empire of their own which for a short time girdled the entire
world. Either the language itself somehow ingtilled atendency toward aggression—or perhapswas an
expression of it—or there was some peculiar genetic connection between the two. One of the principal
regions colonized by the English—after invasion by anumber of rival groups and virtud extermination of
the natives—was the northern part of the double-continent Americas across the ocean to west. Having
adopted the language, the Americans then became the major world power and proceeded in turn to
begin atacking and invading everybody ese.

Rhombus was situated in what had been known as Iran, part of an areacaled the Middle East,
which thefirst Venusian explorers had sdlected for abase on account of its central positioninthemain
Afro-Euro-Asan land mass. Theinitid consideration was proximity to awide range of geology and
climates. However, thiswas followed by rapid expanson to accommodate just about every line of
research when the region was recognized as having been where many of the mgor Terran culturesand
racia divisons met. Perhaps not coincidentaly, it had aso been the focus of the Central Asian War,
which had been one of last great conflictsto be fought before the Terrans died out.

The town derived its name from the shape of the main building of the origind base of fifteen years
previoudy, still discernible among the sprawl of launch and transportation ingta lations that formed the
outskirts on the east side. That was also where most of the scientific complexes were concentrated,
having grown from the first field cabins and laboratory shacks. Subsequent development became more
orderly asit spread westward and now constituted the centra didtrict, with residential precincts, services,
amenities, and supporting industries that had quickly come into existence to ease the burden on the
supply shipsfrom Venus. On the western periphery was an anima and plant breeding station, where
attempts were being made to re-domesti cate what were thought to be the descendants of former artificia
Terran strains that had reverted to wild.

A white, dust-covered bus brought Kya, Y orim, and abatch of other arrivalsto areception building
inthe service areaclear of thelaunch aress. It wasther first taste of being out of doors since leaving
Venus. Kya had never seen alandscape of such dazzling clarity under the clear blue sky. The Sun was
noticeably smaler than he was used to, but impressively radiant. Venusian days were hazy even when the
cloud cover broke, which was seldom. The other striking thing was the dryness of terrain, extending
away asabrown, dusty plain on thefar side of the launch areato craggy hillsrising in the distance. Venus
was humid and soggy everywhere. Supposedly, Earth had been like that once. Hetried to imagine the
surroundings without the launch gantries, servicing hangars, or any of the other constructions, empty and
desolate, asit had been fifteen years ago when Armin Harra set the first Venusian foot on the surface of
Earth. There wasn't aVenusian who had never seen the recording of that memorable moment, or a
schoolchild who couldnt recite the immortal line that had gone down in history. It was only years later
that the diligent research of azedous sudent journaist established that the first words actudly uttered on
the surface of Earth had been, "Isthe camerarunning yet?'

Inside the building, aknot of people were waiting to meet the incoming arrivals, and the two groups
dissolved into aflurry of pairsand more finding each other, and afew lost soulslooking around for
sources of information or inspiration. Casselo had arranged for Kya and Y orim to be met by aclerk
from theloca admin office called Vereth, who had called them shortly before they boarded to let them
know he would be there, identifiable by ared cap and alight blue jacket. Y orim spotted him first asthey
halted and looked around.

"There's our man, over there—in front of the wall with the map and the posters. | think he's seen us.”



"Y es, he'scoming over.” Kya sent a confirming nod and raised ahand. Vereth was somewherein his
twenties, lean and bony, with short-cropped hair and dark skin that set off histeeth when he smiled. He
took off his cap and made ashort bow. Kyal and Y orim inclined their heads.

"Master Reen and Fellow Zeestran™”

"Our pleasure," Kyal returned.

"A pleasant voyage and a comfortable descent, | trust? Welcometo Earth.” Vereth replaced his cap.

"Decidedly s0. May life be askind to you."

"Nicehat,” Yorim said.

Vereth didn't seem sure how to respond and looked around. "The gt&ff in here are dl going to betied
up taking care of people with pre-arranged schedules,” he said. "Buit I've talked to somebody in the Site

Operations Support office who has been making arrangementsfor you. It'sjust ashort way along the
block outside. Please come thisway."

He led them from the reception hall and out through some doors on the opposite side of the building
to that where they had entered. The bus had delivered them to a glass-fronted dock, so thiswasthelr first
red exposureto Terranair. It wasinvigoratingly fresh and clean, but cool. The oxygen content was
higher than on Venus.

Y orim drew in adow breath as ambled beside Kya in long, easy strides, the bag he had brought
with him for the week dung over ashoulder. "Say, thisfeds alive!"

"Chilly, though" Kya said. "I'm not so sure| could go for this swimming idea of yours."

"Aw, | don't know. it's pretty high up here," Yorim said. "And it'll be warmer farther south. I'll find a

"Very dry too," Vereth said. "Best to use cream on the skin until you get used to it. Especidly the
lips"

They had come out onto aroadway running between the reception building and an adjoining shed
that looked like avehicle depot. A couple of Side roads opposite disappeared among a conglomeration
of metal and plastic buildings butted together in ways that spoke of sporadic additions and extensonsin
whatever way was expedient, intermingled with shacks, communications masts, storage tanks, and
tangles of pipes. Apart from adow-moving truck ablock or so away, thetraffic just at this moment was
al pedestrian. The higher buildings of the centra area of Rhombus some distance away werevishble
above the roofs ahead of them. Kya found himsdlf feeling mildly agoraphobic at being unenclosed by
wallsfor thefirg timein months, but it would no doubt soon pass. Y orim dowed severd timesto draw a
toe of hisboot wonderingly through another novelty spread out under their feet: sand. Vereth |ooked
amused. Kya had the feding held seen dll this before.

"Where are you from?' Kyal asked him.

"Korbisan, origindly."

"Y ou look on the dark sde for aKorbisanian."

"Thesun herewill do that."

"How long have you been on Earth now?"

"Avyea."

"What brought you out here?'

"l cameto join my older brother. HE's with an excavation party working over in the east at the
moment, in China. My family were pressuring meto find awife and get married.”

"Oh." Kya didn't want to get too persond. "What brought your brother out here?

Vereth'steeth flashed in aquick grin. " Same reason.”

The Site Operations Support office was located in atwo-story building on acorner across the street,
announcing itself under alarger sign that read ARMIN HARRA SPACE PORT. Vereth brought them to



aroom with some chairs and acounter. A plump, middle-aged woman in tan work fatigues appeared
through a doorway from an office to the rear at the sound of their entering. ™Y ou found them, then?' she
said to Vereth, and nodded jovialy to the arrivals. "It'salong trip out, isn't it? Glad to have you here.”

"ThisisOlin," Vereth said. Kya and Y orim inclined their heads. "What have you managed to come
up with?'

"A week, and then going to Luna."

"Yes" Vereth confirmed.

"It'sahit difficult. The hotel rooms and the short-term apartments were all taken by pre-bookings.
It'sawayslikethiswhen aship arrives.”

"Olin doesn't mean just the regular commercial hotels,” Vereth explained. "It'swhat people here dso
cdl the quartersthat |SA managesfor professionas visiting Rhombus'

Olin looked at Kya and Y orim anxioudy. "The best I've been able to do isadouble roomin the
hogtdl. It's where people like technicians usudly stay for afew days when they come down to the
surface. But it's comfortable and clean. And you'll probably be away seeing other placesfor most of the
timeanyway."

"It waan't decided until lunchtimetoday,” Kya said. "Were very grateful. The hostel will befine."

"Y ou makelifetoo easy."

Y orim was studying awall adorned with notices, timetables, and alarge map of Earth showing the
main surface bases and areas of ongoing exploration. Rhombus was marked prominently, sitting in the
middleof it dl. "Here are your cities, Kya." He pointed at areas to the west and north. "Europe and
Russia. Those are the areas you wanted to see right?

"A lot of work isgoing oninthose aress,” Vereth said. "Huge old cities, millions of people. They
even built them in colder climate where the precipitation falls as snow."

Olin shivered. "I'll just stick to watching the pictures,” she said.

Kya moved closer to the map to look at the region Y orim had indicated. It was where the latest
Terran civilization seemed to have originated, the one known as Western, which the Americans took over
and carried worldwide. A number of other mgjor civilizations had come and gone before the rise of the
Western, but none had attained a significant level of technology. The Venusians had gone unerringly from
sample beginningsto industry to arr flight and space travel with no such diversonsin other directions, asif
they had been predisposed in that direction. No particular explanation had been offered asto why there
should have been such adifference, or seemed caled for. It was just one of those things that was
accepted.

"What other kinds of things are there to see closer to home?" Kyd asked, turning back toward Olin.
"Herein Rhombus, for instance—for thefirst day or two, anyway. A lot of things happen here too, don't
they?"

"Many of the scientific labs and academic offices are concentrated here,” Olin said.

"They can giveyou alist of what'swhere," Vereth interjected.

Olin went on, "Therés ashop not far from here that bits of Terran machinery are brought back to for
assessment and cleaning up. Some of it gets refurbished and shipped back to Venus. A lot of the
language work is centraized in Rhombus, correlating inputs from al over. We've got biology and
micro-organisms, abig geologicd lab with al kinds of departments. Between them, they can giveyou a
good guide asto what's going on in other places. And Rhombusis agood center for transportation to
any of them. There areflights coming and going al thetime, and getting ridesis usualy not a problem.
One benefit of being in the hostel isthat you'll meet plenty of people who'll be ableto give you pointers.
And you know my name: Olin. If you need anymore, or get stuck, you have my number on the net. Is
there anything ese | can do for now?' Kya and Y orim looked at each other. Both shook their heads.

"Soundsjugt fing," Yorim said.



"Y ou've been more than helpful,” Kyd told Olin.
"Wetry to please our guests.”

"Shall we go, gentlemen,” Vereth asked. He acknowledged Olin with anod. "I'll show you the way to
the hogte "

"Enjoy Earth," Olin called after them asthey | eft.

CHAPTER FIVE

The hostd was situated afew blocks farther on in the direction of the Centra District, where dready
the surroundings began to fed more like atown meant for people than an industrial suburb of trucks and
machines. Although the effect was marred somewheat by the profusion of overhead cables and
communi cations antennas everywhere, the place did make the effort to look more like aresidence than
an office block or factory shed, and even sported some color in the form of planters containing strange
red and orange Terran flowers, standing aong the foot of the walls either side of the entrance. Vereth
regretted that the hostel didn't have arestaurant in the manner of the hotels, but he pointed out a cafeteria
adjacent that he said was "interesting.” Terran steaks tended to be on the chewy side, hetold them, but
they tasted wonderful.

A clerk at the lobby desk greeted them with customary pleasantries and confirmed the detail s that
Olin had given. Vereth saw them to their room, where they deposited their bags, and they walked with
him back to the lobby. Was there anything else he could do? No, he had been more than helpful aready.
It was his privilege. Echoing Olin to remind them that they could alwaysfed freeto cdl him onthe
planetary net, he made his parting bow and | ft.

The hostel 1obby had its notice-board wall complete with map too, but embellished with poster-size
prints of Terran ice cliffs, mountain pesks, and deserts, and giving details of loca entertainments and
activitiesthat would help newcomers meet their neighbors and make some friends. A quick perusal
revealed a couple of longball teams, adramagroup, aclassfor Terran art and architecture sudies, a
debating group hosted by the Progressives, a club devoted to a Terran game of positional strategy cdled
chess, which was becoming popular back on Venus, an organized sghtseeing itinerary, and severa
musica groups. There was aso the usua collection of ads describing itemsfor sale, lost and found,
attempts to match skillsfor hire with work in demand, and shyly disguised pleas from lonely hearts
looking for company.

"That place that Olin was talking about sounded interesting,” Kya remarked.

"Y ou mean the shop where they bring the machines and things?' Y orim said over his shoulder ashe
scanned the board.

"Yes. If welve only got aweek, we might as well make the best of it. What do you think?"

"| say let's get something to eat next door first." Kyal agreed, and they turned to head back out the
door.

"Try aTerran steak," the desk clerk tossed after them asthey left. "The chicken bird isgood too.”



Y orim had the steak. Kyal tried the chicken. They sat on opposite sides of one of the lont, eight-seat
tables, munching in slence asthey experimented. "What do you think?' Kya asked findly.

"Okay . .. but abit bland compared to agood flank cut. Better when you spiceit up.” There were
some home-imported sauces on the table. "How's the bird?"

"Okay, | guess"

"I read somewhere that the domesticated variety the Terrans had didn't fly. Maybe it was better.”

"Oh, redly?'

"Y our face looks abit funny. Kind of distant. Are you feding okay?'

"A bit muzzy headed,” Kyd admitted. "But | don't think it'sthefood. The air, maybe."

"It could bethe gravity,” Yorim said. "Y ou're feding the effects of awhole planet for thefirst timein

months. A ship's G-polarizers are locdized. It produces a subtly different effect. Some people are
sengtivetoit. It wear off by tomorrow. Did you fed dizzy on thefirst day or two out in the ship?'

"I can't remember. . . . Could be, | suppose. Let'shope s0." Kyal took asip of water. It tasted sweet
and clean. "How wasthe tour of the G-system in Explorer 6?Y ou never told me."

"Interesting. They're not under drivein freefall, so you can't divert power from the charge generators
the way you can when you'rein Venustrangit. So they extract it from orbital momentum with periodic
reboogts.”

"Cassdlo could tell you everything you wanted to know about it, then, eh? So you think he's okay
too?'

"Asgood aswell get," Yorim agreed. "My take isthat we picked ourselves a good boss here, chief.
| don't see any problems.”

Kya chewed slently for awhile, then asked nonchaantly, "Did he bring up any politica angles? Y ou
know, feders about attitudes and views about different things?. . ."

"No. Wejust talked about longball and technica stuff."

Kyd fedt reieved. It seemed that Cassalo didn't represent an extension of Sherven in that respect,
that would intrude into their working relationship. Thefindings on lunar Farside sounded too intriguing for
the work to be marred by concerns that belonged back home, and asfar as Kya was concerned, were
better |eft there.

Others had been drifting in since they sat down, mostly younger people but with afew older ones
among them too. A girl detached herself from agroup who were finding seats at one of the other tables
and came over. "Wdl! Two familiar faces. This huge world isbecoming smaller dready.” It was
Naseena, the geologist who had come with them on the Melther Jorg.

"Naseenal" Kya exclaimed. "And you seem to be making agood start in getting to know people
dready.”

"Hey," Yorim greeted.

"| thought you two were going to that place on Luna," Naseena said.

"We're taking aweek's break to look around alittle down herefirst,” Kyal replied.

"Where are you staying?'

"Next door."

Surprised showed on Naseena's face for amoment. She probably expected them to be in one of the
hotels. "Metoo," shetold them. "I'll be leaving in acouple of days." They aready knew from their time
on the ship that she would be working in the huge mountai nous region to the east known asthe
Himalayas. She took a step back and explained to the others, "These are Kyal Reen and Y orim
Zeestram, who were on the same ship. Space eectromagnetics. They'll be going on soon, out to Luna.”



"Involved with those Terran congtructions that were discovered on Farsde?' one of her companions
guessed.

"Exactly right,” Kyd sad.

"I've read about them.” The speaker was stocky and rounded, wearing a padded work vest over a
red shirt, with white hair showing beneath aflat peaked cap. "And I'm curious. Any ideas yet?'

"Theplaceisalot bigger than it looks," Kya said. "Weve had some sonar scans done.”

"Already?'
"While we were on our way out. It goesalot farther down below the surface.”
"Redly?Now I'm really curious.”

Naseena sighed. "Oh dear, I'm doing thisdl the wrong way round. Thisis Mowrak, the person I'll be
working with. I've only just met him today too." The white-haired man tilted his head. Naseena gestured
to the ayounger man next to him. "Whylen is an excavation engineer, soon to go back to digging up cities
in...Wherewasit, Whylen?'

"China." Whylen was dark-haired and sinewy, his face shadowed by severa days of stubble. He
rose briefly from his chair. "My privilege, I'm sure.”

The man who had sat down next to him was about the same age, thirtyish, muscular and lithe, with a
florid countenance that complemented a head crowned by athicket of copper-red hair. His featureswere
drawn in intense, angular planes about a sharp nose, thin but firm mouth, and a pointy, determined chin.
He was wearing an open black shirt and a brushed leather jacket that was at the same time stylish and
durable.

"And thisis Jenyn," Naseena completed. "Just back from being in the Americasfor awhile. HE's next
door in the hostel too, waiting for permanent quarters. That'sright, isn'tit?. . . I'm not sure what he does,
though? What do you do here Jenyn?

"Linguigt." Jenyn answered. He didn't concede to any courtesies, but regarded Kyal and Y orim
unsmilingly with pale blue eyes. Kyad had the discomforting feding of being evauated for some
prospective purpose. Jenyn cocked his head to one side. "Where are you people from back home?”

"I'maUlangean,” Kyd replied. "Felow Zeestran isfrom Gallenda.”

Jenyn nodded. The coolness and distancing implied by Kya's use of thetitular form didn't make any
visbleimpact on him. "How were things there when you left? heinquired.

Y orim's brow furrowed. "What kind of things?'

Jenyn answered in acardessdrawl. "Oh, lifein genera. The usua things people talk about. Prices
and taxes. Who makestherules. Are they happy with the way things are being run?”

Naseenathrew in, "He's becoming theloca Progressive organizer in Rhombus aready. You're
running for the leadership nomination among the Terran bases, Jenyn, yes?' Shelooked back at Kya and
Yorim. "l sugpect that probably had more to do with what he was doing in the Americas."

Mowrak had registered that Kya and Y orim were not responding warmly to the turn of
conversation. " There's aworkshop where they clean up pieces of Terran machinery and things,” he said.
"We were going there after we've eaten. Want to join us?"

"We had exactly the sameidea," Kyal said, happy to move the subject along.

"Great,” Mowrak said. "They've got a Terran war tank that's just been brought in, dug up out of the
desert not far from here. 1t's going to be sent back home as amuseum exhibit.”

Kya and Y orim looked at each other and exchanged nods. " Sounds good," Y orim said for both of
them.



CHAPTER SIX

It stood in an open yard behind one of the workshops. The angled planes of its squat, heavy bulk
seemed Snister and menacing—which was hardly surprising, considering the purpose for which it hed
been built. Though little more than a corroded hulk, it was better preserved than most similar vehicles
from itstimes, thanks to the dry desert conditions. Fastened to aboard on anearby wall carried was a
print of an engineering isometric drawing reconstructed from various sources of how it had originaly
looked.

The mobile sted burid vault had run on belt tracks similar to those found on heavy congtruction
machinery, and been powered by a hydrocarbon-fueled engine. It carried acrew of four. A somehow
ghoulish swiveling turret with doping sdeslike atruncated pyramid carried an enormous cannon fired by
chemica explosives, dong with alighter secondary wegpon. It had been destroyed by a projectile that
melted a hole through its armor on impact and spewed white-hot meta liquid into the interior.

Kya found himsdlf disturbed and unsettled as he stood staring &t it in aslent ssmicirclewith the
others. He wasthinking of the livesthat had begun somewhere in some unknown aien mothers arms,
grown and flowered through dl joys, pains and dreams to become those miracles of creation called
persons. . . dl to be vaporized in an instant, for what? From the stained silence and somber [ooks on
their faces, it seemed to be having asimilar effect on others.

"Theréssomething . . . | don't know, something horrible about it,” Naseenawhispered findly. "Can
you imagine what it would be like shut up in amachine like that?*

"Especidly with peopletrying to destroy it," Whylen said. "Imagine being trapped and incinerated in
there”

"Oh, don't!"

"How old would you say that is?" Y orim asked, addressing the wordsto no onein particular. There
was controversy over dating the sequences of the events that had taken place on Earth. Estimates made
by Venusian scientists based on the methods they employed back home disagreed with reconstructions
based on the Terrans own records.

Mowrak, the geologist that Naseena would be working with in the Himaayas, shook his head. "I
don't think anyone can be sure yet. Our own estimates give results orders of magnitude different from
what the Terrans believed. Where we infer tens of thousands of years, they claimed millions.” He
shrugged. "It's difficult to argue too much. They were on their own planet longer. Maybe rates change
more than wethink as planets get older. That's one of the lineswereinvestigating.” He turned and called
to atechnician from the shop, who was carefully removing encrusted sand and rock from a corroded
object at abench outside the workshop door. "Excuse me. Do you have any kind of date for the tank
here?'

"The experts are still arguing about it. Some say thousands of years, others say tens of thousands. If
you extrgpolate the system that the Terrans used, it comes out at alot more than that. Take your pick.”

Mowrak gave the others alook which said that made his point. "Y ou see? What more can | tell



you?”
"Y ou sound asif you'reinvolved in that kind of thing yourself,” the technician remarked.

"Yes, ageologist. Back at Rhombus briefly, but working out east. I'm the tour guide today. We have
some people here new to Earth, just down from orbit.”

"I hear the Melther Jorg isback in."
"That iswherewere from," Naseenasaid.

"Welcometo Earth. | hopeit treatsyou al well." They returned short nods. The technician took them
dl inwith aglance. "Weve got some more interesting thingsinsde. Come on, I'll show you.”

"I've got another question . . ." Y orim moved up aongside the technician as he turned to lead the way
through the doors. Asthe others began following, Kya stayed back to ook once more over the drawing
of the Terran war tank mounted on thewall. The heat and noise in such confinement, hemmed in by
machinery above, below, and on every side, must have been fearsome. He wondered if they actualy
found volunteersfor such tasks, or if the crews had to be forced to accept them. All in al, he decided
he'd take agoraphobia.

A movement nearby made him turn his head. Jenyn had aso stayed back and was standing beside
him. He regarded Kyal questioningly, then haf- turned to look back at the Terran tank. After amoment
or two, he said, "They were aviolent and destructive breed, yes. But couldn't that have been a
manifestation of other qualitiestoo, Master Reen? They understood the power to effect change that
comes from having order and discipline. They stood together to bring about the thingsthey believed in,
instead of letting themselves be carried aong by the herd. And yes, hey would fight to the degth if they
had too. They didn't just passively accept whatever lot fell to them by other peopleswhimsand
preferences, theway Venusanswould. It could cause grief in the short term; but there was something
magnificent and tirring about it that perhaps we could use alittle more of a times. Don't you think so?"

Jenyn's tone was soft and exhorting, but at the sametime his pale blue eyeshad achalenging light in
them. Kya recognized the Progressive line and shook his head. " Saveit for the language students.
Politicsisn't what | do."

"It'sthe future, the way things are going to be. Y ou won't change it. Why be I eft behind?* Jenyn didn't
expect any ingtant conversion, Kyal knew. He wastrying to plant seeds.

Kyd ressted theimpulse to be blunt. "Wel, we are being left behind, aren't we?' he answered. "'l
think it'stimeto catch up with our friends.”

Inside, they found the others clustered around alarge wooden table, where pieces from the tank’s
engine had been laid out after painstaking etching and cutting to separate what was left of them from
masses of corrosion like otherslying on abench by thewall. There were dso parts of itsinstruments and
control gear, dong with severa conical objectsthat the technician said weretips of the projectilesfired
by the cannon. Y orim was examining a plate from one of the tracks. Looking around at the rest of the
shop, Kya picked out the hub and rim of alarge whed that |ooked amazingly like onefrom aVenusian
agriculturd tractor; acouple of shelves of dectrica devices and components; an assortment of helmets,
belt buckles, other oddments of clothing; knives, cutlery, and various hand tools. The technician was
showing Whylen some long objects that could have been firearms.

Therewere dso afew other itemsthat didn't fall into the category of "equipment and machinery" but
had ended up here anyway, including some surprisingly well preserved pieces of wooden furniture. Kya
stopped to ingpect a Sitting, cross-legged figure about afoot high, carved out of stone, on ashelf to one
sde. Mowrak saw him looking at it and came over, at the same time gesturing to Naseena, who was
watching. "Y ou'll seealot of these farther east, where were going,” hetold her.

She moved over to join them. "Who ishe?"

"Somekind of religious deity from an earlier culture—earlier than the one that produced the tank.”
Mowrak looked a Kya. "How would you and Y orim like to come and see them too, while you've got



the chance?'

"The sculptures?’

"No, | meant the mountains—the Himaayas. Five miles high, summits of ice. We were planning afew
days of hiking around and showing Naseena some of the sights there before getting back to work.
Whylen and Jenyn and some others are coming too. Why not make a party of it?"

"When did you plan on leaving?' Kyd asked him

"Later ontonight.”

Y orim had sauntered over and been listening. "What do you think?' he asked Kyal. The expression
on hisface said he could go for it.

"| thought you were set on sunshine and beaches?"

Y orim shrugged. "That wasjust athought. | could live with thistoo."

"What's the problem?' Mowrak asked, seeing Kya's hesitation.

"Oh. .. Kyad wasthinking about seeing placesto the north and west from here," Y orim told him.
"Wherethe Terran Western civilization originated.”

"The European cities," Kyd said.

"Wasn't that where Terran science finally came together?' Nassena put in. "Isthat what you're more
interested in?"

"That. And the higtory,” Kyd said.

The technician and Whylen had come over and were following. "Ther€ll be asupply flight going up to
Foothills Camp firgt thing in themorning,” the technician said to Kyal. "That'sin the mountains north from
here, between the two big inland seas. They're doing alot of excavating a one of the Russian citiesup
there." He patted one of the pieces of wooden furniture and indicated some other objectsthat looked like
household pieces. "That's where these pieces came from. | could probably get you aplaceonit. You

shouldn't have much problem getting a connections west from there. The colonists are sarting farmsin
Europe, and alot of the traffic from Rhombus uses that route.”

Kya considered the option. It sounded just what he had wanted. There probably wouldn't be
another chance likeit in the week that they were here. And there was no way of telling what kind of time
he might have to spare the next time he was back from Lunaand found himsdf in thisvicinity—whenever
that might be.

"Look, why don't you go with these people tonight?' he said to Y orim. "I can meet up with you back
here in Rhombus before we shuttle back up to the Explorer. That way neither of uswill be adrag onthe
other. After twelve weeks we could probably both use a change of company anyway."

Y orim gave him adubious |ook.

"Hey, I like being on my own sometimes,” Kya said. "It'swhen | do my best thinking."

Y orim took in a breath and raised his eyebrows, which Kya new was the nearest he would cometo
making afussover it. "Okay," he agreed.

"You'resure?' Mowrak asked Kyal.

Kyd nodded. "Sure." Andto Yorim, ™Y ou go ahead. I'll be okay."

"WEell, | guessyou can count mein," Y orim, said, looking around to take in the rest of the company.

"Greset," Naseenasaid enthusiastically. "But well missyou, Kya. Are you sure we can't twist your
am?'

"Bequiet,” Kyd told her.

Jenyn had drifted a short distance away, where he was looking over one of the wooden objects. It
was of apeculiar congtruction, giving theimpression of having been aflat, rounded cabinet of somekind.
Theremains of ametd frame and tatters of stringslay among the splintered woodwork, along with



numerous long, rectangular, white objects. "What's this?" Jenyn asked, looking up and turning to the
technician.

The technician moved closer to join him. "It was akind of keyboard musica instrument, from what
the Terrans dated astheir early twenty-first century. All these pieces were unearthed from ruins covered
by alayer of dried anaerobic bog. It seemsto have been formed by sediments from atemporary lake or
flood. A big war that took place around those timesiis believed to have begun in that region.

"The Centrd Asan War," Jenyn supplied. Helooked around asif he werelecturing. "1 have sudied
it. The democratic Western nations were defending the world againgt international lawlessness and
aggression ingtigated by backward-looking tyrannies who were losing their control over people who
wanted Western freedoms for themsalves.”

The technician paused politely for asecond or two, but seemed obliged to make some comment.
"Well, that was what they told the people, anyway," he agreed. There was a moment of silence. "Let me
show you what one of their computerslooked like. Or what's |eft of one, anyway. Thisway, over here. .

Asthe group moved away, Kyd turned to look again at the relic from alost world, alost age. What
kind of sounds, he wondered, had once been evoked from it? Decoding and reproducing Terran music
had so far defied dl attempts. He stared &t it in fascination, trying to picture in his mind the place to the
north that it had come from, among the mountains between the central Asian inland seas. Who wasthe
long-dead Terran whose hands had played it? he wondered. What events, now forgotten forever, had
been taking shape then? What story could this strange, dien instrument have told of those times?

CHAPTER SEVEN

The somber chords of a Rachmaninov concerto tumbled through athe rooms and out through the
open windows into the gardens of alarge house nestled in afold among the hills overlooking the town. In
the distance, the peeks of the Caucasus mountains shone white in the early summer sun. But the mind of
the player, Leon lvanovitch Borakov, brooded on things that were far from the music. The warsthe
south and east that had followed Americas latest bid to control the oil regions were spreading. Some
saw adeeper motive and interpreted the moves as furthering a strategic encirclement in preparation for
aninevitable dash with China

The tragedy was that there was no need for any of it. Borakov and afew otherslike him who knew
but were unable to make themsalves heard, could give theworld al the energy it needed—indefinitely.
The potential wasthere, in catalyzed nuclear reactions that he had analyzed and seen demonstrated
repeatedly. Fuson and dl that it promised, without the brute force gpproach that had been failing for half
acentury. But oil-focused globd financid interests and academic politics had caused the research to be
ridiculed or suppressed. Greed, paranoia, suspicion, and the disastrous combination of mediocrity in
possession of authority werein control everywhere. Humanity had the knowledge, the ability, and the
resources to solveits problems at afraction of the cost it would expend fighting over them, which would
solve nothing. But al effortsto stop the madness were in vain againgt the ignorance and ambitions of
deluded egos leading compliant masses who ddlivered familiesto their nightly eectronic brainwashing just



assurely astheir ancestors of earlier centuries had marched theirsto be harangued from pulpits. "Fanatics
arethe cause of every evil," aBritish member of the House of Lords had once observed to Borakov.
"They should be ruthlessy hunted down and exterminated.”

The phone rang on aside table. Borakov stopped his playing and reached to take the call. He would
not have been disturbed without some good reason. His secretary spoke from the office downgtairsin the
house. "Greganinisasking to talk to you. He saysit isurgent.” Josef Greganin wasapresdentid aidein
Moscow.

"Put him through,”" Borakov said.

"Leon?'

"Yes. Hello, Josef .

"Have you heard the news?"

"What?" There was a hollownessin Borakov'svoice. A premonition told him it was something he had
been expecting but refused to acknowledge conscioudy.

"The Chinese arelanding on Taiwan." The Stuation had been escd ating two weeks. They had
threatened to dismantle the new missileingtdlation there themsdvesif their demands for remova were not
Met.

"Thetaks?' Borakov said. Negotiations had been going on behind the scenes that the public in saw.

"It sounds asif they've given up,” Greganin told him. "The word is that the Chinese were rebuffed.
The Americans were never not serious. They went through the motionsfor the historica record. But
Chinawontt let itself be seen as being cowed in the eyes of the world."

Borakov was horrified. "But thisis exactly what the Americans want, Josef! We both know that
those missleswere only put there as a provocation.”

"But the West doesn't know. Their media are dready shouting about naked aggression. President
Rafton was on fifteen minutes ago, spouting the usua claptrap about defending freedom and values. The
nava battle group that they've got in the areais moving in. There are unconfirmed reports of arcraft
engagements aready."

Borakov felt hismouth going dry. "Thisisit, then?'

"It lookslikeit. | would advise you to get out, my friend. Thefirst placeit will spread isacrossinto
centrd Asafrom the Gulf. You'l bein aprimewar zonethere. It could bein ameatter of days."

Borakov and hisfamily evacuated their home when American bombers begin attacking loca targets.
The town below was pummeled in the fighting that followed when the southern battle lines drew neerer,
and the house was reduced to rubble by artillery fire. Later, when a counter-attack came, the pocket that
the ruin sood in was inundated by an emptying lake when acruise missile carrying atactical nuclear
warhead destroyed the dam in the valley above.



CHAPTER EIGHT

It was aswdll that Kyal had thought to find agenerd store and equip himsdlf with somewarm
clothing and sturdy boots before leaving Rhombus. His twinge of agoraphobia had passed, and the
feding of openness and freedom when he emerged from atwin-rotor chopper a Foothills Camp was
exhilarating after the enclosed, artificid worlds of the Melther Jorg and Explorer 6, and the
concentrated bustle of Rhombus. The only human habitation to be seen was the scattering of shacksand
tents fringing the archeologica excavations beginning ashort distance away on one sSde of theairstrip. On
the other, rolling wooded hills rose toward the distant pesks of the Caucasus, white with snow againgt a
clear sky. Kya had never seen snow before. The freshness of the breeze coming from the east was
intoxicating. After consulting with the Site office at the airstrip and obtaining a photocopy of acrude map
of the area, he decided to postpone looking at the diggings until later and get some exercise for legsthat
hadn't been used enough for awhile by hiking afew miles up into the hills. The sun-baked soil and rocks,
and tal, dender Terran treeswith their strange needle-like leaves were unlike any scenery on Venus. As
he gained height and the vista below expanded, he began to think that perhaps he would stay on here
until tomorrow. It was aready becoming obvious that aweek would be hopelessy inadequate for the
kind of plansthat he had envisaged.

After an hour or maybe more, he stopped to rest on the trunk of afalen tree. Sitting there, he could
make out the general form of the town that had stood in the valley below from the lines of the
archeologica cuttings and trenches. According to the notes that he had pulled from the net and read
during theflight up, it had been attacked first by one side and then by the other in the Central Asian War,
and the ruinsthat were left were submerged when adam higher up in the valey that Kya had followed
was destroyed. The ensuing geologica conditions proved unusudly conducive to preservation, which was
what had attracted the archeologists. Although the particular town that had stood here was abandoned
because of the flooding, other towns destroyed in the Central Asian War had been rebuilt, only to be
razed again in the even greater war that came later. Seemingly a continuation after aperiod of recovery,
with some shifting of dliances, it had gone to even greater extremes, involving wegponry and combat in
space. There were even some indications of its spreading to the Moon.

Kyd was beginning to fed cooler now that he had stopped climbing. He pulled the hooded parka
closer around him over his swegter and stared down over the bare valey where atown had been, trying
to picturein hismind the things that had happened here long ago. Large white birds with black markings
werewhedling lazily over astream winding arocky course between deep banks of green. It wasall so
quiet and peaceful and tranquil now. Y et how many lives had ended horribly in thisvery place, screaming
interror and agony amid carnage, flames, noise, and violence that he was probably incapable of
imagining? Thefally and thewaste of it al Hill Sckened him.

The Terran Western civilization had emerged out of a confused pattern of rivaries and warsthat the
exo-historians were il far from being able to agree over. After being weakened by endless strife among
themselves, the origina core nations of Europe were invaded from the east by Russia, which had cometo
dominate alarge part of Asia, and by Americafrom across the ocean to the west. An enigma here was



that Americas principa partnersin this were the same British whom the Americans had rebelled against
and evicted not long before; but the British seemed to have had ahistory of fighting either against or
alongside just about everybody at some time or another, so their far-flung empire probably expired from
exhaudtion.

Another conundrum was the Japanese, who while overrunning the Europeans possessionsin Asa
were fighting the Americans, while the Americans were a the same timeinvading Europein the west.
Whatever the explanation of that was, the overall situation appeared to make the Americans and the
Russiansdlies. However, they turned out at the end of it dl to be ferociousy opposed to one another,
and world's main fear for some time became that of amgjor nuclear conflict between them, with the
Europeans now digned with America

And the confusion didn't end there. After aseries of escaating loca conflicts, the big clash when it
camewaswith alate but rapidly devel oping China—which had previoudy sded with the Americans and
the Europeans against Japan.

By now, Kyd was not only chilly but getting hungry. In the last-minute rush to make the morning
flight, he hadn't eaten anything yet that day. He stood up, waved his arms and stamped to get some
circulation moving, took alast look around at the serenity where he had rested, and began the easier trek
down. Hewasintrigued to see his breath condensing into awhite stream of vapor. That never happened
on Venuseither.

Back down at the site of the town, he spent some time as he had intended, touring the archeological
excavations and talking with some of the workers. One sector consisted of practically awhole street of
unearthed shopsthat had yielded collections of items ranging from e ectronics devices and kitchen
appliancesto clothing, shoes, and children'stoys. One of the walls had adoor till attached, with severd
panes of glassintact.

From there, he followed atrack to arepository back near the airstrip where items were sorted and
cata ogued, and saw some examples of Terran jewelry and decorative art. The Terrans seemed to have
been able to devote more of their lives to such things than was possible on Venus, where the harsher
conditions made eking the essentials to Saying aive a congtant struggle. By comparison, the Terrans had
been endowed with a garden capable of providing everything they needed in abundance. So did people
compete and fight when they could have plenty for al, but work together and share in the face of
scarcity? It seemed paradoxical.

Alongside the repository was a cabin next door was devoted to classfying and copying written
material, and treating precious originasfor preservation. Although it was atrove of books and other
documents, trand ation was not performed here, and Kyal had to content himsalf with browsing through
some of theimages of picturesthat skillful dectronic manipulation had extracted from the fragile ancient
ghests.

Hefound some views of thetown asit had been, with high square buildings and streets busy with
people and amazingly many cars. It was bright and colorful compared to typica towns on Venus, and
had evidently been laid out with more consideration given to space and aesthetics. Another consequence
of having unlimited habitable land and the luxury of moretimeto sparefor leisure, Kya supposed. There
were other images of the Terrans themsalves: groups posing; children laughing; heads and shoulders;
faces smiling, frowning, looking solemn; what gppeared to be prominent figures making soeeches,
shaking handsin the Terran custom. Kya found that by being here, seeing the land they had lived in,
contemplating things they had made and used, and now gazing &t their likenesses, he was developing a
growing fascination for this strange, lost race. On the one hand so impulsive, crud, violent, irrationa. On
the other, so ordinary. Would it be possible, ever, to realy understand them? Why did he care?

Heredlized suddenly that he was no alone. A woman was standing at one of the other tables across
the room, like him, poring over some of the sets of pictures. He wasn't sureif she had been there dl along
or had comein after he. He hadn't noticed anyone when he entered—but she could have been there and



moved around from one of the other sections. If S0, she moved quietly. She seemed to notice him at the
sametime ashedid her. It was hardly a Stuation in which they could comfortably ignore each other. Kyal
bowed his head by the correct amount. Sheinclined hers afraction less—the females privilege. They
held each other's eye questioningly for amoment. "Kya Reen,” hesaid. "A pleasure, I'm sure.™

"Lorili Hilivar. Full of 'i's" Her manner wasimmediately easy and direct. The hint of asmile played on
the corners of her mouth as her eyesinterrogated him silently. ™Y ou don't waste very much time, Mr.
Reen. Just down from orbit, and traveling the surface dready. I'm suitably impressed.”

Kyd reciprocated by permitting agrin. "We used the tanning booths on the ship. How can you tell?"

"Oh, the sweater and parka are new. The shirt isthe floppy ship'sfatigue kind that they issue on the
tripsout. The collar hasalittle MJ maitif on it, and the Melther Jorg docked at Explorer 6 yesterday.”

"That'samazing." Kya answered in adistant voice. After the solitude of the morning, his mind hadn't
fully adjusted to the sudden company, and he was il taking her in. She had rich black hair reaching to
her shoulderswith just enough of a curve not to look stark, and a pleasantly tapering ova face with a
narrow chin, full mouth, and adight turn-up to the nose. Her complexion was pale, whether naturaly or
from some cosmetic he couldn't tell, adding a contrast that set off her features and her hair.

"Wherewill you be heading eventually? she asked.

"Luna, after ashort break to cut my teeth down here. Checking out some unusua Terran
congtructions on Farside. They look asif they might be connected with space e ectromagnetics. That's
what | do."

"That'sinteresting. | didn't know the Terranswereinto thingslike that," she said.

"Neither did anyone se. That'swhy they're unusud."

Cordidity being satisfied, it would have been acceptable a this point for Lorili to return her atention
to whatever she had been studying. She didn't, however, but continued looking at him with awith an easy
directnessthat invited continuation. It wasflattering but at the sametimemildly disorienting. "l suppose
itsmy turn," he said, searching hopefully for alead to reciprocate her power of divination. Shewas
wesaring an open gray coat over alightweight tan swester and work dacks; but it left him with nothing to
go on other than her dight accent. "Galendian?" he guessed.

"Close. Korbisan." Theidand nation was off Galendawas traditionally afriend of Ulange, where
Kyd wasfrom. "How about you?' she said. "Ulangean?"

He grinned a capitulation. "Right again. Have you been on Earth long?"

"A little over four months now. | came out on the MJ too."

"So what do you do here?"

"I'm amicrobiol ogis—from the Korbisanian State Indtitute. Of Biochemistry and Cell Biology, that
is. | do nucleic acid sequences and genes, and wet sticky thingslike that. Not like electromagnetics at all.
Based at Rhombus.”

"There was amicrobiologist with us on the trip out who was going to Rhombus,” Kya said. " Gofel
Sartzow."

Lorili nodded. "Yes, | know the name. We're expecting him. Hell be joining agroup in the same
section. But | don't think he's down from orbit yet. Y ou must be aVIP. They usualy get moved through
first. Who will you be working under, Sherven?'

Well, Naseena seemed to have done dl right, Kyal reflected; but it wasn't worth quibbling over.
"Borgan Cassdo," hereplied. "He runs the physics part of theoperation.”

"Yes. I've heard he'svery good.”

It wasrarefor Kyd to fedl so comfortable and at ease with astranger so quickly. After just afew
minutesthey had fdlen into using the familiar voice, and it seemed as naturd astaking with an old friend
like Y orim. "So what brings you out here among the relics and ruins?* heinquired. "Did you decideit was



time to take a break too?"

"Yes, exactly that. A smal group of us are doing the rounds. We've seen the mountains and the
deserts, so we thought it was time to balance things out with some of the serious stuff.”

"So where are they—the others?"

Lorili made atossing motion with her head to indicate the door and the world outside in generd. "Oh,
they set off early to hike up and see the remains of a power plant and dam in avalley up above the town.
Machines and pipes. As| said, I'm more molecules and Petri dishes. Anyway, you get to see enough of
the same people, shut up in labs and around the base dl the time.”

"Tel meabout it," Kya agreed with feding. He toward the image prints that she had been looking at.
"What have you got here? Mind if | look?'

"Sure"

Kyd moved acrossto the other table. The pictures were from Terran wars: military aircraft in action;
missiles being launched; defense works with dug-in artillery; sometanks very like the one he had seen the
previous day. From the backgrounds and landscapes, they could have been from this area. He pursed his
lipswhile he thought for the right words, but then saw from Lorili's expression that it didn't metter; she
waswaiting for it. "Unusud interestsfor alady,” he commented.

She paused for amoment before answering, asif she were weighing up the tack it might be best to
take. "It isn't so much military thingsin themselves. More the spirit that they represent. Underneath all
their madness, there was something fine about the Terran spirit, something . . . indomitable." She seemed
towait for areaction. Kyal hoped he wasn't about to get another Progressive pitch. Lorili indicated the
images with awave. "Do you know about the war that destroyed the town that was here?"

"The Centrd Adanone A little"

Lorili looked down at the images again and Sighed. "The very tribulations that they inflicted on
themselves forged qudities of courage, resilience. . . the ability to endure against hopeless oddsin ways
that few of us could match. That war began when the West moved to defend atiny idand over in the east
that was being invaded by a giant power. All for honor and to protect therights of the people who lived
there. Don't you think that's wonderful ?*

"I know some peoplethink so," Kya answered. He sought for away to sound neutral without being
too concessionary. "But then, I'm not sure how far you can trust their own accounts. It wasn't unusual for
their governments and news mediato lie to the people. They worked for powerful dites, not for the
genera good. Even in systemsthat claimed to be run by mgority decisons, and where the mgority
clearly didn't believe them.” Hefelt it needed spelling out, because such agtate of affairswould have been
unthinkable on Venus. Government positions were seen as privileged opportunities to serve the people
on behaf of the heads of state. Few worse crimes were imaginable than abusing such offices for persona
gan.

She eyed him for amoment longer and then dismissed the subject with anod. "Maybe so, | suppose.
But it's something to think about, isn't it?" If she had been sounding him out, she had better radar than
Jenyn. Kya decided that he was getting to like this person more and more aready.

"Isthere anywhere near here where you can get something to eat?' he asked. "It was an early Sart
thismorning. | haven't had breskfast yet."

"Theairgtrip chow shack ispractically next door,” shereplied. "They've aways got something going.”

"Caetojoinme?'

Lorili summoned just the right touch of hesitation to be proper, but at the sametimeletting her eyes
say shewas glad held asked. "Sure," shereplied smply.

They |eft the cabin and headed toward the huddle of buildings at the end of the airdtrip. Someloaders



with amobile platform lifter were working amid alitter of crates, baes, and pieces of machinery. The
supply chopper that Kya had traveled in from Rhombuswas just lifting off to makeitsreturn trip. As
they walked, asilver metd pendant hanging outside L orili's siweater flashed in the sun and caught Kya's
attention. It wasin theform of the Venusian "katek" character, so atraditional symbol of good luck.

"l seeyou look on the optimistic sde of life," he remarked, nodding toward it.

Lorili glanced down and smiled. "Oh, my mother gaveit to mejust before | left. Y ou know how
mothers can be. It was so | wouldn't forget them, and to remind me to look forward to coming back.
Nice, isn't it?" The katek was a so0 associated with homecoming.

"Theresan old story about the katek," Kyal said. Do you know it?"
"No... I can't say I've heard it. How doesit go?'

"I heard it from my father along time ago, when | wasaboy. I'll tell you insde. Let's get some of that
food firg."

CHAPTER NINE

Kyal watched intently across the table as hisfather tied aline from amast to the bowsprit of the
model sailing schooner they had been making intermittently together for the past two months or more,
and snipped off the end. His mother had explained to him how hisfather was dways busy and in demand
somewhere or other with hiswork, which madeit al the more significant that he made the effort to spend
timeslike these with his. They were among the timesthat Kyal treasured the modt. It till amazed him that
aman'sthick, strong fingers were able to perform such delicate tasks.

"There," Jarnor pronounced. "Just tight enough t be tensioned. Y ou did a nest job with the rigging
whilel wasin Korbisan.”

"When are we going to paint the bow ornaments?' Kyal asked.
"Oh, that comeslater. Patienceis one of the most important virtues for boysto work at, you know."

Kya moved atray of cut partsthat were still to be added, and inspected the drawing of the bow that
was giveninthe plans. "A fish and abird holding a katek between them,” he said.

"Yes. Do you want to use the colorsit says, or shall we pick our own?”

"I'd like more blue."

"Very wdl." Jarnor began sorting out the pulley accessories.

"And what do you think about gold for the katek?"

"| think that would look very nice. . . . Have you heard the legend of the katek, Kya?!

"No. What isit?’

"Oh, it goes back far into the pagt. It's supposed to hold an important secret. One of the great
mysteriesthat we philosophers and scientists debate al day and write long books about that most people



have better thingsto do than worry about islife and how it began, and where we come from.”
"Who?Y ou mean humans?'

"Yes. All of us. Supposedly the answer isthere, contained in the katek. But nobody has ever been
ableto decodeit.”

Kya looked at the character with anew interest.

But nothing obvious jumped out and hit him. "I thought it was just something that people hang on
doors or write on |abelswhen they wrap presents,” Kya said.

"That too. It aso stands for good luck. . . . Can you start painting these pulleys? They need to be
matt black. It means be safe, and come home safely.

"Isthat's why there's one in the bow emblem of the boat?"
"Yes, very likely that's the reason. It says something about life too, you know."
"How?'

"Oh, the importance of things that are trusted and familiar. Y ou hear these people today who arein
such a hurry to change things they don't understand. They think anything new and different is exciting and
must be better. And sometimesit'strue. But it's aso true that things came to be the way they arefor
good reasons. Y ou should judge people who try to sell you their ideas and theoriesthe way you do a
cook. It'swhat comes out of the pot that matters, not what he says he'sgoing to put in.”

Kyd reflected on it while he unscrewed the cap of the paint bottle. "Is that the same legend asthe
Wanderers?' he asked.

"Y es. According to the myth, it was supposed to have been the Wanderers who wrote the secret
code into the katek. But then people forgot what it was."

"How doesit go, agan?"'

Jarnor grunted and smiled despairingly. "The Wanderers were the earliest people, but they didn't like
the ways of the world, so they went to live on the Sun. But the Sun was too hot, so they went to liveon
the ars. But the stars were either too cold, or too small, or too hard, or too bright. . . . Alwaysthere
was something. Eventudly they came to aPlace of Desath that wasthe worst of dl, and so in the end they
came back home."

"Before therewasamoon, " Kyd put in.

"So the story says. Froile was born later, out of hurricanes and floods, when the sky fell, and the seas
moved over the land. During their travels, the Wanderers had annoyed alot of inhabitants of other
places. On their way home, they frightened a dog so much that he ran away. But the people they had
annoyed caught it again, and they sent it after them as awatchdog over the world to make sure they
stayed home." Jarnor picked up the plans of the schooner and unfolded them to study the next part. " So
perhapsthat'sdl the katek redly means, but everyoneislooking for something profound and
complicated,” he said. "Maybe it just means that when you've been everywhere and seenit dl, coming
home to the things you know isn't so bad after dl.”



CHAPTER TEN

The chow shack was a utilitarian affair of wooden tables and benches, where a cook deposited the
offerings of the moment into warmed pots and dishes on a counter at one end, and the patrons served
themsdves. The fare was plain but appetizing, blending Terran with imported foodsinto concoctions
which maybe one day would acquire names and be celebrated.

"No, | never heard that story," Lorili said again. "1 gather nobody has ever figured out how to decode
it?'

Kyd shrugged without looking up, the bulk of hisattention, just for the moment, being taken up by
thefood. "Not asfar as| know."

Lorili looked at him for a second before commenting, ™Y ou talk about your father fondly. Y ou and he
must have been close"

It took Kya amoment to catch the implication. He hadn't said anything about Jarnor's passing on. So
Lorili must have made the connection from his name—areasonable inference, now that he thought about
it, since Jarnor Reen had been known for his contributions to space € ectromagnetics. But she had
refrained from saying anything, dlowing Kya theright to be himsdlf, on his own merit, and not smply
"Jarnor Reen's son." He accorded her the same respect by leaving it unsaid now.

"Wewere," hereplied. "But al things have their span. He had a congtructive and rewarding lifeand
was gppreciated during histime. That's more than many could say. Hewas afriend of Director
Sherven's, gpparently. | only found that out myself yesterday. . . . But enough about me. Tell me more
about you. What kinds of things are you finding out in microbio?'

Lorili finished her mouthful of food while considering how to answer. "Well .. ." shesad findly.
"Earthismorediversein climate and geology. And it'samuch older planet. Y et theré's a strange thing
about it."

Kyd completed it for her. "It only has quadribasic life."

She looked surprised. "1 thought you were € ectrons and amps.”

"Oh, somebody on the ship wastalking abouit it."

Lifeformson Venus, as any reasonably well-read Venusian would have known, fell into two broad
classes that were distinguished by the number of nitrogenous bases available for the structure of their
DNA: quadribasic (four base, comparatively rare) and hexabasic (six bases, common). The six-base
structure was more versatile, able to specify amore complex coding system and hence, in principle, to
blueprint a greater and more complex variety of plant and animal forms.

"So you know about the way things back home seem to be backward?' Lorili queried.

"Asfar as| know, hexaforms are the most common and should theoretically have more potential.
But it'sthe quadri formsthat you don't find so much that are more varied and advanced." The gap
between the two groups was quite marked—although it would have taken a biochemist to appreciate
it—and had my4tified biologists snce they first began sequencing giant molecules. The Venusians



themsalves were quadri.

"That'sright,” Lorili conrirmed.

Kya picked up her origind point. "But it turns out that all Terran lifeisfour-based. Thereare no
Sx-basekindsat al."

"Exactly,” she confirmed.

"Mm." Kyd tried to look businesdike about it, but the significance duded him. Asfar ashe could
see, it wasjust one of those many apparently strange things that the universe turned up that could only be
acknowledged and accepted. "Does anyone have any ideawhy, yet?' he asked.

"Therearealot of gpeculations. . ." Lorili hestated for the briefest of ingtants, "not al of them
intellectualy fashionable." Shewastesting him again. He decided toriseto it.

"Well, what can you say? It'sjust the way things are. Vizek knows best, | suppose.” He met her eyes
over thetop of hismug as he sat back to sip hisdrink, challenging her to make an issue of it. He wanted
to know at thisearly if he was dedling with someone who couldn't let it go. Charming and intelligent,
maybe. . . . But afanatic was still afanatic.

But she opted for atactful withdrawal. "Maybe. WEIl see what more turns up. But anyway, that's the
kind of thing wereinto."

Kyd wasinwardly relieved. Y es, he would like to get to know her better if circumstances should
move them in such adirection, hetold himsdf. An obligation was aso now on him to acknowledge the
truce by changing the subject. "What are your plansfrom here? he asked, returning to hismedl.

"The group I'm with is divided. Some want to get back to Rhombus. Others are talking about
detouring viathe Himalaya plateau fird. I've seen enough of mountains. 1'd like to see something of the
European cities, but | think I'm outvoted.”

"That's exactly where I'm hopingto go . . ." Kya started to answer automaticaly but fell silent asan
implication of what he was saying became clear. He paused to wipe his mouth with achow shack paper
towel. No, it wastoo outrageous athought. They had only just met.

Helooked up. Lorili'seyes had an impish light. "How long did you say you were down for?' she
asked.

"A week. A Terran week, that is."

"I'm not due back in Rhombus until Tenday." Evidently some Venusians stuck to their own
fourteen-day cycle. Back home, alonger working spell was preferred, followed by enough days off to go
somewhere or do something useful. Lorili let things hang for amoment—just enough not to be indelicate.
"What would you say to going our own way together?* She shrugged lightly. " Seems smplest to me. And
eminently sensble”

A woman putting a proposition to aman? And she hadn't even asked if there was aMrs. Reen back
home, or some such. That clinched his suspicion.

For form's sake, Kyd made a pretense of having to mull over it, then grinned. "So long as | don't
haveto listen to any Progressive propaganda,” he said. Better to be clear about that from the outset, he
supposed.

She neither questioned, confirmed, nor denied anything, but took a phone from her jacket pocket
and punched in acode. Before Kya had fully registered what she was doing, he heard her say, "Hello,
Iwon. How'sit going?. .. Did you get tothedam?. ... Oh, justfine. . . . Yes, very interesting. L ook,
I've decided on a change of plan. Weve dl got different preferences, and therés only afew days | eft.
I've met someone here who has the same agendathat | was hoping for. Why don't we go separate ways
for now, and I'll see you back at Rhombus on Tenday? . . . Of courselI'm sure. . . . Well, we can dways
cal each other about that, cantwe?....Yes....Notredly. ... I'mnot sureyet. It depends on flights
and things. I'll let you know. But if not, then I'll see you back in Rhombus. . . . Well, havefunthere. . . .
Whenever." Sheflipped the unit's cover shut and looked back at Kyal. "No problem,” she announced.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

Kyd had intended giving Moscow, the former Russian capitd city, amiss. It had been obliterated by
nuclear bombsin the Centrd Asian War and never rebuilt theresfter. Hence there waslittle to be seen
there other than asmdll geologica drilling and weather station, and some scattered excavating to probe
the ruins. But asupply ferry on itsway there from Rhombus and due to make a stop at Foothills Camp
was less than an hour away when Kyal checked, and repair crew would be returning from Maoscow to
the centra European region the following morning. Kya called them, and yes they would have room for
two extra. Theferry's stop at Foothills Camp was abrief one, and Kya and Lorili |eft aboard it before
Iwon and her other friends had returned.

En route to Mascow, they put down again to drop somebody off at small settlement of colonists at
the ste of what had been another Russian city caled VVolgograd, Stuated by awideriver. Apparently it
had been the scene of large battle in the worldwide conflagration the historians were il trying to make
sense of, that had happened before the Central Asan War. There wasllittle to see, Sinceit was getting
dark by then. Kyal was beginning to wonder if there was anywhere on Earth that didn't have a battle
associated with it from some eraor another. Killing each other seemed to have been the Terrans main
preoccupation. There was certainly no denying that they became very proficient at it.

If Ky wasaVIP, the syle of life that went with being a notable personage had changed markedly in
the day that had elgpsed since his coming aboard Explorer 6. The reception party at Moscow took the
form of two site workerswith atruck, and supper came as mesat stew and bread in aprefab hut lit from a
noisy motor-generator in an adjacent shed. But the chance to meet some of the field archeol ogists and
geologigts, and talk face-to-face with them around the stove until late in the night more than made up for
the conditions. Kya didn't particularly mind roughing it alittlein any case. It fet like some of the
expeditionsto wilder partsof Venusin his student day. Lorili seemed to thriveonit.

The drilling station was one of achain strung across northern Asa and the top of the Americas. The
huge deposits of graded sediment, silt, amorphous muck forming aband of hills, plains, and swamps
around the polar regions, filled with thefossl remains of millions of animds, told of flooding on an
immense scale, in which the oceans had surged poleward and then retreated. The most likely explanation
seemed to be one or more close encounters between Earth and another massive object—and not too far
digtant in the past. Significant in this connection was the fact that |egends and myths going back to the
earliest period of recorded Terran history contained vivid descriptions of skiesfilled with fiery objects
and spectacles of violence unlike anything seen in the present heavens that were consistent with just such
happenings. There were even suggestions that the most terrifying and destructive encounters might have
been primordid Venus! However, the Terrans of later times refused to accept what Venusians already
had no trouble seeing, and wroteit dl off asfanciful invention. It seemed to be another part of the Terran
proclivity for denying whatever didn't fit with their preconceptions. One of the geologists preferred the
sampler explanation that they were collectively crazy.

Investigationsinto these and rel ated matters indicated that the old Venusian myths about Froile
appeared to have substance after al. Terran astronomic records showed that at the time of their presence



on Earth, Venus had no moon. Also, itsrotation had been dow and retrograde then, giving it aday that
was longer than its orbital period—in contrast to the current rotation giving it alittle over 75 daysto its
year.

Such speeding up as ayoung planet aged was consistent with the accepted eectrical mode of Solar
System dynamics. Since planets carried electrica charge, any smal initid rotation would condtitute a
current that would produce amagnetic field, which according to cal culation would interact with the solar
field in such away asto enhance the effect and spin the planet faster. The generd observation that
planetary rotation rates correl ated with magnetic field strengths seemed to support it —athough Mars
stood out as an anomaly. A newer proposition was that the capture of Froile some time after the Terrans
became extinct was responsible, but it was hard to see how an object that small could have imparted the
required angular momentum into a body the size of Venus, and the suggestion had not found many takers.

What had come out of it al, however, was that Froile could have caused the kind of havoc that the
old Venusan legends implied when they talked about atime of hurricanes and floods, the seas moving
over theland, and the sky fadling. If, then, the much earlier Terran catastrophe had indeed involved
Venus, the scale of the devastation and the terror induced by it were probably beyond the powers of
imagination. The wonder, surely, was that anyone could have survived it at all.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Therewasnt alot of timeto be spent at Moscow. They did drive out with some of the drilling
engineersthefirg thing the next morning, but the operations were concerned primarily with obtaining
samples of materids melted in the nuclear blasts, offering little to see. The surroundings were blegk,
somber, and depressing, the feding perhaps intensified by the knowledge that millions of people had been
wiped out here, dong with their city. They were happy enough to return by mid morning to catch the
smdll, twin-motored service plane taking the repair crew back to Europe.

The "room for two extra" turned out to be a couple of folding jump seatsin the rear compartment of
the craft, cramped between toolboxes, cable redls, and assorted gear and tackle. Soon they were flying
above amonotonous landscape of gray plains and marshes cut into patterns by sullen, winding rivers.
Even the sixth of the planet that was supposedly land looked to be half water, Kya thought to himself.
Lorili was lesstalkative today, Staring out at landscape, absorbed in her own thoughts. Fatigue was no
doubt taking itstoll. Kyal pulled the hood of his parka up around the back of his head as a cushion and
settled himsdlf as comfortably asit was possible to get againgt the bulkhead and the wall ribbing. Within
minutes he was dozing.

* % %

Living things had fascinated L orili Since an early age. One factor that had no doubt contributed was
her growing up on theidand of Korbisan, in the Venuss northern mid-temperate region. " Temperate,”
that was, as the term was understood there. Hot and humid, covered with dense vegetation, and teeming
with life, it would have qudified astropical by Terran stlandards. The equatoria zone wastoo hot and
dark from heavy, ever-present cloud cover for comfort. Life there was sparse due to sulfurous gases and



pollution from liquid and vapor hydrocarbons, and it was generally avoided.

From their observations of the complexity of life and the intricacies of universe, Venusians had dways
considered obviousthat the redlity they found themselves part of owed its existence to a powerful
cregtive intelligence of somekind, that made its presence felt through the very functions of consciousness
and spirituality and life. If it acted for anything that could be understood as reasons, they would beits
own reasons. Since there was no obvious way of knowing what such reasons were, or of doing much
about them in any case, the sensible reaction seemed to be to accept that the span of existence caled life
wasthere, and get on with making the best of it. Although various speculations were sometimes aired,
nobody claimed to redlly know the nature of the implied intelligence, its motives, the extent of its powers,
itsmenta state, or much else about it. It was Smply acknowledged as an organizing principle that defied
the physical laws of inanimate forces and matter and caused impossible things to happen. In everyday
gpeech it was referred to in such vague, generd terms as " The Scheme of Things" which in latter times
biochemists unraveling the genetic codes carried by the immense nucleic acid molecules had whimsically
personified as " The Great Programmer.”" Sometimes, as when dedling with children or smply asa
convenient shorthand, it was given the name "Vizek."

The Terranshad arrived at Smilar conclusonstoo. But in following their fashion of molding redity to
suit their wishes, they had taken things to an absurd extreme by projecting their own fears, desires, likes,
and didikesinto variousforms of divine beingsthat concerned themsaves with day-to-day human affairs,
and judged, rewarded, or punished them asif the universe existed for that sole purpose. The cults
founded on these beliefs proved an effective means of social control, enabling afew to exercise power
and control over the many. A number of Venusian exo-historians, pondering skepticaly on the
discrepancies they uncovered between the idedl s the cults preached and the reality of how they behaved,
were led to wonder just how sincerely the professed beliefs were held. Strangely, it had never seemed to
concern more than aminority of Terrans.

Venusians accepted that some restraint on individual behavior was necessary too, of course—but as
apractical, common-sense aspect of making communal societies workable, not out of obedience to
some supernaturally handed-down law to be coercively enforced. To Venusians, externa conformity
obtained through coercion was meaningless and in the end, self-defeating. Behavior that emerged fredly
from following their own internally adopted standards was what said something worthwhile about people.
Politeness, amindfulness for decorum, and respecting others through observances of smple socid
etiquette were examples.

Along with the Venusian world view came the generdly noncontroversid notion that the immediately
apprehended materia aspect of redlity represented just apart of something vaster. Although some
theorized on such things as the possible nature of the rest of it, and whether consciousness of some kind
continued beyond degth, the prevailing attitude was that, as with anything el se, things happened in their
own time and they would dl find out soon enough. Lorili had never been particularly interested, having a
more practica outlook on life which she brought also to biologica matters.

In this connection, there was one aspect of Terran bdief systemsthat intrigued her. With thelr
characteristic compulsion to polarize around extremes, they had reacted to the irrationdities and antics
that went with humoring their vengeful, imaginary gods by congtructing an ultra-purist concept of science
that ins sted everything could be accounted for in terms of materia phenomena capable of being
observed and quantified, and denied the redlity of anything else. Not surprisingly, this brought them into
conflict with the cults and palitics based on anthropocentric gods; in fact, some Venusian historians were
of the opinion that irreconcilable differences between the two camps had been at the root of most of the
Terran wars.

While such an outlook might have been overly rigid and restricted by Venusian norms, it had led the
Terransto atheory of life originating and developing via purdly naturdistic meansthat, whatever dse
might be said, was gtriking initsorigindity. Lorili wasn't sure how far, if & dl, she was convinced by it
yet. But it had an audacity and appedl that made it irresistible as an object of study.



She had dway's been motivated by curiosity about new hypotheses and an inclination to test them by
experiment. Also, she had to admit to acertain delight in prodding ingtitutions that were getting too staid,
and chdlenging them to stir themsalves not smply to seeking new discoveries—which happened of their
own accord anyway, when the time was right—but to entertain new ideas. It followed that by ingtinct
and nature, she had become attracted to the Progressve movement. It wasn't so much acase of beieving
it could achieve the things its proponents claimed, or opposing the detractorswho said it couldn't work.
She didn't know. None of them knew. That was the whole point. Aswith the questions that guided her
experimental designsin the lab, it was anew ideathat made here curious enough to want to find out.

The more scientificaly inclined among the Progressives quickly absorbed Terran-inspired ideas of the
natura evolution of lifeinto the philosophica underpinnings of the movement. It gave them ameans of
questioning the traditiond notion of exigting as parts of some vagter, unintelligible scheme, and advancing
instead the claim of being accidental products of the universe, unconstrained by any role, free to assert
themsalves to whatever extent they were capable of achieving. If the traditional views could be wrong
about something as fundamenta asthis, they could be wrong about alot of other things too, which would
legitimize much of what the Progressives had been saying. Asaprofessiond, Lorili gppreciated that
emotional apped could have no bearing the scientific fact of the matter, in the way that some of the
Progressive campaigners seemed to imagine. But she couldn't deny an irreverent Sde to her nature that
found it amusing to see traditionalist scientists spluttering and rushing to the defensive, instead of making
lofty pronouncements.

She looked across at where Kya was by now adeegp, and smiled to herself. But here was one who
seemed refreshingly different. He was definitely from atraditiond type of background—what esewith a
father like Jarnor Reen?—raised to the correct mores and acknowledging his own conservatism. But
unlike so many, he didn't seem to fed he had to be proving hiscase dl thetime. It was an uplifting feding
for Lorili to be not just tolerated by such a person but accepted unconditionally; to be recognized asa
person with aright to be hersaf, as she chose, without being categorized or judged.

A rap sounded on the door leading forward to the crew cabin. It opened, and one of the repair team
in coverdls stepped through, bringing a couple of mugs containing hot drinks. The noise and movement
caused Kyal to stir and wake up.

"| thought you two people could use these. Sorry about the accommodeation. We're less than an hour
out now."

"Don't worry about it," Korili told him. He handed the drinks over, nodded, and disappeared back
up front, closing the door.

"Wel, | fineamount of Sghtseeing youredoing,” Lorili commented while Kya rubbed his eyesand
sraightened up.

"There's not that much to seejust at the moment. . .. Oh, my. .. ." Kya set hismug on aledge and
flexed hisarms. "l guessit dl catches up with you after awhile"

"Fed better?"
"Yes. | needed that. Y ou just keep going and going, eh?'
"| didn't arrive here from Venusthe day before yesterday.”

"At least I've got the sense not to go straight off running up some Himalayan mountain somewhere,
likeYorim."

"Is he the one who came out with you? The electrogravitics expert. A Galendian, you said.”
"Right."

"What's he like?'

"An old colleague. We've worked together for years. Solid and dependable. The kind of pa you'd

trust anywhere. If | was going to climb amountain they way they do with ropes and things, he'sthe kind
of person I'd want to have at the other end.”



Lorili asked, just to see how Kya would takeit, "Ishekind of traditiona too?"

He endeared himsdalf more by merely smiling in away that seemed to say good try. "He's easygoing
with either sde. What you might cal anideologica eclectic. Rideswith the flow. The pragmatic
kind—and so0 are you deegper down, if you want my honest opinion. He saysit wastheir fixation on
ideologies that messed the Terrans up.” Kya paused to Sip hisdrink appreciatively. "l need to cal him.
Hell beinterested in that business about Froile that they were talking about last night.”

"Y ou mean whether it contributed anything to Venuss spin rate?"

"Right. That's more his department.”

"How come you haven't caled him before?' Lorili asked.

"What for? If he needed anything, I'd have heard.”

"How do you know he hasn't fallen off amountain?"

"If he has, then there wouldn't be any point in calling him, would there?'

Lorili shook her head desparingly. "Guyd"

Kya grinned, took his phone from an insde pocket of his parka, and flipped it open. "It should make
you fedl appreciated. Y ou see, we need females around. The reason there are two sexes has nothing to
do with producing children. The biologica part'seasy. It'sto raise them. They need abit of both of us. . .
. Ah, it looks asif we're through. They've certainly got the net up and working here.”

"Can |l say hdloto Yorim?' Lorili asked.

"Sure. | was hoping you would."

"Redly?Why?'

"Oh. ... Just to see hisface, | guess.”

"What do you mean?"

"I'm supposed to be so traditional. Remember?”

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

The group that Y orim was with had changed their plans at the last moment and gone westward from
Rhombus instead of east. Wearing an open bush shirt with britchesto just below the knee, and a
floppy-brimmed hat that asite worker he'd stopped to talk to had given him, Y orim was Sitting not far
from Jenyn near the top of an immense weathered pyramid. Naseena and Mowrak were clambering
about ashort distance above, around the summit. The others, were below, exploring tunnels that had
been discovered, going deep into structure.

The pyramid was the largest of three, standing between flat grasdands that disappeared to the
horizon in one direction, and a broad river running south to north in the other. According to the
geologists, the areahad been adry desert once. A strange effigy of an anima in repose with ahuman
head stood near the pyramids, which aong with other constructionsin the surrounding areadated from a
civilization far older than the Western technologica one. Many greeat cultures had evidently arisen on



Earth and been gone and practicaly forgotten by the time of whatever the final calamity had been that
ended dl of them. It brought home just how young Venuswasin comparison.

"Y ou know what thisreminds me of ?* Y orim said, still squinting out at the distance. ™Y ou remember
the guy that | was with in Rhombus, who went his own way, Kya? He's an e ectro-propulsion specidist.
We went to sometrias once, that they were conducting back home, of an experimental mode of a
high-power interplanetary drive they're talking about that would land you right down on the surface. But
to do that, an incoming ship would need to lose its excess buildup of charge. The attractor they used was
thiskind of shape—a pointed artificia mountain. It focusesthefidd, likealightning rod. Y ou'd need
something like that even more here on Earth. I1t'smore active dectrically than Venus. Doesn't have the
same amount of cloud blanket to act as an intermediary distributor between space currents and the
urface”

"Technical matters don't concern me,” Jenyn answered. "My subject islanguages.”

Y orim hadn't formed an impression of him asthe friendliest of people, but there was nobody ese
nearby to talk to just now. Jenyn seemed to be of the kind who never smiled, asif he preferred keeping
others at adistance. Maybe he felt that setting expectations of amicability conferred an obligationto live
up to them that put him at some kind of disadvantage. Y orim didn't particularly care why. "Isthat what
you were doing acrossin the Americas?' he asked.

"Y es. In the north they spoke mainly English, which isthe principd language that were sudying.”
"But England was over thissde, right?”
"True. But more sources are turning up over there." Jenyn looked across at where Y orim was sitting.

"It was alegacy from the times when the English were a nation of conquerors. They had ahuge empire
for atime." Y orim got the feding he was|ooking for approva.

"If you say s0," he replied noncommittaly.

"Don't you think Venus could learn something from Earth?' Jenyn persisted. "How to stand up and
fight for the right to be independent, for instance. To regject these congtraints we have to live under, that
say you can only be what the gpprova of others allowsyou to be." His tone moved a notch toward being
conciliatory. "l would have thought that would appeal to someone like you. Y ou seem like an
independent kind of spirit. I'm pretty good at sensing a potentia rebellious streak in people—the ingtinct
to be one's own person.”

Y orim showed histeeth, drawing aplant stem between them that he had picked up somewhere and
was gtill chewing. "What are we talking about here, Progressives and traditionals? That kind of stuff?*

"Yes. It'sno secret that | believe very strongly in the Progressives. Naseena said it in Rhombus, when
we met."

Y orim shook hishead. "Y ou've got mewrong. | just get on with my life and try to enjoy it without
spoiling anybody else's. There's probably some truth on both sides. | figureit will al cometogether inits
own time without people needing to blow each other up the way the Terrans did.”

Jenyn was not being put off so easily. "'Y ou must be the adventurous type at heart, who hasto test
limits. Why e sewould you cometo Earth?’

"I'm just on my way to Lunawith Kyal to do ajob. Were e ectromagnetics specidists. Propulsion
and gravity. That'swhat interests me. The other business isn't worth getting tension sickness over. Life's
too short.”

"But it'snot quite that ample, isit? Holding back when you could play apart isno different than
working againgt us. Changes are going to happen. Will you be happy to just Sit on the side and the accept
the freedoms and rights that otherswon?* Jenyn paused for an ingtant. "Maybe even died for?"

Y orim looked at him disbelievingly. "Died for? Y oure not serioudy suggesting that what's going on
back home could come to armed conflict?'

"Who knows?" Jenyn shrugged. "Anything is possible. Terranswouldn't have shrunk from the thought



of it.. .. But tell me, out of curiogty, if it did come to that, where would you stand, do you think?"

Y orim sighed and shook hishead. "Y ou just don't give up, do you?'

Jenyn'sface remained serious. "The Terrans taught us never to give up. Study their history. In any
socid order, thetop level eventualy becomes complacent and idle, set in their ways. When that happens,
somebody el se displacesthem. Venusisripe for such achange today. So now it'sour turn. But it took
the Terransto show us. They were attuned to it. They created aworld of ideas, passions, crusade, and
conflict that makes ourslook tame and timid.”

Y orim snorted. "Sure. And look what happened to it.”
"We don't know that they were responsible for whatever happened.”

"Oh, | wouldn't think there's much doubt abouit it from the way they were heading.” Y orim smiled
crookedly. "Tell me, just out of curiogity, if you had to, which way would you bet?"

Jenyn was unfazed. "Even if S0, it doesn't change anything. Nothing worthwhile comes without its
risks. They knew it too, but they were prepared to take those risks. They didn't shrink from them. The
livesthey lived, they lived to thefull.”

Just then, Naseena and Mowrak appeared, clambering carefully back down from aboveto rejoin
them. "These congructions are incrediblel" Naseena exclaimed as she perched herself by the pack that
she had |eft earlier. They're from long before there were any machines. How did they build them? And
Whylen saysthere are others with even bigger blocksin them at other places.”

Y orim sat back and stretched hislegs, happy to change the subject. "Well, maybe it wasn't as difficult
asyou think," hesaid. "It looks asif Earth's gravity might have changed severa timesin the past. So
things might not have been so heavy then.”

Mowrak sat down heavily by Naseena and wiped perspiration from hisforehead with a
handkerchief. Shewaslooking at Y orim asif what he had said was new to her. "Through eectrical
dischargesin encounters with other bodies,” Mowrak told her. "Gravity changes with charge." Helooked
a Yorim. "Isthat right?'

"Uh-huh. Exactly. And we know Earth had more than its share of them. There are arc discharge
scarsal over the surface. They gouged some of its most spectacular features. And there were huge
animasand birdsin earlier agesthat couldn't function heretoday. The gravity must have beenlessin
edlier times”

Naseenafinished drinking from abottle of fruit juice that she had taken from her pack and passed it
to Mowrak. Hetook asip and offered it to Y orim. Y orim shook his head. Jenyn reached a hand out and
nodded.

"The Terran scientists knew about them too. But they never made the connection,” Mowrak said.

Y orim shrugged. "Wdll, that was Terrans, wasn't it?"

"I wonder what made them that way,” Naseena mused.

"Trapped in deductive logic,” Yorim said. It can't tell you what'strue, only what hasto follow from
your assumptions.”

"Y ou have to experiment,” Mowrak supplied. "That's the only way to know what's true, what works
and what doesn't. Cdll it experience.”

Y orim looked pointedly in Jenyn's direction. "But the Terrans made everything follow from principles
that couldn't be questioned. They got hung up on ideologies that became morered than the redlity in front
of them, and ended up fighting wars over them." Even as he spoke, he wished held let the subject lie, but
the gibe had been irresistible. He saw Jenyn squaring to pick it up again . . . and then the phonein
Y orim's shirt pocket chimed and saved him. He pulled it out, snapped it open, and acknowledged. The
caler wasKyadl.

"Say!" Y orim glanced around at the others. "I1t's Kya—the guy you met in Rhombus. So how'sit
going? Where are you?'



"Acrossin what they caled Centra Europe. It'sdl abit funered, but educationa. How are the
Himdayas?'

"Oh, we had achange of plan and ended up going the other way."

"Oh. ... Okay, | guess. So where are you?'

"At the southern end of the Mediterranean. There are some fantastic constructions here. Infact I'm
ditting on the top of one. They remind me of the discharge attractor that we worked on at Dakon—but
much bigger.”

"Y ou're not telling methe Terrans had field riders?!

"I doubt it. These things date back to long before the Western culture. Nobody's sure what they
were. Mowrak thinks they might have been some kind of religious monument. There must have been a
huge amount of work in them, though. Let's seeif | can get you ashot of theonenextto us. . . . There,
areyou getting it? The one were on is even bigger.”

"Wow! Lookslike you found yourself some mountains after al.”

"And sun and beachestoo. But haven't | dwaystold you Vizek works for me? So what's new with
you?"

"That wasredlly what | called about. We were up north at Moscow yesterday, and met some people
who said afew things about Froile that you should hear. . . ."

"W

"Y es. That wasthe other thing. I've afriend here that | met after | left Rhombus. She's heard all about
you and wantsto say hello.”

Y orim made no attempt to conced asmirk. In fact he ddiberately emphasized it. " She?

"Quitit. Her namesLorili. Here”

Y orim murmured at the others, "He's met afriend. They're up in Europe somewhere.” Then louder,
"Lorili?Hi, how areyou doing?. .. Yes, thisishe. | just can't let Kya out of my sight for aday, can1?. .

A few yards away, Jenyn had caught the name and was staring across fixedly.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

They were walking among the ruins of what had been amaor metropolis on the western side of
Europe. It had not been devastated by war or buried by time, but decayed gradudly into a broken
landscape of overgrown concrete and remnants of walls, among which jagged pinnacles of concrete and
twisted stedl clawed their way skyward like fingersin the final spasms of somebody drowning. In his
mind, Kya tried to picture the city of life and lights that once had been, as he had seen in theimages
oleaned from faded Terran prints. Moving through the avenues of crumbled paving and mounds of
rubble, he almost expected to see ghostsrising of the crowds who had flocked in thousands along
boulevards of busy stores and the impaossible congestion of mass-produced automobiles that anyone
from school children to geriatrics had driven in the carniva of carefree mayhem that wastheir way of



living. But dl that disturbed the silence of the encroaching trees and weeds were birds and the
movements of other curious animd life, evidently devoid of fear of humans.

In front of them was part of an immense stedl arch that had once formed the base of atower of
girders and latticework dominating the city, now lying scattered and corroding amid the undergrowth of
surrounding trees.

"So what was the attraction in coming to Earth?* Kya asked. "A change from lifesregular, boring
routine? Y ou hear that alot from women. | supposeit's understandablein away."

Lorili gave him areproachful look. "Life doesn't get boring. People let themselves get bored. I've
never found it short of interesting things. . . But very well, yes, | suppose there might be sometruth in
that. Mother was the traditional image, shaping her life to her own choosing: afew friends and activities
outside the home that she pottered around with, but firstly dedicated to the family."

"' She was the one who gave you the katek, right?* Lorili was till wearing it, tucked insde her
swester. It was warmer here, and they had come without jackets. They had found their way the previous
day to asmdl experimentd farm by the river upstream from the ruins, where colonistswere trying to
recreate the strains of domesticated grass that had supplied much of the Terran diet. Such food was
unknown on Venus. The main vegetable foods there were tubers, fruits, and various legumes,

"Yes...." Lorili hestated. "There was another reason too. Y ou ought to know, | suppose. | was
involved in one of those relationships that can make you lose all common sense and reason until it al goes
wrong. Have you ever been in that Stuation? Isit the same with men?”

"I know thekind of thing you mean,” Kya said. He wasn't sure how to answer the direct question.
He had married at afairly early age, soon after graduating. But the meeting of mindsthat followed hadn't
lived up to the promise that seemed implied from the meetings of epidermises, and after afew yearsthey
had agreed to cal it aday. Since then he had tended to focus mostly on hiswork. Typica engineer, he
supposed. "What went wrong?' he asked.

"Oh...." Lorili jerked her head briefly, asif shaking of the remnants of abad dream. "He was
tyrannical . . . one of those control fanatics who has to prove he can make you do everything hisway,
even when it doesn't matter. He was the one who got me involved with the Progressives. | wasintrigued
and infatuated with theides, but | confused it with the person. Hewouldn't let it go when | said it was
over. It was abad time all-round. When the Ingtitute offered me a place to come here and study Terran
biochemigtry, | took it."

Kyd waited, but she didn't volunteer any more. He didn't want to press. "What does your dad do?
he asked.

"Did. He'sretired now. A solid and respectable ex-maintenance administrator of roads and bridges.
He goesto hisclub on Froileday, plays hegely with the same friends every other weekend, thinksthe
Progessives will betheruin of al of us, and has unshakable confidence that Vizek arranged everything the
way it isfor reasonsthat will work out for the best in the end. And before you ask, one older sgter,
who'sateacher. A brother the same age—they're twins—a hydrocarbons extraction engineer. He
gpends histimein gppaling placesin the Smog Bdt, building plants and sinking pipes. And ayounger
brother who'samusician. He plays afull-key polychord. He would love to have seen that Terran
instrument back at Rhombus that you told me about.” Lorili turned, spreading her arms. "And thereit is,
potted: the wild, exciting sagaof the Hilivars of Korbisan."

They had come to the scene of some workingsthat had evidently been going on earlier, around the
opening to a shaft that had been cleared benesth fallen masonry and dead trees. A sign with an
explanatory caption left by the archeologists marked it as an entrance to the Paris Metro system.

"Y ou know, maybe you shouldn't dismissit dl too lightly,” Kya said. "The Terranshad dll this, yet
look how they ended. We may have had less of aworld to work with, but our ways of getting dong with
each other seem to make more out of what thereis. It wasn't through people like your control fanatic
forcing his own ways on everyone else. It was people like your folks al doing what they did aswell as



they were able, because they knew they all depended on each other.”

Lorili was nodding before Kyal finished speaking. "I wasn't meaning to sound unappreciative of things
like that. Just making the point that doing things the way they've dways been done, for no other reason,
can stop you finding a better way. . . . But how about you? I'm familiar with the name but not the family
history. Arethere any other Reens?"

"A few cousins and such, but | wasan only son," Kyal answered. "There's even lessto tell astory
about, realy. The usud student stuff—physics, and then propulsion engineering. An atempt at marriage
soon after that showed me | wasn't very good at it. Some work with space contractors that involved a
few flights. Accepted by the Internationd Academy of Space Sciences. Then here—thefirgt timetruly
off-planet.”

"lsn't your mother dive either?!

"No. she died less than two years before Jarnor did. They were very close and devoted. | often think
that had something to do with his going downhill asrapidly ashedid.”

"My father would say Vizek worksfor what's best,” Lorili said.

They moved on, awvay from the shaft opening. A brown four-legged creature with white patches and
large eyes, that had come out from some greenery to investigate them from a distance, changed its mind
and retreated. Kya glanced at Lorili curioudy.

"Isthere anything you don't ask questions about?' he asked her.
"It's supposed to be a hedthy sgn. Why?!
"Even the Great Scheme of Being that we play apart in?"

Lorili took afew secondsto compose areply. "l think the Terran theory isinteresting,” was the most
she would concede.

"How doesthat go? Y ou mean this business about maiter assembling itsdlf into living things
accidentally?' Persondly, he thought it was preposterous, but heleft it at that. He didn't want to sound
like another control freak.

"The possbility that purpose might be anillusion projected by the intelligent beholder," Lorili replied.
"What if they wereright, and in time, everything will turn out to be explainable in purdly naturd terms?”’

"Doesn't it sound more like another case of faith in something they'd dready made their minds up
about?' Kya suggested. He knew the Progressives were attracted to the idea.

"I didn't take it serioudy until more of the Terran science was trandated,” Lorili answered. "They had
it al figured out. It was fresh and exciting, likethe air here. A whole new way of looking at something,
that showed just how Htifled we've let ourselves become, bogged down in old idess.”

As an eectromagnetic space propulsion specidist Kyad didn't fed so bogged down in old ideas
compared to Terrans, but he let it pass. He'd looked at some of the Terrans arguments too, but been
unimpressed. It was common knowledge that al living organisms possessed alimited capacity to adapt to
gtress and change—given the nature of real-world environments, they would hardly have been viable
otherwise. But the whole Terran theory was based on hypothetica extrapolations of the principle that
strained credulity and had never been observed in attempts to accel erate the process experimentally. But
once they had settled on the dogmathat only a naturalistic explanation was permissible, it wasthe only
theory they had.

"So if liferesults from a selected series of accidents, how do we and Terrans come to resemble each
other so closaly?' Kya asked. It was one of the standard criticisms. "Not even Progressive naturaists
could accept that amount of coincidence from two different, isolated biosystems, surely.” Traditiondists
had no problem with it. Maybe it was even to be expected. Having produced a system that worked well
enough in one place, why would Vizek do things any differently in another?

" Suppose we're not two isolated biosystems, the way it's assumed,” Lorili replied.

"How d<se could it be?'



"Suppose were geneticdly related ancestrally.”

That was anew onefor Kyd. "How?" he asked her again. "The time scales don't maich. The Terrans
were extinct long before there waslife on Venus."

"Oh, | didn't mean as direct ancestors. But evolved from the same genetic codes. Organic materid is
detected everywhere you look in space. There are many mechanismsthat could transfer it from one body
to another. | meant that Venusians and Terrans could both have originated from the same seed materia
somehow.”

"Hm. . .." Kya had to think about it. Lorili stopped to pick aluxurious, bell-shaped flower of yellow
and purple growing among some leaves and grass, and held it up admiringly.

"lsn'tit gorgeous?. . . And oh, the scent! Try it."

"But if that's the case, and you're till selecting accidents, wouldn't you expect them to have diverged
more?' Kyd asked findly.

"l don't know. Maybe that's what we should be researching instead of making our minds up about in
advance." She stole an amused look at him. "Whao's doing it now?"

"Okay, you got me." He thought some more while they waked on. "Buit it till wouldn't work. Venus
istoo young. The kind of mechanism the Terrans talked about was driven by random mutations of the
genome that took enormous amounts of time to work through and be selected as established traits. A lot
of Terransweren't happy that it could have produced them even in dl the time Earth had. Venus had alot
less"

"Y ou do know something about it, then,”" Lorili observed.

"| said I'd dways been interested in Terran things."

Lorili Sghed. "Y es, you may have apoint. But it'stoo early for conclusonsyet. Thereésalot of
uncertainty about time scales and whether the Terran's got it right. The rates of change that we infer are
much faster than what their science taught. . . . And then again, another possibility isthat there could be
some other aliens out there somewhere that we're both descended from.”

"Areyou serious?’

"I'm just saying that there are other answersthat are consstent with theidea. Y ou can't ruleit out as
impossible. . . . Anyway, what about that legend of the Wanderersthat you told me the other day?
Doesnt it talk about our ancestors coming from the sky?"

"Yes. And it dso saysthey rose from the dead.”

"How do you figure that?'

"The last home they tried was the Place of Death. How else would you read it?" Kya clapped her
lightly on the shoulder asaway of conceding that he was being facetious. "But serioudy, you haveto
admit that the enthusiasm the Progressives have for dl thisisfueled by other factorstoo. It appeasto
their political agenda. But that's not science, isit? It's making the case for the wrong reasons.”

"The Terransthought they had evidencefor it," Lorili said.

"Well, we know what they said they thought,” Kya agreed. "But it'slike the reasons they told the
people for why they had to have wars. Can you accept it at face value?'

"In science? Are you saying they might have ditorted it ddliberately? Lied about it? That would be
inconceivable." Lorili sounded genuindly shocked.

Kyd couldn't contain alaugh. "On Venus, maybe. But thiswas a different world. Be honest yoursdif,
now. Don't you think the Progressives picture of Terrans might be alittle fanciful and oversmplified?”

"In what way do you mean?'

"Y ou can't assume the same primary valueswe hold to, that set thetonefor al ese. The Terrans
elevated sdlf-serving above everything, regardless of the cost to others. What €lse were their wars al
about? They saw buying and sdlling as the sole purpose of existence. Things that were desperately



needed didn't get doneif they weren't profitable to the minority who controlled things. And yet these are
the qudities that the Progressives are saying they want to import to Venus. Well, | can't help having
reservations. Even if our ways do seem abit stodgy for some, they've proved pretty robust and benign
compared to alot of things that happened on this planet. | think we should think long and hard before
risking an eroson of our values."

"I think maybe | hear alittle of Jarnor Reen speaking here,” Lorili said.

Kyd nodded candidly. "Very likely so. He used to say that the young and the restless would spend
their energies better by getting off the planet and into space. That probably had alot to do with why he
pushed so strongly for the Earth exploration misson.”

"It could be away of getting the awkward ones out of theway, too," Lorili observed. Kya wasn't
sure how serious she was being. But she could certainly give aswell as she got. She glanced across asiif
checking hisreaction. "Do you not think that their way would permit better rewarding of ability and talent
to those who deserved it?

Kyal made aface. "How can anyone be sure?. . . Well, we know what they said. But the oneswho
received the rewards would have more control over what people were told. And of course they would
say that. But to those who didn't benefit from any rewards, it would look like exploitation by aparasitica
minority, wouldn't it? So you get the periodic crises, wars, and revolutions. On Venusweve got the
opposite. Wereraised to beieve that the most valuable way you can use your talent is serving the
community. | don't think that's such abad system.”

Lorili sniffed, evidently not conceding anything, but a the same time not needing to take it further a
that point either. "Do you think you're perhaps being abit unduly cynica ?' she said.

Kyal replied in away that accepted the truce.”It al depends on how you conjugate the verb. | am
hedthily skeptica; you are suspicioudy cynicd; he ispsychaticdly paranoid." Lorili laughed ddightedly
and squeezed her arm through his. "Healthily skeptical iswhat seekers after reliable knowledge are
supposed to be," Kya pointed out.

A tone sounded from his phone. He took it from his shirt pocket and answered. It was Borgan
CasHo, calling from orbit aboard Explorer 6. "Master Reen. How are things down there? To your
satisfaction, | trug?'

"I'm honored that you should concern yoursdlf. Its proving very welcome after the voyage.”

"Where areyou now?'

"In the western region of Europe—the city that was called Paris. There'slotsto think about here.”

"I have been there. | understand your sentiments.” Cassdlo pausefor aningtant. "Kya, I've heard
from Aluam Brysek at Triagon. He confirms that there are large underground spaces there as the scans
indicated. But it seemsyou wereright. They don't appear to be connected with power generation. | want
to go out there and see things for myself. We have atrangport leaving Explorer 6 for Lunatomorrow. If
you and Fellow Zeestran can arrange your schedule to catch a shuttle up from Rhombus, well be able to
travel onto Triagon together.”

"He'sesawherejust a present, but I'll cal him right away and see if we can coordinate things.”

"It shouldn't be a problem. Shuttles up from Rhombus are pretty frequent. | can have someone from
the staff heretake care of it if you like."

"I'm sure your people have other valuable work to get on with,” Kyd said. "1t will be my privilege."

Vereth was waiting again to meet Kya and Lorili when they arrived at Rhombus. Y orim's group had
aso returned from the Mediterranean coast. The vessel that would take them on to Lunawas aready
docked at Explorer 6,and they were on atight schedule to make the shuttle up. In fact itsliftoff was
being held at Sherven'srequest. Vereth had a site car waiting to rush Kya straight across from the airfield
to the launch service area. Lorili went with them to see him off. Y orim was dready there, waiting.



Kyd just about had time to say, "Wdll, so you two meet face-to-facefindly. Lorili, thisis Fellow
Zeedtram. Y orim, Madam Hilivar.."

"Hdlo, Yorim. Ddighted.”
"Lorili. My pleasure.”
"Gentlemen, my apologies but they are waiting to close the door,” Vereth interjected anxioudy.

Kya and Lorili looked at each other for a second or two, and on the same impul se hugged each
other hurriedly—and avkwardly; Kya was holding his bag.

"Stay intouch,” Kya murmured.
"Of course | will."

"And thank you for al your help, Vereth," Kya said as he turned to follow Y orim through the gate to
where avan was waiting to take them out to the pad.

"My privilege"

Lorili watched the van cross the open boundary area and waved after it hated, even though she
couldn't make out their figuresin the clutter of gantries and service structures around the nose of the
shuttle protruding fromits silo. As soon as the van had cleared the blast zone, the shuttle did upward
amid awresath of flame accompanied by aroar the rolled over the base, and disappeared skyward
ba anced on acolumn of light.

Sheturned away, finally, and saw that V ereth had been waiting a short distance back. "Can | offer
you aride back into town?" he said.

"Oh! Youredtill here, Vereth. | hadn't redlized. Yes. . . . Yes, that would be appreciated. Thank
you."

"My privilege"

Asthey moved away through the mix of people toward the entrance outside which Vereth had
parked, alean, muscular figure with copper red hair who had followed Y orim emerged from behind a
pillar on thefar sde of the hal, where he had been watching. The name had not been just a coincidence,
Jenyn now knew. If she was here in Rhombus, she would be working somewhere in the biochemistry
labs. It would be a straightforward matter to find out the rest.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Lorili felt delicioudy—in her imagination she would have liked it to be outrageoudy—chic ina
closefitting deeveless navy dress cut daringly low, and her black hair worn loose. The image captured
the spirit of the new wave of youth, wild and independent, shaking itsdlf free from stuffiness and
suffocation.

Jenyn was the Man of the Moment. The party was being thrown by the local chapter of the
Progressivesto celebrate his appointment as editor-in-chief for The Commentator , aninfluentia
Korbisanian newsjournd noted for its opinion columns on public affairs. The move would be asgnificant
gep forward in popularizing and advancing the Progressive political platform. All of their closefriends



from within the movement were there, dong with numerous faces of campaign helpersfrom outlying areas
that Lorili had not met persondly before. The dance music waswild and free too, ftirring them into the
swaying, twirling abandon of thingslike the"catwalk" and the "rotary," that threw aside patterns and steps
that bewildered seniors had learned for generations. A plentitude of high spiritswasin evidence, of both
the temperamenta and theliquid kind.

Muso, the sdlf-gppointed clown for the evening, emerged unsteadily from the throng and raised his
glassin Jenyn'sdirection. "I drink hisheslth. Our future commentator in The Commentator . . . . Have
you got ajob saved for methere, J?*

"When | get them to add a comic-strip section,” Jenyn said. Others who were nearby roared delight
and gpprovd. Lorili clung moretightly to hisarm.

"| think we should dl drink atoast to Lemaril Aedua," another of the group cried out. "Withice. . . ."
In the highest of Venusian traditions. "To . . . to.. . . avarice and corruption!™

"Avarice and corruption!" they chorused.

"May they continueto serve uswell," Jenyn said solemnly.

Lemaril Aeduawas the editor of arival paper and had been Jenyn'sleading rivd, tipped asthe front
runner when word trickled around the Korbisanian publishing grapevine that the head-ed dot a The
Commentator was being vacated. An outsider in Jenyn's position would not normally have ranked highly
as acontender, but his case had gained enormoudy when Aedua's practice was exposed of buying
works from contributors who agreed to giving her kickbacksin the form of acut out of the payments
they were made. It was hardly coincidental that the Progressives had been instrumenta in uncovering the
facts. Jenyn had exploited the palitics of the Situation skillfully, and his recognition as achampion of
integrity and honesty was now confirmed.

"It'sunbelievable that it could happen in areputable journa?* Lorili heard somebody say behind her.
"Scandaous. What did Aedua have to say when it came out?”"

"Oh, shedenied it. Totally brazen. But testimonia s were produced. Jenyn will soon restore the
standards there. Y ou can count on it."

A man gpproached them that Lorili recognized vaguely as being from somewhere within the trade.
"Y ou've got agrest opening for your Progressives now," he said to Jenyn. "And | know that someone
likeyou isn't going to let the chance go by. So what's first on the agenda, eh? What are you going to be
pushing usfor?'

Jenyn answered without hesitating. " The widening academic entry standards by direct grant awards.
Basing it on somebody'sideas of performanceistoo restrictive. Who knows how much ability is
sguandered as a consequence?”’

"Hm. Of course, it would extend your base of popular support alot aswell, now, wouldn't it?"

"Yes, thereisthat too," Jenyn agreed evenly.

"But won't it lower stlandards in the long run? Open positionsto bribery and favoritism?”

Lorili had heard Jenyn answer this one many times. "It isanyway, by those who decide what qudifies
asmerit. So the processis hidden.” Jenyn replied. "Thisway thingswill be out in the open, where they
can be controlled by responsible authorities.”

"We need to go eectronic, Jenyn," one of the campaign workers urged, joining them. "Become a
voiced| over Venus, not just on pagesthat intellectuals read.”

Jenyn had in fact been thinking in just this direction. However, he didn't involve himsdlf persondly in
technica matters. "Do you have any ideas on how to go about something like that?' he asked the
Speaker.

"It'swhat | do. I've got lots of idess.”

"Good onestoo,” somebody threw in.



Jenyn eyed him for asecond or two. Let'stalk,” he said. "But thisisn't thetime. Cdl mein the next
day or so. What's your name?'

"Horan Ikles"

"Ikles," Jenyn repeated, nodded, asif committing it to memory. “"We should try to develop adiaog
with the scientistsinvolved in the Terran discoveries,” he said, addressing Ikles but speaking loudly
enough to take in the company in generd. "They use eectronic mediaal thetime. It will spread
everywhere eventually. The history of Earth that's sarting to unfold is fascinating. It was aworld of
Progressveidess.”

"I read somewhere that they had amuch greater diversity of languages than we do,” ayoung woman
the other sde of Jenyn said.

"Jenyn is broadening his study of Terran languages, precisaly to become better acquainted with their
ideas" Lorili told her.

"That'swonderful!"
"Y ou haveto go to the origina sources,” Jenyn said.

Lorili thought he looked resplendent and debonair in a semi-formal evening suit, with hisrugged
featuresand red hair. Life for her had taken some exciting turns recently. She could count on asuccessful
career ahead asacell biologist, and had been accepted by State Institute as aresearch project leader.
Now she was acquiring some interesting socid and political connections, ong with aforceful,
charismatic man to add some zest to it dl. The contrast with the life she had grown up knowing at home
couldn't have been sharper. She was still fond of them al, and they would doubtless continue to get dong
well enough; but a hidden part of herself seemed to be awakening that delighted anything new and
shocking. She looked at Jenyn again as he talked to the group, pretending not to notice the envious looks
that she caught on the faces of one or two of her friends. He was Man of the Moment; and L orili was
Woman of the Future.

Later in the evening they found a moment aone together, when Jenyn steered them to the buffet table
to sample some of the snacks and delicacies. They were both heady and exuberant, intoxicated as much
by the mood and the atmosphere as by the liquor. She sensed him looking at her thoughtfully while she
ran an eye over thetable's offerings. ™Y ou know, you're just what my life needs to make the image
complete" hesaid.

Sheturned her head. "Wdl . . . I'm glad. What €lse should | say?"

Heleaned closer, il looking at her. Hisvoicefdl. "This needsto be afull-timething. | can't afford
any divided loydty."
"What are you talking about?"

"Birdsfly when they're ready. Y ou have to move way from that house. Let's set up together. I'll show
you the person you redly are, and make you everything you can be. But it won't happen while haf of you
isdtill inthat old world."

"I've never heard anything so outrageous!™ L orili's tone wasjocularly reproachful. Inwardly, she was
thrilled. But it would have been unbecoming for alady to seem too eager. "Well just haveto wait and
see," she said. But she could read in his eyesthat he knew aready he had won. "Shall | get us some more
drinks?'



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The centrd complex of the origina Terran facility at Triagon conssted of severa interconnected
domes and superstructures hiding among ajumble of broken crags and dusty ridges. Some blobs of color
had been added to the scene in the form of the huddle of portable domes and huts that the Venusians had
set up adjacent to house their operations. In addition, there were anumber of outlying lattice-works and
dishes, which had first given riseto the idea of its having been somekind of Farside astronomical
observatory. The congtructionsthat Kya and Y orim had been brought in to investigate were spread over
amore open area designated the " South Field," extending for roughly four miles on one side of the centra
complex.

After the hoursthat Kya had spent studying ground and overhead shots, close-ups, and
measurements, they were easily recognizable as the lander from the orbiting transport braked into the
finad stage of its descent. The nearest took the form of acluster of bunkers sprouting pylons supporting
finned housings and pylons capped with dome, suggestive of alarge dectrica research facility. Beyond,
partly sunken in the surface like immense donuts surrounding towers of curious metdlic contours, were
two toroids braided with hdlically wound bands of guides and conductorsthat |ooked suspicioudy like
variable-phase launch boost resonators. And further out were an assortment of shapes that could have
been approach guide retro arrays and point attractors. For Kya it waslike seeing some of hisown
speculative design sketches cometo life.

"It'slikethat pyramid | was on when you caled,” Y orim said, leaning forward to peer through on of
the ports—a lunar transport surface lander didn't boast the luxury of cabin wall screens. "Parts of it look
asif they could be from Dakon." That was the test ground on Venus where they had worked on
experimental model's of some advanced space propulsion idess.

"Why would they come dl thisway to do it?' Kyal asked.

"Secrecy?' Cassdlo offered. "We know they were obsessed with it. Very likely it had some military
connection. Everything did.”

Watching the large toroida radiators flatten out as the expanse of gray desolation outside rose
toward the lander put Kyd in mind of the difficulties the Terrans had caused themselves by taking the
fundamenta entities of physicsto be point particles. Any communications physics engineer knew that an
antenna has to have some physical extent in space to radiate energy. Elementary particleswere
ring-structured.

Lunawas substantidly larger than Froile, and far closer to sphericd than Froile's peculiarly € ongated,
knobby shape. Its surface features, pattern of deep-running cracks and fissures, and evidence of residual
hest—which would have been even more when the Terrans existed—all spoke of its having been
involved in the catastrophic encounters that had affected Earth. Neverthel ess, the Terrans managed to
seeit ashaving been adead body for billions of years.

One of the attractions that had brought V enusian researchers to Lunawhen it was discovered that



there had been a Terran presence there—mainly on Nearside—had been the prospect of itsyielding
artifacts and structures better preserved than anything to be found on Earth itself. And sure enough it
turned out to be so. Some items were so unchanged asto look asif they had been made practically
yesterday. Triagon possessed the al the facilities that would be expected for aremote research and
engineering facility: accommodation and living aress; an adminigtrative and control center, workshops and
storage space; alaunch areaand depot building for local ground and short-range surface-hopping
vehicles. Abandoned vehicles and equipment, and the nature of damage evident on some of the
structures, testified to violence in the final days of whoever had occupied the place, and ahasty
departure.

That much had been known since the preliminary visit by the |SA survey team, and since then the
existence of degper levelsasKyal had inferred from the sonar scans had been confirmed—uwhich was
what Cassalo had called him about. It turned out that more had come to light more recently still—in fact,
while they were on their way from Earth and Explorer 6. Aluam Brysek, the head of the ISA crew left to
carry out amore detailed exploration, updated them over hot drinks insde the largest of the hutswhen
they had completed the greetings and introductions.

"There are Terran corpses out on the South Field. We've found twelve so far, afew together, the
others strewn out over awider area. There are more in some of the vehicles.” He had an athletic build,
with sharp, clean features, dark curly hair, alert eyes, and alively yet economic style of speech and
manner that gave Kya confidence. The kind of person who knew hisjob and would get things done with
aminimum of talk and fuss, he thought to himself. That would be Y orim's kind of person too.

"Corpses?' Cassdlo repeated. Thethree arrivals from the crawler ill connected to the hut'sair lock
exchanged questioning looks. This added anew dimension to the job, which would probably cal for
some new expertise to be brought in.

"How come they weren't spotted sooner?' Y orim asked.

"They'reafair distance out,” Brysek replied. "Weve been concentrating mainly here, around the
base. Their suits are the same gray asthe dust, which doesn't help. Y ou'd think they were meant as
camouflage.”

"Military," Cassdo said.

"What kind of condition arethey in?' Kya asked.

"Shot to pieces,” one of the technicians threw over his shoulder from atable by thewall, where he
was reading something. Brysek nodded confirmation.

"Weve got some clips. Here, I'll show you afew.” He got up and led the way acrossto a bank of
communications gear. The others closed up around as he activated one of the screens and brought up a
series of indexed frames showing the remains. They made his point about the difficulty of spotting them.
Even from what must have been tens of yards, the twisted gray formslying amid the dust and boulders
could easily have been mistaken for rocks and shadows. Close-ups showed the damage as ranging from
lacerated suits and shattered helmets to scattered body parts and fully dismembered torsos. The corpses
themsalves were not reduced to skeletons, as was universaly true of human remains found on Earth, but
gtill possessed their solid softer tissues adried, shriveled husks covering the bones. All the same, this
would make them prize trophiesfor the biologists.

"We haven't attempted moving any of them," Brysek said. "They look pretty fragile. Probably best
preserved out there, anyway. | figured we'd leave that to the specidists.”

Cassdlo nodded gpproval. "Good man." He sent an inquiring look at Kyal. "What do you want to
do? Go and see them now, while we've till got the crawler attached outsde? Or get settled in and have
alook around herefirgt?"

Kya couldn't see that it would make much difference either way."Whatever you prefer,” he replied.
"Youretheboss."

Cassdlo shook hishead. "Not here, Master Reen. Thiswill be your patch now. Y ou might aswell get



used to it from the beginning.”

It took Kya afew secondsto adjust to the feding—like trying on anew coat. Y orim was looking at
him with amixture of amusement and curiogity. "Let's get our bearings here indde the basefirg," he
decided. "A day more won't make any difference to the time the corpses been lying out there." Helicked
hislips pensively and looked at Brysek. "Thelast thing we had to eat was a quick snack in the docking
bays on the Explorer when we changed ships. "How about starting with the canteen, after we've stowed

our things?'
"We can et fird, right here,” Brysek said.
"l was hoping you'd say something likethat,” Cassdlo told Kyal.

Although the interior of the Terran structures had been pressurized to a comfortably breathable leve
and seemed to be holding, they put on back harnesses with air bottles, and respirator masks close at
hand clipped to the straps, before proceeding through the surface tube and connecting lock. Full suits
would have been too cumbersome. In the event of any failure short of explosve—which was hard to
visualize as likely—the respirators would get them back to the huts on the safe side of thelock. The
precaution would be relaxed once the structure had been fully examined and pronounced safe.

Walking on the one-sixth-normal-gravity lunar surface was unaffected inside the huts and the Terran
sectors, which had been' carpeted” with strips of Venusian G-polarizer panels. Power came from asmal
fission reactor sunk in asilo by the landing area, which aso supplied the rest of the base. They followed
Brysek and Irg, acommunications specidist who had joined them at lunch in the hut, through into thefirst
of the Terran domes. Somebody called Fenzid, the foreman of the excavating crew below, was dueto
meet them farther down, where the way had been opened through to the lower levels.

It was avery different feding from that of waking among the ruins of ancient Terran cities. There, the
effects of time had faded and blurred the once-sharp images, distancing the events that they spoke of and
the people who had lived them to remote ciphers. Theredlity of their having existed was something that
was merely acknowledged without any sense of being apprehended directly. It was not so in the rooms
and corridors of the buildings that congtituted Triagon. With no breeze even to carry in dust, no
atmosphere to bring corrosion, and not amicrobe to initiate any process of decay or decompaosition, the
surroundings were as clean and unchanged asif they had been lived in yesterday. Brysek pointed out
more instances of damage as they passed: adoor broken off its hingesin one place; holesand gougesin
theinner walsin saverd others. There had been further signs of unrest in the form of upturned furniture,
abandoned utility items such astools and kitchen ware, and clothes and other persona effects scattered
over thefloors. These had since been catalogued, and either stored or shipped away for further study by
archeologists who had been here earlier.

They came out from the bottom of astair well into the vault that the origina survey team had found to
be rdlatively bare of much that was interesting, taken to be a storage cdllar, and shown on their drawings
asthelowermost level of the complex. However, when Brysek, on receiving Kyal's directions based on
the sonar scans, had his people cut through some heavy stedl shutters at the far end that the survey
people had decided probably wouldn't justify the labor of tackling at that early stage, they found the
connection awhole deeper extension of Triagon which up until then nobody had suspected existed.

Theformerly bare outer vault had become something of astaging areafor exploration of the lower
levels, with boxes of hardware and materials, switch panels controlling bundles of cables snaking over the
floor and into the opening where the cut away shutters stood propped against thewalls on either side. A
couple of technicians were busy at work table littered with tools. Brysek and Irg picked up hand
flashlamps from arack asthe party came to the entrance between the shutters. "1t's huge down there,"
Brysek explained. "We don't have permanent lighting fixed up everywhere yet. Still alot of shadowsand
dark aress. It's easy to trip over things." Kyal, Y orim, and Cassdlo followed suit and picked up alamp
each.



"Isthisthe only way down to the whole lower section?' Casselo asked, looking puzzled.
"Asfar asweknow," Brysek said.
"Seemsodd.”

"No other way in, at the back, maybe?' Kyal suggested. "If it'sthat big, you'd think there would be
somekind of emergency exit somewhere.”

"Maybethereis," Brysek answered. We haven't gone dl the way through yet.” They moved oninto a
corridor lined by doors and strung with overhead lamps, converging away for what must have been
hundreds of feet. Even Kyal, who had been thefirst to study and measure the sonar scans, was surprised
by the sudden fedling of roominess.

Fenzia, the excavating foreman, was waiting as arranged. Theintroductory formalitieswere
completed, and he took the lead from there. Everything here was more spacious and lavishly fitted than
the levelsthey had passed through above —not anything that would have qudified asluxury, to be sure,
but a definite step up from utilitarian concrete floors and painted walls. First were what had obvioudy
been offices, and then beyond them, larger rooms that appeared to have been for day use or Sitting aress,
with large chairs, tables, and collections of books—another pricdessfind for the linguists—and
cupboards containing things like games, household oddments, and children'stoys. Next wasalarge
communal dining areaand kitchens. Unlike the levels above, which had been primarily functiond, with
limited living pace to accommodate the occupants, the space here seemed to have been devoted mainly
to habitation. All very strange.

A difficulty in exploring the lower complex, which had dowed things down consderably, was that
gairsfrom the surface only extended down asfar asthe vault on the far Side of the stedl shutters. Below
the level they were on, the only access was by means of eevators, and the elevators were not working.
Hence, Brysek's workers had been obliged to rig up a system of makeshift sairsin one of the shafts. The
next level down contained various workshops, a pharmacy and medical center, and a section a one end
contai ning communications and computing equipment. Thiswas Irg's speciaty, and where he had been
spending most of histime since the lower complex was opened up.

Despitetheir lag in space technology, Terran eectronics was astoundingly advanced. If anything, it
had been ahead of the State of the art of Venus. The technical historians attributed it to the combined
effects of the subordination of just about everything € se to military demands and the ferocious
competitiveness of Terran economics. lronicaly in some ways, the greeter lifting power and on-board
cosmic supply tapping of Venusan spacecraft had made the need for extreme miniaturization less
pressing. The Terrans ultra-dense and fast circuitry had a so given them computers of phenomenal power
and complexity, but none of the remnants discovered on Earth were in a condition that would alow much
to belearned from them. But here was equipment that had been preserved in adeep-lying,
radiation-protected, sterile environment, and if the intricacies could only be unraveled and decoded,
looked asif it might well ill be functiond.

Irg patted the side of a cabinet that had been opened up to revea rows of tightly packed racks and
assemblies. More smilar parts were strewn across severa of the counter tops, connected to tangles of
Venusian ingruments and monitoring screens. "If we can work out the powering and operating protocols,
I'm certain we can get thisworking," he declared. "1t's like new."

"Y ou mean we might get to hear some of that Terran music findly?' Y orim said.

"And more. I'd say there's agood chance of accessing bulk storage mediathat hasn't deteriorated.
Think what that could mean! Wholelibraries of information at once, instead of things having to be
recongtructed from fragments scattered al over the place.”

Kyd thought about the still images that he and Lorili had looked at in the collection at Foothills
Camp. "Y ou might even be able to bring some Terran movie clipsback to life," he mused to Irg.

"Exadly.”

The next two levelsthey clambered down to were al deeping accommodation—both small private



rooms and dormitories. That was asfar as they had penetrated, Fenzia told them as they came back out
into the corridor from another of severd identica rooms. The lighting here was sparse, and they were
having to use their hand lamps to move around. There was more below, but the stairs down were il
being constructed. Fenzia waved a hand to indicate the direction into the shadows and darkness ahead
of them. "Weve only just got to the end that way. "Well, we think it'sthe end.”

"More of the same?" Brysek asked.

"And acouple of bigger rooms. They look like a play room and agym. Showers and baths, and what
probably alaundry,” Fenzia told him. Brysek scratched his head, looking baffled, and looked at Cassdlo.
Cassdo looked from Kyal to Y orim.

"What do you make of it?" he asked them.

Y orim shrugged. "It beats me. How come al thisliving space and comfort? It fees more like a hotel
than amoon base.”

Kyd stared at Casselo with an odd, thoughtful look on hisface, then turned to takein the
surroundings again. Findly, he brought his gaze back to the others. "How about asurviva shdter?' he
suggested.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

In the Molecular Biology section of the ISA Laboratories at Rhombus, Lorili checked through her
incoming mail. A smile brightened her face when she saw Kyd's name among the list of senders. They
had arrived on Lunawithout mishap, heinformed her, and he was working with agood team there. The
gtillness and desolation made Moscow look like the center of Thagar—the principa city of Ulange back
on Venus. Thefedling of newness about everything in the Terran ingtallations was eerie. Y ou found
yoursdlf haf expecting alive Terran to come around a corner or out of adoor at any moment. The
electricd congructions that he and Y orim had gone there to study were an enigma. There was much to
do yet, but what they had seem so far seemed to reinforce the origina impression of an experimenta
facility built to test atechnology that the Terrans weren't supposed to posses. It wasdl very intriguing.
Anyway, he hoped she was settled back in and being crestive after her vacation. Oh yes, and there were
hopes here of reactivating some of the Terran eectronics; so they might actually see some of those cities
that they vidited brought to life before very much longer. Wouldn't that be something? He signed the
message "Fondly.”

Lorili read it again. It was awarm and reassuring feding that he had found time to remember her in
the middle of al that seemed to be going on up there. She moved thefile to her Reply queue and opened
the next. It was from aresearch group on Venus that she contributed to, and contained the results of
comparisons of asdection of Venusian bird DNAswith those from Terran species. All Venusian birds
had quadribasic DNA. The smilaritiesto the Terran types were uncanny. Lorili Soent sometime going
over the details. Then she called Iwon, her colleague in the adjoining lab, who had been with the group
that she split off from to go her own way with Kydl.

"Areyou busy, lwon?'



"I could use an excuse for abreak. What's up?"
"I'vejust got something in from Venusthat 1'd like to show you?!
"Sure, come on over."

Iwon inclined toward the traditiondist outlook, but he was easygoing about it in the same kind of way
that Kyal had been. Lorili liked him for that reason. He made a good sounding board for her to bounce
thoughts off and know she wasn't going to end up in an argument. Their current topic of amiable dispute
was the Terran notion of unguided natura evolution, driven by chance mutations. Having littlein the way
of Progressive viewsthat it would appedl to, Iwon was not attracted to it. His main objection echoed the
conventiond line that the time scaes the Terrans had used to make it gppear workable were vastly
exaggerated. Whether it had been aresult of genuine scientific error, their tendency to erect
unqguestionable dogmas, or amanifestation of some deegper psychological need was till being debated.

But whatever the reason, the result was the same. In earlier days, the Venusians first inclination had
been to accept that maybe the enormous epochs that the Terran sciences talked about were a possibility.
Venusans only direct knowledge of such matterswasthat derived from their own planet, after al, which
had a different history. Shouldn't the Terrans have been the better judges of the one they had actualy
lived on? But the evidence was piling up, and there no longer seemed any doubt. The Terrans had gotten
it colossdly wrong.

She found Iwon sprawled at the desk at one end of his cramped |ab, surrounded by bottles,
glassware, andytica ingruments and a centrifuge. The desktop was barely visible beneath alitter of
papers, micrograph prints, and amonitor screen showing atable of protein folding parameters. He was
tall and loose-limbed, with clear gray eyes, sandy hair, and aragged mustache. Mustaches were
something the Venusians had copied from Terrans. Early researchersreturning from Earth had sarted
sporting them to let people know where they had been, and it caught on asafashion. Lorili had never
seen him looking anything but at ease and relaxed; never tense or flustered. He was one of those enviable
people who could st talking for an afternoon at a table outsde one of the cafesin Rhombus, managed to
read the piles of books most people always had set aside but never seemed to get around to, had seen
every movie that was talked about, and yet al the things that he needed to do got done.

He pulled astool from under the bench by his desk, cleared away abox of data disks balanced on
some journds, and pushed it forward for her to Sit down. ™Y ou never told me you read minds. The
timing's perfect. I'm wearing my braininto arut.” He gestured at the screen and the rest of the mess
around him, then pushed back his own chair. "Did you ever try coffee? It'sa Terran drink made out of
crushed dried beans. One of their addictions.”

"Yes. They've started serving it at the Blue Planet. | heard somewhereit's one of the thingsthey're
trying to grow back home."

"I've got some here. Want to try it?'

"Okay."

Iwon got up and moved to the bench, where a section of the shelf above was reserved for jars and
mugs. " Sveet?"

"Youknow | am."

"When have you known me argue? What about your coffee?"

"Please.”

"| think they put cream or something init, didn't they? 1've only got this powdered stuff you mix for
dessert sauce.”

"That'sfine. It's okay black too."

"Redly?" Iwon contemplated the mug he had been about tofill. "Maybe I'll giveit atry."

Lorili took alook around. "Y ou look busy enough,” she remarked.

"Oh, just staying out of Nostreny'sway, redly. He's running around in a panic over something." Garki



Nostreny was the section chief. " So, anyway . . . what have you got?'

Lorili set down asheaf of printouts that she had brought. "The results of those bird DNA studiesjust
camein. The pardldsare gtriking. Y ou can have alook at them for yoursaf when you get amoment. It's
just the kind of pattern you'd expect from acommon ancestry.” She meant descent from common
ancestral genetic seed materia in the way she had described to Kyal, that had somehow found itsway to
both Earth and Venus.

Iwon was aready shaking his head as heimmersed anet bag of the crushed beansinto aflask to
boil. But he didn't smile. Another thing Lorili liked about him was that he wasn't condescending. It was
niceto think she was being taken serioudy, even when their fundamental premiseswere a odds. "The
time scalesjust isn't there for anything like that to have happened on Venus," he said. "And it'slooking
pretty certain now that it wasn't much better on Earth ether, whatever e se the Terrans thought. Have you
seen what's coming in from the geologists? There are fossilized trees here, extending intact through layers
of cod and limestone that the Terrans dated as millions of years apart." He turned briefly and tossed up
his hands. "How could they be. The trees didn't stand there for millions of yearsbeing dowly buried in
sediments. They were obvioudy buried rapidly. . . . And the boundaries between the sediment layers are
clean, with no signs of tracks, roots, worm burrows, or any of the other biologicd activity you'd expect
to find if the surfaces had been exposed for any length of time.”

Lorili had expected this much. They had been over it enough times. "But we know that organisms can
vary over time" Shewas Ssmply staking out the ground, not saying anything new.

"Nobody's disputing it,” Iwon agreed. "There has to be some ability to adapt over arange ofchanging
conditions. But the same would have to be true whatever its origin. And extrapolating non-controversia
variaions about atheme to account for mgjor differences between typesisan act of faith, not an
inference from any evidence. Even the Terrans never stopped arguing over it. The universe doesn't
possess enough probabilistic resources for the number of trial combinationsit would need.”

Lorili held up her pdmsin arestraining gesture. "Okay, if it will savetime, | accept that the Terran
idea of mgor change through selection of random variations doesn't work. But here's another angle.”

Iwon sat back down and handed her one of the mugs. He looked interested. "What?*

Lorili separated out severd of the sheetsthat she had laid down. "Twenty-five years ago, a
population of finches was introduced into Abarans—they're not native there." The Abaran Idandswerea
remote group in Venuss embryonic northern ocean, well to the east of Korbisan.

"Uh-huh."

"Already, severa digtinct types of beak morphology and plumage have appeared. See what it
means? The programs to produce the different types didn't come together astep at atimethrough trid
and error in twenty-five years. They were aready there, in the genome. We know that most DNA
doesn't code for protein. It's the same thing as Julow has been saying in Ulange, from those experiments
with bacteria. Gene changes aren't random, the way the Terransinssted. They're cued by changesin the
environment.”

Iwon shrugged. "Which fitswith what the traditiona view has dways said. It'swhat you'd expect
from the explanation that were part of some purposeful scheme that nobody pretends to understand. |
can't put it better than what they told us at school: Vizek knows best.”

"Itisn't an explanation,” Lorili retorted. "It'sjust alabd to hang on not knowing the answer. But what
I'm suggesting could give you faster, directed evolution without the labdl "

"How s0?" Iwon invited, Sitting back down and stirring his own drink.

"Weve been hearing alot of speculation about what the purpose of reverse transcriptaseis,” Lorili
answered. It was an enzyme discovered some years previoudy that wrote information into DNA. This
was in the oppodte direction to that believed until then to be the rule for genetic information flow:
originating in DNA and ending up in proteins. Hence the name. "The information that it carries seemsto
originate within other cells of the body."



"Okay," Iwon agreed. For awhile there had been aflurry of activity among researcherson Venus
following afdsetrall that attributed it to an externa virus.

Lorili went on, "Supposethat alot of DNA coding comes about in thisway. Maybe even most of it.
What you'd have is afeedback system from the body for creating arepository of acquired
aurviva-related information. Vauable lessonslearned in anindividud life can be written into the germ-cell
DNA for transmission to future generations. So the genome carries an accumulating history of the race
that programs the descendants to dedl with Situations that have been encountered in the past.”

"Liketheimmune system.” Iwon was clearly thinking about it.

"A good example. So evolution doesn't have to be a process of blind trial-and-error groping over
countless generations the way the Terrans thought.” Lorili nodded to concede apoint. "It is directed, as
the traditional view maintains. But not for the reason we were told at school." She concluded, "It's not
driven by random factors that would take forever to come up with something useful. And so thelong time
scales that the Terrans constructed aren't necessary.”

Iwon stared into the distance while he turned the proposition over. Then he sipped his drink
experimentally, sucked histeeth, and smacked hislips.

"What do you think?" Lorili asked.
"Hm. .. Stronger. But moreflavor. | think | likeit."
"About what | was saying."

"l seeyour point. . . . But | don't agreetheré'saneed for it. | don't have any personal motive for
wanting to put Vizek out of ajob. Everything you've said could betrue. In fact, it makes alot of sense.
But what | said beforeis till true too. It's equaly compatible with both theories. It doesn't prove one or
the other.”

"l never claimed that it did. | was Smply making the case that afaster form of natural evolutionis
plausible without the need for huge, fictitious Terran time scales. And if it takes the form of the same
basic genetic program responding to the same kind of environmenta cues, it might explain why usand
Terrans, and some of the other living things from both places, turn out to be so smilar.”

"Okay, I'll grant you that much,” Iwon conceded. "But even so, you've till got ahuge difference in
times. Earth has been around far longer than Venus, eveniif it isn't as old asthe Terrans thought. Maybe
the process of evolving from whatever this ancestral genetic materia was to humans was somehow
telescoped enough to have happened there. But surdly it couldn't have happened on Venus. Sometimes|
think we've barely cooled from being incandescent.”

Kyd had made the same point. It wasavalid one, and Lorili had no delusions otherwise. It wasa
good placeto agree to leave thingsfor now.

Iwon seemed to read it that way too, and eased back in his chair. "Wdll, time will no doubt tell, |
guess. Anyway, I'll have alook at these papers as soon asthe hysteria abates. . . . So, you haven't told
me yet how the European cities were, after galloping off and leaving us."

"Interesting,” Lorili sad.

"Worth thetrip, then?"

"Ohyes"

"Good."

"Especidly Foothills Camp—where acity was, destroyed in the Centrd Asan War. Some of the
thingsthere are amazingly well preserved. They have awonderful collection of restored Terran images. In
someways | think it'sinspiring—the tenacity and resilience they could show againgt impossible odds and
not give up. And sometimes even win."

Iwon shot her aglance of mock reproach. "Be careful that you're not falling for the officia

propagandaversions of their history. . . ." He pushed the side of his mouth with histongue asif he were
trying to stop himsdf, but couldn't resist adding, "like their science.”



Lorili had heard thisfrom Kyal too and ignored it. "We were a the nuclear ruins of Moscow too, but
therésnot alot to seethere. It'sjust adrilling Ste.”

"Ohyes. Tell me more about thislucky person who carried you off. The Ulangean space-propulsion
expert. What's he doing here?"

"Hewas on hisway to Luna. In fact he'sthere now. He and a colleague of his are investigating some
Terran congtructions on Farside. Y ou'd probably get dong with him, lwon. Y ou remind me of his
friend—athough | only met him briefly. Hes Son of Jarnor Reen.”

"Who, the friend?'

"No, the person | went to Europe with. HisnamesKya. Kya Reen."

"Y ou mean the son of the famous Ulangean statesman—the one who pushed for the Earth program?”
"y es"

"Yourejoking."

"No I'm not. They were sent here by the IASS and just arrived on the Melther Jorg. It wastheir

acclimatization break before going on to Luna. Thefriend had done the samething as| did and gone off
with another group.”

"Hm." lwon looked asif he were suddenly seeing anew sideto her. "I'm surprised you got dong,” he
sad. "I'd have thought someone like that would be solidly free-thinking and traditiona. Not exactly your
authoritarian radical.”

"Well, yes" Lorili agreed. "But he doesn't get defensive and dogmatic about it." She motioned with
her haf-empty mug. "A hit likeyou."

"Sowhat am | doing wrong?' Y orim spread his handsin appea and grinned unagpol ogeticaly.

"lsn't it obvious?Y ou knock down my pet theories.” Lorili finished her drink and stood up. "But don't
imagine you've heard the last of it. I've been working on some further thoughts that haven't quite
crysdized yet."

"I'll here when you're ready to talk about it," Iwon said.

It was arting to get dark when Lorili shut down her system for the day, tidied her work space, and
left the | SA |aboratory buildings. The evening was cool, making her glad sheld brought a coat. After
deliberating whether to stop on the way back, she decided on eating in and aquiet evening at home.
Although there was a shorter route to the residentia sector where her gpartment was Situated, she
detoured viathe Centra Didtrict, both for the lights and the life, and to get alittle air and stretch her legs
after the day. It a'so meant she could pick up afew groceries.

It was apity that her few days with Kyal had been restricted to archeologists camps, workmen's
trucks, and ruined cities, she reflected. It had to have been astrange itinerary for amember of the IASS
who was the son of Jarnor Reen. But he had acted al the way through asif hefdt perfectly at home. It
made her fed dl the warmer toward him. Maybe he would be able to spend some time in Rhombus
when the work on Lunawas done, she thought to herself. Before he went back to Venus. . . . But Lorili
found hersdlf not wanting to dwell on that part of it.

She cameto the block where her gpartment unit was located, and followed the path between prickly
Terran shrubsto the front door, standing on asmal patio beside an outside storage closet. Ufty, a
neighbor in an upstairs unit across the way, was cooking something out on the balcony. He saw her inthe
light above her door and waved. She managed an awkward wave back while balancing the bag of
groceries and finding her key, and let hersdf in. Closing the door with her back, she took the door direct
through to the kitchenette to deposit the bag on aworktop, then went on through the arch to the living
areato close the drapes.

"Ahh! "



It was only when she turned from the window that she saw the figure in the shadows, stretched out in
one of the armchairs. In that split-second, the fright had sent her heart pounding. She recoiled into the
kitchen archway and fumbled for the light switch.

Apart from raising his rugged, copper-haired head afraction to look at her, he didn't move.
"Helo, Lorili," Jenynsad.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

For thefirst few seconds, dl Lorili could do was stand there, fighting the surge of adrenaline that
turned her into awound spring ready to fly at him or back out the door. The reflexes subsided dowly.

"How did you get in?" she heard hersdf whispering. It was a pointless question; more amechanica
reection while she was till striving to bring herself under control.

"Oh, comeon. Y ou know | have my ways." Jenyn's eyes were mocking, enjoying his moment of
dominetion.

Lorili braced hersdlf. "I don't care. . . ." Coherent words refused to form. She shook her head
violently. "I don't want to know what it'sabout. Just . . . get out.”

"Hey, aren't we being just alittle bit hasty? | mean, do | look threatening or something? And thisa
long way from home. Don't you even want to know what I'm doing out here?"

"No. It'snot my concern anymore. Please. . . just leave.”

Jenyn shook his head asif disgppointed. "That's not redlly called for, you know. We had a great thing
going back there. . . a onetime. It's not good to throw it al away thefirgt time theré'sa problem.” He
raised a hand and motioned to indicate both of them. "You and me. . . we were never quitters.
Remember dl those good times? There were alot of them too." He bunched hisfacein the kind of
expression that says everyone regretsthings. "Oh, okay . . . | know | can be abit overbearing at times. |
admit it. But knowing something likethat isthefirst part of fixingit. Y ou get older. Being out here et a
place like this makes people see things differently. I've changed now."

For amoment Lorili felt hersef falling under the same charm that had captivated her before.
Somewhereingde here there was till avestige of the raw student who wanted to believeit. Jenyn could
cast the kind of spellsthat on Earth had moved armies. He would have made agood Terran. Maybe that
waswhy heidedized them. The scientist who dedlt in redlities rescued her.

"You'll never change, Jenyn. Theworld and everyonein it exist to serve your ends. | was expendable
when it suited you, and that said it dl. I'm my own person now. | plan on making my own life, not being
an accessory in someone ese's. It'sal over. Forget it."

"It'snot just me and us. That's the sauce on the med. There's awhole future too, that's bigger than
both of us. Have you forgotten the movement and what it means? It used to be the most important thing
inour lives. I've been acrossin the Americas, just back. It'sadifferent, vibrant fed. Y ou've got acritica
mass of younger people here at Earth, open to new ideas and excited by change. A chapter built out
here, with thiskind of energy, could go back, take over the whole Progressive organi zation on Venus,



and become ared palitical forcethere. That's what I'm working on out here. It could use your kind of
help. And that's what you could become a part of again." Jenyn was reading L orili's face while he spoke.
"Have you forgotten about things like order, organization, the power of authority to enforce equdity for
al? Don't those things matter anymore?"

Lorili didn't want to be drawn in. Arguing politicswith Jenyn was like walking into aweb. "I ill
believe any new ideashould be tried and not prgudged,” she said. "But being out here has clarified alot
of thingsfor metoo. Venus does have equaity. Of opportunity. If you're good enough, you can makeit
anywhere. It's not the whims of unregulated ingtitutions that keep people out. It'stheir own inabilities.

Y ou can't demand equality with high performers. Y ou can only earn it. What you redly want isan army
of followerswho believe they can take by force what the world isn't prepared to pay them in any other
way. But what that really meansis power for you—because you won't get peopleto follow you in any
other way."

"Boy, who have you been taking to?"

"What does it matter? The point is, it'safraud. You tell peopleit'sfor them, but it isn't. It'sredly for
you. They don't matter. They never did. Lies, treachery, deceit—anything goesif it might get you what
you want."

"Harsh words, Lorili." Jenyn'stone was assuaging but his brow furrowed uneasily. It was one of the
rare moments when Lorili had seen him look taken aback.”

"Theworld you'd deliver would be very different from the one they thought they were sacrificing
themsdlvesfor,” shesad.

Jenyn shook his head. "Now | don't understand. What would make you say things like this?'

Something snapped then. The anger flared up that Lorili'sinitid fright and confusion had been holding
in check. "Did you think I'd never know?" she burst out. "That 1'd be too stupid to find out? | have eyes
and earsand abrain, Jenyn. | do talk to people.”

He made aplay of being at aloss, eyeswide, hands upturned. "What? . . . What are you taking
about?"

"That whole scheme of yoursto discredit Lemaril Aedua. It was a setup. She never split any
payments with writersto run their works."

"What do you mean?' Still, he was brazening it out. "The evidence wasthere. Y ou saw the
testimonids.”

"Oh, give me a break, Jenyn!" Lorili shouted. "That woman who did the series on game-playing
psychology was aformer lover of yours. Y ou blackmailed her into giving it. That kind of involvement with
aProgressve activist wouldn't have looked very good if it came to the attention of her very traditiona
patron, would it? And | never believed that guy with the piece on topology and sculpture. Hewas a
plagiarist. He couldn't have written it. He didn't have the credentias. So what does that say for his
standards? What was the angle there, Jenyn? A straight cash dedl ?”

The mask turned itself off, and Jenyn's face hardened. " Oh, you were busy, weren't you. Quite the
little spy, en?’

"When rumors like that start coming around, you follow them up. Did you expect me not to care?'

"Y es, to care about the movement, the ides, the big picture. We got asay in The Commentator .
Sometimesit'swhat you haveto do. It got the results.”

Loril stared a him increduloudy. "But you lied!. What kind of better world is supposed to come out
of that? A world where everything is turned into manipulated images. Where nobody can believe anything
anymore. And what would you have to turn peopleinto for it to work? A world of mindless sheep?'

Jenyn checked the flash of meannessthat had started to show, and became mocking again. "Now
you're amost sounding like atrad. Just who have you been talking to, L orili?*

"There are just some basic valuesthat you don't try to change. The ideawas about building a better



world on the old, not tearing it down."
"Sometimes, to build anew house, you have to dig new foundations.”

"Not your kind of house, whereit'sal right to bend everything if it serves an immediate need. The
principle hasto comefirg.”

"Everything changes with time. Those vaues were appropriate to asmall, struggling society in aharsh
environment with limited resources. We're agrowing civilization now. It can afford to beless
sf-sacrificing. Infact, it'sgoing to have to learn to be. The oneswho learn to compete are going to
come to the top now. Those are going to be the new rules. Y ou either play by them or go under.”

"Well, you came to a planet with the right history to learn about dl that, didn't you?' Lorili said. She
couldn't refrain from adding sarcasticdly, " Or wasit because they were onto you back home? How
comeyou're gill not on the editoria board at The Commentator ?'

Jenyn was on hisfeet. For aningtant Lorili thought he was going to strike her, but she squared to him,
daring him to try it. " So what made you run here and hide?"' he asked her. "Were you one of the ones
who put them up to it?'

They stood glaring at each other for severa seconds. She saw the anger flaming in his eyes, and then
abate gradually as hefought it under control. He could be violent and impassioned, she knew, but he was
not stupid. He knew there was nothing to be gained here now, just at the moment.

Lorili let her voicefdl to defusethe tension. "I think you'd better go.”

Jenyn stared at her for a second or two longer, asif seeing it too, but unable to back down. She held
her breath. Then, mercifully, he moved away, toward the door. "Think about it when you've camed
down," hesaid. "It wasn't abad thing we had going. And we will again. Y ou know | never give up.”

"Just go," sherepeated.

He opened the door, stepped through, then turned and looked back. Lorili stood staring stonily.
"Why make life tough on yoursdf, when you could beriding with it?" He closed the door, and was gone.

Loril swalowed and sank down into one of the chairs. She put her hands to her mouth and found that
she was shaking. His ego was at stake. The only thing of importance to him now would be that he win.
No other matter, nor anybody else, would be of importance. Sheredized that this wasn't going to go

avay.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

New discoveriesfollowed quickly on lunar Farside. The heavy power generating plant that Kya had
looked for beneath the main Triagon complex was found in a subterranean extenson of one of the larger
outlying bunker congtructions on the South Field. Tracing the distribution grid, and further sudy of the
other structures spread out across the area, aswell astheir associated equipment and control rooms,
confirmed the Site to have been an experimentd facility for developing and testing electrica space
propulsion technology. Why it should have been hidden on the remote rear reaches of the Moon,
permanently out of sight from Earth and conceivably defended againgt overflights by unwanted



observation satdllites, could only be left as matters better comprehended by minds schooled in Terran
military mystique and paranoia

Opening up the newly discovered lower levels at the main part of Triagon reveded awhole, hitherto
unsuspected section of the base, with access from the familiar part apparently restricted to the one
steel-shuttered corridor. It was asif the two sections had served different purposes and been kept
functionally separate. They were designated, accordingly, the Upper Complex and Lower Complex.

When the exploration crew pushed to the farthermost extreme of the Lower Complex, they made a
further discovery. Aninterna lock chamber—a standard feature of Terran lunar congtructions, affording
emergency isolation like bulkhead doorsin a ship—led to afurther, smaler extenson conssting of some
rooms and corridors and larger space that seemed to have been adepot for vehicles, with aramp going
up to alock that opened to the outside. So there was indeed another entrance to the whole place that
could be used in emergencies, as Kya had speculated on the day he and Y orim arrived. Egressto the
surface was concedled in a stegp-sided gully in the broken terrain on the far side of aridge running
behind the main facility, which waswhy it hadn't been found from the outsde. The extension beyond the
Lower Complex was named the Rear Annexe.

Theinterna lock connecting the Lower Complex to the Annexe was closed when the exploration
crew found it. Testing before opening it up, however, showed hard vacuum conditions on the far Sde,
which turned out to be due to both inner and outer doors of the surface access lock at the top of the
vehicle ramp having been opened. It could only be presumed that this was how the Terrans had | ft it.
Going through the various parts of the Rear Annexe yielded more Terran corpses, scores of them this
time—sixty-eight, to be precise, male and femde, including children. Unlike the corpses found earlier on
the surface, there were no indications of their having died violently. They werelaid out in rowsin severd
of therooms, transforming them into oversize, improvised morgues—as if the whole place didn't have
enough of amacabre sideto it already. Brysek decided not to extend the sedling and ventilating operation
into the Annexe, but to leave thefindsin the origina conditions of lunar vacuum in which they had been
discovered. The biologists would know best how they should be handled, and he didn't pretend to be a
biologidt.

The sze and nature of the Lower Complex, with itslavish provisoning for storage and sdlf
aufficiency, reinforced the notion of its having been asurviva center. Thisimmediately brought to mind a
refuge for some kind of privileged dite from the endless and progressvely more destructive Terran wars.
The space had obvioudy been intended to accommodate far more people than the number of bodies
found, and ubiquitous Signs of day-to-day wear, dong with the variety of clothing and persond effects
found through testified thet at one time the facility had been used to capacity. Its coexistence with the
propulsion research ingtallation represented by the Upper Complex and the South Field structures
suggested a connection between them. The most likely conclusion seemed to be that anew, embryonic
technology had been sei zed upon and devel oped to support an evacuation program involving numbers
beyond the capability of the conventiona chemicd propulsion methodsin use a the time. When the
emergency had passed, the evacuees—or conceivably their descendants—had used the same meansto
return. Indeed, what other means could they have used, since Lunawould have been incapable of
supplying the fuel required for chemical rockets, even with itsrelatively smaller gravity well? Such an
interpretation was supported by the fact that there was no trace of any vessal employing the electrica
techniques that the South Field constructions pointed to, and the landing and launch area contained no
other kind of functiona Terran craft. The several wrecks found in the vicinity were dl conventiond,
chemicaly propelled, short-range types suitable for surface ferrying.

Walsand columns at Strategic points around the interior of Triagon had charts showing the levelsand
floor plans. Other signs marked the entrances to certain rooms and sections. Whatever the specific
detals, they al carried the generic heading: "Terminus." Some documents, still readable, recovered from
acrashed Terran vessel ten miles or so out from the base yielded referencesto " Terminus Ground



Control frequency,” and a" Terminus beacon,” along with some numbers that hadn't been interpreted.
Thisled to the not unreasonable conclusionisthat " Terminus' had been the facility's Terran name.

In an endeavor to find further support for the conjecture, Brysek had, fairly early on, sent arequest
to the Linguigtics center on Explorer 6, who were coordinating inputs from trandation groups at
Rhombus and in other places, for asearch to be run for other referencesto "Terminus' in such a context.
Inthis, the linguists had an ambiguity problem to ded with, Snce"terminus' wasaso aregular Terran
word meaning "endpoint” and sometimes "railroad station,” so it could be expected to appear in dl kinds
of placesthat wereirrelevant. But that was all part of the job, and the task was run with as many
congraints as possible to filter out wrong leads.

One of the first responses to be flagged was from an archeologica base on the western side of the
northern American continent. Among the excavations of what had been identified asa Terran military
gpace launch center, some pieces of shipping crates had been found with theword " Terminus' marked as
part of the destination code. Another item came from areport detailing the investigation of an abandoned
Terran base on lunar Nearside. A chart had been found that mapped the various Terran lunar Stesand
showed Terminus a the correct location on Farside. Interestingly, the accompanying summary
description showed it aresearch facility only, with only the subsurface levels that formed the Upper
Complex. Therewas no indication of the extensive Lower Complex, which from engineering
congderations and the genera layout could not have been excavated later. It all added to the impression
of secrecy and deception at work. Whatever had gone one a Terminus had not been theworld in
genera to know about.

After dl the jaunting out from the main base areain open surface buggies, and poking around among
meta structures and concrete foundations, Kya was getting to fed quite at home, finaly, in asurface and
extra-vehicular suit. Theisolation of being confined in one added to the sense desol ation imparted by
everything about this dead and silent world. Y et the Terrans had brought their compulsion for violence
and conflict with them thisfar. Even here, where one would have thought that the knowledge of being
fellow creatures from the same distant home should have assumed a significance that would override dl
else, Hill they hadn't been ableto desist from killing each other.

He voiced the thought when he was out with Y orim and Casselo at one of the large Terran toroids on
the South Field, loading equipment and samplesinto abuggy before heading back. They had been out at
the site for twelve hours, initialy with awork crew who had departed earlier. Kya waslooking forward
to ahot shower in the hutsthat served asliving quarters, the evening meal, and an evening of face-to-face
company and conversation without suits. It was histurn to send Lorili aletter too. The regular phone net
did connect to Luna, but most people found the two-and-a-half-second round-trip signal delay from
Earth and itsvicinity disconcerting. It was difficult to resist the impulse to jump in with another line before
the response to the last one came back, with the result that conversations tended to get hopelesdy out of
synch. Having to say "over" and wait al the time was stinting and tedious.

Cassdlo hoisted a pack containing a portable waveform andyzer into the rear of the buggy and then
rested himsdlf back againgt a stanchion securing the end of atension lineto an antennamast. His
breething sounded from the spesker in Kya's helmet. Although things might weigh lessin lunar gravity,
they ill had norma inertia; maneuvering massive objects like test gear and pieces of machinery about in
ways that involved velocity changes could till take some effort. The trick wasto avoid stops and starts
and keep them moving along steady curvesrather than around corners, but it took practice.

"They weredl psychatic." Y orim's voice came over the circuit. He was till insde the control roomin
asunken area a the foot of the mast, packing away the last of the tools they had been using. "Who can
ever know why psychotics do what they do?"

"There might have been reasons,” Cassdlo said in acurious voice.

Kyd turned from where he had been standing with an arm draped dong the sdewall of the buggy's
rear section, staring out across the waste of rock and dust. "Reasons? Why Terrans were the way they



were, you mean?'
llYall
"Wheét reasons?"

Cassgl o brought a gauntleted hand up to brush something off the deeve of his suit. " Somebody from
Rhombuswas up at Explorer taking about it while you werein Europe. He thinksit might haveto do
with the different way they saw the organizing power that's reponsiblefor life"

"Y ou mean Vizek?"'

"That'swhat we cdl it for convenience, anyway. But what do we mean by it, really? What would be
your definition?"

Kyd shrugged to himsdlf ingde his suit. It was a common enough question. "It'sjust away of
acknowledging that there's more going on behind it all than we see. Were apart of something bigger,
that's no doubt being acted out for reasons. What €l se can you say?

"Do you know what the reasons are?' Cassel 0 asked.

"No," Kya said. "I know some people think they know, but I've never been convinced. We might
get to find out one day, after checkout time, the way other people say. . . . If so, | can wait till then."

Y orim, wearing aydlow EV suit and carrying the tool bag, appeared at the opening from the bunker
below. Brysek's crew had cut the lock door away, since the Terran power source to open it had long
sncedied. "l knew aguy back home who said the reason was to test socia systems,” Y orim'svoice
camein. "Hefigured that Vizek isredly plurd, and they're not as smart as most people assume. They
have their own problemsin getting along too, so they seed al these planets with genetic prototypes and
let them develop to seeif they come up with something that might be the answer. It'slike the best way to
get agood computer program or solve alot of problemsis often to let a thousand people loose and just
leavethemtoit." Y orim made the top of the stepsin a series of dow, easy bounds and added the tool
bag to the itemsin the back of the buggy.

"He can't know," Kya commented.
"I never said hedid. He said hedid.”

Cassdlo came back in. "But the Terrans had avery different view, that was practically universal. Even
Y orim's friend wouldn't have thought that Vizek—or | suppose | should say these 'Vizeks of
his—concerned themsel ves with his own persond day-to-day business.”

"Not at dl,” Yorim said. "Why would they? Like | said, it wasjust to see what different kinds of
socid dynamics cameout.”

"But the Terransimagined wrathful, vindictive supernaturd beingswho did concern themsalves,”
Cassdo said. "Who judged, punished, and rewarded what humans did. From some of the things that
Terrans said, you'd think that worrying about the antics of humans was their prime preoccupation. Why
the difference, do you think?"

Y orim turned back and swung from side to side, checking for stray items eft lying around. "Who
knows? They were an older race, | guess. Maybe they just had longer to get paranoid and work onit."

"Different origins? Genetics?' Kyd hazarded.

"Wedon't think s0," Cassalo said. Hisface turned to gaze skyward insde his helmet. He half-raised
anam. "Look at those stars up there," he invited. " People come to Earth and see clear skiesfor the first
time, and they talk about how fantadtic it is. But down there, it's nothing like this, isit?' That was one of
thefirst things Kya had noticed on setting foot outside at Luna. The stars were unwavering and brilliant,
crowded everywhere in uncountable numbers greater than anything seen on even the clearest of night on
Earth. Cassdlo went on, "The planets are insignificant pinpoints. Most people couldn't find them. And yet,
from what weve put together of old Terran legends from the beginnings of their history, they saw the
planets as objects of awe and terror. Practically universdly. It was the same across peoples and races
everywhere. Early Terransthought they were the supernatural beingsthat decided the fate of individuas



and nations. They built temples to them, and had whole priesthoods that dedicated their livesto watching
them and plotting their movements. Why should those tiny, remote specks have become objects of such
obsessons?'

Kya looked back over the moonscape and up at the starfield again. He had never thought about it
that way before.

"Well, | guessthey must have lived in one of the unstable periods,” Y orim said. He meant of the Solar
System, which Venusians accepted occurring irregularly but the Terrans hadn't gppreciated. "Disruptions
happen. Weve only just found out Froile wasn't there when the Terrans were around.”

"You'reontheright track, Yorim," Cassdlo said.

Kya thought back to the evening that he and Lorili had spent talking to the archeol ogists and
geologists at Moscow. They had spoken then about enormous cataclysmsin Earth's past, unleashing
death, destruction, and violence on a sca e beyond anything Venusians had ever experienced. The most
recent had occurred during Earth's early historic period, they had said, and the survivors had left records
intheir myths and legends of the things they had seen. The strange thing was that the symbolism was
obviousto Venusans, even from the fragments they had found aeons afterward. But Terrans, who lived
in the aftermath, with not only the records in abundance but the physica evidence dl around them,
couldn't seeit. Lorili had commented that their ability to see only what they wanted to see went dl the
way back to their beginnings, and wondered if it was agenetic trait.

"Y ou're saying the planets came closer to Earth and to each other at onetime,” Kya said. "Close
enough to interact. The Terrans could seem them clearly.”

Cassdl0's beard bobbed up and down behind his helmet visor. "Yes."

"Some peoplethat Lorili and | met at Moscow talked about that. They said Venus could have been
one of them—when it was awhite-hot protoplanet.”

Cassdlo straightened up from resting. Kyal climbed into the buggy's open cab and did onto the bench
Seat spanning it. Y orim got in from the other Side, as on the outward trip taking the driver's position,
which wasin the center. "The early Terranslived under adifferent ky. They saw the planetsas
gpparitionsin the heavens, bringing death and terror and devastation,” Cassalo said as he followed
Y orim. "With arc discharges going on between them, and dl kinds of plasma effects. Vol canoes,
earthquakes, storms of meteorites coming down. The whole climate in chaos. But being at a pre-technical
stage, they were unable to understand what they were witnessing. They interpreted it as wars between
celegtid gods. The devastations on Earth itself became retribution on the inhabitants for transgressions of
their laws" The buggy moved away, throwing up asmal shower of dust which fell back promptly with no
lingering cloud. Cassdlo went on, "The terrors handed down from those times were ritudized into
religions fixated on obeying and appeasing wrathful deities. Later, when the planets receded and sorted
themsalves out into remote, nonthreatening orbits, the memories of what had started it all were
repressed.”

Y orim was |ooking more thoughtful now as he navigated them back across the gray wilderness of
dust and rubble. "So what are you saying? That the same thing happened that you get with individuas
sometimes after something traumatic? A kind of collective amnesa Theliterd meanings were forgotten.”

"Something likethat," Casselo agreed. "Although I'm not so sure there's any collective mechanism
that could produce actua amnesia. More an unconscious cultura consensus would be my guess. You
know the kind of thing. If you al don't talk and don't think about something that's too painful, it ceasesto
exig."

"Somebody who was on the Melther Jorg withuswasinto dl this"" Kyd said. "Emur Frazin. HE'S
donealot of work on Terran mythology.”

"I know," Cassdlo said. "Hewastheonel got dl thisfrom.”

Kya smiled faintly and nodded. " And so the ancient accounts were dismissed as myth and fable.
Which would make sense of why they would be obviousto us. We'd never been through it.”



"Exactly,” Cassdo sad. .
"What about Froile?" Y orim queried.

"Y es, our own miniature verson, maybe," Cassalo agreed. "But from what I've been able to make
out, it would have been a pretty tame affair compared to what happened on Earth. Sherven has atheory
that it might help explain this big difference in time scaes—why the Terrans appear to have fabricated
huge epochsthat never existed.”

"How?' Kya asked, turning his head to look across. "What's the connection?”

"The evidence for massve catastrophesin their past wasthere al around them. But seeing it would
be to accept what had happened, which would mean acknowledging that it could happen again. That was
something that the shocked Terran unconsciousness was unable to face. So they persuaded themselves
that dow, gradua change, working over immense spans of time, could account for everything that they
saw intheworld. They created anillusion of asafe, secure place in the universe, where everything was
stable and predictable, dways had been, and dwayswould be. All that was violent and threatening was
banished to remoteness, either light-years away from them in space, or billions of years back in time.”

They arrived a the main base area, and Y orim parked by the other vehiclesin front of the huts. The
entry lock to the hut they used as the mess room could only take two suited figures at atime. Casselo
and Y orim went ahead. While Kya waswaiting for the pumps to complete the cycle, he turned and
stared out again across the tillness, replaying in his mind the scenes of conflict that had taken place here
on thisvery landscape long ago.

Finaly, maybe, he was beginning to understand the strange inner conflicts that had made the Terrans
what they were. As often happenswith anindividua who isin denid, the traumaand terrors they had
experienced found release in other ways. The brutality and carnage of Terran wars re-enacted
mass-extinctions they had suffered, and represented symbolic human sacrifice to their bloodthirsty gods.
Their obsessive pursuit of ever-more-powerful weagpons echoed the violence on a cosmic scale that they
had seenin their Sky. And what else were their entire political and economic systems but expressions of
the craving for the dominance that would bring security? All were manifestations of abewildered psyche
struggling to face afuture that it feared and distrusted. For the first time, Kyal found himself moved by
something akin to compassion for them.

He thought back to the side of the Terransthat Lorili had seen, and he looked up again at the stars.
The Terrans had talked about going to there. Some Venusians were of the opinion that they could have
doneit. Yes, it wastrue: Much that was disturbed and had gone wrong was eradicated from the universe
when the last Terran eyes gazed sightlesdy up at the skiesthey would never conquer.

But something extraordinary that had come into being, and tried for awhile against hopeless oddsto
grow and become what it could and flourish, was lost too.

CHAPTER TWENTY

It was springtimein Maryland. In awalled estate Stuated twenty milesfrom New Washington,
crocuses were coming into bloom on the grassy dope leading down to willows by the lake. Sandra



Perrin-McLeod sat at awicker table on the patio outside the open French windows from the summer
house, watching a pair of mocking birds hopping among the branches of the large em and chattering
noisily asthey teased a squirrel. The peaceful hoursthat she had spent here aone on fine days, confiding
her thoughtsto her journal, were among her most pleasant memories. Soon now, shewould be seeing it
al for thelast time.

It was an idand of tranquility among the ssorm clouds that were gathering to engulf theworld. The
American-led western alignment had emerged victorious but battered from the war with Chinathat had
culminated from beginnings around Taiwan and in the Middle East. Schooled and bred to the tradition of
loyalty to her socid class, she would utter no aspersions regarding her country's publicly stated position:
Having saved its friends and been betrayed by them, Americawould defend its honor. But she knew
enough to despise it inwardly and deplore the fraudulent history that was being taught in the schools and
presented through the popular culture. There was no honor nor virtue nor glory to any of it. By definition,
war was the business of mass-killing, destruction, lies, and deception. All the victors proved was that
they were the more ruthless and better at it.

The Euro-Russian monolith that had consolidated while America recovered had digned with the
Mudim bloc to expel American influence from the Asian continent. Ironically, the new China, rebuilding
itself from the ruins, was turning now to Americafor security and defense. All the familiar mechanismsfor
manipulating public perceptions, from the demonizing of the future enemies by means of stereotyped
images in the mass entertainments, to danted news reporting, sllencing of dissent, and the hand-picking of
approved appointmentsin academia, werein evidence again. As aways, the weapons had grown more
fearsome, with near-space dominated by the military and outposts on the Moon. Alexander said it would
be much worse thistime. And he should have known, if anyone did. Universally hailed scientific genius,
master-level chess player at high school, an architect of the dliance's defense strategy, with a seat on the
Inner Security Council; and she the daughter of one of the leading financier families. Their position should
have gained them the world. Instead, its only tangible worth would be to get them ouit of it.

She shook the thought away and returned her attention to the journal. After reading over the last
paragraph she had written, she appended:

Humanity has invented much and learned nothing. There seems to be something deep in the
subconscious of our kind that compels nations to orgies of violence and mutual annihilation. . . .

The sounds of scampering mixed with children's voices came through the open windows from the
house. Moments later, Allan, who wasten, and Marie, eight, appeared on their way to the stable,
dressed for riding. Sandrarested her pen on the book and forced asmile. "All ready to go, | see. You
have a perfect day for it."

"What are you doing out here al by yoursdlf?' Marie asked.

"Oh, writing down my thoughts. It's better to be aone when you want to do things like that. The quiet
hdps”

"Why do you have to write them down? Y ou aready know what they are.”

Sandrasmiled again, wider and thistime genuinely. "To remind me along time from now what they
were. When I'm older and probably won't remember what | was thinking today.”

"l didn't think grown-ups forgot things. Y ou always have to remind us when we forget. How can you,
if you forget them too?"
"TherdsMaggie" Allan said. "She'swaiting for us.”

Their riding instructor came out from the stable below and called up toward the house. "Marie. Allan
. We're ready to go. Y ou can come down and bring them out yourselves. I'm not the groom here, you
know."

"There." Sandranodded at them. "Quite right too."

"Wevegot to go," Allan said. "Can you cometoo?"



"Not today. | need to finish this. Anyway, I'm not dressed for it. I'll see you both at dinner. Run
adong, and havefun."

"Will our dad be herefor dinner?* Marie asked plaintively as Allan went on ahead. "Is he back yet?!
"No, I'm afraid not, FHower."

"When will he be back?'

"It will beawhileyet. Go on now. Don't get Maggie cross.”

Sandra watched them mount up an depart at asow canter toward the trail leading to thewood. Then
shelifted her pen again and resumed.

The children misstheir father already. | dread to think how much we will miss our home, our
whole way of life, possibly forever. In hislast letter, Alex talked about getting us out via a launch
base somewhere on the West Coast in the next week or two. I'm not really sure why | bother to
write this and keep the journal up to date. | won't be taking it with usto Terminus. Oxstead,
before he left to follow after Alex, warned me that it wouldn't be wise to bring any evidence of our
discussing things that are this sensitive. | really would have preferred not knowing that Robert
and Vera are not on the list. The thought of never seeing themagainisharrowing . . . and of what
might become of them.

| know now how foolish | was to have talked about any of thisto Gorman. But the man is so
persistent. | will leave this account with family things, where it belongs. More foolishness,
perhaps? But it gives a certain sense of completenessto life, knowing one's affairs were left
finished and in order. | wonder if anyone.. . .

... will ever read it.

Cassdlo set down the copy of the trandation. The image of the origina document, fragile and faded,
restored by a delicate trestment with infra-red and dyes, showed on the screen next to him. It had been
discovered among a carefully packed and preserved collection of picture dbums, letters, and cardsin a
family burid vault in the eastern part of northern America. The search being run for referencesto
Terminus had pulled it up, and the detail s transmitted up from Earth via Explorer 6.

"Launch base somewhere on the West Coast," Casselo read again to Kyal and Brysek, who were
with himin one of thelab huts. "Which we've seen mention of before. And it'sa'senstive’ subject.
People being moved out to a secret location. Sounds like this place, doesnt it? It dl fits.”

"The whole planet would have had to have been threatened,” Brysek muttered.

"Who are these other peoplethat it talks about?' Kyal asked, leaning forward to peer at the
trandation again. "This Oxtead. . . . And then theré's Robert & Vera. . . and Gorman. Do we have any
ideawho they were?

"I've put dl the names through for another search,” Cassdo replied. "But don't hold out too high
hopes of much turning up. Thelinguiststell me that Robert and V erawere both popular given names that
could have referred to just about anyone. And Gorman was afairly common family name. They're giving
itatry. But as| said, don't expect too much to come out of it."



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Jenyn sat at hiswork station in the Linguistics offices of the I SA laboratory complex at Rhombus,
contemplating a screen showing the trandation of a Terran political tract that he had worked on during
the time he had spent in the Americas. It wasthe President of that region's exhortation before the final
war that had followed the Central Asan War. Thewordswere ftirring, acall to unite anation that had
ingpired millionsto courage and duty and sacrifice. Their cadences reverberated in his mind, bringing
visons of huge armies mobilizing and moving to their positions, formations of arcraft sweeping acrossthe
skies, ships putting to sea. "Wewill defend our freedoms and our honor to the last one of usthat isleft to
stand. We will never surrender.” How could such passions and determination beingtilled into dull
Venusian minds? he asked himsdlf. There had to be away. His being thirsted and cried out for it. Hefelt
the natural ingtinct for power in hisveins. The great Terran leaders had faced the same challenge and
risentoit.

It needed organizing and direction. Aswith the cutting edge of atool, or the combined work of the
swing of ahammer and the point of anail, the secret lay in concentrating al effort on the place where
effect wasto be achieved. Every distraction and diversion of aresource wasto the same degree to
detract from the plan and render attainment of the goa that much lesslikely. It redly wasassmple as
that. The pusillanimous Venusian reluctance to resort to force would have to be overcome. His shock
troops would be the disaffected and envious, who, once they were awakened, could aways be spurred
to demand as rights what the traditiona anarchic ways of undirected individuas muddling through had
failed to confer. The scattering of loosdly affiliated Progressive initiatives behind the labor strikes and
student demongtrations that the news channels were reporting from Venus were groping around the right
idea, but in their implicit expectation that they themselves only partly recognized, that energy and direction
would somehow emerge under its own dynamic, they were adopting the same assumptions as the system
they criticized. It needed a Leader, who would make it happen. In some ways, the time he had been
obliged to spend out here at Earth while the fussat The Commentator cooled down had not been abad
thing. It had given him timeto reflect and to plan. Like agenera from adistance, had been able to seethe
full scheme of the battlefield with dl its stronghol ds, weaknesses, and openings for opportunity. By
ralying the young and adventurous, undulled minds that he had found here, far from home, he could light
aflame that would ignite the world when he brought it back to Venus.

But firgt there was Gaster Lornod to think about. While Jenyn was on the far side of the plant,
Lornod had come to the fore in Rhombus and among the professiona cadre up on Explorer 6 asthe
prime contender for coordinating the Progressive groups on Earth. He called himsdlf a Progressive
Moderate, taking the position that the traditiona system had grown complacent in some ways over the
years, and perhaps some looking to itself to put its house in order would not be abad thing. The pure
meritocracy upon which it was based was afine thing in theory, he conceded, but it left many ways
whereby deserving people were being left behind through no fault or failing of their own, creating
needless persond distress and aloss of their servicesto society as awhole, which society had within its
power to put right. It was a soft line which, while possibly effectivein attracting initial support, missed the
whole point of power by mistaking the meansfor the ends. Even the name "Progressve Moderate' wasa



contradiction of terms. But it was getting attention, not only from intellectual oid invertebrates who would
never show strong Progressive mettle, but now aso among the younger contingent, eroding what Jenyn
had looked to as his potential recruitment base. Even Sherven was on record as remarking that the
Moderates might have some valid points.

Y es, hewould have to do something about Lornod.

Elundi Kasseg, who worked in the same room, in hisown niche on thefar sde of alarge, shared
table covered with papers, filefolders, and references, interrupted Jenyn's thoughts. " Got a second,
Jenyn?'

"What?'

Elundi gestured at the screen that he was using. "Thislatest that's come through from E6. | need an
opinion.”

Jenyn copied the text to one of his own screens. It was another search request from the group at
Triagon on lunar Farsde. "Okay," he said.

"The name Oxstead is rare enough, but there aren't any hits. Robert & Veraare too vague. We can
forget them. But it's some up with a number of Gormans.”

"Wasn't that a pretty common Terran nametoo?" Jenyn queried.

"True. But look at number twenty-eight. It has an association with Terminus.

Jenyn followed the link and read the reference. 1t was to an indexed catal ogue of

namesthat listed aHerbert Gorman as aNew Washington journdist. Severa entriesrelated to him.

The one Elundi had highlighted described him as having written some articles on the mysterious
disappearances of anumber of scientists, senior administrators, and other key figures.”

"This one, about the missing people?’ Jenyn checked.

"Yes" Elundi leaned across the table separating them and passed over a hardcopy of afile from one
of the big trandation faculties on Venus that included a piece by Gorman restored and scanned from a
Terran periodical called Insider . Jenyn read through it quickly. The officia story wasthat the names
Gorman had drawn attention to had been commandeered for secret work relating to the war that was
threatening—other sources said impending. Gorman wasn't convinced by the explanation. He didn't see
how many of the skills and background represented were relevant to such ends. Power and influence
seemed to him to be amore significant common factor.

"I'm till not seeing the connection,” Jenyn said.

"Here." Elundi handed him a further sheet that he had been holding. It was aletter from Gorman to
somebody caled Kathryn—the trandator had added parenthetically "Barnes'—asking her if she knew
anything about a code word Terminus. He thought it might refer to a secret evacuation center
somewherefor the privileged. "Thisisn't out of any published document,” Elundi elaborated. "It'sjust
from some private papersfound in adifferent city. So the connection is pretty thin. Just the name,
Gorman, and the mention of Terminus." He looked across dubioudy. "What do you think."

Jenyn read over the letter again. "Did Gorman ever get an answer, do we know?" he inquired.

"Therésno way of tdling. The thread endsthere. He waskilled shortly afterward.”

"How?'

"There's one mention of it being an nation by some Asatic terrorist organization, but no further
details"

Jenyn sighed. Everything that was wrong with the world was due to people being too timid and
cautious. He wasin amood for playing the odds today, he decided. "I think it'sgood,” he pronounced.
"Yes, send it up to the people on Luna."

"Will do," Elundi said.



By the end of the day, Jenyn was till in arestless, unsettled mood. Here hewas, still nurturing plans
for building and controlling a political movement that would take over aworld. Y et he had been unableto
assert hiswill with one obstinate fema e who couldn't see what would be best for her in the long run. The
power of astrong team working together scaled much faster than the sum of its number. The team would
need asolid nucleusto form around. Lorili and he could provide such anucleus. They had proved it
years ago, on Venus. Hewasn't going to let this beat him now—the first mgjor target he had set himself
since arriving back in Rhombus.

He went down the corridor to an empty office, closed the door, and called her number in the Bio
Sciences complex. She didn't look pleased when she answered.

"Yes, look, | know," hetold her before she could say anything. "1'm sorry that went the way it did,
too, okay?Weboth logt it a bit. I'm not saying it was al you. I'll meet you half way over the bridge.
How'sthat?'

"What do you want?" Lorili asked tightly.

"Just to talk. | just want you to hear me out. We could still do such alot together. Out here. . . itsa
huge opportunity that | think maybe you don't fully understand. | just don't want to seeit thrown away,
that'sal. I know | made mistakes before, but dl that's changed now. I've got greet plansthat | want you
to hear about. We could still go places when we get back home. Big places, big time."

"| think it's you who doesn't fully understand, Jenyn,” she said. "I've dready told you dl | haveto say.
| have plans of my own now, and my own life. And right at this moment, | have my work to do.”

"l just want to talk, that'sall.”
"I don't think that would be agood idea.”

"An hour. It doesn't have to be anywhere private, if that makes you uncomfortable. | could meet you
somewherein town."

"Please stop bothering me."

For amoment Jenyn felt an impulse to lash out about the man he had watched her seeing off at the
launch port, but he held it in check. "L ook, Lorili, you know me" hesaid. "I don't quit. If you'rerealy
serious about ending this, the only way will beto hear me out.”

"It'saready ended.”

"Not on my terms; it hasn't.”

"Still laying down the conditions. Y ou just haveto bein control, don't you? Oh boy, yes, you've
redly changed."

"I could make you one of the best-known names on Venus one day."

"You could make. Isthat al you think people are? Thing to be put together and used and thrown
away."

"You know what | mean. . . ."

"Goodbye, Jenyn."

Hewas till in a sour mood when he came back into the office. Elundi was backing up filesand
tidying papersin preparation for going home. ™Y ou were right on with that piece about Gorman,” he
greeted. "I got areply straight back. It was just what they're looking for. They asked usto look out for
anything more on the surviva center angle.”

Jenyn nodded but his mind was el sawhere. "Got any plansin particular for tonight?' he asked?

"Not really. | wasthinking about dropping by a couple of friendswho areinto Terran chess, but it's
no hugething? Why?'

"| fed like hitting a couple of bars down in the Center. Could use some company. Interested?’

Elundi rocked his head first to one Sde, then the other. "Sure, why not?' he said findly. "In fact, the



more | think about it, the better it sounds.” He shut down the system, stood up, and took his jacket from
ahook behind the door. Jenyn retrieved his own coat from hisside of the table,

"Ever try it?" Elundi asked asthey came out into the corridor.
mWhat?'

"Terran chess.”

"Can't say | did. Never had thetime.”

"One of thekinds of gamesl| like. Y ou can learn the rulesin ten minutes. But it'll take the rest of your
lifeto learn how to use them. Y ou know . . . the opposite of these games where they spend dl their time
looking up more rules and tables than there are in the Terran trandation libraries.”

"I think there are better thingsto doinlife" Jenyn said.

"That'sashame," Elundi told him. "The Terrans caled it the Game of Kings. Apparently, it was
devised asa stylized form of warfarein miniature. | would have thought you'd have loved it.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

The Magic Carpet bar-restaurant in Rhombus's Central District took its name from an old Terran
farytderdating to the region. It was reasonably busy that evening. The dining areaat the back was doing
abrisk trade with its mixed menu of traditional Venusian food and a choice of Terran dishes based on
foods from different climate zones. The dance floor to one side of the bar was starting to warm up with
couplesfrom the younger set working through the latest crazes with the added dash and daring that
comes with being along way from home. Alcohol was an accepted relaxant on Venus, aong with other
stimulants comparable to ones which for reasons the psychol ogists had never quite been ableto explain,
had driven the Terran authoritiesinto fits of repressve hysteria. The generd rule on Venuswas that what
aperson did with their own body in their own timewastheir business, so long asthe effects didn't spill
over theline of harming or endangering anybody e se. Maybe the difference had something to do with the
Venusan reliance on internaly assmilated disciplinesto curb excesses of behavior, rather then having to
resort to externa means. It was unusua for them to take things to the kind of extremes that seemed to
have caused socid problems among Terrans. Human nature being what it was, and nothing in theredl
world being perfect, infringements of custom nevertheless did occur, of course. An assortment of
uniformed nationd organizations known as provosts existed to step in on such occasions as
circumstances required, but their role was essentialy one of passive response to transgressions of a
relatively few limitsthat few questioned. There was nothing resembling the attempts a thought control
and forcible imposition of others creeds and personal tastes that seemed to have been practiced by most
of the Terran "police’ forces—theterm "force”’ said alot in itself. Being adiverse socid organizationinits
own right aswel as ascientific and exploration endeavor, the Earth mission also operated a
modest-scale Office of Provosts, headquartered in Rhombus.

The company in the bar areawas the usua evening mix of workersfrom the | SA labs and the town
unwinding with one or two before going home; early stalwarts set to make anight of it; and couplesand
groups meeting and planning what to do from here. Although locales on Earth offered virtualy unlimited



space for expansion compared to the restricted niches typically occupied by Venusian towns, Rhombuss
growth had reflected the pattern and ways that were familiar: functiond; ugly; and crowding lots of variety
and activity into asmall space. That wasapart if itslegacy from being one of the first bases. Some of the
newer habitatsin places like Europe, the Americas, and Asawere starting to soread out more and find
time for experimenting with airiness and aestheticsin the ways that Terran environments seemed to call
for.

Jenyn and Elundi found themsalves atable below stairsleading up to afunction room used for
mestings, private parties, musica performances, and the like. As Elundi has half guessed would bethe
casg, it didn't take Jenyn long to get into politics. He had sensed that Jenyn wasin a belligerent mood
ever sSncethey left the office. But he was enjoying the aimosphere and decided he could live with it.

"Appedling to decency and reason will never bring about any significant change,” Jenyn said.
"Nobody who has power ever givesit up voluntarily. The Terrans knew that.

They have to be madeto. In the end it comes down to force. Don't you agree?

Elundi tried to evade being pinned down. "Oh, | don't know if you can make generd rules about
things like that. Depends on the circumstances.”

Jenyn held hisglass up in front of him and shook his head from side to side. "Not good enough,
Elundi. Y ou have to make acommitment. Are you with what I'm saying, or againgt it? It hasto be one or
the other.”

Elundi sghed but forced agrin. "Well, I'm not so surethat al that force solved very much for the
Terrans. There were il flagrant injustices on Earth. A lot of people were robbed and exploited by force.
Maybe it was necessary there. But | can't seethat it gpplies so much to Venus. Most people seem happy
enough with what we've worked out in our own messy way."

"Pahl" Jenyn made a contemptuous gesture. " Give them ashirt on their back, abowl of soup for the
day, and amattress for the night, and they'd be happy. A pigin apenfull of mud ishappy. Don't you
think that alifeswork should be worth more than that? They're happy because they've been conditioned
not to seeit; to docility. There are thousands out there who deserve better than they're getting, and they
don't even know it because we rely on thistouching faith that individua judgments and freedom of choice
will somehow magically produce better answers. Abilities that should be positively acknowledged and
rewarded get shut out.”

Elundi. didn't want thisto turn into an argument, but he couldn't let it pass. "I'm sure you're right
there," he said. "But it doesn't follow that force isthe only way. Look, I'm not trying to tell you how you
should think. But you know . . . it might pay to take alook at the way Gaster Lornod is approaching
those sameissues.”

"Lornod! All talk. .. ."

"But people are listening to him, Jenyn. And he makes some vaid points. There are too many people
hiding behind collective rulings and putting out decisions made by nameless committees. HeE'sright when
he says projects should be headed by an individua who will stand up and take the responsibility. They
can use dl the expert advice they want, sure, but at the end of the day somebody hasto be prepared to
say, | decided. . . . You've got the answer to haf our ingtitutional problemsright there. There's no need
to start shooting people. All it will do is create people who want to shoot you back.” Elundi saw the dark
look coming onto Jenyn's eyes. Just as he was telling himsdlf held gone too far, and was searching for a
tactic to back out gracefully, avoice caled out from nearby and rescued him.

"Jenyn! You're back!" They turned their heads.

A tal, well-built girl had emerged from among the gaggle of figures dong the edge of the dance floor
and was coming over to the table. She had yellow-orange hair styled in wavelets and was wearing a
loose deevel esstop with ashort, black, braided leather skirt. Elundi would have described her
gppearance as "formidable," though with nose and chin perhaps atouch on the prominent side. Another
girl waswith her, shorter and petite, with long dark hair tied in atail behind her back, and less



ostentatioudy dressed in alight swester and casua pants.

"Tyarla Well, hey." Jenyn smiled; but just at that moment, Elundi got the fedling he would have
preferred to continue talking palitics.

She stooped, put her arms around Jenyn's neck, and kissed him, making an exhibition of it. "I had no
ideal | thought you were il in the Americas. How wonderful! How long have you been back in
Rhombus?'

"Not long. I'm till waiting for a permanent place.” Jenyn detached himsdlf sufficiently to gesture. "This
is Elundi, who works with me. Elundi, these are two old friends from awhile back. Tyarla. . . . And thisis
Derlen.”

Oh, s0 Jenyn knew both of them. From the way Tyarlahad monopolized him, Elundi wouldn't have
guesed it. "Hello," hesaid.

"Hi, Elundi," Tyarlagushed. For amoment, he thought she was going to subject him to the same
treatment as Jenyn but she held it to asmile that merely invited him to admire her. Derlen just smiled and
nodded. He got theimpression that Tyarlaliked making other girlsjealous. She seemed to be
succeeding.

Tyarladid accounting for the base administration at Rhombus, and was good at it—because she told
them s0. But her talent was undervalued. She also painted pictures of Terran landscapes, designed her
own interior decor, and danced "correctly." Derlen was a hairdresser and dermatician. They were both
from Korbisan, like Jenyn. It soon became apparent that Tyarlawas aso and ardent Progressive, which
perhaps explained alot.

"Isthat when you two met?' Elundi asked Tyarla, nodding toward Jenyn. "When hewas herein
Rhombus before?"

"Actually, it wasback on Venus," she said. Jenyn gave her apuzzled look. She sipped hagtily from
her glass—Jenyn had bought them &l around. "Well, we got to know each other in Rhombus, didn't we,
darling?' Jenyn made asif he hadn't heard. "Venuswaswhere | first saw him. . . . But he wouldn't have
known about me then. | wasjust one of the many distant admirers, daving to play my part inthe
campaign. He was the big name, you see. Posters with hisface on; top table a all the dinners. And very
charming and splendid in formdl attire, if | may say s0." Shelooked a Jenyn for acknowledgment. He
smiled obligingly. Tyarlaemitted an exaggerated sigh. "But of course he didn't notice any of us poor
phone-canvassing and envel ope-stuffing peonsin those days. He had this black-haired siren clinging to
hisarm dl thetime." She turned her head toward Jenyn. For an ingtant her voice took on atone of forced
nonchalance. "Is she il around, Jenyn?'

"That al ended back on Venus," hereplied.
"Oh." The remark was throwaway but the eyes betrayed something deeper.

Elundi figured that the person she was referring to had to be the biochemist that Jenyn had been
telling him odd details about. If that were the case, then it didn't sound exactly all that ended from his
latest comments—not if Jenyn had any say in things, anyway.

"How about you?' he said to Derlen to steer them off that particular tack and bring her moreinto the
conversation. "Are you an old-time Progressive from Venus too?'

"No. I'mjust finding out about it from Tyarla. It soundsinteresting.” Derlen looked awvay suddenly,
cocked her head, and began swaying. "Thisis one of my favorites." She meant the song that had just
comeon. "Do you like to dance?" she asked, looking back at Elundi.

"Maybe. . .. Inaminute?'
"Sure”
"What brought you out to Earth?" he asked.

"Oh, you know how it is. Good money, something different, achance to get away from boring
everything. | guesswe're mostly all going to settle down to it anyway, sometime. So see what you can,



whileyou can, en?'

"Youlikeit here?'

"Sure, why not?"

"Issheyour regular friend, then—Tyarla?"

"Sort of, | suppose.” Derlen glanced aside. Tyarlahad moved her chair closer to Jenyn and had her
hand draped on his shoulder, teasing the sde of his neck with afingertip. They weretalking in lowered
voices." Derlen leaned closer. "Sometimes she can be abit . . ." Sheleft the sentence unfinished and
motioned with her eyes. It seemed they were on their own asfar asfurther conversation went. "But when
you're out at somewhere like this, you make the best of whatever friends you get. Know what | mean?"

"Still, I'd think she's the kind who would make it easy to meet people,” Elundi said.

"True, but . . . " Derlen paused, asif weighing what she had been about to say. Shelet her voicefall
amost to awhisper. " Some of them are not exactly, how would | say it . . . the most respectable people
you'd want tomeet . . . if you know what | mean. Y es, okay, thisisalong way from home and al that,
but there are stlandards. Y ou're till who you are.™

Elundi decided shewasinteresting. And hislife had been distinctly lacking in companionship of the
digaff kind of late. Theway her eyeswere flickering over him, taking in the details, was not unfriendly. If
you don't buy aticket, you don't get aprize, hetold himsdf. "Y ou know, ah, you don't haveto rely on
her to find you friendsdl thetime" he murmured. "1 think you're kind of nice. How about getting togther
for adrink ourselves here sometime? They don't look asif they'd exactly miss us anyhow.'

Derlen shrugged and nodded. " Sure, why not?"

Assmple asthat? Elundi realized he wasn't sure how to follow on now. ™Y ou'd better give me your
cdl code, then" he said.

"Okay, | will beforewe go."

He grinned, feeling that maybe they were being too serious. "But you have to promise not to talk
about the Progressives and dl that stuff.”

"Suitsme. I'm not sure | redly buy the things Tyarla talks about, anyway. To be honest, | have more
time for somebody like Gaster Lornod. What he says makes alot of sense.”

Elundi looked warily toward Jenyn, but Jenyn hadn't overheard. Elundi raised ahand to cover his
mouth. "L ook, I'll tell you why next time, but for now, | don't think it'sagood ideato mention Gaster
Lornod. Okay?' Derlen nodded, sat back in her seat, and picked up her drink.

The music has switched to adow, quiet number, alowing snatches of Jenyn and Tyrdastalk to filter
through.

Jenyn: ". . . What kind of aparty?. . ."

Tyrda "Aninteresting kind. You'd likeit. . . . tomorrow night . . ."

" ...dontknow for sure..."

"...could cal melater anyway . . ."

Elundi caught Derlen's eye. She looked uncomfortable. "How about that dance?' he suggested.

She danced easily and naturally, making eye contact and smiling, with none of that bored wooden
look focused on infinity that could make aguy fed like amoving hal sand—just thereto fill the empty
gpace. Elundi sometimes had a problem staying in time with the rhythm, getting jerky and uncoordinated,
and then fedling conspicuous. But tonight everything was smooth and relaxed, and he congratulated
himself inwardly that he wasn't doing too badly at dl. Maybeit just took two. Some of the couples were
showing off with the new body-hugging style of dance that was raising eyebrows back home. Elundi was
not up to being that forward, and kept it open and styled. Before returning to the table he wrote Derlen's
cal codeinto his phone's directory, and was gratified when she asked for his. Another good sign.

Tyrdahad her purse on her |ap and seemed to be getting ready to leave when they arrived back at



thetable. "Going dready?' Elundi said, disgppointed. "It was just getting to be fun.”

"We only meant to stop by for one," Derlen said. "We're supposed to be going to aplay the ISA
group is putting on. It'sgoing to be tight making it now. Givemeacall.”

"Youvegotit."

Tyralaseemed alittle out of sorts, asif things between her and Jenyn had not gone entirely to her
liking. Elundi got the feding that her ego had taken a dent, possibly from not having swept back into the
cdlebrity's lifewith the full accord that she expected. Over-ripe things dented essily.

"W, 50 sorry to deprive you of my company, guys, but we do haveto rush," shetold them as she
stood up. "Oh, isit redly that time? We may haveto missthefirg act, Derl. Lovely meeting you, Elundi. .
.. Jenyn, | can't tell you what an unexpected delight it is" And louder as the two girls moved away,
making a public announcement of it, Do remember to cal me."

Elundi got himsalf and Janyn another drink. Jenyn was broody and not very talkative—which at least
kept them off palitics. His naturdly florid countenance seemed to have taken on a degper hue, and his
eyes had ahard glint to them. A meanness was coming to the surface that Elundi hadn't seen before. He
thought he sensed the conflict. Tyralas overtures were tempting, but Jenyn felt inhibited by the other
Stuation he had talked about with the biologist.

Elundi acknowledged awave from some people grouped by the bar. " Sulvay and a couple of others
from the trandators section are over there," he remarked.

"Uh-huh."
Elundi waited for afew seconds. "Shdl | call them over?!
"Ah, they'll only betalking shop asusud. I'm not in the mood.”

"Okay." Another slence. Elundi sipped hisdrink and then observed neutraly, " Something seemsto
be bothering you."

Jenyn didn't respond but shot glancesthisway and that around the room, asiif looking for an escape
route. Then, suddenly decisive, he tossed back the last of hisdrink and set the glass down with athud.

"Youleaving?'

"I've got some unfinished businessto attend to,” Jenyn's growled. He was spoiling for afight. "It's
timeto clear someair.”

"Do you mean with the one in Molecular Bio? What was her name?Lorili?. . ."
"Yes. It needsto be brought to ahead." Jenyn braced his hands on the table to rise.

"Er, look. . . ." Elundi felt he had to say something. "I don't want to pry into your personal business,
but isthisredly the best time?!

"What are you trying to say?' Open belligerence, directed a Elundi now.

Elundi raised arestraining hand. "Easy. . . . Just that it might be better |eft until tomorrow. Y ou know,
let it cool alittle. Y ouve had afew tonight, man."

"l don't remember asking your opinion about that."
"Okay, okay. . .."
"I'll see you tomorrow." Jenyn got up and stalked out.

Elundi sat saring uneadily at hisdrink. He knew somebody over in the Molecular Biology labs. But
would it be over-reacting?

The group at the bar had seen he was alone now, and were coming over. "We saw your friend
leaving, so we thought you could use more company,” Sulvay greeted. Elundi made his decison and rose
from the chair. Sulvay hdted."Oh. Are you going too?"

"l just haveto makeacdl,” Elundi said. "Sit down. I'll be back in amoment.”
He went up the stairsto the hallway outside the function room, which was not being used that



night—it was quieter, besides having more privacy. What was that guy in Molecular Biology'sname? He
checked his phone register. lwon, that wasit. He flagged the code and pressed the Connect button.
Iwon's face with its ragged Terran-style mustache appeared in the window after afew beeps.

"Hi, lwon, do you remember me?"

"Oh, right . . . from the Linguistics office. | enjoyed the chat. Good to hear from you again. What can
| do?'

"Do you know aperson in the Mol Bio section by the name of Lorili?

"Lorili Hilivar? Sure, | work with her."

"Soyou'd be ableto call her?!

"Yes, naturdly. Why? What's up?”

"Look, | may be over-reacting here, but 1'd rather play it on the safe side. | think there might be
trouble heading her way right now. Can you call her and tell her that Jenyn'son hisway, and he'sina
mean mood. | think shelll know what that means. Whatever she wantsto do about it isup to her. But |
thought she ought to know."

"Jenyn." Iwon repeated. Thankfully, he didn't seem to be the kind who wanted details and
explanations.

"Right."

"I'll cal her right now."

Lorili wasin her neighbor Ufty's apartment upgtairs, across the way, by the time Jenyn arrived at her
door. Keeping back in the shadows behind the window fronting the bal cony, the light turned off, they
watched as he jabbed repestedly at the door chime, and then banged loudly on the door, calling out her
name. He swayed back afew stepsto survey the place, stalked around muttering, then went back to the
door again and banged some more. Faces appeared in some of the nearby windows. Finally, he left.

"It happensthat way with some people," Ufty commented, shaking his head. "He's just had one too
many. Hell be okay in the morning.”

"No, you don't know him," Lorili replied. A sick, sinking fedling had taken hold of her. "Thisisnt
going to bethelast of it."

A block away, Jenyn stopped on the corner and stood glowering along the street for awhile. Then
he took out his phone and called Tyrala. She seemed surprised and also pleased.

"So soon! We decided to missthe play. Derlen has gone on home. Changed your mind?”
"Would you il liketo be envied and famous?"
"Well, whatever comesto us naturdly, you know. . . ."

"l could have ajob for you that would be abig step in the right direction.” Jenyn looked at theimage
pouting out a him. "And maybe the rest too," he said.



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

The Specia Task Committee met in room of the military command complex on the west Sde of New
Washington known as the Hexagon—its architects had had to go one step better than their predecessors.
It functioned under the auspices of the Joint Services Internal Security Office but its name didn't appear in
any of the officid departmental listings. It was chaired by an Army general known to the othersand
written up in the minutes smply as"Polo.”

"Okay, that's settled.” He shuffled the papers that they were done with to the bottom of hisfolder.
"Moving on to Item Three." The sheetsthat cameto the top referred to an article by Herbert Gorman
that had appeared two days previoudly in the left-sponsored politicd incitement journa, Insider. Polo
alowed aminute or so for himsalf and othersto refresh themselves. It wasthe latest in aseriesthat
Gorman had been putting out on mysterious " disappearances’ of key people. Apparently, the attemptsto
send him adiscreet warning were having no effect. If anything, his tone was even more defiant and
militant. It wasinexplicable to Polo that the obvious talent Gorman displayed in one direction could be
accompanied by such foolishnessin another. Gorman knew how the system worked, yet he seemed
unableto gpply the obviousimplicationsto himsdf. Polo didn't believe in willingness to sacrifice onesdlf
for aprinciple. That was the stuff of uplifting stories asfodder for the shegp pen. But it could have no
placein themind of any redigt.

"| thought this rag was going to be shut down," somebody hafway aong the table murmured.

"It's being worked on," another voice said.

"What's this note about Perrin-McLeod?' Polo asked. Helooked up. "It says Juggler has
something.”

The officer that he had addressed read from alaptop. "Gorman has been talking to the wife, Sandra,
trying to track her husband. According to a source who's close to her, he asked her if she knew anything
about acode word Terminus. Shetold him she didn't.”

Polo frowned. "How in hell did Gorman get hold of that?* he asked, looking around.

"Moreto the point, how did he connect it to the disappearances he's been writing about?' someone
else added. Nobody responded.

"This has gonetoo far," Polo declared. "He's dready run the stop sign. | think he case goesto
Removas. Anyonedisagree? . . . Any further points? Okay. Cymbal, will you take care of this?"

A broad, gray-headed, unsmiling figurein aplain tunic without insignia nodded.

Polo moved the sheets to the bottom of the folder. "Okay, moving dong. Item Four. . . ."

Three days | ater, the media carried the story that a New Washington journdist called Herbert
Gorman had been killed by a car bomb outside his home. He had been a controversid writer with
outspoken views on anumber of inflammatory topics that had earned him enmity from many quarters,
including ungtable political regimes and internationd terrorist groups, SO such anincident wasn't entirely



unexpected.

Not long afterward, the story surfaced that Gorman had been working on a piece to expose secret
plans by Mudim governmentsin Southeast Asato destabilize the situation in parts of southern Chinathat
were wavering over Beijing's leaning closer toward America. Experts duly appeared, expressng
suspicion of Southeast Asan palitica terror groups believed to beinfiltrating the country. Their
connection with Gorman was corroborated by the production of athreatening note warning him off that
line of research. It was said to have been found among Gorman's papers. There was even a security
cameraclip from agas gation not far from Gorman's home, alegedly taken early on the morning of the
murder, showing an Orientd filling the tank of acar, acting suspicioudy, and checking trunk before
departing.

None of this caused any great surprise. After dl, everyone knew that terrorists from that part of the
world were everywhere and were likely to do thingslike that at any time, anyway.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

The short-haul service flyer skimmed low over theterrain of lunar Farside. Y orim was & the controls
of surface, Kya beside him. Some familiarization with piloting came as part of the training package for
lunar environments. They were both suited up and had the cabin evacuated in preparation for outside
work on arrival. Casselo had left Triagon to return to Explorer 6. The discovery of the Sixty-eight Terran
corpses, intact and in an unprecedented state of preservation, was getting the biologists excited, and
Sherven was considering setting up amore comprehensively equipped biologicd laboratory at Triagon to
study them.

Y orim was intrigued by thiswoman at Rhombus who seemed to communicate with Kya more
frequently than he thought a mere casua acquaintanceship would call for. It intrigued him because over
the years he had aways known Kya as being reserved and conservative in hisways, focused on his
work, and not of an inclination to involve himsef in such things. And now, al of asuddenly, hesbeing
publicly hugged at the spaceport by this person he's met only days before who has come out of her way
to seem him off, not only striking in dl the eye-catching ways that would have gotten Y orim's attention at
any time, but from some of the oddments held heard since, pretty interesting and unconventiona in hersalf
aswdl. Hewasnt letting Kyd off the hook until hed learned more.

"So areyou telling me you didn't have this set up al dong? That wasn't why you ducked out at
Rhombus and went your ownway?" he challenged.

"How could | have? Wed only just arrived on Earth," Kya retorted. "'l told you, | met her in that city
up in the Caucasus. It just turned out that we have the same kind of interests.”

"That'sit, en?" Y orim looked sdewaysingde his helmet with an expression that said maybe he
believed it but many wouldn't.

"And okay, yes, she'sdifferent as a person from most that you meet,” Kya said. " Curious about
things. Thinksfor hersdf and forms her own opinions. | like that.”

"IssheaProg, out of curiosity? Brysek saystheresalot of interest in it around Rhombus.”



Kyd waved a gloved hand vagudly. " She thinks that some of what they're saying isworth thinking
about—maybe we've gotten a bit too set in our ways and could give youth and diversity more openings. .
.. Apparently she was mixed up with it for awhile back on Venus."

It wasn't something that Kyal wanted to go into, Y orim read, so he didn't ask about it. "I thought you
sad shewasinto that Terran theory of life gppearing by itsdf, out of chemistry,” he said instead.

"She's curious about it. But Smply as a scientis—trying not to pre-judge anything until sheshad a
chanceto look at it and think about it. That'sthe way it ought to be. See what | mean? Shell figure out
for hersdlf what she wants to believe. Nothing wrong with that."

The monotony of dust, rocks, and crater rimsrolled by below. They were about a hundred miles
from Triagon.

"Why are the Progressives so keen on theidea?' Y orim asked.

"Y ou mean that extrgpolating sdlective adaptation without limit can explain everything?'

"Yes. | mean, whether it'strue or not is going to be amatter of objective fact—either true or not true.
Whatever they, you, me, or anyone ese thinks isn't going to change it. What doesit have to do with their
politics?'

"l suppose maybeif you're not ascientist, you don't think about it that way. If you can convince
peopleit'strue, then you can point to it as vaidating your ideology." Kya held up ahand before Y orim

could respond. "Yes, | know that doesn't makeit true. But in politicsit'swhat people believe that
metters.”

Another short sllencefell. Y orim glanced over the flight processor and status displays while he
thought about it. " So what isthere about it that appealsto their ideology?"

"The notion of unrestrained striving and competition. Being able to go dl-out and use any meansto
get what you want, with nobody and nothing to answer to—as opposed to existing as part of something
larger that you haveto learn to harmonize with. It fitswith their platform of changing the system by
demands and coercion—and some of them say violence if need be."

Aswith many things, Y orim had dabbled in Progressivism for awhile, but found that he couldn't
relate. Maybe things on Venus did change abit dowly and try the patience of some, but were they redly
any worse off at theend of it dl than the Terranswith their frenetic pace of building things up, when they
devoted as much energy and industry to knocking them down again?

"Emur Frazing said the general Terran belief wasthat there redly wasn't any choiceif you wanted to
changethings,” Kyal recalled. "At theend of it al, nothing e se worked. Force wasthe only way."

Y orim made aface. "If that's what they thought, | guessit explainsalot.”

"They believed that whoever had the power never let it go voluntarily. They had to be madeto.”

"The Progs say the samething.”

Kyd tossed up ahand. "Well, there's your answer. That's how their ideology fits. Maybethey got it
from the Terrans." He mulled over it some more and then went on, "Their leaders were very different
from ours. Maybe there's another part of your reason too. We think of political and socid leaders as
bel onging the same family. They work to try and get what's best for everybody, right?'

"Wl ... yeah" Yorim had never thought about it being any other way. After dl, what else were they
therefor?

"But with the Terransit was different,” Kya went on. The leaders were an dite classamong
themselves—across-the board, even on the opposite sides of wars. The rest of the people were just
expendables to be exploited. Of course that wasn't the way they were told. They were kept divided
againg each other in ways such that they aways thought some other group was the cause of their
problems. So they were never able to unite against the real common enemy of al of them.”

Y orim was having trouble picturing it. A people'sleadersworking against the people? It sounded like
asdf-contradiction. He shook hishead. "Bt . . . they didn't know?" he objected.



"The business of their mass communications was to indoctrinate, not educate,” Kya replied.
"Dissemination of officid lies. The mediawere owned by the oneswho stood to benefit."

"But it must silll have been obvious that the leaders were doing alousy job. How could the Electors
stay in office? Or are you saying they owned the Electors too?"

"They didn't have Electors. The people gppointed the leaders direct.”

Y orim frowned across asif to make sure that Kya wasn't joking. "But that's crazy. It would belike .
.. like expecting someone on the street to pick who should design the Melther Jorg—instead of the
people at ISA whosejobitis. You and | wouldn't be here.”

Kyad shrugged. "That's how the exo-higtoriansfigureit was."

"No wonder they had lousy leaders," Y orim said.

Kyad looked at the control pand clock "We must be getting close," he commented.

"Almost." Asif on cue, an dert begped to tell them they were coming onto final approach. "I think |
seeit,” Yorimsad.

Kyad peered ahead and picked out the pointed tip among the sunlit crags and ridges ahead." There
was something else, degper down, that made Terran socia structures different,” he said. "Ourswork
together, to try and make the quality of life better for al. Oh, yes of course they have differences at times,
but the whole art isto resolve them. Terrans worked againgt each other. Theaim dl thetimewasto 'win,’
which meant someone dsehadto lose.

"Which they're going to try and put right as soon asthey get the chance,” Y orim said.

"So it would be best to make sure they're not around to try. . . ." Kyal's voicetrailed away for a
second. "There, you've got it. 'Surviva of thefittest.’ Their theory of biology captured it exactly. Or
maybe it was the way they were that shaped the theory. But whatever, there was some fundamental

difference between us and them psychologicdly. Lorili thinksit might be genetic.”" He shook hishead. "I
don't know any more than that, Y orim.”

The pyramid had escgped notice until methodica scrutinizing of orbital pictures covering the environs
of Triagon revedled it asan artificid form in aremote area of overlapping crater ridges and humps. The
anaystswho carried out the first cursory checks had been looking for engineering congtructions like
those found Triagon itsdlf. Then it was found that something down there was highly reflectiveto
high-resolution ground survelllance radar.

The serviceflyer landed close to the craft that had brought Brysek and areconnoitering party ahead
some hours earlier. Brysek and acouple of other suited figures appeared from among the boulders and
mounds at the base of the pyramid asKya and Y orim climbed out.

"It'seven more interesting close-up,” he greeted asthey joined him.

"Not just another Terran tomb, then—for aking that liked solitude?' Kya quipped.

"Burns and discharge scars. It seemsyou were right-on.”

"Let'stakealook.”

Brysek and histwo companions turned, and the group made their way to the pyramid's base. In size
it was nothing like the one Y orim had climbed back on Earth, but the side facing them was catching the
sun full-on, making it amountain of whiteness above them, dominating the surroundings and dazzling
againg the black sky.

With no wind to carry eroding dust, and micrometeoriteinfall not worth talking about, itslaminated
sructure and vertical lines of conductive ribbing were il clearly defined. The whole form was
tantalizingly suggestive of the discharge attractors that Kya had conceived in speculative theoretica
studies he had produced for heavy lift, long-range transportation systems. The charge accumulated by
electricaly energized vessdls on extended journeys would need to be diss pated before landing on a



surface or docking with any sizeable body possessing asignificantly different potential—uwhich would
generally be the case with a spacecraft arriving from adistant eectrica environment. The pyramid's
dimensions suggested that it could have been intended for quite large craft.

"Now where did you see something like that before?' Kya asked asthey stopped and looked up to
take stock of it. He meant his own tentative design sketches, which Y orim was familiar with.

"I wonder," Yorim replied.

In hismind, Kyal ran through the findings they had amassed so far. Referencesto Terminusimplying
asecret surviva shelter for alarge number of people; disappearances of leading scientists and other key
figures, an dl-too-convenient assassination of ajournalist who knew too much and was getting too close.
The deeper parts of the Triagon Lower Complex, adjoining the Rear Annexe with its own entrance from
the surface, had revealed animal pens and cages, and some kind of hydroponic botanica facility. And
now, here was evidence for adevel opment program involving heavy, long-range transportation. Was
Triagon just asurviva shelter? he was beginning to wonder. Or had it been part of amore grandiose
undertaking? Evacuation to somewhere e se, maybe?

Y orim seemed to be having the same thoughts. He swung from side to side to take in the base of the
pyramid, then gazed back up at summit, Findly, he turned and scanned the surroundings, asif they might
furnish more clues. Hisvoice came over Kya'sradio. "I don't know what to make of it. "What kind of
wegpons did they have that would make them come dl the way here? Even Terrans couldn't blow a
whole planet up.”

"l know," Kya agreed.

"So are we talking about just asurvival center? Or was it an operation to get them away? That could
be one reason why they'd hide it out here.”

"Youtdl me”

"Maybe Terminus meant the other end of theline. The beginning, not the place whereit ended.”
"That's just what | was wondering too."

"A gtaging base for shipping oneto somewhere dse.”

"Yes Itfits"

"But where?' Y orim turned back toward Kyal and spread hisarms.

"Thereisn't anywhere esein the Solar Systemn they could have gonefor any length of time." Brysek
camein, tuned to the same channel.

"Not now, anyway, that'strue," Y orim agreed. "But the Solar System isn't a congtant place. It
changes. Maybe there was somewhere e se that was suitable then."

"Their records don't say anything about anywhere like that,” Brysek pointed out.
"Not any that we know of. But they weren't supposed to have dectric propulsion ether.”
Kyd had to agree with Y orim. "Perhaps things were different then,” he said.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

Garki Nostreny settled back behind his desk to listen as L orili got to the point that she had cometo
his office to discuss. He was the section head of Biochemistry, genid in afatherly kind of way, with a
long, creased face that looked asif it no longer quite fitted a head that had shrunk alittle, and wispy,
graying hair. Lorili had found him consistently open, receptive, and easy to work with since her arrival at
Rhombus.

"They're unprecedented,” she said. She was referring to the Terran remains found out on the lunar
surface at Triagon, and then later, the unmarked bodiesin the Lower Annexe. Tissue samples had been
taken to Explorer 6 for anayssand yielded more information on Terran biochemistry than anything
available before. "lwon thinks we might be able to reconstruct the cell metabolism in detail. This could be
the bresk | was looking for to establish just how close we are genetically.”

"You're il looking for acommon ancestrd link?* Nostreny said. He didn't mean directly, but in
terms of some remote space-borne seeding that might have originated both races, as L orili had
elaborated on earlier occasions.

"It'sa something that should be followed up,” she answered.

Nogtreny smiled. "You il like that ides, don't you?"

Lorili had long learned that trying to hide anything would befutile. The clear, gray eyes, ever-mobile
behind his meta-rimmed spectacles, seemed to seeinto heads and read brain patterns. "Yes, " she
admitted. "The Terrans seemed to combine afascinating combination of conflicting qudities. Having a
better idea of how close we are to them might tell us things about ourselves.”

"But | thought we went through &l that with lwon. The time scale on Venus has been too short to
have gotten from some primordia ancestor to us and the other quadribasics by any mechanism of the
kind the Terrans postul ated—even with your environmentaly cued mutations to speed things up. And
even if you did somehow telescope the processinto Venuss life span, you've still got the morphological
amilaritiesto explain. Skeletdly it's practicaly impossibleto tell the difference between usand Terrans.
And so far, the soft-tissue specimens from Lunaare teling us the same thing." Nostreny spread his hands.
"Two independent sequences, both resulting in virtualy identical end-products?. . . It'stoo much to
accept asacoincidence, surdly.”

"That'swhat | wanted to talk about,” Lorili said. "Maybe the cued mutation ideain the form I've been
gtating it might be too wesk. | think there's astronger form that could explain it. These latest Terran finds
could be our chanceto test it. But it would need afull bio-lab investigation.”

Nostreny, grinned and shook his head. Y ou just don't give up, do you?"

"Maybe it comesfrom studying Terrans. As| sad, it'simportant to me."

"A gronger form of the theory."

"Yes. It occurred to me when | was thinking about undifferentiated cellsin agrowing embryo*

Nostreny interlaced hisfingers and sat back in his chair. "Okay, go on. let's hear it."



"Their pladticity isan astounding example of how sengtive biologica sysemsareto environmenta
cues. Any one can become bone, muscle, nerve, or any other kind of tissue. The potentia to be al of
them isinherent in the common genetic program thet they al carry. The cues merdly determine which
parts of the program are switched on." She knew she was hardly telling Nostreny anything that he wasn't
aware of. [t was more to set her direction.

"Okay," he agreed, opening hisfingers briefly.
"Mightn't the same principle operate a a higher level? We gill only know atiny fraction of what

genomes do. Perhaps the reason they're so huge is that they carry the potentia to become anything over
afar wider range than has been supposed.”

Nostreny inclined himsdlf forward, evidently taking the point. ™Y ou mean more than just the potentia
to differentiate into different kinds of cdll?"

"Yes, exactly. The potentia to betotally different organisms. Not just to produce different beak
shapes and body sizes. But all of it dready in there, contained in acommon program. So the forms they
come to actuaize and express could be determined not by the kind of selection that the Terrans talked
about, but by selective activation of aready existing genetic potential.” Nostreny nodded that he was
following. Lorili warmed to her theme. "On that bas's, thefirgt life to appear on ahot, recently formed
planet would be of aprimitive form not because it represents an early stage of evolving information, but
because it's appropriate in terms of what a primitive environment can support. A young planetary
surface cues the gppearance of microbes because nothing ese could live there. Microbes initiate
processes that transform the environment. The transformed environment provides new cuesthat switch
the genetic programs to producing new types of organism. And there you haveit."

Nostreny looked intrigued, to be sure. But that was just hisway. It didn't meant that he bought it. His
willingnessto consider new things on their merit was one of the things that made him easy to work with. It
mirrored Lorili'sown inclinations. "' So as soon as the conditions are right, you can have complex
organismsthat ar ppropriateto it gppearing right away," he summarized. "Without involving enormous
timescaes”

"That'sright. One of the things that baffled Terran evol utionists was the sudden appearance of
complex lifeformsinther foss| record, dready fully differentiated and speciaized. They never could
explanit to ther satisfaction. But thismight.”

"Of coursg, if it'sdl part of some bigger scheme in the way weve been taught, then there's probably
nothing that needs explaining anyway," He wrinkled his nose and rubbed the end with aknuckle. "To be
hones, it'sthe kind of answer 1'd be more inclined toward. But then at my age, I'm not going to change
now, | suppose.”

"What I'm saying isthat maybe we have a unique opportunity to find out,” Lorili replied. "Who
knows? It could even lead to some kind of reconciliation between the traditiona and evolutionary views.
Fadt, preprogrammed repopul ation to new conditions, but originating from a Vizek-like common source.
The philosophica implications done could be enormous.”

"Hm." Nostreny stared at her in sllence without redlly seeing her as heturned it over in hismind. Lorili
waited. She had said what she had to say. Anything more would have been repetition. If Nosireny
needed clarifying on any point, he would say so0. "And thisiswhat you want afull 1ab setup to look into
more deeply," he said.

"Right."

"What are you proposing, more specifically? Can you give me more of an outling?"

Lorili had come prepared. " A biochemistry group from Explorer 6 ismoving out to Triagon,” she
replied. "That means there will be somelab space freed up in Explorer 6 with the kind of equipment and
support that 1'd need. What I'd like to do is have afew of the best-preserved Terran corpses, say haf a
dozen, shipped to E6 for detailed sequencing studies of some of the frozen inner cells”

"Y ou'd be carrying this out yoursalf? So are you saying you want to transfer from Rhombusto



Explorer 6," Nostreny checked.
Lorili nodded. "For the duration of the project anyway. It would be alot smpler that way."

Hm. . .. What about Mirine?' Nostreny asked. Mirine Strasswas L oril's assstant. They had come
from Venustogether.

"If she decided she wanted to come too, she could take care selecting and shipping the specimens
from Triagon while was getting things set up on Explorer." Lorili said.

"Have you mentioned thisto her yet?"

"No. | thought it best to run it by you first. But | don't think therell be much doubt about it. She'sas
interested in thisas| am. And we've dways worked well together.”

Nostreny was looking favorably impressed. He nodded absently, at the same time studying her
curioudy. Lorili had thefeding of the pale gray eyesreading through her skull again. "What's your regl
reason?' he asked findly, in alight tone. "Purdly to test the theory? To smplify the logigtics?' He paused
pointedly. "Or could it be something more persona ?*

Even with her experience of him, Lorili was taken aback. A news item had recently broken on the
Earth-local net concerning Gaster Lornod, Jenyn's principa riva for the Progressive nomination.
Allegedly, thereal Lornod was a very different person from the restrained and respectable public image
that had been getting attention, with asecret life that involved bar girls, use of simulantsto excess, and
certain kinds of parties. A generd rule of Venusian politicswasthat if one chosealifeasapublicfigure,
Setting an acceptable tone in persona standards was part of the job. Public figures were expected to be
models of the principle of interna restraint that the society based itself on. In short, this could be ruinous.
Anintuition told Lorili that Jenyn's hand was behind it. He was dready dragging her into his machinations.
And it was going to get worse. She didn't want to be around.

"Why should you think that?" she asked Nostreny guardedly.

"One, hearsrumors." He regarded her chalengingly.

If he dready knew something of her Situation, denying it wasn't going to help matters, shetold herself.
Inany case, it wasn't her style. She looked him back in the face.

"Persond reasons,” she said.

"Inthat case, yes. I'll seewhat can be done. Leaveit withme, Lorili. I'll talk with Sherven to get his

gpprova on the use of the space up there. If he goesadong with it, I'll authorize the arrangements right
away. . . . And you'd better talk to Mirine."

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

A granger was waiting for her with Iwon when Lorili returned to the lab. He looked to be
somewherein hislate twenties, with straight dark hair worn shoulder-length and asmooth, olive
complexion. His expression was serious, though not unpleasant. Iwon introduced him as Elundi. He was
alinguist who worked with Jenyn. Elundi was the person who had derted Iwon on the night when lwon
had caled Lorili, warning her that Jenyn was heading her way and likely to cause trouble. "We need to



talk privatdy with you, Lorili," Iwon sad.

Lorili'smind had till been on her meeting with Nostreny when she walked in the door, and she was
momentarily disoriented.

"It would probably be best if we weren't seen talking together, if it can be avoided,” Elundi told them.
Thelab was otherwise empty just at that moment, but anyone could have waked in.

"Therée's a storage room downgtairs,” Iwon suggested. "We keep equipment just down from orbit
there, beforeit'sdistributed.” Elundi nodded.

Mystified, Lorili walked with them a short distance along the corridor outside the lab, and through a
sde door to the rear Saircase of the building. Something in Elundi's quick, tense pace telegraphed an
urgency about the businessthat had brought him.

"| gpologizefor thisintrusion into your persona affairs, " Elundi said to Lorili after Iwon had closed
the door. "But there is reason to believe that a scandaous injustice is being done. We would befailing in
our duty by not delving deeper if that provesto be the case. Y ou might be ableto help us.

"Wdll, of course. . .if | can," Lorili said.

Elundi came dtraight to the point. "1 understand that you have known Jenyn for sometime.”

Lorili nodded. "Y es. For quite anumber of years—back on Venus."

Elundi took a moment to compose hiswords. "l takeit you've heard the story that's been going
around concerning Gaster Lornod, who is standing as a nominee to represent the Progressives?”

"Yes" Lorili looked from oneto the other. "It would be difficult to miss."
"What's your reaction?' Iwon asked her.

"l was surprised. | don't know Lornod, but it's out of character with theimpression I'd formed of
him." Lorili hesitated for amoment, then added, "If you want my honest opinion, | think the world goes
too far in making thingslike that its business. If Lornod isat fault, it'sin showing poor judgment,
consdering hisposition. But it's society's customs that makeit that way."

"Some of usthink the story isfase," Elundi said. "And that Jenyn isbehind it. Have you had many
dedlings with him since you came to Earth?”

"Not since he began bothering me again recently. Y ou obvioudy aready know about that. I've only
been here for four months, and for most of that time | believe Jenyn wasin the Americas.” Lorili made an
apologetic shrug. "So I'm not really surethat | will be ableto help you. | don't know very much about
what he's been doing. If heis mixed up in thisthing that you're talking about, | don't know anything about
itatdl."

"Ohno, | wasn't meaning to imply anything likethat," Elundi said hadtily. "1m just looking for some
sort of corroboration from someone who knows him better that my suspicions are at least believable,
before we go jumping in and making it even more noisy."

IIWQI

"There are othersinvolved, who fed equally concerned. The alegation about Lornod that started the
whole thing came from aperson cdled TyarlaYiag.”

"Yes, I'm familiar with the name from the newsreports,” Lorili said.

"I've met her," Elundi said. "But moreto the point, she's obvioudy known Jenyn for sometime. If |
may be permitted to be critical in someone's absence, she strikes me as asomewhat naive parson, aso
vain, and ambitious. She gppearsto idolize Jenyn and believes heisthe key to alifestyle that she
evidently craves”

Lorili laughed, humorlessy and bitterly. "Believe me, | do understand.”

Elundi gestured in away that conveyed there was no more to be said. "'l work with Jenyn, and |
know something about how he thinks. | have seen him and thislady together, and the way they act. And
what | immediady find mysdf thinking when | hear these things about arival who has been sounding very



threatening isthat Jenyn put her up toit. | have shared these thoughts with certain othersthat | trust, and
we agree that the subject must be pursued. So that iswhat | am doing. We have no desire to compound
the Stuation further if my fears are groundless. So I'm collecting as much background information as|
can. Jenyn has mentioned your name on occasions, which is how | was aware that you knew him. So
what | am asking from you isa'character assessment,' if that's the right way to put it. From what you
know of him, could the kind of thing that I've intimated could be true, would you say? Isit plausible?’

Lorili was dready ahead of him and answered without having to think about it. "More than plausible,
Itsexactly hisstyle," shesaid.

"Becareful, Lorili," lwon cautioned. "Thisisapretty serious matter. Y ou're sure of what you're
saying?”

She nodded. "Oh yes. In fact something very like it happened before, on Venus. He framed ariva
contender for an important editoria position, using agirl who wasaformer lover. But it blew up in his
face. It wouldn't surprise meif that was what drove himto Venus."

"l see™ Elundi drew along breath, looking from her to lwon and then back again. "Thank you. I'm
sorry to have had to ask such questions. But | think you've done the right thing.”

"So what are you going to do?" Lorili asked him.

Elundi gave ahelpless shrug in away that said there was no choice. "Confront Jenyn and try to
persuade him to admit it."

"Hewont," Lorili said flatly.

"From what |'ve seen, you're probably right,” Elundi agreed with asigh. "But asafirst step, it hasto
betried."

"What then?' Iwon asked.

"| suppose we decide that when and if we cometoit,” Elundi answered.

Lorili bit her lip while she thought, wondering how this might impact her own plans. "Areyou going to
want meinvolved inthis?' she asked Elundi. She shifted her gaze to takein Iwon. ™Y ou might aswell
know this now. I've just been talking to Nostreny. There'sagood chance I'll be moving out very soon,
goingto Explorer 6. | put aproposa to him about setting up a sequencing lab there for the Triagon finds.
He'sfor theideaand is putting it to Sherven.”

Iwon raised his eyebrows. "Oh dear! Youll be leaving?'

But Lorili knew hewouldn't be totally surprised. She had confided something to him of the Stuation
shewasin.

"Were you pushing the preprogrammed universal genomeline?' he asked.

"What es=?"

"So what did he think?"

"He didn't make his mind up about anything ahead of the evidence. Just agreed it should be tested.”

Iwon nodded, but his mind seemed more on other thingsjust then. "What made you put it to him?
Did this gtuation with Jenyn have something to do with it?" he asked her.

"Yes, alot," Lorili admitted candidly. Shelooked back at Elundi. "Or should | start thinking it terms
of maybe needing to stay on down herefor awhile longer?’

Elundi was looking uncomfortable. "Redlly, | don't think theré's need for that," he said. ™Y ou've been
al the hep that you can, and I'm grateful. | only wanted your opinion, off the record. | don't want to
implicate you in any of this. It sounds asif lifeis complicated enough for you asthings are. We can handle
things from here. If we do find we need you for anything further, well contact you."



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

Counsdor Corrio Weskaw was a senior member of the K orbisanian governing congress back on
Venus. A staunch traditiondist, he was known for his outspoken opposition to the Progressive
movement. He particularly ridiculed their demand for direct universal franchise, which he compared to
letting popular celebrities design bridges and teach mathematics. And the herd continued initsplacid,
unquestioning way to let others do their thinking for them by repeatedly returning the Electorswho
gppointed him to office. But it seemed there were dements of the population who were running out of
patience. The news from Venus reported that the Counsel or Weskaw's offices had been destroyed in a
seriousfire that had gutted part of an officia building. Although the materia damage and loss of records
was severe, the blaze had taken place over aweekend, when the premises were unstaffed. More
aarming, however, was the conclusion by police and insurance investigators that the fire appeared to
have been the result of deliberate arson. That public affairs could descend to such alevel was causing
widespread shock, and the mediawere clamoring with demands for the speedy uncovering of whoever
was responsible.

Jenyn reread the account with satisfaction. He still had a cadre of loya and capable associates back
home who were preparing the way. Thetrail the forensic experts would put together contained some
apparently carelessfailures to obscure the evidence and would point to the campaign group supporting a
certain Torag Ryaees, who happened to be the Progressive nominee for southern Korbisan and
potentialy Jenyn's biggest obstacle when he returned from the triumph he would have scored at Earth.

One of the benefitsthat came with working in the Clearing & Correlation section of Linguisticswas
the accessit gave him to examplesthat had been collected of the Terrans mastery of politica subterfuge
and pragmatism. So-called "fase flag” operations had been one of the stlandard ploys used by virtudly all
groups and nations, so Smplein concept, yet one of the most consistently effective. An outrage
caculated to provoke fury and callsfor retaliation—the assassination of apopular public figure, maybe,
or abomb planted in a public place—would be made to look like the work of one's opponents and
depicted as such in lurid terms by the controlled media. And the average Terrans, even with their
centuries of experience to draw on, had seemed incapable of noticing that it was the alleged perpetrators
who stood to lose in terms of image, sympathy, support for their cause, and in just about every other
way, whiletheir accusers made dl the gains. Y et nobody had asked the obvious questions. Perhaps it
showed the sKkill of the Terran perception-management industries in conditioning the masses to accept as
red only what they were officialy told wasred.

Y esindeed, Jenyn conceded, there was much that he could learn from the Terrans. He faulted
himsdlf for till having too much of theinbred Venusian tendency to moderation. The greeat thingsthat he
planned would never come about through half measures. A firein some empty offices over aweekend
was pretty tame fare compared to the examples of boldness and audacity that he read in some of the
trandated files. Terrans would have blown the whole building up—with Weskaw and his entire saff of
prettlersand muddlersingdeit!

The door opened, and Elundi came in. He hung his coat and went to his desk on the other side of the



room without saying anything, depositing the document folder that he was carrying. He seemed to be
preoccupied. There had been atension and remoteness about his manner al day. He sat down and
turned to look across the table separating them. Jenyn sensed something about to come to a head and
raised hishead inquiringly.

"Thisbusness about Gaster Lornod,” Elundi said.

"Moderates” Jenyn retorted derisively. "I've dways said he was a hypocrite. "The quieter and more
reasonabl e they try to sound, the more they've got to hide."

Elundi ignored it. "The girl who's making the accusationsis the one we met in the Magic
Carpet—TyarlaYiag. Your old friend. A very close friend, by the sound of it."

"I know. She wastrying to get meinvolved too." Jenyn met Elundi's gaze evenly. "It says something
about the veracity and good judgment of the opposition, then, doesn't it? Also about the loyalties of some
seeming followers. | wasright to keep her a adistance.”

"I've talked to a number of people who have know Lornod for along time. They don't believeit. |
had one of them cdl Ms. Yiag. She couldn't even describe Lornod. That story was fabricated.” Elundi
dared a Jenyn pointedly. "Wasn't it?"

Jenyn returned his gaze coolly. "How would | know?'

"Wamnt it, Jenyn?'

"If you'retrying to say something, then come out and say it. Don't it there hiding behind innuendos.”

"I heard the way she talks. She thinks you can make her abig name one day, back on Venus. She's
the kind that your line appealsto: delusions of unrecognized abilitiesthat aren't there, being held back by
asystem that isn't affirmative enough. But you'll change the system. I'm saying | think you put her up to
it

"Youthink? Soit'sjust somewild ideathat's come into your head? Why shouldn't | 'think' that
maybe you're just jesl ous because you don't get invited to interesting parties? Where's your proof?"

"Look, Jenyn, thisisn't because | want to take it any further. I'm just asking to admit it. And if you
can't bring yourself to do that, cal it off, now, before the consequences get serious.” Elundi waved a
hand. "I don't want to know, okay? Just get her to retract. Tell her to say it wasastupid bet or
something. That'll be embarrassing, sure, but there's no totally clean way. Letting it go on will beworse."

"How can | admit what | don't know anything about?' Jenyn replied obstinately. He gave Elundi a
long, hard look, then went on to add, "And even if it weretrue, | wouldn't gpologize. "Asyou say, it'sa
serious business. Results are what counts. Y ou can't evade problems forever by pretending that Vizek
will take care of them. Sometimesthe real world just isn't for the squeamish.”

Elundi met Iwon near the ISA complex later that day. "No good,” he announced. "It's just the way
Lorili said it would be. Jenyn isn't going to admit anything. And he wouldn't back down, even if he did.
It'shisideaof astute politics.”

Iwon didn't look especidly surprise. "It had to betried,” he said.

"Then we have to gpproach Tyarladirectly oursaves,” Elundi said. It waswhat they had agreed as
the next step. "I've been thinking, it would probably be better if we had Lorili in on this. Isshe dill here?!

"Y es—they're dtill waiting for gpprova from E6," lwon said. "But it could come at any time, and then
shélll be up to her neck. Best to get this out of the way now, while we sill have thetime.”

"Will you talk to her—if | set things up with Tyarla?'

Iwon nodded. " Of course. No problem.”

"I'd better cal her right now," Elundi said, reaching for his phone. He had obtained Tyarlascall code
from Derlen. Heflagged and activated it while Iwon waited. A moment later Tyarlas face gppeared on
the screen.



v

"Tyarla. Do you remember me? Elundi. We met at the Magic Carpet not long ago. Y ou were with
Derlen.”

"Right. And you two are going out together now. Shetold me."

"l need to talk to you."

"What about?"

"It'skind of persond. I'd rather not go into it now."

"Isit about thisLornod thing?"

"Yes, asamatter of fact. | have a couple of friends, too, who would like to ask you some questions.
One of them isaformer campaign associate of Jenyn'sfrom Venus."

"What does Jenyn haveto do with it?"

"Wethink he hasalot to dowithit."

Tyarlds manner became defensive. "I'm not answering any more questions about it," shesaid. "I'm
aready tired of people poking and questioning.”

"Tyarla, you've dready set yoursaf up,” Elundi persisted. ™Y ou're going to be asked alot of
guestions now anyway. Would you rather it was by us, in private, who just want to straighten afew
thingsout? Or wait until it gets redlly tough with people whol'l doit in public?’

Tyarla started to object, but then faltered and shook her head, looking cornered. Sheredlly didn't
seem to have thought the thing through. "When?' she asked in asullen voice.

Elundi glanced at lwon. "Soon asyou can," lwon murmured. "Lorili could be gone & any time."

"It'sgoing to haveto betonight,” Elundi told Tyarla

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Brysek stepped aside, grinning, and gestured for Kyal to gofirst. "Take it easy,” hewarned. "The
floor's not polarized." Kya stepped through into the eevator, moving gingerly in response to the feding of
sudden lightness. Brysek followed. He pressed one of the buttons on the panel, and the doors closed.
"Wethink they were automatic, but that part's still dead,” he said. He pressed another button, and Kyal
felt the car sart to descend.

It was uncanny. After it had remained idle and unattended for unknown millennia, Brysek's engineers
had cleaned up the workings of the Terran elevator, rigged a connection to the Venusian power system
up on the surface, and managed to get it working again. It was plain and utilitarian as elevators
went—ittle more than ameta-walled box that the paint had powdered and falen from long ago. But
then, thiswas hardly acommercia hotd or one of the more stylish resdential complexeson Venuseither.
The wallswere scarred and gouged to the rear on one side, and part way aong the back. “"What do you
think happened here?' Kyal asked, gesturing.

"Damage by firearms" Brysek answered. "Have the trand ators come up with any leads on what the



trouble was about here?’

Kyal shook his head. "Nothing that I've heard.”

The car halted at one of the intermediate levels of the Lower Complex. A technician who wasin the
process of taking acouple of the newly arrived biologists on an introductory tour stared in amazement as
the doors opened, and Kya and Brysek emerged.

"How long hasthat been working?"

"Only sincetoday," Brysek told him. "Kya wasthefirg guest passenger.”

"l wondered what they were doing up on the roof, with panel's opened up and dl those cables,” the
technician said to hischarges.

"Well have the kitchens and the showers going by tomorrow," Brysek informed them cheerfully. "Itll
be the spot of choice on Luna—just theway the Terrans had it.”

"Not totally, | hope" Kya said, remembering the bullet scars.

"Oh, excuse me." Brysek said to the newcomers, and gestured. "Master Kya Reen. He's the man
that ASS sent out to look at the eectrical constructions on South Field.” The technician introduced the
two biologigts. They werewith the group just in from Explorer 6 to assessthe Terran biologica facilities
and conduct further tests on some of the bodies, along with animal and plant remains been found in the
section with the pens and cages.

"We heard they were to do with an experimental space propulsion program that the Terranswere
running here," one of the biologists said.

"It seemsthat way," Kya confirmed.
"Nothing more on what it was about?" the other inquired.

"Just that it seemed to have involved heavy-lift, long-range vessels,” Kyd said. Actualy, therewas
more, which was what Brysek was taking him to see, but he didn't want to go into it just now.

"Soundsintriguing,” thefirgt said. "1 hope you post it when you find out more.”
"You'll know as soon aswe do,' Kya promised.

He and Brysek carried on adong the main corridor from the eevator vestibule to aroom that
contained Terran eectronic hardware and a power conditioning and distribution pandl fed from the
surface supply. Irg, the communications specidist, was standing with a couple of the engineersin front of
acounter top on which toolslay scattered in front of a pile of boxes comprising a couple of oscilloscope,
awaveform generator, asignd andyzer, and other instruments. Besideit dl, apiecesof Terran
equipment stood connected by atangle of wires. The screen on the front of it was glowing and showing
lines of text.

"It'samazing,” Irg said as Kyal stepped forward to look more closdly at the blockish, upright Terran
characters. He recognized them as English—which was to be expected, of course, if Triagon had been
an American ingtdlation. ™Y ou could dmost think it came out from the assembly shop yesterday.”

"What have we got here?' Kyal asked.

"Just rudimentary stuff so far,” Brysek said. "But there could be volumes of information in there.
Some of the devices ook like storage crysta recirculators.”

"If we can unravel the coding,” Irg added.

"How that going?' Kya asked curioudy. The possibilities he could imagine were tantdizing.

"We're working with a hookup to Sherven's people on E6, and they've got some high-power
crackers and crunchers at the other end of the laser link to home," Brysek said. He indicated aVenusian
monitor standing on a portable work table to the side. " Some of what they've managed to extract is
here" Kya moved across. The monitor was displaying a split screen showing a copy of theorigind
Terran text above, and the corresponding trandators renderings below. "That seemsto be some kind of
aninventory list," Brysek commented.



"Canwe scroll it?" 1rg said to the engineers. One of them dragged ascroll bar on a control screen,
causing the lines of text in the two windows being displayed on the monitor to roll off the top. Irg stopped
them in placesto point out and remark on some of the curiosities. Many of the lines of the trandation
were ill blank. A table of line entries and numbers appeared. A trandator's comment noted thet it
seemed to be alist of machinery and parts. Something in the Terran original caught Kya'seye. A line
near the top carried the characters: MASSEY MODEL 236-B TRACTOR. Something about it was
familiar. The last string, TRACTOR, had appeared on alabd held seen at the refurbishing shopin
Rhombus, where they had looked at the Terran machinery. "I've seen that word before,” he said,
pointing.

Irg located the matching entry in the trandation below. "It's showing ageneric. Some kind of mover,”
he said.

" think that word means something more specific,” Kya said. "An agriculturd engine.”

Another of the engineerslooked surprised. "Agricultura? Out here a Luna? Were they planning on
planting trees?"

"Some of us are beginning to think this might have been astaging base for onward migration to
somewhereese" Brysek told him.

"Oh, | hadn't heard that."

"That'smy point,” Kya said. "It was driven by chemicd combustion. Or at least, the 'tractor’ that |
saw down on Earth was. What use would that be on Luna?'

The theory was arousing astronomers attention, Snceif trueit could point to the existence of other
parts of the Solar System having once been habitable. Marswas generdly held to be the most likely

candidate. The trouble was that the Terrans had sent robots and a couple of small manned missons
there, and everything pointed to its having been as dead then as it was now.

Kyal had noticed wasthat al the screens carried headers that included aword in alarge font that the
trandations gave as PROVIDENCE. "It lookslike agenerd namefor thewhole set of lists," he
remarked to Brysek. "Could it be acata og title or something?'

"Kyad doesnt missmuch,” Irg commented.

"It'smore than just the catalog title," Brysek said, moving forward. " The same word appearsin other
related contexts aswell. It seemsto be more of acode word for the program that these listsrelate to.”

"Program? 'Y ou mean the evacuation program from Earth?'

"Not exactly. Terminus covered that. This seemsto relate to a specific part of Terminus—a program
for collecting together acomprehensive stockpile of equipment and supplies. It seemsto have been a
large operation.”

"Hm." Kyal looked back as the monitor screen scrolled some more. The next frame listed tools and
implements. "The kinds of thing you'd take with you if you were planning on moving on someplace,”" he
mused.

"It'slooking likeit, isn't it?" Brysek agreed.

Korili caled later, when Kya was back in the surface huts, pondering over the day's developments.
Y orim was on the far sde of the room with some others who were watching amovie from hometelling a
gtory cast ina Terran war setting. Although the thought of mass killings and destruction was abhorrent to
most Venusans, the subject nevertheless held amacabre fascination that drew large audiences.

"Live?' Kya said, surprised, when she appeared on the screen of his phone. They usualy
communicated intext. "l wasjust thinking about—"

"Wl I've got something specia to tell you, so | decided— Oh. What?. . ."
"What's specid ?"



"What were you—"

"Y ou said you had something to tell me." They were out of synch dready. Kya grinned. "Well have
to do thisthe formal way. Over."

"I didn't want to— Oh, yes, okay. . .. Look | didn't want to load this on you before, but I've been
having some persona problems down here." She stopped. He waited. "Oh, er over.”

"Yes, | had kind of gathered there might be something like that from some of thethingsyou sad. . . ."
"Wdll, it'sgoingto. .. No, wrong. Go ahead.”
"So what'sthe latest? Over."

"It looks asif it'sgoing to get worse. Well, no, it dready has. Do you remember that person | told
you alittle bit about when wewere a . . . Paris, | think it was. Over."

"The control freak? The one you had the hard time with on Venus? Over."

"Y es, him. He's here in Rhombus and thinks he can turn the clock back. That might sound trivia, but
itsamgor hasdedready. And it's not going to stop.”

"Ther€'s no reason you have to put up with—"

"He's been at the gpartment causing disturbances and— What? Over I"

"Sorry, my fault. | started to say, there's no reason why you should have to put up with it. It'sapublic
nuisance. Cdl the provogsin. Over."

"I would but there might not be any need. Thisisthe big news. It'slooking asif | might be moving up
to Explorer 6. I've been talking to our chief here, Garki Nostreny, about setting up asequencing labin
E6 to look at some of those Terran bodies you've found there. The frozen deep tissues are practically
intact. No decay or bacterid action. We've never found anything like it before. It's abiochemist's dream.
It will give me abig chanceto test agenetic theory I've been working on. Nostreny isfor it, and he's
proposed it to Sherven. The whisper from E6 isthat it'slooking asif it will go through. So I'll be that
much closer to Lunaand Triagon. Over.”

It sounded like good newsindeed. "Doesit mean you'll be coming out here to collect them, then?' he
asked. "Over."

"l was hoping | might be ableto, but it won't really work out. I'm going to be too tied up with
equipment and administration and getting things organized on E6. Mirine—you know, my ass stant—will
be moving up with metoo. Shelll be going on to Triagon to take care of that. Although | might be able to
find some excuses later to take atrip or two out there myself. Anyway, | just wanted to let you know.
Over."

"It might be quite a surprisng home from homeif you do makeit. They just got one of the Terran
elevators working today. And it'slooking asif there might be a chance of getting into some of their
computerstoo. The way everything's preserved hereisamazing. It isn't just your dead bodies. So you
don't have an actual date yet? Over."

"Not until it'sofficia from Sherven. But Nostreny knows about the Situation—the persona problems,
| mean. So things should move quickly when they do. Over."

"W, let's hope Sherven fedsthe same way as your chief does. Kegp me posted. How's everything
otherwise? Over."

"Oh, much the same routine. We had an interesting thing happen today in the graphics section One of
the—" Lorili paused. "Oh. Look, Kyd, I'vejust got a priority oneincoming aert from Iwon. He doesn't
dothingslikethislightly. I'd better takeit. I'll text you more later. Y ou've heard the exciting news
anyway. Okay? Over."

"Sure. | hopeit's not bad news. Take care. Over. Out.”

Kya looked across at the group clustered around the screen. Somebody emitted an exclamation of
awe and horror. The screen showed afirebal mushrooming into aturbulent cloud, whileavoice



off-screen that was supposed to be Terran shrieked and babbled inandly. "What this?" he called across
toYorim.

"They've just fusion-bombed adave city." That waswhat Venusans caled the Terran metropolises
with their concrete towers of work cubicles, optimized for maximum short-term financid returns. "They
had them in parking orbits, ready to be targeted anywhere. Want to come and watch?"

Kyal screwed up his nose distastefully. "No, | think I'll go back to some quiet in the dorm and just
read." As he stood up, his mind went back again to the eectronics hed looked at with Bryskek. "Y ou
know, | can't wait to seeif we can restore some of the Terran music.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

Lorili was not looking forward to meeting Tyarla. She expected to be a confrontation, and
confrontation was not her style. Such experiences tended to be draining, unsettling, and seldom
productive. Clearance had come through late in the afternoon from Sherven's office for her transfer up to
Explorer 6, but by that time Elundi and Iwon had aready set things up for that evening. Having made a
commitment, Lorili would honor it, naturally; but after thet, she just wanted to be away fromit al to get
on with her work and be free to think about the future.

At the end of the day, she walked with Iwon to the Central District, where he had arranged to meet
Elundi, and the three of them proceeded to Tyarlas apartment, which was not very far from Lorili'sin
another of the outer resdentia sectors. Tyarlareceived them wearing aglittery green trouser suit with the
flared deaves and legs that were the current fashion on Venus, her hair worn highin aslver dide. The
interior was acolorful riot of purple, lilac, yellow, and black, splashed across compositions of angular
mura designs and hanging drapes, with metalic furnishings and ceramic ornaments. Tyarla herself
remained cool and doof, evidently relishing the experience aslittle as L orili did. Shelet them find their
own seats around the room and didn't offer anything by way of drinks or refreshment. Elundi introduced
his two companions and then began:

"I'm sorry to bring thisup again if you're having enough to deal with dready, Tyda Asl said onthe
phone earlier, yes, it'sto do with these things you've said concerning Gaster Lornod.” He sighed, asif to
convey that thiswasn't easy for him ether. "L ook, I've been following Lornod's argumentsfor along
time. | think he makes some good points. And when | get interested in asubject | do alot of research
into the background. So | know alot about the man, his character, and where he's coming from.” Elundi
shook his head appedingly. "What you're saying just doesn't fit. I've talked to a number of people who
know him personaly, and they say the same thing.”

Tyarlaraised her chin defiantly; but at the same time her eyes betrayed insecurity. "He's apolitician.
They'redl dike. Of coursetherésanicely groomed publicimage. | can't hdpit if your friendswere
takenin by it. I only know what | heard and saw."

"Why should you care?' lwon put in. "Evenif it'strue, why bother? Why get yourself mixed up in
this?'

"| think the people should know," Tyarlashot back.



Elundi was shaking his head. "One of my contacts talked to you—K arteen Bissdl. She saysyou
weren't even able to describe Lornod accurately.”

"So—I'm not very good at putting descriptions into words. s that supposed to be a crime?”

Lorili could seethiskind line going on indefinitely without result. But Elundi abandoned the circuitous
route and came directly to theissue. "1 mentioned Jenyn on the phone earlier—"

"And | said it'sgot nothing to do with Jenyn." Tyarlalooked at the other two, asif for support. "Why
ishebringing Jenyninto it?'

"l work with Jenyn, asyou know," Elundi said. "I don't pretend to know him that well, because he's
only been back in Rhombus from the Americasfor ashort time. But he was the one who introduced us,
and | think you do know him very well from when he wasin Rhombus before.”

Tyarlasniffed haughtily. "I can't see what that's got anything to do withiit, or that it'sany of your

"Y ou were pretty clearly making it everyone's business at thetime," Elundi retorted. Even ashe said
it, the pained look in his eyes showed he knew that he shouldn't have.

"l don't haveto ligento this" Tyarlastarted to rise.

Iwon tried to be placating. "Let's not get heated. It won't help. . . . Look, Tyarla, thisisfor your own
good as much asanything ese. Redlly. If it isthe way Elundi's saying, it will befar better to come clean
about it now."

"I don't need you peopleto tell mewhat's good for me. | can take care of mysdlf, thanks." Tyarla
was on her feet, but as yet she was making no move to show them the door. A part of her, yet, was
undecided.

Elundi came back in. "I might not have known Jenyn for along time, but let me be frank about what |
see," hesaid. "'l see a person with problems—ambitions of power and grandeur, totaly egotisticd. The
kind of person who won't think twice about using othersto get what he wants, or destroying them
through lies, deformation, or whatever it takesif they get in hisway. He hasno interest in truth, only
results. He doesn't care how they come about, or who €lse might get hurt in the process. It was a quality
that the Terrans somehow elevated to avirtue, and he admiresit. But it's easy to mistake Terran
disnformation and propagandafor being the way thingsredly were. Mogt of the Terransthemselves
couldn't seethroughit." Elundi made agesture of findity. "But on Venusthingswork by different
gtandards. Jenyn will come unstuck. It won't be the way he has promised. Why let yourself go down with
him?. .. Yes, | know tha having to retract now will be embarrassing. But that would be much better in
thelong run than whereit will lead otherwise."

Tyarlahesitated and looked less sure of herself, sinking back dowly to perch onthearm of a
low-backed padded chair with fluffy pink and purple cushions. But her pride wouldn't allow her to back
down yet. "What promises are you talking about?' she returned. "Who told you he promised anything?"

"Oh, let'sbered," Elundi said, sounding impatient. " There had to be some motivation. What else?It's
written acrossthe whole Situation.”

"I ...dont know." Tyarlalooked up obstinately. "I need to think about it."

It wastime for awoman-to-woman input, Lorili decided. After al, that was why she had been
brought aong.

"There may not betimefor that,” she said quietly. It wasthefirst time she had spoken. The words
and her tonetook Tyarla by surprise, causing her to look around sharply.

"Why not?'

"Don' you realize that you could bein danger?'

"What are you talking about?"

"I know Jenyn too. I've known him alot longer than you have. | knew him back on Venus. | know



hisanger and hisingtability, and | don't think I'm under any delusions asto whereit could possibly lead.
Think about this. If something were to happen to you now, can you see how convenient it would be for
Jenyn? He would be free from any risk of being exposed by the one person who would bein apostion
to doit. And with the Situation we've now got, it wouldn't take much for some people to ask who stood
to gain from making sure you never got a chance to prove the things you've been saying, and jumping to
the wrong answer, would it?"

"Lornod!" The surprisein Iwon's voice madeit clear that such an angle had never occurred to him
before ether.

Lorili nodded. "Especidly if it were helped dong by alittle rumoring, and maybe some convenient
facts leaked in the right places.

"Rig the evidence to point to your opposition,” Elundi said. "That was afavorite Terran trick. They
didit al thetime. Jenyn thinksit was brilliant.”

Tyarlas gaze darted from one to another of them. ™Y ou don't know any of this," she accused. "None
if it has happened. It'sjust speculation, that'sall itis. Y ou're making it up.”

"It'stheway Jenyn operates,” Lorili said. "l told you, I've know him alot longer than you have." She
snorted scornfully. "1 was young, naive, vain, and full of mysdf with dl thethings| thought | knew.” She
paused just long enough for the unvoiced words just like you to assert themsalves. "Do you want me to
tell you exactly what he promised? Because | can, you know, and | will. Or would it be too embarrassing
to betold in front of Elundi and Iwon? So sufficeit to say that what he actualy ddlivered was enough to
make me want to comethisfar to get away from."

Tyarlalicked her lipsdryly, searching for away to put the question. " Are you saying that something
'happened’ to somebody before. . . back there?”

"No, I'm not saying that," Lorili replied evenly. "But | know him enough to have seen how heworks
and what he's cgpable of . | wouldn't put it past him."

"Why wait to find out the hard way?* Elundi interjected.

"Therés only oneway to be sure of being safe," Lorili concluded. "Come clean and put the truth on
record before anything can happen. Then the whole situation would be turned around: Therewould be
no case for Lornod to have to answer to; Jenyn would have nothing left to try and cover up, because it
would bein the open; and he would have nothing to gain if anything were to 'happen.’ But he would have
alottolose"

There was nothing more to be added. Silencefell while Tyarla shifted her eyesfrom one to another of
them. "L ook, if it helps, none of usfedsanything againgt you persondly,” Elundi said, moreto rdievethe
dran.

"Why do you care?' Tyarlaasked findly. Shewas il galing.

Elundi pondered, then threw up hishand and made aface. "1 guess I'm not like Jenyn. | believe truth
and principle do matter. If you have to sacrifice them to get the results you want, then the results aren't
worthit." Perhapsfeding that he was being abit pompous, he added in an easier tone, "l supposel'd
never have madea Terran.”

They waited. "I'm not admitting to anything, but I'll think about it,”" Tyarlasaid. "Give me until
tomorrow. I'll talk to you again then." Her tonewasfind.

Elundi, Lorili, and Iwon looked a each other. They al read from the others faces an agreement that
there was nothing further to be done for now. Elundi rose, and the other two followed.

"Thanksfor hearing usout,” he said to Tyarla. "WEell leave it with you, then." For amoment Lorili
feared hewas going to spoil thingswith afinal sermon, but he played it right, |ft it at that, and moved
toward the door. Tyarlawent ahead and held it open for them.

"Thanksfor caring,” she said dmost in awhisper as Lorili, who waslast in line, was about to step
through. Lorili looked at her, hesitated, and grasped her hand briefly before Tyarla closed the door.



Outside, they stood looking at each other, each waiting for the others to find something appropriate.
Findly Elundi hazarded, " Drink somewhere?"

"Good idea," Iwon agreed.

"Magic Carpet?' Lorili suggested.

Iwon looked dubious. "Too crowded. I'm not in the mood.”

"l agree," Elundi said."How about the Caspian? It should be quiet there at thistime."

The nods said the verdict was unanimous. They turned to head back the way they had come, toward
the Central Digtrict. Asthey moved away, afigure that had been approaching from the opposite direction
and stopped when they came out of Tyarlas door, emerged from the shadows of a stand of
rhododendrons.

Derlen had told Tyarlathat she would stop by later in the evening, but then found hersdlf a aloose
end and decided to make it earlier. Also, shewasitching to learn the latest on this businessthat Tyarla
had gotten hersdlf involved in. But it seemed there were things going on that Derlen wasn't apart of.
Maybe Tyarlawould tell her about it now. But when Derlen went up to the door and rang after waiting a
few minutesfor the vistors to be well gone, Tyarlaseemed distracted and not al that pleased to see her.

"Yes, | know | said we'd go out somewhere," shetold Derlen, "but something unexpected has come
up. Can we make it another time?”

"Widl, | guesss0," Derlen said. Shefdt put out and didn't try to disguiseit. If something like thiswere
likely to happen, Tyarla could have caled her and said so. She waited, but Tyarladidn't invite her in.
"What kind of thing has come up?' sheinquired.

"Oh, | can't gointo it now. Could we just leave thingsfor tonight? | need to be on my own to figure
somethingsout. I'll giveyou acdl, okay?'

No apology. No mention of whatever it was Elundi apparently aready important enough in Tyarla's
lifeto beinvolved in. Derlen hadn't been aware of any further dedlings between Elundi and Tyarlasince
the night he had been with Jenyn in the Magic Carpet. As Derlen walked away, she remembered that
Elundi had asked her not long ago for Tyarlas call code. Hed said it was because afriend had asked him
if he knew any accountants who might be able to help with something or other. She wasfeding angry and
jedlous. Something significant was going on, and Derlen was being |eft out.

CHAPTER THIRTY

Filaeyus Sherven, Honored Doctor of Science & Philosophy, sat at the desk in his spacious office of
shelves and display screens, staring out through the glasswall a parts of Explorer 6's externd structures
slhouetted againgt the starfield. Many years ago now, when he was a student in Ulange, he had lodged
for awhilein the house of awidowed master carpenter, who was renting out a couple of the spare
rooms. Sherven remembered aday when he had watched the carpenter taking out a piece from the
mounting battens of a cabinet that he was building in acorner of the dining room. "Why are you taking
that out?' the young Sherven had asked him.



"Oh, | must be getting cardess. | cut thejoint abit dack.”
"But it will be onthewall, a the back of everything. It won't show. Who would ever know?"
"I would know," the old man had told him.

If the most important part of "education” was acquiring standards to set oneself and cultivating good
habits of thought, then those three words, he sometimes reflected, had contributed more to his own than
many of the semesters spent absorbing facts about matters he had never had reason to think about since.
The key to a sttled life was learning to be honest with onesalf and honest with the world.

He looked back at the revolting Terran display of gaudy art and self-obsessed, practically unclothed
fema es being presented on one of the screens. Casselo had sent it through as an example of some of the
image restoration techniques that one of the labs was developing. It had apparently been devised to
persuade peopl e that a cheagp concoction of sugar and fruit flavoring was the key to afull and satisfying
life, and induce them to purchaseit. It seemed that exaggeration, falsification, and skill in the art of making
things and people appear to be other than what they were had been much sought-after, highly rewarded
professions.

Sherven was disturbed by the reports coming from Venus of growing politica extremism and more
exposures of digtortions, outright lies, and the use of increasingly deplorabletactics. A former colleague
there had mentioned in a private communication that investigators of thefirein the offices of the
Korbisanian Counselor Weskaw were saying it looked like arson, although they were not making the fact
public until they were more sure of their case. And now, closer to home, they had this ugly business
about Gaster Lornod bresking out. Sherven didn't like the way things were trending &t all.

The source back on Venus had expressed a personal suspicion that the Progressives were behind the
arson. Weskaw was an outspoken critic of the movement, and in particular their demand for adirect
universd franchise, which he

said would be akin to letting popul arity votes decide professiona accreditation. His continuing to
serve on the Korbisanian congress testified that a solid mgjority of the population there had confidencein
the judgment of the Electors who appointed him. Had it been otherwise, those Electorswouldn't have
been there—anymore than a designer whose bridges fell down or a math teacher whose pupils couldn't
transpose an equation. If thiswas the way things were heading, nothing good could come of it, whatever
the anticipated ends. Ends were something imagined in the future; the means wasthe redlity, now. At best
it would lower the standards of |eadership in the direction of the travesties of government that the Terrans
had endured.

Theway in which the Terrans had glorified their leaders|eft Venusians mystified. Perhapsit had been
another triumph for the Terran image manipulators. Virtualy without exception, from what the
exo-higtorians had made of things so far, they had demongtrated no worthwhile learning, sKill, or talent of
any kind beyond the ability to insinuate and ingratiate themsel ves into the public awareness, seize and
hold power by force and intimidation, and pander to the interests of influentiad minorities. The system of
gppointing them was such that gaining office demanded abilities that were the exact opposite of those that
would be required of anyone occupying it, So the accusations of hypocrisy and insincerity that appeared
to have been widespread were hardly to be wondered at.

On Venus, those digible for government were drawn from apool of qualified candidates who had
met some of the highest educational standards demanded of any profession, and gained practica
experience through a progression of more demanding public offices. They were gppointed by a body of
professiona Electors, who in turn were e ected by the people and accountabl e to the people for the
performance of the governmentsthey delivered, in the same way that any other professional body would
be accountable if it chartered incompetents and authorized them to practice. Few things could have
contrasted more sharply with the gppaling Terran system of mob rule through misinformed masses. Every
Venusian citizen got one base vote by right, and beyond that there was ascale for earning additional
votes with greater educationa atainments. Even the Terrans would never have dreamed of gppointing
their physicians, engineers, architects, and other professionals without seeing evidence of suitable aptitude



and knowledge. How much more important wasit, then, for the supreme profession of running an entire
country safely and effectively?

Like the Korbisanian Counselor Weskaw, Sherven believed that the body socio-politic wasa
growing organism in itsown right, guided by the same underlying formétive principle that shaped dl living
things, and as such would mature in its own way, in itsown time. Attempting to force it prematurely was
like trying to induce aflower to blossom by prizing open the petas before they were ready, and likely to
be as effective. Terran culture had brought itself toitsfina, logical conclusion. In the end, nobody, it
seemed, could be believed or trusted. Nothing was what it appeared to be. Small wonder that it had
culminated in ruin. Where e se wasthere for it to go? The thought occurred to him that perhapsthe
purpose of the universe was to produce worlds on which to conduct experimentsin life, whichin turn
yielded consciousness and generated structures of thought, reason, and intuitive knowledge. Perhaps it
had been, then, that the Terrans, while physicaly robust and versatile, had not been very successful
temperamentaly. Might Venusians represent amore stable and hopefully longer-lasting mode ? It was an
atractive thought, Sherven's wife, Pidrie, had agreed when he mentioned it to her one evening. She had
asked why Vizek should concern itsalf with conducting such experiments. That was another question was
al Sherven had been abletotdll her inreply.

A tap sounded on the door. It opened afraction, and Borgan Casselo stuck hishead in, giving an
inquiring look. He was spending sometime on Explorer 6 before returning to his officein Rhombus.
Sherven had asked Cassdlo to join him for lunch, primarily to get an update on developments."Y es, come
in, Borgan." Sherven waved a hand.

"Emitte thought that Frazin might Htill be here.”

"No, he'sgone. An interesting theory of his about collective amnesia. What do you make of it?"

"l can'tredly seeit," Cassdlo said, closing the door. "There's no plausible mechanism for it."

"l agree. | think it was culturd.”

"Ah, | see you got the Terran beverage commercid,” Cassdo said, observing the mural screen. "The
imaging people reconstructed it from dried-up fragments. Some clever frequency-spectrum transformsin
infra-red. Not bad, en?’

"Not bad at al, asfar asthe technique goes,”" Sherven agreed. "'l wish | could say the same for the
content. | mean, look at those four specimens they've got there.

Somewhat spectacular asfar asthe paint and the body parts go, | suppose, but hardly the brightest
lightsintown, I'd have thought. The Terrans were fixated on appearances and packaging, weren't they?
Everything was phony. No ability to discern the actua substance of anything at all. ™

"They were taught not to," Cassalo said. Hetook one of the visitor chairswhile Sherven tidied up his
notes and papers from the morning.

"So how arethingsat Triagon,” Sherven inquired.

"Kya Reen hasgot hisside of things together. He seems capable and energetic. | don't think well

see any problemsthere. He's gotten himsdlf involved with the linguists and the ectronics people out
there too, but Brysek says he gets on well with everybody. No complaints.”

"Sounds like a chip off the old Jarnor Reen, al right,” Sherven remarked. "How about those
biochemistry people who moved there from E67'

"They're sttling in. | hear that Nostreny down in Rhombus wants to set something up in their old lab
space up here.”

"Genetic sequencing on the Terran corpses. I've aready okayed it. A couple of his staff are
transferring up hereto take charge of it. In fact they're shuttling up today."

"That was quick," Casselo commented.

"Yes, well, Nostreny talked to me confidentialy. Apparently it would relieve a persond Stuation
that's devel oped down there concerning one of them—the principal. A Korbisanian woman. The other



oneisher assistant.” Sherven arranged hisfoldersinto a stack but selected some sheetsto keep separate.
"They're eager to get onwith it, in any case. Can't blame them, | suppose. How often do biochemists get
achancelikethis? It wouldn't do to be stifling initiative would it, Borgan?—never mind what the
Progressives say about us.”

"True. But | dso think there might be moretoit,” Cassdo said. "If itswho | think it is, therésa
persond dement in it, between her and Kyd Reen. They met in Russia, when he was on acclimatization
leave. One of those ingtant attraction things, according to Kya's partner.”

Sherven's eyestwinkled. "Oh, really? Well, you get the best out of people when they're in Stuations
likethat. They're certainly not wasting much time about it."

"Asyou said, atouch of the old Jarnor Reen.”

"Just beforewe go. . . ." Sherven touched the panel inset to one side of the desk and inclined his
head to indicate another of the screens. It activated to show the pyramid-form structure that was being
investigated some distance out from the main Triagon base. "What do you make of these latest reports of
theirs?' Sherven asked.

Cass2lo nodded as he glanced over the view. "It seemsto be what they say,” hereplied. "A
discharge attractor for some kind of large, long-range vessdl. It fits with everything else they've been
finding with the other structures.”

"Yes" Sherven agreed. "But it'sthe'large, long-range that | was specificdly interested in. Have you
seen this?' He pushed across the papers that he had kept aside. Cassel o picked them up and ran an eye
over them. "From a Terran scientific journa that Parigel's group at the Ulangean Indtitute have been
working on." Sherven meant the Ulangean ingtitute for Terran studies, set up to concentrate on such
work. "1t talks about work that was going on in the American region.”

"A dtar probe?’ Casselo read aoud.

"A study for such aprogram anyway," Sherven said. "And some other referencestoo. it talks about
new dectrical propulsion physicsto harness trans-galactic currents.” He looked at Casselo curioudly.
"Maybe they weren't asfar behind after al, aswe thought. What do you think?"

Cassdlo turned to the next page. "Did anything actudly happen? Or wasit just atheoretica
exercise?' heasked. "Doesit say?'

"Parigd isn't sure. | asked him the same thing. From the limited materia they've got to go on, the
details are obscure. If it had military potentid, it might have been kept vague deliberatdly.”

"Or maybe invented as acover for what was going on a Farside.. . . in case anything leaked out,”
Cassdlo mused.

"Y es, that's another possihility, | suppose.”

Cassdlo sat back in his chair and thought for amoment. He nodded toward the Farside pyramid, till
showing on the screen. ™Y ou know, Kyal did say how he was struck by some of the similarities between
that and the things he envisaged in his own specul ations about future Star travel systems.”

Several seconds went by while each waited for the other to voice the implication. "That can't have
been their destination, surely?' Sherven said at last. "'If Triagon was a staging base to somewhere else, as
Kyd has been saying." He wasthinking of storage space for lots of equipment and supplies; agricultura
machinery; pensfor animas; hydroponic setups for what the biologists were now saying the thought were
for cloning plant seeds.

"It couldn't have been, surely,” Cassalo repesated.

And yet, repeatedly, the Terrans had showed themsalves capable of making the most amazing
advances suddenly, in spite of al their destructive compulsions and craziness.

Cassdlo was evidently thinking the samething. "'If they did have the technology, maybe another star
system makes more sense than anywhere here," he said.

"But isit even plausible?' Sherven asked.



"Thelr priorities were different. With the focus on military matters and secrecy, there could have been
more going on than we've uncovered. . . . Well, obvioudy there was. | mean a lot more. Has Parigel
been able to put together anything else that correlates with it?" Cassalo motioned with the papersin his
hand. "Can we say for sure whether any of the vessalsit talks about here were ever launched—or even
built?*

"Not redly," Sherven admitted. "A mgor globa conflict erupted at around thetime it was going on. It
seemsto have been the find one, involving Euro-Russaand the Mudims againgt Americans and Chinese.
They never recovered as acivilization. Records from after the war are practicaly nonexistent. Anyway,
we can talk about it over lunch. I've asked Frazinto join us.”

"FH'E."

Sherven was just about to rise, when acal sounded from the desk pand. It was from hisassigtant in
the outer office. He touched akey to activate the channel on voice only.

"Yes Emitte?'
"| was away for afew minutes. Did Borgan arrive?"
"Yes, heshere”

"I have Chief Provost Huiano, from Rhombus on the line. He apologizes for intruding but requestsa

"Certainly." Sherven glanced at Cassdlo. "Excuse me.”

Huiano's features appeared on the desk-pand screen amoment later. "My apologies for the
interruption, Director Sherven,” Huiano said again.

"Thereisno need. What can | do for you?"

"It's about the allegations concerning Gaster Lornod.”

Sherven sent Casselo a exasperated look. He really could have done without being dragged into this
kind of thing. But he had asked Huiano to contact him if there was any further news. "Yes, Chief
Huiano?'

"Thegirl who garted it dl, TyarlaYiag."

"What about her?"'

"She camein here earlier and has confessed that it was afraud. She saysshewasput uptoitby a
Jenyn Thorgan.”

Sherven frowned. "'l don't think | know that name.”

"Heworkswith Linguistics. He was away in the Americas for aperiod and has only recently
returned. He's dready become known here as amilitant Progressive activist. Hewas also arisng gar in
the movement some years ago back on Venus. It appears that he promised Madam Y iag a prominent
and lucrative position with the Progressives if she cooperated. She also claims he threatened her if she
refused, but | think that might be to cover hersdf. Thereah . . . would also gppear to be something of a
persond dement in ther relaionship.”

Shervenwaslivid. "Thisisexactly what | didn't want," he muttered to Casselo. "Progressive palitics
and intrigues undermining the misson'swork. They're causing enough trouble back on Venus." And then
back to Huiano, "Is she ill there?!

"Yes. | asked her to stay here pending your ingtructions.”

"Has she gone public with any of this?" Sherven asked.

" She says not. She came straight here this morning, when she decided to come clean.”

"Well, that's something, anyway."

"What do you want usto do?' Huiano asked.

Sherven thought for amoment or two. "L et's keep everything like that for now," he answered. "What



I'd like is a closed-door session to try and resolve the whole business in private without a public circus.
Havethem both, Yiag and this. . . what was his name?’

"Jenyn Thorgan.”

"Thorgan. Have them both sent up here on the next shuttle out. Well hear them out up in Explorer,
and hopefully get rid of thiswhole mess. There are other things going on that are what 1I'm supposed to
be herefor.” He glanced at Cassalo and shook his head with asigh. "And they're alot more interesting
too."

"I will make the necessary arrangements,”" Huiano promised.

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

Elundi sat working through the referencesto the latest list of word searches requested by the people
at Triagon, on lunar Farside. Their work had been given ahigh priority One of the hot itemswas
"Providence," which was thought to be the code word for a Terran program to amass alarge inventory of
equipment and supplies there. Even Sherven was getting involved, sending memosto various people on
his staff querying progress and requesting for details. They were excited over a current theory that
Triagon might have been not just an evacuation shelter for dites as previoudy thought, but a staging base
for onward migration to somewhere ese. Elundi wasn't sure why that should be such abigissue. The
problem from the linguists standpoint was that Terran code designations with military connectionswere
usualy chosen from common wordsin order to be innocuous, which meant that they would aso occur in
countless other contexts that had no connection with the particular example of interest. Weeding out the
irrdlevant flags that the search programs listed was atedious business.

It would be agood gpplication for adecent Artificid Intelligence system, Elundi thought to himself.
Recognizing correct context—what was appropriate; what was relevant—he believed, was the essence
of intelligence. It came from that "common sense”’ faculty that humans recognized in each other asaresult
of growing up and forming their conceptual associationsin the same shared redity, from the physica
gpace they moved around in that inspired so many metaphors of common speech, to their cultural
heritage—and computers didn't. He recalled with amusement how the Al pioneers back on Venus had
confidently predicted full, human-level automatic trandation of natura language within five years. That had
been twenty-five years ago, and they were till not even close. Mided my the ease with which programs
could disassemble and convert their own artificidly crested symbolic languages, they had assumed that
the meanings carried by natura speech could be extracted from the syntax. But the meanings that humans
were able to percaeiveingantly, even from infancy, were not therein the syntax of the messageto be
extracted. The words and phrases merely triggered what was aready inside the heads of the recipients.
Even some of the widdly quoted experts didn't seem to have grasped it, and continued to construct
ever-more-elaborate syntax analyzersthat continued to return wrong, way-out, and frequently hilarious
results. But they werefive years away from the red thing at mogt, they assured the world. Doing it the
right way waswhat he would devote himsdlf to when he returned to Venus, Elundi had decided. The
experience he was gaining on Earth wasided preparation for it.

The next item on his screen was from the Terran electronic records that the engineersup at Triagon



had managed, amazingly, to reactivate. It wasfiled under the name of an engineering company that had
been involved in the Providence program, and stated that one of their ingpectors had flown from Santa
Cruz to perform post-ddlivery tests and was back in the Bay area by evening. There was nothing
sensational about it that would warrant aerting the researchers, but the fact that the record had come
from Triagon indicated that the"Providence” reference wasin the category that they were interested in.
Elundi sent it across for routine incorporation into the consolidation file that Jenyn was working on. On
thefar sde of the table, Jenyn moved his head as the item flag appeared on one of his screens. From the
corner of hiseye, Elundi was aware of Jenyn turning toward him. He carried on working and pretended
not to notice. The air had been cool between them since their confrontation over the Lornod business,
and the things Elundi had learned since, in hisvist to Tyarlas with Iwon and Lorili, had only exacerbated
meatters,

"Have you seen anymore of thispa of yoursin Biochem?' Jenyn asked. Histone was mildly taunting,
deliberately nonchaant asif chalenging Elundi to come out and say what was bothering him—asif Jenyn
didn't know.

"Not redly," Elundi murmured without looking away from the screen he was working on.

"I need to straighten things out with that partner of his" Jenyn said, obvioudy meaning Lorili. "Think
you can put aword in for me?Y ou know what they're like when they get funny and sulky. Makesit
difficult to talk to them direct. Maybe thisfriend of yours who works with her could get the message
across.”

"l dont think it'srealy any of my business™” Elundi said.

"Aw, come on. Just asmdl favor. | thought you might get them to meet you somewhere, socidly.
Then| could accidentaly show up and—"

"Look." Elundi swung his chair around and faced Jenyn directly acrossthetable. Y ou're wasting
your time. lwon told me she'sfixed up with a physics guy who's not long in from Venus, that she met
while shewasin Russa Okay? So why don't you just drop it?1 told you, it isn't any of my business. And
if youwant my opinion, it'sadeazy way to operate. | wouldn't want any part of it anyway."

Jenyn's face darkened as he dropped the game-playing. Elundi braced himsdlf for the row that had
been brewing to findly come to a head. But before anything happened, a call-mode tone sounded from
Jenyn'sterminal. He picked up the handset and said curtly, "Yes?. .. Who?. . . What does shewant?. .
. Yes, I'll beright out." He got up and | eft, breathing heavily, without saying more. Elundi returned his
attention to hiswork. This couldn't go on, hetold himsdf. Hed talk today to Girelandi about getting a
transfer to another office—maybe another location, even. He thought he was beginning to see why Lorili
had decided to get hersalf up off the planet completely.

The item mentioning Santa Cruz and the Bay Arearemained flagged but unprocessed on Jenyn's
screen.

Derlen was waiting for Jenyn in the reception area at the entrance to the linguigtics offices. She
beckoned him aside, away from the desk, and spoke closely to himin alow voice. "1 think you might be
introuble. Can wetdk outsde?'

Jenyn looked at her searchingly. Theinterplay of emotions on her face wastoo confused for himto
read. He nodded and followed as she turned back toward the door. Outside was a covered foyer with
steps going down to a paved court dotted with afew shrubsin planters.

"Tyarlacameto see melate last night,” Derlen said. " She told me the story about Gaster Lornod
wasn't true. She said she was going to the provost's office to tell them the whole thing." Jenyn drew ina
sharp breath. Derlen looked at hisface with an expression that was half questioning, haf fascination.
"She, ah. .. shesaid that you asked her to do it.”

Jenyn sworeinwardly. "Is she going to tell them that too?"



Derlen made adight suggestion of ashrug. "1 don't know. | guess s0." She watched Jenyn's face, but
his mind was aready racing, barely aware of her. He was angry a himself. Why had he trusted
somebody like that? Hed known she was the kind that was al phony and fake and would fall apart. "I
tried to talk her out of it. | redly did." Derlen’'s eyes were earnest, but the words had a cracked ring.
Jenyn had the fedling that a part of her wasrdishing it. He sensed ajealousy of Tyarlasurfacing that had
been smmering for along time. Derlen was excited by him. He knew the signs. Being defensive would
only detract from theimage.

"Did she say what changed her mind?" he asked, not bothering to deny anything. "No. But | was by
her place earlier, and | saw Elundi comingout . . ."

"Elundi? What was he doing there?!

"He was with two other people. They didn't see me. One was atallish guy, with kind of light hair and
amustache under his nose—you know, like the Terrans had. The other was awoman."”

Jenyn looked up abruptly. "Describe her," he said.

"Oh...abit older than me. | didn't really see her face. Shehad, let me see. . . pantsand adark
jacket. But very black hair, long, about down to here." Derlen indicated apoint halfway between her
shoulder and her elbow .

The woman was obvioudy Lorili. The other person with them had to be Elundi's friend who worked
with her. So Elundi had sat there all morning, acting so cool and disinterested, while dl the time he had
betrayed Jenyn, probably because Jenyn disturbed his comfort and petty little dreams of burying himsalf
in computer labs when he got back to Venus; because Jenyn made him think about things that mattered.

And asfor Lorili, who had dready turned on him back at Venus after heéd made her everything she
was, and then run away to Earth, and after he had given her a second chance. . . . Now shewas
throwing back in hisface and playing the same tricks behind his back again to get him out of theway to
make room for her new infatuation with thisphysicis.

The rush of anger that he had felt toward Tyarlaand at himsdlf for trusting her was gone now, and in
its place he could fed adow rage building deegp indgde, consuming him dowly like an acid. Nobody did
thingslikethisto him without feding the consequences. Thefirgt thing wasto stop Tyarlagetting to the
provosts. He would take care of that himself right away. After that, there would be the score to settle
with Lorili. Hewould attend to Elundi |ater.

Jenyn looked again a Derlen's eyes. They were bright, hopeful. He recognized awilling helper, just
waiting the word to step into Tyarla's shoes. and take over the glamorous image, savor the hint of danger.
"A pity," hesaid. "I thought Tyarlahad more nerve. | guessthat's how you find out, eh?’

"What are you going to do?' Derlen asked him.

"Do you want to help?" Jenyn regarded her with an expression that was at the same time both a
challenge and apromise. "I don't think you're a phony.” Derlen returned aquick nod. "I know who the
womanis" hesaid. "Her nameisKorili Hilivar. She'sin the ISA Molecular Geneticslab. She'shad a
grudge against me since along time ago back on Venus. | want you to contact her and say you're afriend
of Tyarla. Tell her that Tyarlawant to meet her and talk some more. Okay? Then cal meand let me
know when and where."

"What are you going to do?' Derlen asked again.
"I've got something else | haveto take care of firdt. I'll seeyou later today. Get moving and track

Lorili down for me. Set up amesting, and then let me know." Jenyn'svoicefell. "Youre smart. | have
bigger things going on back home than you know. Y ou won't regret this."

He watched her leave the court and then turned to go back insde. The thought of confronting Elundi
again checked him. He couldn't risk anything devel oping between them now that might introduce adelay.
Changing hismind, he followed the way Derlen had gone and came out onto the Street. Shewasjust
disappearing around the corner at the end of the block.



Jenyn's anger had crystalized into a cold determination to get even. It wasthe test of him asaman to
be reckoned with. No other consideration mattered for now. He took out his phone and checked the
news channel for the latest on Lornod. Nothing had changed since that morning. No new announcements.
Theimportant thing was to stop Tyarla before she said anything that would connect him with her.

Moving briskly, Jenyn set off in the direction of Tyarla's apartment. The scheme of how hewould
play it was dready forming in hismind. With Tyarlaout of theway, only Elundi and Lorili would know
that she had implicated Jenyn—he discounted Elundi's friend, whom he took to be just a go-between. If
ether of them voiced it, his position would be that Tyarla had set him up out of spite after he refused her
overturesto use him as aticket into the upper ranks of the Progressives. What other motive would she
have had for making up the story about Lornod? That |eft Derlen asthe only other person who would
know. And he thought he would be able to handle Derlen without too much trouble.

She called him when he was hdfway to Tyarlas.

"Hdlo, Jenyn,"

"Yes?' Well, she certainly hadn't wasted much time, hetold himsdlf.

"| tried cdlling this Lorili Hilivar, but her personal codeisturned off. So | tried the number at
Molecular Bio where she'slisted. The guy | talked to was the same one | told you about with the
mustache who was at Tyarla's place. He says she's moving out today—something about moving to anew
laboratory. He wouldn't tell me where.”

"Okay. . .. Thanks" Jenyn acknowledged shortly.

"What do you want me to do now?"

Jenyn sighed and thought hard. "Thereisn't alot else you can do for now," he answered. "Don't get
me wrong—you've done just fine. As much asyou could. But | right now | have to finished something
ese. If you can find out where she's going, that would be abig help. Work on that. Otherwise, I'll call
you later today. Maybe we can get together.”

"Okay, Jenyn."
"Trust me, eh." He winked and shut off the phone.

Lorili, true to pattern, he told himsdlf as he began walking again. Just like the last time, ratting on him
and then running away. He was angry for letting himsdf be taken in by her a second time. Sometimes he
could betoo forgiving. That was haf his problem. That kind of weaknesswouldn't do for the future
leader of the worldwide Progressive movement that would one day call the tuneson Venus. It was
something he was going to have to work on. But Lorili Hilivar was going to find out. She would find out
that he was someone to be reckoned with.

The provosts must have been staking the place and waiting for him. The car drew up from behind him
when hewas afew yardsfrom Tyarlas door. An officer and two troopers emerged. The officer
confronted him, while the troopers stood by, one at his shoulder, the other ayard or two behind Jenyn.

"Mister Jenyn Thorgan?

"Yes"

"I have awarrant and must ask you to accompany us, Sir."

"What am | supposed to have | done? Are you saying I'm under arrest for some reason?”

"Not arrest, Sir. But you are required to attend a hearing that isto be held up in Explorer 6. The
warrant issigned by the mission Provost Marshd, and has been issued on the expressinstruction of
Director Sherven."

"So I'm not under arrest. What if | refuse?’

The officer gave him alook that said he ought to know better. "Then I'm afraid that we would have to
ingg," hereplied.

If he was going to be under thiskind of scrutiny, there could be no question of settling any scoresfor



the time being, Jenyn redlized. "When isthis due to take place?' he asked.
"It isn't exactly fixed yet," the officer answered. "Within the next few days."
"So are you tdling me I'm being apprehended?’
"My ingtructions are to detain you until transportation is arranged for you to Explorer 6."
"And what about after | get there?"
"That's not for meto say, ar.”

Jenyn thought rapidly. He would achieve nothing being cooped up somewhere down here. At least
he might have freedom of movement up on E6. It wouldn't be asif hewerelikely to go very far. "Then
let'sget onwith it now," hesaid. "l takeit | can pick up afew thingsfrom my place?’

"We can stop there on the way." The officer stepped back, and the trooper who had been standing
by him opened the rear door of the car

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

Kya and Y orim werein what had become known as the "Decoding L ab"—the room in the Lower
Complex where Brysek had demondtrated the firgt reactivations of Terran eectronic files. Thetext being
displayed on the screen they were looking at was atrand ation from more Terran records that the
engineers managed to access. The Terran entry had been scanned from a hand-transcribed original that
appeared to have been part of an aircraft pilot'slog. There was no obvious reason why it should have
been stored in equipment at Triagon, Snce therewasn't any air to fly an aircraft in, and it clearly
described coastlines. But electronic storage was cheap, and Venusians were used to finding their own
computers accumulating peculiar assortments of information from collections of jokesto family pictures
and birthday lists. There was no reason to suppose it had been much different for Terrans, and so
nobody attached any great significance to such notes being found in acomputer on Luna.

The reason why the item had attracted attention was that its header line contained the word
"Providence." The header graphic incorporated another interesting feature too. Besides having a
code-word designation, the materias stockpiling program, or whatever it wasthat "Providence’ signified,
was al S0 represented by asymbolic icon that appeared on documents and designsrelating to it—like a
logo. It could only be coincidental, of course, but the icon bore aclose resemblance to the Venusian
katek character.

All work going on at Triagon that required inputs from the various trand ation groups scattered
around Earth and back on Venuswas now centralized in the Decoding Lab. The surroundings were more
spacious and less cluttered than the origind labsin the surface huts, and Brysek's restoration crews were
making them more comfortable al the time. Thelighting was up to |aboratory standards now, and a
canteen had been ingtaled farther ong the corridor outside. Asthe surface huts became steadily more
crowded with the continuing influx of new peoplefrom Explorer 6, some of the staff, including Kya and
Y orim, had moved their deeping quarters down into the origina Terran complex. With the latest
improvementsto theair circulation system, it was cooler and less stuffy than the huts.

Strictly speaking, being drawn into unraveling precisdly what "Providence’ had signified was a



Sdetracking from the principal job that Kyal and Y orim had come here to do. But the urge to find out
was starting to affect everybody. It was now generdly accepted that "Terminus' had meant not just the
physical location that the Venusians caled Triagon, but was amore genera term covering also thewhole
operation of spiriting away selected people and getting them there.

With regard to "Providence,” first impressions had been that it referred to the stockpiling of
equipment and supplies as part of the Terminus operation—as preparation for the migration esewhere.
But from later findingsit was now beginning to look asif "Providence" had carried abroader meaning
too. In anumber of references, the word was used in a sense that seemed to indicate a particular place.
Thisled to the suspicion that perhaps "Providence” had not been the code word for just the inventory lists
but for the operation that the lists had been a part of—in other words, the migration program itself. Such
agrander meaning of the term made it easier to understand, too, why it should have been accorded it
own graphic symbol—hardly to be expected for amere set of inventory lists. But the main alure of
Providence having ameaning that meant "place” wasthat if it could be interpreted, it might reved the
degtination that the migrants had |eft for. Hence, anything pertaining to Providence was of interest.

The snippet from the pilot's log described the descent to alanding approach. A tentative guess was
that the flight had been to one of the equipment suppliers or consolidation centers back on Earth that had
been involved in the Providence supply operation.

"So what Gulf isit talking about here?' Y orim pointed to aline on the screen. He was more thinking
aloud than expecting Kya to have an answer. A note at the top of the page carried the reference
Smulator Test P37-G. Gulf Map, Sheet 172.

"It hasto betheloca area—a sheet from aregiond set," Kyd replied absently. "There were inlets
and bays cdled gulfsdl over the place. Since Terminus was an American project, if | had to guess|'d
say somewhere around there."

Y orim rummaged among a stack of map hardcopieslying to one side. "What about the'Simulator’
reference?’

"Who knows?'

"Here." Y orim puled out a sheet and checked over it. "The Americas. A gulf caled Mexico lookslike
the most prominent onein that region.”

"Could be."

"What €lse have we got?' Y orim turned back toward the screen.

Thetext read:

11 o'clock approach midway between La Paz and coast, homing peak bearing checks at 5.778
Following right-hand shore

Landfall 0.384

1¢ marker 0.577

2nd marker 0.715

GZ on visual at 0.838. Approach too steep. Almost overshot into High Lake.

"LaPaz," Yorimread.

"Something geographicd,” Kya murmured. "I'm not sureif it was the name of somewhere specific, or
ageneric word like 'town." That's something well need to check."
"Coadt . . . right-hand shore. . . landfal. Were definitely talking about water,” Y orim said.

Kyad turned to refresh his memory from another screen showing alist of Terran sgnsand
abbreviations."Homing peak and markers sound like navigational beacons. | don't know what GZ is. It's
aTerran abbreviation for something.”

"Do we know anything about thisHigh Lake?"
"There were mountains dl the way down the Americas. They had lakes up in them everywhere."



"Yes, but look at the way the trandators have written it. It reads more like the proper name of a
particular one."

"True. .. ." Kyad tilted his head to one Sde and then the other, asif changing the angle might cause
the screen to present its content in adifferent light. "1 don't think thisis going to get usanywhere" he said.
"It could have to do with anything. There must have been awhole web of locations down on Earth
involved with aproject of thissze"

Y orim rubbed the side of his nose. "Providence could aso have been used as a cover word when
dedling with them," he commented.

"A good point." Kyd stretched hisarms and sighed. It was just another of the pieces that they had
played with but hadn't found afit for.

At that moment Brysek appeared through the double doors from the corridor. With him was ayoung
woman in light gray ship fatigues of the kind worn on lunar trangports. "Ah, thislooks like Mirine now,"
Kyad sad, unfolding from his chair. Shewas small in stature but with abouncy gait that radiated liveliness
and energy. Her face was bright and quite pretty, and her hair neat and bubbly in a style that seemed to
go with her persondity. She had landed an hour or so previoudy from the transport that had arrived
recently in parking orbit. They stood up as she and Brysek came over. Brysek introduced everyone. The
two bio technicians who had come with Mirine from Explorer 6 were attending to some equipment that
had been unloaded and would join the group later.

"Lorili sendsher love" shetold Kya. "And she said to tell you it'sabig rdlief to be out of Rhombus.
Sheknowsyou'l understand." Mirine was obvioudy referring to Lorili's persona stuation, which Kyal
imagined Mirine would know something about. That was something they could talk about privately later.

"How isshedoing?' Kya asked. "Isthelab on E6 getting set up okay?'

"It's exactly what we needed. She wants some samples of the bodies sent there as soon as possible
50 that she can begin working. And you probably know what she can be like when she getsimpatient. So
| don't think we're going to get much rest for awhile.”

"You'vejoined theright club," Bryskek commented.

"We saw those structures that you're studying—on the way down," Mirine said to Kyal. "Lorili told
me about them. It al sounds so fascinating. Are you getting any further?' Shelooked at the screen that
Kyd and Y orim had been working on. "What'sthis? Isit anything to do with them?"

"No, that's about Providence," Kyal replied. "Our side line that we've taken up.”

"Just about everybody has" Brysek said.

Kya grinned tiredly. "I don't think this particular item meansalot,” Hetold Mirine. "It'san aircraft
pilot'slog. It lookslike directions to a place down on the surface somewhere that was connected with
Providence somehow."

"I'm wondering if Providence might have been used as acover word down there,” Yorim said. "That
would maybe mean it was associated with dl kinds of places.”

Bysek nodded thoughtfully. "Could be, | suppose. If so, it could complicate thingsalot, couldn't it?"
"Terrans" Yorim sad, shrugging in away that could have meant anything.

"Some people on the transport were talking about it meaning adestination,” Mirine said. "Where they
migrated to. Could it have been Venus?'

Kyd shook his head. "It wastoo long ago. Venus was sill uninhabitable when the Terrans became
extinct. We don't know where it referred to. That's one of the big mysteriesto be resolved.”

"Have you heard Sherven's starship theory?' Y orim asked Brysek. He and Kya had gotten it from
Caslo.

"Starship?' Brysek |ooked surprised.
"The Terranswereworking onit,” Y orim said. " Sherven has got hold of some of their design studies.”



Brysek made aso-so face. "Anyone can do design studies.” He gestured at Kyal. "Kyal here has
produced afew. I've read them, and they're mind boggling.” Asan asde hetold Mirine, "They talk about
harnessing galactic currents to achieve continua boost over interstellar distances.” And then back to
Yorim,"But it's not exactly the same thing asflying one, isit?'

"Oh, | agree,” Kyal said. It was dways good to have someone around with a skeptical sideto their
nature, like Brysek. It provided a healthy balast that prevented speculations floating too far from solid
ground. Brysek had also expressed reservations that the lists of inventory compiled under " Providence”
referred to a stockpile amassed at Triagon at dl. He thought that the amounts they had by now
established records of were too large to be believable. So what else could they be? A production
schedule planned to get acolony started after arrival, Brysek had suggested. If he thought that
introducing an interstellar dimension strengthened such acase, he didn't say so.

"Sherven was only speculating,” Y orim said. "But he wanted Kyal's opinion.”

"Wheat did you tell him?" Brysek asked Kyd curioudly.

"Pretty much what you just said yousdlf. Dreaming up studiesis along way from ddlivering the
actuality." Kyd paused and then added, "But they were doing some surprisingly advanced things here at

Triagon. And you know, that pyramid we found out there is uncannily like some of the discharge attractor
designsthat | played with. | haveto say that. . . . And right now, that'sal I'm going to say."

"Anyway, Miringstechnicianswill be joining us aong the corridor when they've unpacked their Stuff,”
Brysek said. He meant the new canteen. "We thought you and Y orim might want to come aong too and
meet them. One's a Ulangean. Another face from homefor you, Kya."

Kyd extinguished the screen, and they all began moving toward the door. "So it sounds asif youll be
getting Sarted straight away,” he said to Mirine as they walked.

"As soon aswe can, anyway," Mirine said. "'l don't know about the techs, but I'm going to need a
refresher on working in suitsfirdt. | haven't been in one since EVA training before thetrip out.” The
Terran corpsesin the Rear Annexe had been kept in hard lunar vacuum conditions for preservation.

"How long ago was that?' Kyal asked.

"l came out from Venuswith Lorili."

"Oh, | didn't know. No wonder you two decided to stick together.”

"She's great to work with."

"Do you have aspecidty fidd."

"Pethology.”

"Hear that?' Kyal looked at Y orim. "Mirine's apathologist. The right person to belooking at
corpses.”

"| did the preliminary studies on the deep tissue samplesthat were sent to E6," Mirinetold them.

"There are indications that the individuals they're from were sick. Some of the findings are consistent with
vird atack."

They cameinto the canteen. A few figures were seated around the room, but the two bio technicians
hadn't arrived yet. "How widespread could it have been?' Y orim asked, looking curious.

"We don't know," Mirine answered.

"It couldn't have been a pandemic, could it? Brysek asked, seeing Y orim's point. " Something to do
with what wiped the Terrans out?"

"We've wondered that too,” Mirine said.
"But how would something like that get to Lunaand spread?’ Y orim asked.

"Theonly way would beif they brought it with them,” Mirinereplied. "Onceinside a.closed
environment, it would be everywherein notime."

"Wow," Y orim murmured.



Hewas obvioudy still thinking about it asthey came to the serving counter to inspect the cook's
offerings for the day. "An epidemic loose. People shooting each other.” He looked asde a Mirine. "Did
you come down in Aluam's elevator? See the bullet marks?"

"Aluam?'

"Aluam Brysek."

"Oh, isthat hisname? Y es, he pointed them out. It sounds asif maybe it wasn't the luckiest of places
tobe"

"DoesLorili till have her katek?' Kyal asked Mirine. The Terran icon that stood for Providence had
looked like the Venusian good-luck character.

"The one her mother gave her? Oh, you know abouit that. Y es, she still wearsit most of thetime.”

The pancakes|ooked good, Kya thought. He fancied something sweet and not too heavy. While he
waited for Yorimtofill his plate first, he reflected that the Terrans icon didn't seem to have brought them
alot of good luck. Disease |oose and violence down underground. Destroyed vehicles up on the surface,
with remains of bodies that had been burned and blasted. The same fedling came over him that he had
experienced looking at the ruins of the town in the Caucasus, the bleak, featurel ess hills where Moscow
had once stood, and the animal's browsing among the forested remains of Paris. It was till and peaceful
now. Y et what forgotten events had taken place here out on Lunaall those millennia ago that would
never now betold?

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

The Army genera who was known as Polo stormed into the lower communications room at
Terminus. His expression was dark with anger. The aide with him was blanching openly with fear. Get me
"Obergteininthe ship!" he barked at the controller in charge of communications.

"What did you find?" his adjutant, Glasey, asked. He had been left with a squad to watch the room.
"It's cleaned out down there. They're loaded up aready. Except for aroomful of mokofaces."
"Mokofaces! Here?'

"They'rein anisolation section,” the officer who claimed to be base commander blurted. They had
found him in one of the upper rooms, unable to give a coherent account of the Stuation and seemingly
bewildered. "It has an independent air recirculation system, and the door is guarded. They can't get up to
thislevd."

"Fataities?' Polo queried.

The commander's eyes dropped. "Some. . . . They've been moved to the rear lock loading zone. It's
evacuated. Open to the outside.”

Polo looked away, dismissing the matter as now of secondary importance. "Make sure the ferry
doesn't move," hetold Glassy, referring to the ship they had just arrived in. "Take Blue, Ydlow, and
Green squads from our guard and round up any one else you can move, and secureit. Get al our people
back on board, and have the commander at the pad set up automatic cannon to rake the area on the



approach side. Post detachments to secure the elevator approaches here and at the surface. If anyone
getsin theway, shoot them.”

"Sir." Glasey nodded to two of the staff subalternsto follow him and hurried out.
"I must protest . . ." the base commander began.

Polo cut him off curtly. "Thisissurviva now. I'min charge here." He glared around the room.
"Everybody got that?' A burly staff sergeant straightened up from beside the base commander and
looked a him inquiringly. Polo dropped hishand quietly to the pistol holstered at his hip. The commander
shook his head, and the sergeant eased back down. Nobody else made to challenge. "Bring al the
ground vehicles you've got to the main entrance,” Polo told the commander. " Stand down the guardsin
the access antechambers and muster your staff. Get surplus numbersinto suits.” It was more to keep
them busy. He had no real expectation of getting everyoneto theferry. If Glasey got their own people
back on board, it would be full anyway. The commander stared at him, swallowed numbly, and then
passed the orders on to his own subordinates. Polo strode over to the console where an operator was
trying to raise the ship. The communications controller moved behind him, watched closely by one of
Polo's guards.

Polo had arrived with his staff and entourage less than an hour before. Asfar as he knew theirs had
been the last ferry to get away—certainly from any of the West Coast bases, anyway. It was dl over on
Earth. The plague had been confirmed from Finland to TerraDe Fuego, Tibet to centrd Austrdia, and
across the Pecific idands. Breakdown was generd and universdl: rioting, panic, and conflagrationsin the
cities, unchecked banditry loose everywhere. Weapons were being launched and fired, not in any
planned or organized war but Smply as part of the crazinessthat the disease itself seemed to induce, and
from the redlization that there was no escape. It wasif the world was rushing into an unconscious
collective decison to get it over with quickly. The disease was characterized in itsterminal phase by
purple blotches on the face and upper body that became connected by atracery of lines. It had gotten its
name, "moko plague,” from the Maori tattooing system.

Asfar astherest of the world had been told, the craft that had been undergoing tests and was now in
orbit above the Moon, was the unmanned star probe that had been conceived and put under
development in better times. By thetime the officia story began being questioned openly, it no longer
redlly mattered. Its current flight after lifting off from Terminus was supposed to have been for afind test
of the propulsion dynamics before loading and embarkation. Polo had been told that his rearguard would
be the last group of arrivalsfrom Earth to bejoining it after holding the launch facilitiesin Cdiforniaand
demolishing any other serviceable vessdsthere. It waslooking asif he had been set up.

Oberstein appeared on the screen, 1ooking sour-faced and grim. Polo wasted no time on
preiminaries. "What isthis? Terminusis evacuated.”

"Simply to make the best use of thetime. We—"

"We're coming up now. Put your flight engineer on to fix the docking trgjectory and coordinates.”

"We are working on arevised schedule. | understand your concern, Genera. Please bear with us. . .

They would need sometimeto build to full power for liftout. Polo recognized that Oberstein was
gdling. "No. Thisisn't arequest or abargaining sesson. We are coming up now. | demand that we be
received.”

Obergstein'sface hardened. "Y ou are not in a position to make demands,” Generd, hesaid icily.

Polo had been expecting it. "Y ou aren't yet ready for liftout,” he reminded the deputy to the Director.
"The Euro-Russian base on Nearside is equipped with interceptor missiles. If they wereto learn thetrue
nature of Terminus, they wouldn't let you get away. They would disable or destroy you.”

The face on the screen looked uncertain. Evenif it were ready to lift now, afully loaded ship of that
mass would never outrun AMMSsin the early phase of exiting from low lunar orbit. "What makesyou
think they have missilesthere?' he demanded. "I have not heard this before.”



"It was my job down there to know. Just convey it to the Director,” Polo replied. It was pure bluff;
but there was nothing elseto play.

An operator across the room announced, "It looks like there's trouble up top, sir."

"Let'sseeit,” the base commander said. He had moved to stand closer behind Polo, with the
communications controller. The operator brought images from the surface cameras up onto severd of the
wall monitors. They showed confrontations between groups of armed, space suited figures. Otherswere
trying to block some vehicles moving up aramp from the underground depot at the rear of the complex.
At the same time, the sounds of disturbances and raised voices began filtering in through the doorsto the
corridor outside the room.

Obergtein reappeared. "Are there any mokaos among your group, General ?'
"Of coursenot,” Polo replied impatiently.
"Or anyone who has been in contact with them, who could be infected?'

"No." There had been five suspects, and afew more whose stories sounded weak. All had been | eft
in Cdifornia. " Stop these games. | have ordered a connection to Nearside. The channel isbeing held
open.”

"Y ou will bereceived asthe find complement. Please be quick.”

"We're leaving for the pad now." Polo motioned to his own officersto clear the way and headed for
the doors, at the sametime using his phoneto dert Glasey. "We're coming up now." He no longer had
any interest in what the base commander and his people did. They wereirrelevant now.

He heard the consternation breaking out behind them as he came out into the corridor, and those he
had just |eft redlized what was happening. Shots sounded. His men were returning fire. One of them went
down. Polo had unholstered his pistol by the time the reached the elevator. " At the levator now," hetold
Glasey over the phone.

"We're holding the area, but it'sturning bad here," Glasey's voice replied. "Theword's out. They're
panicking.”

"Thirty seconds”

AsPolo and his officers bundled themsdvesin, a smattering of bullets from somewhere toreinto the
elevator car. One of thefigures cried out and dumped against the wall. He was pushed out before the

doors closed. The remainder who couldn't fit in were running for the airs. Thelast thing Polo saw wasa
firefight breaking out between his own men and the base commander's.

They emerged into a scene of tumult and the sounds of shouting and firing. Glasey's squad was
holding the way through to the surface locks, where two vehicles were attached and a crawler waiting to
movein. Other figures were heading for the suiting roomsin the antechamber area, intending to try and
make it to avehicle outsde. Polo'simpressions became blurred. A face contorted with malice appeared
inhisfield of view. Polo shot it two times, point-blank. Another figure behind it was gunned down from
elsewhere and collgpsed spurting blood amid flying shreds of flesh. Glasey was ahead of him, then turning
to fire back with amachine pistol at somewhere behind. The door through the lock loomed ahead. Then
they were ingde. Polo was breathless, his chest pounding. Out of awindow he could see the other
crawler starting to move. Somebody was standing by the lock door, holding it for severd figures backing
toward it, firing. "Closeit!" Polo barked. "Let'smove!" The last defenders outside tumbled in.

The scene outside was confused. Vehicleswere being hit and immobilized; figuresin Stswere
bounding on the surface, firing, being blown gpart. Who was trying to achieve what wasimpossible to
make out. It was asif the kind of insanity he had seen in the last few days on Earth was breaking out all
over again.

The offocer ditting next to the driver turned to cal back. " Shuttle captain for you, Sir.”

Polo elbowed hisway forward through the crush to front and took the handset. "Reading.”

"All aboard and secure here. Fighting is spreading to the pad area. What's your Situation?”



"Werein the second crawler that's gpproaching you now. Direct covering fire on those units moving
into our right, about two hundred yards out. Be ready for immediate launch. We're cleared for the ship.”

"Wilco."

It had dawned on the workers around the pad area that they were not going to be included. They
had been told that more ferries from Earth would be coming in before the ship now in orbit departed, but
that obvioudy wasn't going to happen, and had never been meant to happen. There was enough other
trangportation out there to get the ones who were | eft to the bases on Nearside. What they did then
would haveto betheir problem.

Polo was swesting and shaking by the time he collgpsed into a seet in the front cabin of the ferry and
buckled up. Theinner lock door closed, and the voices of the flight crew rattling out final launch checks
came from above. In the seat opposite, Glasey gave an order into afield mike for the automatic cannon
placed outside to open up, providing a screen of fireto cover the launch. Polo had never known so few
seconds take so long to drag by.

Finaly, hefelt the vessel moving. Outside, the ground with its scenes of desperation and folly fell
away and was replaced by stars. "Climbing and on course as programmed,” the captain's voice reported.
"Weve got them on visua, coming up over the horizon now."

Polo leaned to the Side, and craning toward a port he could see it—vast and awe-inspiring, rising like
adistant, immense bird from its barren, rocky eyrie. Haven . . . at last. After everything. In the horrors of
those past few weeks, he had sometimes found himsdf wondering if he had invented it in hismind asa
dream, atrick of sdlf-preservation to stop himself from going insane. But it wasthere; it wasred and
solid, coming to take them into its protective embrace. He fell back in his seat and closed hiseyes. Only
now did he redlize that he was shaking with the rel ease of the tension that he had carried for days. He
gripped his arms above the elbows as he sat in the seat and braced hislegsfirmly so that the trembling
wouldn't show. He had brought them al through. Thetell-tale of the dl-too human weaknesses that
assailed him were not appropriate to the image he had to maintain. He drew in along, deep breath and
released it asaseries of quiet shivers. Relief seeped through his body, beginning from his spineand his
loins, likeliquid percolating cdll by cdl through a sponge.

The missle from the ship hit the ferry dead center when it was twenty-five milesout. It carried a
tactica fisson warhead rated at two kilotons. After the flash, the cloud of debris dispersed in momentsto
belogt in the garfield.

Thirty minutes later, the ship commenced itslift out of lunar orbit.

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

The Rear Annexe of Triagon contained its own airlock system and an access ramp up to the surface
that emerged behind doors recessed into the crags of abroken crater wall on the far sde of theridge
running behind the main base facility. Some damaged Terran vehicles had been found on and below the
ramp, aong with severad more bodiesthat had died violently.

The sixty-eight undamaged corpses had been laid out in severd of the roomsfarther back. An



interior set of locks connecting the Annexe to the Lower Complex had been found closed, and the
Annexe open to the surface vacuum. The fluids had sublimed from their eyes and outer tissues, leaving
the exteriorsin afragile state of desscation best described as natura "mummies.” However, the deeper
layers, fagt-frozen, shielded from sunlight, radiation, and micrometeorites, and unaffected by any bacteria
action, were amazingly well preserved. The best place for preparing and packing the specimens sl ected
for shipment back to Explorer 6 wasright there, in the Annexe, maintaining the conditions under which
they had been found.

Mirine was at the bottom of the ramp, helping the two technicians who had come with her from
Explorer 6 dretch aretaining net over the canisters containing the bodies and secureit to the trailer that
would carry them to the pad area. The bodies had been sprayed with a protective laquer that set hard in
the lunar cold, which would be removed by evaporation after arriva. Y orim had suited up and come
through the internal lock from the Lower Complex to see how they were getting along. Mirinewould be
glad to get out of these foreboding, sepulchral vaults and back there, with itslights and people and life.
Thinking about the macabre role that this place had played, cold and dark, preserving itsrows of silent
dead for untold millennia, was getting to her. The effect might have been purdly psychologicd, but that
didnt makeit lessred.

Keébrik, one of the technicians, tested the tautness of one of the net ties. "It'sfineon thissdg," he said
over the circuit.

"Heretoo," Dodra confirmed from the other.

Fenzid, the crew foreman who had been working with Y orim and Kya sincetheir arriva, was
aready inthetractor's driving seat. "Who's riding in the back? his voice asked.

"I will," Mirine said. Shelooked at Y orim through her helmet while the other two clambered up in
front, one ether sde of Fenzid. "Coming for the ride too?'

"Sure, why not?' He helped her hoist hersdf up onto thetrailer, and shein turn lent ahand for himto
join her. It wasn't aquestion of weight; climbing in suits and with packs was a clumsy business. They
found themsel ves niches among the canisters, and secured safety lines from their belts to anchor pointson
thetraller'ssdes. Bumpy rides at anormal sixth body-weight could be eventful.

"All s&t," Mirine said. Thetractor with itsload moved awvay dowly and began ascending the ramp.
She checked around again that they hadn't loosened the net in climbing aboard. Y orim had wedged
himsdf into acorner with hisarms spread on either side and one leg propped out in front of him, even
managing to look comfortable as he presided over the bizarre hearse. Helooked asiif he could have
dropped of to deep. Mirine couldn't remember meeting anyone as capable of being ingtantly a easein
any circumstances. His non-judgmental way of accepting everyone asthey were made others around him
fed comfortable. He hadn't redly bothered to disguise the fact that his main motive in taking a bresk and
coming through to the Annexe had been to get to know her alittle better. She felt flattered at the thought.

"Pad calling Fenzid." A voice came through from the lander waiting in the launch area.
"Reading."

"How arewe doing?"

"We'refinished loading and just coming up to the surface now. Betherein fiveto ten minutes.”
"Well seeyou then."

Mirine switched her auit's transmitter from the common circuit back to the channd that she and
Y orim had been using to chat privately. "1 may have had astranger ride than thisat sometimein my life,
but if so| can't remember it," she said.

He grinned behind hisvisor. "At least the gravity makesit easy on the bones where things stick out,”
he answered. "We've been doing alot of work outside on the South Field and out at the pyramid. | guess
I've gotten used to it.”



"Do you have any ideas how long you'll be here for?* Mirine asked.

"At Triagon?"

"Out here generdly—Earthsde.”

"Oh, we don't know yet. It depends on what we find. It's open-ended.”

"What part of Galendaare you from?' Mirine asked.

"A amdl town you'd never have heard of, origindly. It's dong the coast from Beaconcliff."

"I know where Beaconcliff is. Lorili's has ayounger brother who playsthe polychord. Histeacher
was from there.”

"How long have you known Lorili?" Y orim asked. "Did you grow up together?'

"Only since college in Korbisan. We got to be close friends then. When she accepted the offer from

the State Indtitute to come out here, | thought it sounded like a great adventure and applied for a posting
too."

They emerged onto the surface. Fenzial nosed the tractor around, its headlamp beams following the
tracksleading out of the gully in the crater wall where the Annexe doors were Stuated, around the ridge,
and toward the pad area. Farside was away from the Sun, and the only light was from the stars, reducing
the surroundings to ghostly highlights of crags and detached parts of ridges floating above black dabs of
shadow.

"Kyd says she was mixed up with the Progressives back then,” Y orim said. "Were you involved in
that too?"'

"No. It was never my kind of thing. What about you? Dodra thinks you're a Prog. She says she can
tell becauseyoureirreverent.”

Y orim laughed. "Isthat what she said?"
" She says you don't show the right sense of awe and respect toward the revered ways and hallowed
customs.”

"Oh, alot of people seem to think that. But politicsisdl about telling people what they should think
and how they ought to be. | guessI'mtoo lazy. | just et ‘em be how they want to be." He thought for a
second. "I don't think people ever redly change much underneath anyway."

Mirinelooked across at him curioudy. Hisface wasinvisible now that they had come out from the
light below in the Annexe. "Do you have anyone waiting for you back there—you know, anyone
Soecid?"

"I hang around with abunch of people. . . but no, not redlly.”

"Oh, I'm surprised. I'd have thought you'd have lots of girlfriends.”

Y orim snorted audibly. "It's hard work. | just said, I'm too lazy. And you?"

"No." A short sllencefollowed that needed filling. They were coming out from among the crags and
shadows. The boxy form of the lander with its struts and tanks stood white in the pool of light bathing the
pad areaahead. "How about Kya?' Mirine asked. She wasfishing on Lorili's behaf and made her voice
casud.

"Kya?No. He'stoo much like his father—always up to hisneck in hiswork. | was as surprised as
anyone by thisthing with Lorili. Never seen it happen with him before.” Y orim answered matter-of-factly
without trying to hide that he knew what she was doing. It singled him out as someone she could be frank
with. Mirinefelt reassured.

"Hisfather was quite awell-known name in Ulange, wasn't he?' she said.

"That's right. Jarnor Reen. He was one of the big movers behind the Earth exploration effort. A
pioneer in e ectromagnetic propulsion technology too. That's where Kyal's own work follows on from, of
course.”

"And isthat what you do too?"



"Me? Not exactly. I'm more el ectrogravitics—related, but adifferent area. 1t'sto do with how gravity
emergesasaresdud effect of eectrica forces. How we go about synthesizing it. That kind of thing."

"I've never redly understood it,” Mirine confessed. " Somebody told meit'swhat stops the Sun from
collgpsng.”

"That'sright."

"How come?"

"The atomic nucle distort under the pressure as you get deeper inside. That causesther eectric
chargesto apolarize, creating internd repulsion forces. The Terransthought it was due to nuclear fusion
photon pressure—that the reactions going on in the photosphere happen deep in the interior.”

"They seem to have gotten alot of thingswrong,” Mirine said. "The main reason Lorili wantsto do
the sequencing studies on these corpsesisto seeif she can make more sense out of the time scales.
There'sjust too much in common between us and them biologically. She saysthey refused to seethe
evidence for the earlier unstable period in the Solar System—because of what they went through.
Admitting it would have been too traumatic.”

"Yes, Kyal and Bryskek arelooking at al that too. Therésaguy caled Frazin who has atheory that
what was repressed came out astheir religions, and maybe hel ps explain why Terrans were so
compulsvely warlike." Yorim fell slent for amoment. Then he went on, " They were obsessed by bombs.
| never thought about it that way before. They had to resort to wild quantum improbabilities to convince
themsalvesit could work. But maybe that was why they made the Sun into one.”

They arrived at the pads and switched back into the common circuit while the canisters were loaded
aboard the lander. When the last one had been hoisted into the cargo bay and was being fastened down,
Mirine moved to the edge of the lighted zone around the pads to ook once more over the chilling
desolation of the lunar surface by starlight. She and the two technicianswould be returning to Explorer 6
with the load. In her mind, shetried to imagine the last Terrans who had |eft this very place long ago,
heading for where? What story did the mutilated corpses, destroyed vehicles, and other sgns of violence
tell of? Probably no-one would ever know.

A shadow darkened the light coming from behind. She redlized that Y orim had joined her. "Bleak
and lonely out there" he said.

"That'sjust what | was thinking. And about the things that went on right here, dl that time back. . . .
Do you think they ever got there—to Providence, wherever it was?"'

"Who can say? We only know that they left. If any ship that al this hardware was for were dill here
on Luna, wed havefound it by now."

Mirine looked up at the shining canopy of stars. In the clarity of the lunar night, their different colors
and shades were easily discernible, embedded in placesin patches of wispy nebulas, crimson and violet.
"Just imagine, their descendants could be out there somewhere right now," she said. We have Venusto
return to—aworld with people, towns, acivilization, security. . . . They had nothing, did they? They were
heading into acomplete unknown. And even if they came back, what kind of prospect would they have
faced to come back to? The aftermath of aworldwide war. And if it had been later till, their race extinct.
Or wasit thewar that wiped them out, do you think? Nobody knowsfor sure, do they?. .. Yorim?' He
had moved around o that the light from the pad illuminated his face through his visor, and was staring at
her with astrange, fixed expression. "What's the matter?' Mirine asked him.

"Say that again." Hisvoice was odd, distant, asif hismind were racing over something.

"What?'

"About them coming back.”

"| said that if they came back, it would have been just to the survivors of awar. Or maybe to nobody
adl. ... Why?'

"Before that. Y ou said we have security and thingsto returnto. . . . It'sso obvious, isn't it? The same



thoughts would have occurred to them too. They would have known that when the time came for them to
return, it might be to aworld that had been destroyed. So they'd |eave behind some meansto ensure their
own surviva, wouldn't they. That huge inventory of equipment and materials! 1t makes sense now.”

"Y orim, what are you talking about?'

"Providence. Maybeit wasn't a stockpile to take with them—or even anything ever brought to Luna
at al. Now it al makes sense. It wasasurviva cachethat they left behind, to draw on if they needed it,
and get them started again when they came back! Especialy with amagor war breaking out. All of a
sudden | think those navigationa directionsthat Kyal and | were looking a might be alot more significant
than we thought. They're not talking about any supplier'slocation or forwarding consolidation point. They

point to Providenceitsalf. Providence is somewhere Earth!"
* * %

Y orim sought out Kyal as soon as he was back inside, and put the ideato him. Kya wasimmediately
convinced, and together they began reviewing other outstanding questionsin thisnew light. A lot of things
seemed to fit. Kya caled Cassdlo, who was il at Explorer 6, and went through it again. Casselo took
the matter to Sherven, who agreed that it represented a breakthrough. After discussing it further, Sherven
decided to cdl the principa scientific section leaders and department heads together up on Explorer 6
for Kya and Y orim to present their new theory. Casselo set things up accordingly, and Kya and Yorim
booked themsalves onto the next transport due to leave Luna.”

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

Amingas Quarles had read an article somewhere by abiologist who thought the climate of Earth was
better suited to Venusansthan that of Venusitsdlf, and predicted mass migrations, the founding of cities
and nations, and agenerd population explosion over the next fifty years. He felt he could believe it too,
as he and the pilot who had brought him made their way up the short but steep trail from the sandy flat
where the helicopter had landed to the jumble of tents and trucks beyond the scarp of rock above them
that was designated Camp 27. The air was bracing and clean, coming in as a breeze over the blue waters
vighble below to the west. The views had been as clear dl the way from the Regiona Base two hundred
milesto the north, where the office for coordinating geologica surveys of the western sde of northern
Americawas located.

Uzef, who had been supervising the diggings, was waiting at the top of thetrail, with abroad grin
showing strong white teeth, which he emphasi zed with an exaggerated wel coming bow. He was wearing
afloppy brimmed hat, stained bush shirt, shorts, and heavy work boots, and had acquired a deep tan
from the Terran sun. Quarles exchanged greetings and introduced the pilot.

"You look like one of the natives, resurrected,” hetold Uzef. "Y ou'll end up settling here. I'd bet on
it

"One could do worse," Uzef said. He turned to lead the way back toward the camp. "How long has
it been now? Two months? Three?'

"I'm redlly not sure. I'velost track too. Are we getting old, Uzef? Or usit just the work keeping us



busy?'
"W, you don't look any older, so it must be the work. They say it keeps us young, anyway. Did
you have agood flight down?'

"Smooth al the way. Great views of the mountains. There€'sthe man I'd recommend if you decide to
get your own chopper added to the unit." Quarles gestured at the pilot. "Knows how to handle one.
Someone told me once that flying achopper islike being on top of adippery invisble bal, and the thing
istrying to dide off oneway or another al thetime. Thejob isto keep it there. Well, thisfellow hasthe
trick. Isthat right?" he asked the pilot.

"It'slike everything ese, | guess. Just takes a bit of practice.”

"Would you like to stop off at the camp first?" Uzef asked. "Cool off with abeer, maybe? Or we can
go draight onup.”

Quarlesdrew in alungful of theair. "Oh, let'sgo straight on up and seeit. | wasjust thinking to
mysdf how invigorating it is here. No wonder you're looking so fit, out in it dl thetime. The beer will go
down better afterward.”

"That's because | don't get chauffeured around in helicopters all thetime," Uzef gibed. Helooked
across at the pilot. "They live too soft alife, you see—these people up at Regiona Base." The pilot
grinned.

"Well, | don't know so much abouit that," Quarles said. ™Y ou should try coming out and spending
sometime at the place we've been working in. A mile deep and over twenty across. The Terranscdled it
the Grand Canyon."

"Yes, I've seen some of the reports. An arc discharge gouge that long. Amazing.”

"Running up and down there for aweek or two will get you into shape, | cantedll you."

"How are things going otherwise up north?" Uzef asked. " Are you finding anything interesting these

days?’
"Not so much inthemgor cities" Quarlesreplied. "Most of them were targeted in the find war and

pretty totally devastated. That Altian that we met, Xervon, he told me they estimated that the Los Angles
areadonewas hit by at least forty nuclear bombs."

"Vizek!"
"The smaler towns are better when it comesto yielding anything useful. Some of the space bases
were farther north too. But I'm not sure what they've been finding there. That's more for the archeologists

and archeotechnlogists than geologists.” Quarles gave Uzef anudge. ™Y ou might be needing some of
them up hereif thisiswhat you think, eh?"

"Well, let's see what you make of it first, anyway."

They came over arise of sand and rocks. Quarles halted to take in agenera impression before going
closer. The peak stood on the far side of a depression that bore the vaguely discernible lines of a
dried-up creek bed meandering along its center. It had been taken asanatura part of the ridge and
attracted little attention from aeria survey photographs. And then, a couple of weeks, Uzef'steam had
arrived in the area.on aground exploration tour of the coast.

The mounds of sand piled along the base of the peak below a hollowed-out amphitheater showed
where the dide had occurred. It had uncovered part of aflat, doping surface that didn't look natural at
al. Further digging and clearing on the south and west faces had established the genera form and
reveded that it had alayered and ribbed structure.

Uzef tilted his hat forward to shield the glare from the sun and gestured with an arm. "'Y ou can see the
generd linesthere, and there. . . . And that digging up there is where we've located the summit. | don't
think there's any doubt that it'sapyramid.”

Quarlesstared, taking it in for awhile. "1 think you might have afirst here, Uzef," hesaid at ladt.
"None of the ones found so far in the Americas has been thisfar north. I'm fairly sure that goesfor the



ones across the eastern ocean on the main land mass too."

Uzef shook his head. "Thisis much more recent than any of those, Amingas" he said. "From what
we've been able to make out, it seemsto have had an eectrical function.” He took off his hat and
mopped his forehead with a bright red handkerchief that he took from the pocket of hisbush shirt. "You
know, if the Terrans had possessed that kind of technology, and | had to guess, | would have saidit'sa
spacecraft discharge attractor.”

Nostreny said that Jenyn had been caled away in connection with some business that needed
atending to up on Explorer 6. He hadn't volunteered any more, and since it wasredlly none of his
business, Elundi hadn't asked. But it had been very sudden and was certainly very strange. The bad
fedings between them over the Lornod affair had been about to boil over after smmering al morning;
then Jenyn had received acal on theinternd line, got up and left without aword, and not been seen
since. Elundi learned later from the receptionist a the front desk that he had left with avisitor. The
receptionist's description left little doubt that the visitor had been Derlen. But when Elundi called Derlen
to find out what was going on, she had been evasive, said she couldn't meet him, and she hadn't returned
his further calls since. Compounding the mystery, Tyarladidn't seem to be available ether.

Elundi could only conclude that Tyarlahad indeed gone to the provosts, and that she and Jenyn were
now involved in somekind of investigation or whatever other procedures had been initiated up on
Explorer 6 asaconsequence. He could only attribute the abrupt change in Derlen's behavior to her
having formed some kind of involvement with Jenyn that she hadn't told him abouit. If it pointed to amore
fickle and less stable and reliable sde to her than he had, in hisfond enthusiasm, imagined, he would
rather find out about it now than after an inordinate investment of time, wherewitha, and emotiona
energy, hetold himsdlf philosophically. But she was a great dancer nonetheless.

Iwon was unable to provided any further information other than that L orili's request for atransfer to
Explorer 6 had gone through surprisingly quickly. Not only was she dready there, but her assstant,
Mirine, who had gone with her from Rhombus, had just joined her after adetour viaLuna. They were
setting up to work with some Terran corpses discovered on Farside, and Mirine had gone there to
arrange their shipment to Explorer 6. In the process, she had brought news of anew theory that was
causing cond derable excitement there. lwon wasn't redly clear why himsdlf, but apparently Lorili and
Mirinereferred to it jokingly as Mirine'stheory. The essence of it wasthat the "Providence" code word
that everyone had been expressing so much interest in was now thought to refer not to some destination
that the Terrans had been migrating to, but a repository somewhere down on Earth. Shortly afterward, a
memo came down through the officid channels asking Linguisticsto make apecid compilation of any
recent findings and references pertaining to "Providence,” for ascientific meeting that was being organized
up on Explorer 6.

Aswidl as going through hisown files, Elundi took it upon himself to check adso for any itemsthat
Jenyn might have been working on at the time of his sudden disappearance. He came across the piece
that he himsalf had passed over to Jenyn concerning the engineering inspector who had flown from Santa
Cruz to perform post-ddivery tests and been back in the Bay area by evening. It had been flagged for
inclusion on areport but not processed. If Providence had been on Earth, the reference to "post-delivery
tests" perhaps carried even more significance than had been evident then, Elundi noted with interest. In
any case, the item clearly warranted action. He attached it to the othersthat he had collected and
forwarded the package to Kya Reen, which was the name specified on the departmental memorandum.

"I've come across afascinating snippet that | wanted to share,” Emur Frazin said on the screenin
Sherven's office aboard Explorer 6. "Terran astronomy seemsto have originated as a science of
ordered, predictable phenomenaat around the time of the Greek Thales—the middle of the seventh
century 600 B.C. What it could mean isthat the Solar System before then was too chaotic for them to
put together a coherent picture. So that would be when its catastrophic period ended, and it settled into



its present stable condition. It fits nicely with our other findings."

"Hm." Sherven sat back in hischair and stared at the image distantly, while Frazin waited. At length
he pronounced, "Very interesting. Let me think some more about it.”

"It might help explain the dichotomy of their hyper-materidigtic scienceand irrationd rdligions,” Frazin
said. "It was an over-reaction. After the period of chaos and terror, when nothing was safe or certain,
herewasthefird indication of stability and predictability in the heavens. Obvioudy agift from the deities.
Therelief and security that it brought were so profound that they sought to imposeit on al that made up
the world around them, for dl time."

"From one extremeto the other," Sherven commented. "It sounds like Terrans, doesn't it?"

"Yes," Frazin agreed. "It became a dogmathat they adopted as part of their reaction against dogma,
and seemed oblivious of the contradiction.”

"Well, as| sad, interesting. It might be agood point to bring up at the meseting to hear Reen and
Zeestran's new ideas about Providence. | takeit you'll be there?"

"Absolutely. | like the sound of it. It would answer alot of questions.”

"So many of us seemto think. Very well, well seeyou there, then. Wasthere anything else at this
Sage?!

"No, | just thought you'd like to hear about Thaes. It fitted right in with what you were saying the
other day. Good day for now."

Sherven carried on thinking to himsalf after Frazin had cleared down. Whiletherigidity of Terran
sciencethat Frazin hed referred to, rooted solidly in intellectualism, materialism and naturalism, might
have been effective—indeed, maybe necessary—for eliminating the flights of fancy and sdf-ddusionto
which the Terran mind seemed to have been peculiarly prone, it resulted in asystem that by Venusan
standards was narrow and restricted. Although the genera VVenusian system of acquiring knowledge
included the methods of induction and experiment that the Terran essentialy confined themselvesto, it
also embraced facets of philosophy, tradition, and what Terrans would have regarded as " metaphysics’
as respectable sources to draw on—or at least, sources not to be dismissed out of hand. From the
Terran scientific extremist way of viewing things, Venusians would have been regarded as more tolerant
toward the "intuitive" and " spiritual"—aspects of existence that were not only dismissed as unrdliable by
many Terrans, even prominent ones, but denied any redlity. No doubt, that went along way toward
explaining their attemptsto congtruct amateridist explanation for life. Well, if Lorili Hilivar thought she
could find anything that argued for such acase, held certainly bewilling to listen. But it didn't seemto
Sherven to be a good way to bet.

The call tone of from desk pand interrupted. "Provost Marsha Huiano from Rhombus," Emitte's
voice sad.

"Yes, of course. Put him through." Huiano's features appeared on the screen that had framed
Frazin's. "Not necessary,”" Sherven said before Huiano could voice formdities. "What can | do?!

"It's concerning Jenyn Thorgan.”

"Oh, yes." Sherven felt atwinge of discomfort. He had intended getting on with the business as soon
as Thorgan and the Yiag girl were brought up from the surface, but al these other developments had
digtracted him from taking it any further. "'Is he complaining? | can't honestly say I'd blame him. We have
been somewhat tardy over this"

"More acase of defiance and not alittleill-conceded anger," Huiano replied. "The provost captain
up on Explorer isasking when well get something moving. He's having ahard time of it. Thorganis
demanding to know who is saying what about him, and where the evidenceis. I've talked to him and
explained that thisisn't atrid but smply an inquiry that we'd rather not turn into a public spectacle. But
that just makes thingsworse. He ingsts he should be under no redtriction and alowed to move fredly
about. | just wanted to check with you firgt, Director."



Sherven pulled aglum face. "Wdll, as| said, after dl the fuss, we have been abit dow over thewhole
thing, haven't we? What's your opinion on it?'

"He hasn't been charged with anything, and technicaly heis not under arrest.”

"Wheat do the regulations say?'

"Nothing that redly anticipatesthiskind of Stuation. They're open to interpretation.”

"Hm." Sherven rubbed his chin. "I don't see any reason not to comply, redlly. Do you? Refusing
would serve no purpose except get us some bad pressin thelong run. Let's go dong with it but make
sure he knows that he will be expected to present himself at the appointed time."

"| agree," Huiano said. "We've got better thingsto do that be guarding people.”

Sherven snorted. " Inany case, it'snot asif he can get lost in many places up here, isit? Just make
surethat his name can't get on any boarding listsfor flights out.”

"Right away," Huiano promised. He looked relieved. "It will make things plessantly quieter for my
people up there for awhile, too."

CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

On disembarking from Luna, Kyal and Y orim were taken straight from the docking portsto
Sherven's office in the Directorate, which was where the meeting, was being held. Around adozen of the
mission's scientific figures were assembled in the conference space adjoining the windowed areawhere
Sherven had his desk, when Emitte ushered the two arrivasin. They included Sherven and Casselo;
Lorili's departmental head, Garki Nostreny, who had come up from Rhombus to represent the
microbiologists; and Emur Frazin. Kyd sat at one end of thelong table, facing Sherven &t the other.

Y orim took the empty seat across acorner. Frazin, whom they had last seen aboard the Melther Jorg a
the end of the voyage out from Venus, raised his balding head with its short beard from some papersthat
he was arranging, and nodded at them cheerfully.

"Good to seeyou again, Emur," Kyd said. Y our name kegps coming up. Y ou seem to have gone
graight into the thick of things here.”

"Theré's enough to be done," Frazin agreed. "Y ou haven't exactly been idle yoursalves. Why elseare
we here?"

"Fascinating ideas about Terran mythology,” Y orim said, referring to Frazin's recent work.

A bespectacled, wispy-haired figure was looking at Kyal from Frazin'sfar sde. "Have you said hello
to Lorili yet?' he asked. "I'm the person she worked with down in Rhombus up until afew daysago.”

"Garki Nostreny?'
"Yes A privilegeto meet you."

"Oh. No, mine entirely. She's mentioned you many times. No, we came here directly after docking.
That'sthefirg thing ontheligt later.”

"I'll haveto stop by her new lab mysalf before we go back, to seeit'slooking,” Nostreny said. HEd
just had timeto introduce afair-haired woman next to him as Acilla Jyt, atrandator, aso up from



Rhombus, when Sherven cdled the meeting to order.

In keeping with is characterigticaly terse style, he went through the forma introductions, reiterated
the subject matter from asummary note that he had circulated in advance, and handed the proceedings
over. Since Y orim had been the first to suggest theidea, Kya had conceded that hiswas thefirst right to
present it. Y orim, however, was happy to defer to the senior partner. Addressing prestigious groups
wasn't redly hisstyle, he said. HEd let Kyal do it. With the pace of events, Kya had been ableto
provide only afew sheets of background information to supplement Sherven's note, instead of amore
comprehensive overview as he would have preferred. Since not everyone present would have had reason
to follow them eventsin detail, he began by outlining the order of events so far.

"We have established that the code word 'Providence' is associated with alarge inventory of supplies
and equipment. It showed up first in the Terran records recovered at Triagon, and later in related
references found in various places down on Earth. Our first thought wasthat it referred to a stockpile of
materials accumulated at Triagon as part of the Terminus evacuation program. But then it became
evident that many of the items contained in the lisiswouldn't have been any usethere” Kya turned up his
palms and looked around the table. "Combustion-driven agricultura tractors. . . . Seed stocks. . . . What
good would they be on an airless moon? Wespons. . . . For use against whom?"

Nobody had any comment at that point. He continued, "The lunar congtructionsthat Y orim here and
| camefrom Venusto investigate indicated that the Terrans were developing an eectrica form of space
propulsion technology—something they had previoudy been thought not to possess. Thisled to the
suggestion that Terminus had perhaps meant more than just an evacuation program—that it wasthe
staging operation for amigration esewhere. Then the linguistics people began finding instances of
'Providence carrying ageographica connotation—asif it were associated with a particular place. The
pieces seemed to fit. We had Triagon on Lunaas the departure point for amigration; astockpile of
materid's that wouldn't have been suitable for Luna; and those materias being talked about in connection
with aspecific place.” Kya looked around, inviting the obvious completion.

Cassdo voiced it. "The place where the migration was heading." Heads here and there around the
table nodded, intrigued.

"These weapons." The speaker was ayoung exo-historian caled Lewen, whom Sherven had
introduced asworking closely with Frazin. " Couldn't they have been just aprovison for their own interna
security? | mean . . ." helooked around with awry expression, "we are talking about Terrans, after al."

"Not redly, if you look at the kinds of thingsit lists" Kya replied. "There was practicaly enough
there to start one of their wars. It had to be a contingency against possible externa thrests."

"Wasit going to be amigration, or an invason?' somebody quipped.

There were no further points. Kyal resumed, "But as more was discovered, the idea of Providence
being supplies for amigration started to look |ess credible. The amounts were too vast—more than they
could believably have trangported to Luna."

"More than Triagon could have held,” Sherven murmured. He had been one of thefirst to express
doubts.

Méllios Chown, a geographer based on Explorer 6, who was cataloging Terran place names, asked,
"Why would they haveto take dl of it? Maybein astuation like that you'd hoard large stocks of
everything yu could get while it was available, and be sdective later about what you actudly wanted to
takewith you."

"Why ship dl of itto Luna?' Y orim queried. "It would make more sense to do the sdlecting first."

Cassdo added, "And if they did do the selecting at Triagon, wheres dl the stuff they didn't take? It's
not there."

Chown bunched his mouth and nodded in away that said there was no arguing with that.

"It'sfunny how often the obviousisthelast thing to occur to us, isn't it?* Kyd said to the table.



"Oh, not redly,” Sherven remarked breezily. "It's for the same reason that something you've lost
awaysturn up in the last place you look: Whao's going to carry on looking after they'vefound it?" It
produced afew smiles.

"Wel, it was Y orim who findly saw the obvious" Kyd sad.

"Only because of something Mirinesaid,” Y orim put in.

"Mirine? Y ou mean Lorili Hilivar'sassstant?' Nostreny |ooked astonished.

"Yes" Yorim confirmed.

"Well, who would have thought it?" Nostreny waved vagudly to take in thetable. "'Is she aware that
thisisdl her doing?"

"You know, | don't think sheis,” Kya said.

"Oh dear. WEell haveto put that right," Sherven told them.

Kyd cameto the point by motioning with the copy of Sherven's summary note that he had been
toying with while he spoke. "What we're proposing now, instead, is that Providence was not an exotic
supply program for beginning anew life somewhere ese at dl, but asurviva cache that had been | eft
back on Earth. That does away with the problem posed by the sheer volume of it. And when you put
yourself in the position of the Terrans, it makes perfect sense. If the reason for the Terminus program in
thefirst place was to escape the consequences of awar that threatened to be globaly devastating, what
kind of prospect would they have faced coming back to? Wouldn't one of thefirst provisons of any
competent planner be to make sure they would have the meansto survive and get started again?' Kyal
glanced a Lewen, the exo-historian. "And there's your reason for including some heavy-grade weaponry.
Y ou wouldn't know what to expect from the survivors." Lewen nodded without comment.

A planetary physicist called Hiok observed, "So the possibility of migration isn't ruled out." He
sounded asif he hoped not. "A surviva cache set up back on Earth could just as easily have been to
providefor aforced return from anywhere, not just a planned return from Luna.”

"It'snot ruled out,” Cassdlo agreed. "Theré€'s just no reason for introducing it.”

Nostreny shifted in his chair, rubbed the back of his neck dubioudy, and looked at Sherven. "To be
honest, | was never redlly keen on that starship ideg, Fil. Even if they did have amore advanced
propulsion technology than we thought, as Fellow Reen said, at best it seemsthey were till devel oping
it. Why in secret, and why on the back of their moon, | don't know—abut that's Terrans. Would they have
entrusted themsalves to something like that? | don't think | would have. It just sounded too farfetched.”

"We have records of severa star-probe studies,” Sherven replied. "And there is some evidence that
they were engaged in active development.” It was one of his pet ideas, and he wasn't going to let go of it
lightly. But histone was resigned.

Hiok took up Nostreny's point. "Unmanned probes, yes. But that's a very different matter from
supporting aviable human colony. And asfar asI'm aware, we don't have any proof that they ever
actudly launched anything.”

"That'strue," Sherven had to admit.

Hiok gestured gpologetically. "And even if they did, there wouldn't have been enough time for them
to receive any reconnai ssance information back. They would have been going blind into something
completely unknown. Isthat redly credible?!

"Not for us, probably,” Sherven said, and left it at that.

Y orim camein again. "Nothing specifically connects the star-probe studies with the e ectromagnetic
work at Triagon," he reminded everyone. "They could have been coincidentd. If Terminuswasa
migration program, it could still have been to somewhere in the Solar System that has changed radically.
Wethink the Solar System has remained essentidly unchanged since the time of the Terrans, but it's not
certan.”



"Right," Hiok said. "We know they made a couple of manned visitsto Mars. Maybe there was more
going on there than we've redlized. Perhaps we should be thinking about looking at Mars more closdly.”
He sent Sherven aninquiring look.

"Perhaps," Sherven agreed neutrally.

"The Terrans records show it asbeing not very different from the way it is now," Casselo pointed
out.

"I'm il not convinced about the idea of them migrating anywhere,” Nostreny said. "'l mean, why
take dl the risks associated with going out somewhere totally unknown, when al they had to do was wait
it out and go back to Earth? It doesn't make any sense to me—especidly if, aswere now hearing, this
whole Providence thing was asurviva cache waiting back there for them anyway."

"Were only saying that itsbeing asurviva cache on Earth doesn't rule migration out, Garki," Casselo
reminded him.

"I know, | know. | was just making the point,” Nostreny said.

Kya waited until they had settled down again. "All of those posshilitiesare vdid. But the crucid
pointisthis. If any Terransdid in fact return to Earth, they would have formed a colony that existed
somewhere—for awhile at least— after thefina war, whichiswhere dl the records that we have a the
moment cease. SO, if we can locate where Providence was, the chances are that it will give usasource
of invduable information on the last days of the Terrans—maybe far more complete and of better quality
than the fragments we've been forced to work with up until now." He paused to let them take that in.

"It might give us some clues on what exactly did wipethe Terransout, finaly," Lewen mused, haf to
himsdlf.

"A good example," Kya agreed.

An assortment of odd looks, exchanged glances, and then murmurs greeted him as one by onethe
others saw the implication of what he had been leading up to. He sat back, alowing them to reflect oniit.
Lewen frowned at his hands, then looked dong the table. "If they did return, wouldn't we aready know
about it?' hesaid.

"How s0?' Kyd invited.

"I'd have thought there would be evidence of it. The place would have been opened up. With al the
orbital reconnai ssance and aeria surveysweve done over the years, wouldn't we have found it by now?”

"I'm not so surewewould,” Kya replied. "Think about it. If you were leaving aworld that was on the
verge of amgjor Terran-style war, would you want it to be common knowledge where you had left your
cache of supplies and equipment for when you come back? Of course not. It would be thefirst place that
survivorswould raid and loot. So you'd make sure it was well hidden, probably in some out-of-the-way
area. And you certainly wouldn't advertise it with lights and signs. But you've got apoint. If we can find
where Providence was, its condition will tell usif anyonereturned toit.”

"Not necessarily.” Chown came back in. "Even if it were opened up, it could still have been by
aurvivors from the war who just sumbled onit.”

"That's possible,” Kya agreed. "But if was opened by the people who set it up returning, 1'd expect
there to be agood chance of finding evidence that would identify them."

"The only way well ever know is by locating Providence," someone else said. "That hasto bethe
firgt priority. Fellow Reenisright.”

Reactions were becoming postive. It wastime to move things along, Kya decided. "And here's
something that might give usastart." He used his phone to bring up on the central wall screen acopy of
the pilot'slog that he and Y orim had first looked at in the Decoding Room at Triagon, with the reference:
Smulator Test P37-G. Gulf Map, Sheet 172

And text:

11 o'clock approach midway between La Paz and coast, homing peak bearing checks at 5.778



Following right-hand shore

Landfall 0.384

1¢ marker 0.577

2nd marker 0.715

GZ on visual at 0.838. Approach too steep. Almost overshot into High Lake.

"Thiswas recovered from some reactivated Terran eectronicsat Triagon," he informed the company.
"They appear to be flight notes made by the pilot of an aircraft. From the mentions of coast and shore, it
evidently describes somewhere on Earth. And from the header, it's connected with Providence. At
firss—when we thought Providence was part of the Terminus program on Luna—we didn't attach any
great sgnificanceto thisitem. Our guesswasthat it referred to asupply or collection point somewhere,
that wasinvolved in the genera Providence operation. But if Providence was located somewhere on
Earth, this could have awhole new sgnificance.

All eyesturned back toward the screen asthe listeners took in its content from this new perspective.
"Y ou're saying this could refer to the location of Providenceitsdlf,” Emur Frazin said eventudly. It was
the first time he had spoken. Thislatest turn had evidently aroused hisinterest.

"Right," Kyad confirmed.
"A moment ago it was a—what did you cal it?>—asupply or collection point for onward shipping
somewhere," Lewen pointed out. "Why should it suddenly mean the location of Providence?'

"It might not," Kya conceded. "Bt at least it becomes a possibility that didn't exist before—if
Providence wasn't on Earth.”

"Uh?Hum. . .. Okay."

"However, therésmore. Look at the header. At first we had no ideawhat the reference to
‘Simulator' might mean. Now thisis speculative, | agree, but consder afurther possibility. Weve just
agreed that whoever the group of Terrans were who set up Providence, they would have gone to great
lengthsto keep it a secret and conced itslocation. They wouldn't surround it with lights and navigation
beacons. But obvioudy the pilotsferrying in the supplieswould have to be ableto find it." Heturned his
head to look with the others toward the screen. "I think that's maybe what we have here. Notice it says
"Testing.' These could be notes made in the course of developing asmulator program for finding
Providence." The others, clearly attracted by the argument, were dready searching the screen for more
clues

"Wheresthis Gulf that it talks about?' Acilla yt, thelinguist, asked. "The Perdan Gulf, maybe? It
figured prominently in much of what was going on around that time. Half of Terran politicsand wars
seemed to hinge around it.”

"Unlikely," Lewen said. "Asyou say, it was a permanent war zone. Nobody would choose an area
like that for something this crucial and secrecy-sengtive. It would bein friendly territory. Terminuswas
built by the Western powers. I'd look on the other side of the planet—the Americas.”

"That's what we thought too," Casselo agreed. He had aready been through thisremotely with Kyal
and Yorim.

"The most obvious gulf in that region isthe one they caled the Gulf of Mexico,” Kyd sad. "Asyet
we haven't found anything connecting Providence with it. But it ssemspromising dl thesame. LaPazisa
Mexican place name.”

"Thisisontheright track," Sherven interjected. "The kind of thing we need to be looking for."

"Actudly, LaPaz would be more accurately described as Spanish,”Acilla yt cautioned. She didn't
seem to have any suggestion at that stage asto how the fact might be materid.

Chown looked at the screen again for afew seconds, then to Sherven, and finally dong at Kya. "'l
might be able to contribute something right now," he offered. "L arge parts of the southern American
continent were Spanish speaking, | believe."



"That's correct,” Jyt said.

"The city of LaPaz wasthe capita of the country they called Bolivia Moreover, it was closeto a
Lake called Titicaca, which was at the highest dltitude of any lake anywhere. Cometo that, I'm fairly sure
it fill is—but I'd need to check.”

"The High Lake," Sherven read from the screen.
"Yes Youseg, ittiesin,” Chown sad.

Cassdl o brought something up on his phone and consulted it for amoment. "L et's have alook, then,”
he said, entering acode. A map of the region came up on another of the wall screens. He entered more
commands, and La Paz and L ake Titicaca appeared, annotated in red.

"So wherésthe Gulf?" Y orim asked, looking over it. The most congpicuous inletsthat might have
quaified were dl on the eastern seaboard, whereas the places Chown had indicated were over on the
opposite side of the continent.

"Therésonly that coasta indent about hafway up,” Chowm admitted. "It would be around the
border between the countries of Chile and Peru. That could have been it, maybe. I've never come across
it asbeing called a gulf. But that's something that needs to be looked into, obvioudy."

The meeting findly broke up on anote of optimism. While groups were till continuing to debate
some of theissues, Sherven steered Kyal over to one side. "Y ou know, you redly are more of a
geneardid, just like your father," he said. "1 like your ways of thinking and working. How would you fed
about the idea of taking charge of thiswhole question? It's going to need asomebody at the middle of it
who can talk to dl the specidists and coordinate their inputs. Y ou seem to have aflair for it. | can seethis
Providence issue becoming central to alot of what we have going on at present.”

It sounded attractive. Kya was aready intrigued by the Providence riddliein any case. "Do you mean
in parale with the Triagon work?" he asked.

"I'd say that's pretty well completed,” Sherven replied. "Asfar asthe essentias go, anyway. Others
can work out the details. | was thinking we could set you up here for awhile, aboard Explorer 6." His
eyes had afaint, mischievouslight.

"| could amost answer that now," Kya said. "Do | takeit you'd be talking about including Y orim
Zeedran too?'

"Oh, I'm sure that could be accommodated,” Sherven assured him. " Perhaps we can discuss it over
lunch. Areyou joining us? Weve got atable reserved in the Patagonia.”

Kyd smiled apologeticaly. "If you don't mind, Director, I'll duck out thistime. 1, ah, have some
persona matters that have been waiting long enough. Y orim can stand in for me, if that's acceptable. Y ou
can take my answer as afirmative.”

Sherven didn't argue. "Very well, then. Well see you back here later, | trust? Now that we seem to
have made some headway, 1'd like to get someone along from the news service to put apublic bulletin
out about it. Would you mind saying afew words?'

"I'd be happy too, of course."

"And you're sure about the offer | just mentioned? If so, | might mention that aswell. Would that be
inorder?'

Kyd had heard that while Sherven sometimes took awhile to make his mind up about things, once
he did, he could move amazingly quickly. Lorili'stransfer up to Explorer 6 seemed to be an instance. He
could see no reason to change hismind. "If Y orim fed s the same way, then by all means go ahead,” he
replied.

Sherven turned to someone else who wanted his attention, and Kyal took the opportunity to detach
himsdlf. He went through to the outer office where Emitte was usually stationed, but it was empty. Taking
advantage of the privacy, hetook out his phone and called Lorili.

"You madeit!" she exclamed, looking delighted.



"Yes. And I'mfreeat last. Sorry | couldn't call sooner, when we arrived. They rushed us straight
through to the meeting.”

"l guessed it was something like that. How did it go?"
"Jugt fine. Meet mefor lunch and I'll tell you dl about it."
"The generd cafeteriawould be good,” Lorili said. ™Y ou know whereit is?'

"Not redly. I've only just got here. Thelast time | was on E6, my feet hardly had time to touch the
decks."

"Whereareyou?'
"Sherven's officein the Directorate. That's where the meeting was."
"Okay. Thenthisiswhat you do. . . ."

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

Kyd had never felt any true sense of closenessin the few yearsthat he had been married. It only
redly dawned on himin later years that he was supposed to have. The example had been therefor himin
the shape of hisown parents, sure enough. But it was one of those things that held found himsalf forced
to admit later in life that preoccupations with science, hiswork, and other things had prevented him from
seding it.

Once, long ago, when he had been traveling in another part of Ulange and stayed overnight in ahotel,
he remembered observing an ederly couple in the dining room at breskfast. The way they talked and
seemed to know each other's thoughts had | eft an impression on him of two people who had shared alife
of contentment together, and who probably couldn't have imagined its being any other way. He had
envied the completenessthat he sensed in their existence. He had never fdlt that kind of closeness, even
potentidly, in the few relationships that had followed his marriage. But in asirange way, even after
knowing her for such ashort time, he was aready fedling that way toward Lorili. And the even more
exhilarating was his sendng that it was mutud: afeding of easily and naturdly "belonging” with someone.
He hadn't redlized until he headed for the cafeteria how much he had been looking forward to seeing her
again sncetheday of hisrushed departure from Rhombuswith Y orim.

Shearrived looking as gtriking as ever with her long black hair contrasting againgt the light tone of her
skin, but till wearing awhite lab coat which in her hurry she had neglected to take off. Kya came
forward, smiling, from where he had been standing waiting near the door. They started to hug, and then
both turned it into akiss on the same impulse. The cafeteriawas salf-serve. After chattering about nothing
in particular, and mildly inandly, while they collected dishes and loaded atray, they settled down at aside
table by arail overlooking the Centra Concoursein Explorer 6'smain superstructure.

"I hope you fed suitably honored,” Kya told her. ™Y ou know, | turned down alunch on Shervenin
the Patagoniafor this.”

"Oh, I'm mortified! Then I'll haveto try al the harder to make it worth it, won't I?* "I don't think you'l



need to strain yoursdlf on that account. So how'sthe new lab going here? Are you getting everything set
up okay?"

"It'sgoing well. We inherited some good people who were there before.”

"And Mirine?"

"She'sfine. | left her in asterile room, thawing out corpses and cutting incisons.”

Kyd made aface. "Sounds wet an messy. I'll stick to watts and amps.”

They fell slent while they sampled the cafeterias offerings of the day. Kyal had decided to try a
deep-fried Terran fish. It was quite good. "How's the sdlad?" he inquired.

"Tasty. And welcome—thefirst I've eaten today. . . . So, tell me about Sherven's mesting.”

Kya related the morning's events, not forgetting to mention that Mirine had received due credit for
her ingpiration. Lorili hadn't known that Nostreny was up from Rhombus to attend. She hoped he would
stop by before he returned. Kyal said that Nostreny had told him he would. He summarized the case for
Providence having been somewhere on Earth and described the reactions. L orili followed attentively,
clearly finding it fascinating. In conclusion, Kya went through the points that had led Chown to propose a
location for Providence on the western Side of southern America

"I'd be curiousto see the trandations that you're getting these things from,” Lorili said when he had
finished.

Kyd shrugged. "Sure. There's no reason why you shouldn't. I'll send you a set of copies.”

"Would you? Thanks so much." She atein silence for awhile and then cocked her head asanew
thought struck her. "There are old pyramids there, aren't there—in the southern part of the Americas?'

"Arethere? | hadn't heard about them."

"All overgrown in jungles and placeslike that. Could they be anything like the one that you and
Y orim looked a near Triagon?"

"I don't know. I'll haveto look intoit," Kyal said. After a pause, he added, "I wouldn't have thought
30, though. They were probably from the older civilizations that existed there before the Europeans and
Late Americans. Soif | had to guess, I'd say they were probably more something like the ones Y orim
waséat in Africa”

Lorili reflected for amoment, then dismissed it with ashrug. "Maybe," she said.

Kyd looked at her curioudy while he ae. ™Y ou didn't waste much time moving,” he commented
findly. "Or Nostreny didn't, or Sherven. Whoever. . . . | takeit that the business with Jenyn had alot to
dowithit. What'sthe latest in that regard?’ Lorili had kept him generdly abreast of thingsin their
communications but not goneinto alot of detail.

"Y ou remember the person | told you about, who workswith Jenyn in Linguistics. Elundi Kasseg?'

"Right. The guy who's concerned about dl this Gaster Lornod stuff. ™

"He'safriend of Iwon's. That was how he got in touch. Jenyn had mentioned my name. They took
meto seethe girl who started the business.”
"Tyarla. .. Yigor something, wasnt it?"

"Yiag. It seemsthat she's mixed up with Jenyn. He put her up to the wholething. It wasjust like I've
seen before, al over again. . . ." Lorili pulled aface asif she were experiencing a bad taste and shook her
head. "Can we go into this some other time, Kya ? I1t'stoo good aday to sart bringing it al up.”

"Of course" Kya glanced at the clock display above the cafeteriadoor. "'I'm going to haveto cut it
short and get back soon anyway," he said. "L et's celebrate with anice dinner tonight—in the Patagonia.
I'll pick you up at your lab. How would that be?"

"It sounds just great. | ought to be getting back to give Mirine ahand too. We'rein Room C-23
downin Molecular Bio labs. It'sabit complicated to give directionsto.”

"Don't eventry. | don't know E6 well enough yet for them to mean anything anyway. I'll find it."



"Y ou can take your time," Lorili said. WEll probably be working late. Therésalot to do.”

"Jugt aswell," Kyd said. "I don't think those people up in Sherven's office will be going their own
waysin ahurry either, now that he's collected them together. So it probably suits both of us." He looked
at her mischievoudy for asecond or so. "But before we go, | suppose | should give you the good news."

"What'sthat?'

"I wastalking to Sherven just now, after the meeting ended. He wants us—Y orim and me—to teake a
new position coordinating the Providence work that | was talking about. 1t would mean we'll be based
here, on E6. How about that?'

Lorili stopped with the drink that she had been about to finish poised in mid air, and stared at him.
"Here? Y ou're going to be moving here?!

Kyd nodded. "I thought youd likeit."

"And you've been stting there dl thistime since we sat down, holding out? That's mean.”

"Okay, you'vefound out. | have adark sde.”

"But it can't befina yet if you've only just talked to him. When should we know for sure? Any idea?'

"Well, maybe you're not the only one around here who can move fast. Sherven's putting out a public
news bulletin this afternoon on the new Providence theory. He might make some mention of it then.”

"That soon?"

"If Yorimisagreesble. They're supposed to be talking about it right now, over lunch.”

"l couldn't imagineyou and Y orim splitting up,” Lorili said. She thought about it for amoment longer
and shook her head. "Therewon't be any problem with Y orim. He's easy-going enough. If it meant going
to Mars asthis person you were telling me about at the meeting was saying, Y orim would just shrug and
godongwithit."

"So you seg, it did bring you some good luck . . . " Kya began. "Oh, you're not wearing it. Where's
your katek?"

Lorili looked down, putting ahand ingtinctively to her neck. "Oh, | takeit off when I'm working in the
lab. See, | wasin such atizzy to see you again that there, | forgot it. It seemsto work remotely though,
doemntit?'

"Did | tell you that the Terrans sgn for their Providence program lookslikeit?"

"Yes, inoneof your mails. Isn't it strange?”!

"It's even stranger now, when you think about it," Kya said.

Lorili looked a him curioudy. "In what way?"

"Well, the katek isaso asymbol for homecoming, yes? Remember thelegend | told you when we
first met, about the Wanderers?'

"Okay."
"Wdll . .." Kyd tossed out ahand, "if Providence was asurviva cachethat the Terrans|eft back on

Earth, then it would have meant homecoming for them too, wouldn't it? So how about that? A double
coincidence.”

Kovark worked as agenerd help in the kitchen of the Patagonia staff restaurant on Explorer 6.
Fidirawas amachine tender and stitcher in the fabric cleaning and repair shop. They both liked the sound
of the Progressive agenda as the way of rising to better things. If you hel ped the movement, then when
the time came and the right people had the power, the movement would help you. That seemed like afair
enough ded. Kovark, in particular, admired the image he had formed in hismind of the proud,
unbending, militant Terran rebel, and had no qualms about the use of force asapoalitica expedient. Jenyn
had long ago recognized that such people would make good shock troops and had been working hard to
organize and educate potentid loayd lieutenants for the timesthat lay ahead. Right now, however, what



he needed was cooperative witnesses. And what made these two deal wasthat in their surface leaves
down at Rhombus, they had found their way to some of the "interesting” partiesthat Tyarlatalked abouit.
They had even seen her at one or two of them on occasion.

Jenyn talked to them on some sests set around an acovein front of the public network booths on
one side of the Central Concourse, where he had been using the directories to check names and contact
details of other Progressive supporterslocated on Explorer 6. The background noise from the
concourse area gave them privacy, and the a cove was screened by a planter filled with Terran flora, and
reasonably secluded.

"Itisn't public knowledge yet, but what's going on isthat she's saying | was behind it," Jenyn told
them. "I've had to come up here from Rhombus to defend mysdlf. Y ou don't need to know al the detalls,
30 I'll just say it'sagrudge she's been carrying since the time before | went to the Americas. She thinks
she'sdoing Lornod afavor that helll be grateful for when hisnameis cleared and I'm out of the picture.
That'swhere she'sredly aming.”

"Sounds like a pretty crazy way of taking out agrudge,” Fidirasaid. She had mirror-stresked hair
and face doodles—the latest from Venus.

"Yeah, well, she'sapretty crazy kind of person,” Jenyn agreed. Kovark snorted knowingly. "But the
problem is, we have big things about to happen al over—down a Rhombus, acrossin the American
settlements and bases; back on Venus." Jenyn gestured expansively. "I can't afford to have thiskind of
thing hanging over me, evenif it isfabricated. But it could take me down dl the same, and the news
ghouls are davering. | need to be ableto kill this dead once and for al—for the movement's sake.
Especialy now, whenit'sal about to happen.” He looked at them meaningfully. "That could make things
pretty good, one day, for anyone who helps the movement out a atimelikethis."

Korvark nodded knowingly. He looked willing but puzzled. "What can we do?' he asked.

Jenyn's voice dropped. "The only way you can fight thiskind of thing iswith the same wegpons" he
murmured. "This Tyarlawants to start spreading smears? Okay, I'm not happy with it, but she not giving
us any choice. We haveto defend ourselves accordingly.”

"I'm not surewhat you're saying,” Fidirasaid.

"| told you aminute ago that she'sdoing it to work off agrudge againgt me,” Jenyn said. "But dl 1've
got againgt her ismy word. What it needsis someone else, better ill, morethan just one. . ." he
gestured at each of them in turn, "to back me up. Look, you saw her at a couple of these parties, right?
All we need isacouple of wordsto the effect that you heard her say she was going to make Jenyn
Thorgan sorry. Something like that. Y ou don't have to be specific about when she said it. In fact it might
come across better if it were alittle vague. More natural. And if two of you say you heard it. . . ."
Uncertainty registered on their faces. "It would only be stretching thingsabit,” Jenyn told them. "It was
there in her head for sure. And with some of the states I've seen her in, she wouldn't know what sheldd
said anyway." Helooked from one to the other.

"Wl | don't know. . . ." Korvark said hesitantly. "1 mean, it'skind of a persond thing you're asking
here. Those kinds of parties aren't exactly the kind of thing you go around telling everybody about.”

Jenyn nodded. "I understand. Think of it as being for the movement. A smal thing to put up with. A
month from now it will al be forgotten anyhow." He waited. Korvark vacillated. "Well makeit worth
your while," Jenyn said. | know the right people. Trust me."

"How much might we be talking about?" Korvark asked.

"Aw, say acouple of hundred, maybe?. . . Two-fifty?

Fidiramet Jenyn's eyes searchingly. He gave aamost imperceptible nod of affirmation. She nudged
Korvak's arm with an elbow.

"He needs help here," she urged. "Wheresthe Terran warrior? Do you think they would have
thought twice about it?'



Korvark flushed, and Jenyn saw she had touched anerve. "Okay," Korvark told him. "Y ou can
count onus."

"Terrific. Youwon't regret this, either of you."
"What exactly do you want usto do?'
"I'll call you about that shortly, okay?"
Korvak nodded, firmly now. "Okay."

Jenyn braced his hands on hisknees. ™Y ou probably need to get back. And | know | have thingsto
do. I'll beintouch."

He stood watching while they disappeared back out onto the main concourse, then turned and went
back to the row of network booths and sat down in an empty one. He till had hislist of Progressive
follow-upsto be completed. Before returning to that, however, he checked the Earth-local news channel
for anything new regarding Lornod. The topic seemed to be quiet just a the moment. A linein the new
announcements box said something about Providence, which wasthe last thing Jenyn had been working
on down in Rhombus. He selected it out of curiosity. A clip began playing of acommentator talking
about a statement rel eased after a scientific meeting that had taken place that morning, to the effect that
Providence was now believed to have been somewhere on Earth. It was evidently amatter of some
excitement. Still absorbed in his own thoughts, Jenyn watched absently as heads talked about a secret
surviva supplies dump, interspersed with shots of the Terran ingtallation on lunar Farsde and amap
showing the southern half of the Americas. Then Sherven, the scientific Director, was summing up with a
routine pep spiel about significant new findings ahead, and gppointing somebody to anew position on
Explorer 6 to coordinate the work. As Sherven was speaking, the camera backed off to bring into view
another figure who had been waiting dongside him—aman, maybein hislate thirties or early forties, with
lean, ruggedly formed features, but drawn around a sensitive mouth, mirthful eyesthat seemed to be
finding the businessfun, and dark curly hair.

Jenyn sat up sharply. He had seen that face before. The immediate associations that he felt were
negative and disturbing. Sherven was saying, " . . .Master of Engineering Kyal Reen, son of the
digtinguished Ulangean dectromagneticist and philosopher Jarnor Reen, who was aleader ininitiating the
Earth-exploration program. Also joining us here dong with Master Reen will be a colleague of hisfrom
Venus, who has been working with him on the investigation of Terran electro-propulsion congtructions on
thelunar Farside: Fellow of Applied Sciences, Y orim Zeestran." The cameraangd widened again to take
inayounger, yelow-haired figure with ashort beard, standing the other sde of Reen. "One of the
guedtions. . ."

It wasthe same Y orim that Jenyn had met in Rhombus, who had joined the group on thetrip
westward to the Mediterranean coast. Reen was the person who had arrived to join him in the launch
areaback at Rhombus, when Jenyn had followed him. Lorili had been with Reen.

The scientistswere evidently in ajovial mood. "Oh, | think Kyal has other, very good reasons for
wanting to moveto Explorer too," one of them quipped—short and squarely built, with adark beard. A
caption popped up saying BORGAN CASSELO.

"She's purely acoincidence," Reen said, smiling. The banter moved on to other things.

Jenyn muted the sound and sat back heavily in the chair. The picture replayed in hismind of Lorili
and Reen embracing before Reen departed with his partner to catch the shuttle. He could no longer hide
from himself that his obsession to reassert himsalf with Lorili had slemmed from the jealousy he had felt
since that moment. When Derlen tried to cal her, the friend of Elundi's who worked with Lorili had told
her that Loril was moving to anew laboratory, but he wouldn't say where. And Sherven wastaking
about reassigning Reento ajobin Explorer 6.

On ahunch, Jenyn killed the news channd and brought up a directory showing the organizationa
sructure of departments and personnel in Explorer 6. Hefound the section for scientific officesand
|aboratories, went to the heading BIOLOGICAL, and began searching under Molecular Biology.



"Hilivar, Lorili, F.Exp.Sci.(Biochem)" wasanew entry listed in Molecular Genetics & Cell Biology
Laboratories, Room C-23.

His breathing became labored and shaky as he stared at the screen. He could see the picture clearly
now: her scheming with Elundi and hisfriend; the clandestine visit to Tyarlas, away out aready planned.
Even after he had been prepared to forget her earlier treachery back at Venus and give her asecond
chance, she had stabbed him in the back again and run away to her new-found lover with afamous
name—one of Sherven's clique, doubtless with adirect ticket into the Establishment. So much for the
worth of loyaty and principle.

The same cold but relentless rage began taking hold of him again as he had fdlt after listening to
Derlen down in Rhombus. Once again, he saw his carefully laid plans and ambitions, the result of years of
work, about to come apart because of the same person. He worked afist savagely into the other hand.
No! hefdt someforcethat was arising insde him saying. Shewould learn that he was not someoneto sit
by and |et her get away with it, but a person to be reckoned with. It was atest of himsalf also. Hewould
proveto himsdf that he was capable of the boldness and the nerve that hisvison for the future
demanded.

Jenyn closed the directory and brought up inits place an index of Explorer 6 layout and congtruction
plans.

CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT

AsKya had predicted, the attendees from the morning's meeting were in no hurry to break up after
the news interview, but stayed on, debating different angles and using the conference-area screensin
Sherven's office. The sense of ggnificant new findings about to unfold intensified when it was discovered
that there had indeed been atown called Santa Cruz in central Bolivia. But the directionsthat Elundi,
down in Rhombus, had supplied in connection with the Terran engineer who had flown from Santa Cruz
to Providence couldn't be made to fit. Late in the afternoon, Elundi called back in response to arequest
that Casselo had sent for confirmation. Kya went through the problem with Elundi again, while others
followed or continued with their own discussions around the room.

"The engineer flew from Santa Cruz to Providence, then back to wherever thisBay Areawas.”

"That'swhat it says," Elundi confirmed from a screen adjacent to the one displaying the map of
western south America, which included Balivia

"And 'Bay Area would imply the coast.”

"YS"

"Which we're saying appears to be the west coast.”
llYall

Kyd sent an appedling glance to the others around him. "*"Which means Providence would have to be
somewhere east of Santa Cruz. It's supposed to be in the region of this"High Lake," which wethink was
Titicaca. But Titicacais west of central Boliviaand Santa Cruz, not esst.”



Elundi sighed audibly. "Yes, | know. There hasto be something wrong here. Look, al | candoisgo
back to the origina sources and double check the trandations. Y ou'll haveto leaveit with me."

"Fair enough," Kya sad.

"Eleven o'clock,” Chown reminded him.

"Oh, yes." Kya looked back at the screen. "And there's another thing we'd like you to look ito,
Elundi. Going back to the pilot's notes, is there anything to indicate why it says eleven o'clock? What was
30 Sgnificant about the time of day?'

"l assumed it wasto identify the particular flight,” Elundi answered. "Y ou know—as one of a series.
But I'll seeif I can find anything dse.”

"WEell bewaiting to hear from you," Kyal said. Elundi cleared down.

Sherven sauntered back in from attending to some matters with Emitte in the outer office. " So what
did our friend down in Rhombus make of it?" he asked Cassdlo.

"Heinggtsit's as he stated. But he's gone away to double check his sources,” Casselo replied.
Sherven nodded in away that said he'd expected as much.

"It'sdefinitely not this Mexican gulf,” Chown said. "I'd say we can forget about the east coast.”

The language Situation was more confused than had been the case when dedling just with the
ingtdlations on Luna, where English seemed to have been the universa rule. Earth's patchwork of
regional and national tongues was bewildering compared to the smple pattern of spreading and
divergence that could be traced on Venus. Besides there being no comparable long history of conquests
and assimilation, the geography of Venus, especidly on account of itsinhospitable equatorid belt, was
not conduciveto large-scale migrations and the mixing of populations.

"Could this'Bay Ared that the engineer was talking about be areference to part of the lake?!
Sherven suggested. "One end of it or something? Nothing to do with the ocean at all."

"You've dtill got the pilot's notes,” Chown reminded him. "They describe shores and acoast.”
"And landfdl," Cassdlo said. "That doesn't sound like alaketo me.”
"How far can we trust these trandations?" Sherven wondered aloud. "'l remember once, a couple of

years ago, one of the physics cata ogers was trying to index Terran trans-uranic e ements. There was one
caled plutonium. Half the references held compiled turned out to be to somesilly fictional dog.”

Kyd drew himsdlf away and glanced a hiswatch. It was aready past the time that he had said he
would collect Lorili from her lab for dinner. On the far side of the archway from Sherven's conference
area, the office itself appeared to be empty. He reached for phone inside his pocket and began moving
toward it. Just then, Y orim caught his attention from where he was sitting at a screen with AcillaJyt and
beckoned him over with anod. Kya re-pocketed the phone and changed direction to join them.

"Why are welooking in the Bolivia-Peru area?' Y orim asked.

"Becauseit'swhere La Paz and Santa Cruz were," Kyal answered.

"Look at this." Y orim gestured at the screen. It showed part of awestern coastline running northwest
to southeast, with anarrow, south-pointing peninsularunning parald to the mainland for some distance.

"What isit?' Kya asked.

"It'san enlargement of part of the northern continent. That seems to be where the Americans had
most of their space and military industries that were on the western coasts.”

"But | thought they spoke English up there”

"Acillasays maybe 0, but there was alot of Spanish influence on place names. So we thought wed
have alook through what's been found. And she'sright. Therés quitealot.”

""So what have you got?' Kyd asked, getting interested.

Y orim gestured again. " Seethisinlet. It's between along, thin peninsulato the west, and the mainland
to the east. The Terran name for theinlet wasthe Gulf of California. And guesswhat. Therewas atown



that used to stand down near thetip of the peninsula, on the western side of the Gulf. Want to know what
it was called?’

"LaPaz," Acillasupplied before Kya could say anything.

Kyd stared at the screen. Something told him this was making more sense dready. "Isthere any
indication of a Santa Cruz up that way aswell?' he asked.

"That's the next thing we were going to check,” Y orim replied.

Sherven had come over, accompanied by Casselo. "What are you three looking so excited about
here?' he asked Kyal.

"Maybe we've been looking in thewrong place,” Kyd said. "L ook at this. Acilla has found another
LaPaz in the north. It's not anywhere down around Boliviaand Peru at dll. . . ."

Molecular Genetics and Cell Biology waslocated in the lower levels of the Biologica Sciences
laboratories, which formed part of the main body of Explorer 6, beneath the high superstructure. To the
rear of the complex was a conveyor tunne that connected to the docking port area. On one sde of the
tunnel ran amaintenance passage giving accessto various heeting, ventilation, plant, and electrical
compartments located behind the |aboratories. Explorer 6 was an orbiting scientific base, not aplace
frequented by the genera public. The people who occupied it were not disposed to trespassing or
vandalizing; on the other hand, the nature of their work made them of akind who would typicaly find it
frustrating to have to dedl with locks and codes dl the time. Hence, security issues were not a paramount
consideration in Explorer 6. The subject was not ahigh priority for Venusansin any case.

Avoiding the front approaches to the laboratory complex, Jenyn made hisway to the freight storage
bays in the docking section and located the door through to the maintenance passage from a hardcopy he
had made of the local plan. He was wearing an engineer's coverdl that he had found in alocker on one of
the higher levels. No dear intention had formed in hismind. A mixture of dow, Smmering anger, gnawing
jealousy, and the need to prove himsalf had taken contral.

The passage wasilluminated by pilot lights, its lines of converging perspective accentuated by the
ducts, pipes, and banks of cabling threading through a succession of diminishing support framesinto the
distance. A caiwalk running above, with metal stairways descending a intervas, served ahigher level of
meachinery compartments and hatches. The whole space acted as a sound resonator and conduit, carrying
ameange of subdued throbbing and humming from distant parts of the structure. Jenyn moved woodenly
but purposefully past the doors and bulkheads, driven by aforce from deep in his psyche that had
subordinated the conscious part of hismind to the role dmost of a spectator.

Thelocation codes stenciled on the walls told him when he had reached the service doors for
laboratory section C. One of them carried identification as giving access to rooms C-15 to C-25. Jenyn
tested the lock and bolt, and they disengaged fredly. The space inside wasin darkness. Jenyn eased the
door open and stood to one sideto let light through from the passage behind. He could make out a
narrow space filled with machinery housings and switch boxes. There was another door on thefar Sde,
with asmall glasswindow. He stepped through and closed the door behind him. Thelight beyond the
window in the door ahead was low, but enough for him to see hisway acrossto it. Cautioudy, he
brought hisface close and peered through. Beyond was what appeared to be a storage space, and
farther back, glasswalls partitioning off clean areas containing white counter tops with items of metal and
glasslaboratory ware, instrument trays, and computer pands. There didn't seem to be anyone around.

He moved on through, turned to close the door, and recoiled almost screaming out aoud with fright
from the gruesome figure grinning at him from just afew feet away. Its head was skull-like, with empty
eye sockets and exposed teeth, but still possessing veils of what had once been flesh, shrunken and
frayed into agrotesque gray mask. Therest of the body was the same, withered and flaking like a
disembamed mummy, glinting in macabre highlights from somekind of oil or preservative. Only then did
Jenyn redlize that it was on the far side of one of the glass partitions. He closed his eyes, breathing deeply



and shakily until he felt the adrendine rush subside.

When he opened them again, hisvision had adjusted better to the gloom. There was brighter light
ahead. He moved toward it, between the cubicles of glasswadlls, to find himsalf looking out & amore
open laboratory area. Lorili was standing at one of the benches, with ayounger girl. Jenyn felt his
compaosure dipping and hisanger rising again. A veinin histemple was pulsing. Besde him was atable
supporting aglass-topped serilizer cabinet. By the light coming from the lab area he, he could seethe
tray of surgica instrumentsinsde. He wasn't sure yet what he meant to do. But he wanted to see her
scared. To watch her grovel, and plead, and beg. . . .

"Oh, | supposeit will take me awhileto get used to being shut in up here again,” Mirine said as she
added a fixing solution to the tissue samples she was preparing for microscope dides. "And we were just
getting to know some good people down in Rhombus.”

"It won't beforever," Lorili promised.

"And then there were the travel tours. | liked them. Earth has so many contrasts. | | haven't seen half
the places | wanted to yet."

"They say theice capsareincredible. | want to seethe Antarctic before | go back."
"And the climate is so wonderful! 1t makes home seem like ahot, foggy swamp.”
"Wdl, mogtif itis" Lorili finished marking the labelsfor the tray and pushed it across.

"Y ou know, | think I'm beginning to agree with the people who say we're better adapted for Earth,”
Mirinesaid. "lsn't it strange. Why would that be, do you think?

Lorili had wondered the same thing herself. "Maybe because Earth is so much older," she suggested.
"Do you think alot of peoplewill decide to move here?’
"That'swhat they say."

"I'm beginning to think that maybe | could go for it. Some of the images of Terran cities make our
townslook like factory complexeswith dormitories. But | suppose the people who founded oursjust had
to make do with the best spotsthey could find." Mirine noticed the clock display on one of the instrument
pands. "Oh no!"

"Wha?'

"I'vejust realized the time. Have we really been that busy? I'm supposed to be meeting Y orimin the
cafeteria. He's probably there dready.”

"Y ou'd better run dong then,” Lorili said.

"What about these dides?"

"Thereisnt much to finish with thissat. I'll take care of it. The rest can wait until tomorrow."
"You're sure?'

"Absolutdly. | was about reedy to cdl it aday mysdlf, anyway."

Mirine peded off her work gloves and turned away to rinse her handsin thesink to oneside. "'l
thought Kya was collecting you," she said over her shoulder.

"Hewas. But you know what they're like when they get together. I'll probably have to go up to the
Directorate and drag him out.”

"Wel, don't end up faling out over it."

Lorili samiled to hersdf. "I don't think that'slikely," she said.
"You'reredly getting serious. | never thought I'd seeit.”
"Hmm, hum. .. ."

Murine dried her hands, dipped off her lab smock, and exchanged it for her jacket hanging on the
wall. "Well, don't you go forgetting aswell. And they only arrived heretoday! How can you?'



"Call it dedication. And don't worry so much. I'll be right behind you.”
"Okay. Goodnight, then. See you tomorrow. . . . Or maybe later?"
"Maybe. Say hi to Y orim for me, anyway."

Mirine disappeared around asection of dividing wal in the direction of the front part of thelab. A
moment |ater, the sound came of the door leading to the entrance lobby closing, and then silencefell.
Lorili returned her attention to the tray of dides.

Mirine's memory could sometimes be very short, she thought to hersdf as she worked. Only the day
before, Mirine had been saying how good it felt to be back amid the familiar surroundings and security of
E6 after the bleakness of the lunar Farside. She had told L orili that she was still haunted by visions of
Terransfighting each other and dying out there. Coming back with acargo of des ccated ancient corpses
hadn't helped her composure either. Lorili thought back over some of the things Kya said about Emur
Frazin'stheory of Terran collective amnesia, and their addictive violence being an acting out of repressed
terrorsthat they had disguised as myth, and which had formed the origins of their psychopathic religions.
Were Venusiansinherently more stable and rational ? she wondered. Or wasit just a case of having been
through different experiences? Hopefully that was something the genetic studies would help answer.
While her mind played with its specul ations, she glanced toward the glass-walled clean rooms at the rear
of the lab area, where the first group of treated corpses were thawing.

And she amost died on the spot. The tray she was holding dropped with aclatter on the bench top.
One of the dim, shadowy forms behind the glass was moving.

The reaction wasreflex. Of courseit couldn't be a Terran corpse. But before she could recover, the
door through the partition from the rear areadid slently aside, and the figure moved out into the light. It
was Jenyn. Lorili hadn't even known hewas up in Explorer 6.

Already off balance from her fright, Lorili's mind reded hel plessy. She backed away between the
benches he advanced. "What are you doing here?' she whispered, shaking her head in protest. But she
could aready see from his expression and the fixed, chillingly depthlesslook in his eyesthat he was past
reasoning with. She knew from past occasionsthat Jenyn had augly, sinister sde that could turn himinto
adifferent person when it surfaced, but she had never seen it as extreme asthis. And then cold, sickening
fear overcame her as she saw that he was holding a dissecting scalpd.

"What do you want? Don't be insane, Jenyn."

"You. .. betrayed me." His skin had aglazed, clammy sheen. His voice sounded dull, most
durring. He moved toward one end of the bench. Lorili retreated around by the wall, keeping the bench
between them. She looked around franticaly for something she might defend herself with, something to
throw. At the end of the room there was arack with glass bottles. She tried making adar t toward it;
Jenyn moved with sudden, surprising swiftness and cut her off. She backed away again, without the
protection of abench between them now. Hisface twisted into a crooked grin. Light gleamed off the
scapel'srazorlike edge. Lorili ssumbled over apedd bin and fell againgt the bench. For aningtant, dl she
could do was hang onto the edge to prevent herself from going down. Jenyn sprang forward.

Thelab stoal flying in from the side entangled hislegs. Jenyn pitched forward over it, clutching at
Lorili, and they fell together, grappling in aheap. Kyal threw himself across from the corner around the
dividing wall and grabbed Jenyn from above to pull him off. AsKya heaved Jenyn away, Lorili drew
hersdf clear. Kya moved himsalf between them and turned to face Jenyn, his body tensed, arms
extended defensively. But the ondaught didn't come.

Jenyn gtraightened up dowly, clutching the middie of his body. There was astrange look on hisface,
the color aready draining from it visbly. He moaned. Then Lorli saw the blood running down from
between hisfingers. The scalpel had been driven deep into his abdomen. Kya moved forward warily and
reached out to steady him. But Jenyn had no fight | eft. "We need somewhere to set him down,” Kyal
said, catching Jenyn as he sagged.

"Thechairsout front." Lorili nodded in the direction that Kya had appeared from.



"I canh manage him," Kyal said. "Y ou'd better cdl for some help.”

CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE

The captain from Explorer 6's provost office took notes while Mirine gave her version of as much of
the background as she knew. She and Y orim had comein response to acal from Kyal. Cassdlo had
joined them. They were Sitting in the waiting area outside the Emergency Room in the Medica Wing.
Jenyn had been taken in and was undergoing surgery, and Lorili was being checked after experiencing
the effects of delayed shock.

"It must have been devadtating,” Mirine said. "She had no ideahewasup in Explorer at al. Thelast
time sheld heard from him was down in Rhombus."

"Do you have any theory asto what might have driven him to something like this?' the captain asked.

Mirine sighed and shook her head. "I can only presumethat helost his head over thisLornod
business. From what Lorili told me of what happened before we | eft, he seemed to imagine that she was
responsible. But all she did was go and talk to the girl who had been spreading the story, when Iwon and
the guy who worked with Jenyn asked her to. Jenyn must have gotten wind of it somehow and read too
muchintoit. ... That'sdl I canthink of."

"Thank you. Y ou've been very helpful," the captain said.

"| dread to think what might have happened if Kya hadn't shown up when he did," Casselo said.

"Y ou can thank Filaeyus Shervenfor that,” Kyal told them. "He practicaly threw me out of the office
and told meto go and callect her for dinner as1'd promised. 1'd gotten totaly involved in something
Y orim had come up with."

"And Acilla" Yorim sad.

"Oh, of course."

"So what happens now?"' Cassel o asked the provost captain.

"That'snot for meto say, gir. I'll passareport on to the Provost Marsha down in Rhombus, and he
will take it up with the directors. We don't have much precedent for thiskind of thing."

At that moment the doctor who had attended L orili earlier came out from theinner rooms. Everyone
looked at her expectantly. "Lorili isfine" sheinformed them. "But she's sedated and could use agood
night'srest. It would be best to let her stay here overnight, where we can keep an eye on her. Well call
you in the morning to let you know the Stuation. Very likely you'll be able to come and collect her then.”

The others exchanged nods and looked relieved. "How about the other fellow?' Cassdlo inquired.

The doctor drew abreath with an expresson that said the matter wasn't trivid. "Hell live. But the
scapel went in pretty deep and caused some nasty interna damage. Hell be with usfor awhile longer.
What happen's then will be up to his department.” She nodded to indicate the provost captain, who was
putting his papers away in afolder. "All done here?' she asked him.

"Asmuch aswe can cover for now." Helooked at Cassalo. "Could | trouble you for afew
departmenta details? | need them for some forms up in the office.”



"Of course," Cassdlo said.
"We could do it now, or tomorrow if you prefer. It would only take aminute.”

"Oh, let's get it out of the way now. |'ve got more interesting things to get back to tomorrow,”
Cassdlo said. They stood up to leave.

"I'd better be getting back to my patients,” the doctor said. "Cdl usin the morning.”
"Thanks," Kyal told her, and was echoed by the others.

"I'll see you two tomorrow, then," Casselo said to Kya and Y orim. "Let'sjust be thankful that it
wasn't worse news." He turned to follow the provost captain out. Kyal acknowledged with awave,
waited until they were gone, and then looked questioningly at the other two.

"Whereto now?' Y orim asked.
Kyad shrugged. "Youtdl me."

Y orim pursed hislips and rubbed his beard, which was now looking quite established. "Well, asthe
hero of the hour, | suppose | should stand you adrink. Also, you could probably do with your own
brand of sedative and relaxant. How does that sound?”"

"My kind of doctor,” Kyd said. "Do we know anywherein this place yet?'

"Theres arecreation areawith abar just off the cafeteria on the Central Concourse," Mirine
informed them.

"Sounds good,” Y orim agreed. "'Y ou coming with us?'
"Sure" Mirinesaid
"Show ustheway, then."

They left the Medical Wing viaabroad thoroughfare that came out on a terrace overlooking the
Central Concourse. From there they could descend either viastairs or by using the elevator. To Kyal,
Explorer 6 had morethefed of being back in Triagon than anything reminiscent of the cramped interior
of the Melthor Jorg.

"l wouldn't think any of thisisgoing to reflect well for the Progressives," Y orim commented asthey
walked.

"Does Lorili say much about them to you these days?' Kyd asked Mirine.

"Not redlly. | don't think she's as enamored by them as she used to be—not the extremist position
ayway."

"Hardly surprisng, consdering,” Y orim commented.

The recreation areawasfairly busy when they arrived. A lot of people seemed to have decided to
make an evening of it, and there were anumber of ship's fatigues denoting off-duty crew. A corner was
cleared for dancing, but it was empty just at the moment. Nearby, agroup of figures were standing
around some kind of game or entertainment that was in process. Kya and Marine found an empty table,
while Y orim ordered at the bar.

"The dancersare quiet,” Mirine said, looking around.

"Not for long, I'm sure. Youll haveto get Y orim up there."

"I'm till getting to know him." Mirine looked interested. " Does he dance, then?!
"Oh, he'sfantadtic,” Kyal assured her, keeping astraight face.

Shewasjust trying to keep up abrave front, Kyal could see as her smile faded. Even as he thought
it, shesad, "I do hope Lorii will bedl right.”

"Master Reen, | do believe," avoice declared behind them. Kyal looked around and up.

"An!"

Arissen, the zoologist who been one of the party on the trip out, had detached himself from the group
by thewall and come over. "I've been ignored in better places than this, you know," he said.



"l had no ideayou were even up here.”
"Up on some staff businessfor afew days. | thought you and Y orim were going to Luna.”

"We'rejust back from theretoday. Ari, thisis Mirine, who was there too recently. Arissen waswith
uson thevoyage out.”

"Charmed," Arissen said, bowing his head.

"A plessure”

Kyal looked acrossto the bar. "Here's Y orim coming now. Hey, Y orim, look who's here.”
"Say, Arissen! And you don't look any older. How's life with the animals?'

Arissen shook hishead. "Thisplanet! . . . It'sunbelievable.

One of the group that Arissen had |eft caled over. "Arissen, it'syour shot. Areyou till playing?’
"Oh. ... Takemy turn, will you?I'vejust runinto a couple of friends from the ship."

"Okay."

"What's going on over there?' Kya asked.

"An old Terran game that somebody's discovered. Something more to feed the Terrabiliamaniaback
home, no doubt. Anyhow, how are you two doing? I've been following some of it in the net posts. So
those things out there on Farside redlly turned out to be interesting, en?”

"It looks asif they were into space e ectromotivesdl right,” Kyd said. "In fact therewasabig
meeting about it here today. That's what we're back for.”

"Yes, | saw you on the news with Sherven this afternoon. Sounds like anew job. Congratul ations.”
"Thanks"

"Youtoo." Arissen looked at Y orim. "Were the Terransinto eectrograviticsaswell?'

"Not asfar asweknow. Kyd and | just stick together.”

"Have you managed to get down to the surface yet?!

"We had the regular week after arrival. | got in with some people who were touring some parts dong
northern Africa. Got to climb apyramid. Kya preferred old bombed Terran cities. How about you?'

"I"ve been farther south. Therain forests. Talk about diversity.”

Kya saw that Mirine waslooking distant and only partly listening. The affair in the lab was ill
troubling her. Probably it was because she had Ieft Lorili only minutes before it happened. "Ari, why don't
you show usthis Terran game?' he suggested. "Mirine looks asif she could use some livening up.” He
ushered her to her feet and waved her over behind Arissen before she could object. Y orim picked up his
glass from the ones he had set down, and followed.

"Three new recruits,”" Arissen informed the rest of the company asthey arrived.

"Comeand joininthefun,” one of them invited.

They were taking turnsto throw short, fat-bodied dartsfitted with tail flights at acircular board
divided into numbered sectors. Arissen explained that the game was believed to have been derived from
early target practice with bows and arrows. The origind Terran scoring rules were not known, so the
players had invented their own. Eventually the game in progress ended, and the newcomerswere given a
chanceto try their hand. Mirine went first, squealing with surprise and frustration when her first two darts
missed the board completely. But at least she was brightening up alittle, Kya saw.

"It'snot as easy asit looks," Arissen commented. "Y ou need adouble to start. That's the outside
ring. We know that was one of the Terran rules. Go for one of the big ones. Twenty's the best.”

"Wherésthat?' Mirine asked, searching around the board.
"Tweveodock.”
"What?'



Arissen grinned. "Another Terran-ism. Right at the top. It'sfrom their clock did. They used it to
indicate directions.”

Mirine considered the progpect. "A double? Y ou mean that little tiny rectangle right at the top there?
| can't even hit the board.”

"Just try for the number,” agirl to the Side suggested. She looked around at the group. "That's all right
for firgt-timers, okay? A new rule.”

"Can| gartif | just hit the board?" Mirine joked.

"Aslong asit's somewherein the numbers," someone answered. Mirine threw the dart.

"Eight. And atreble!™

"Isthat good?"

Kyd was staring hard at the board, replaying in hismind what Arissen had said. He shifted his gaze

to Y orim, who was watching the next player. Y orim saw him from the corner of hiseye and turned his
head.

"Did you hear what Ari said? They used their clock did to indicate directions.” He waited amoment
for Y orim to make the connection, then said, "Eleven 'o clock?"

Y orim turned to face him, the game forgotten suddenly. "The pilot's notes! It wasn't thetime of day at
dl"

Kyd was shaking his head. "We should have known. Terran pilots and military people used a
twenty-four-hour system. It would have said eeven hundred or twenty-one hundred if it had anything to
dowithtime"

Curiosity equal to Kya's own waswritten al over Y orim'sface. "Want to go and check it out?' he
sad.

"Right now?"

"Why not? We can use the net booths that we came past back there across the Concourse. And
wouldn't it be something to show Sherven in the morning.”

Mirine had come over and was looking at them. "Did you seethat? | got atreble. Thiscould befun. .
.. Hey, what's up?'

"| think maybe we've hit more than atreble" Kyal told her.

"To dowith directionson Terran maps,” Yorim sad.

"Areyou two at work again?'

"It'simportant,” Kya said. "There are some net booths back across the Concourse that we just
passed. We need to use them to check something. Do you want to come too, or stay here with these
people and learn the game? We can stop back for you later.”

"After thethingsI've heard, it could be dl night,” Mirine said. "I'd better come with you.”
"Wehaveto leave" Kyad told Arissen.

"Already?Youveonly just arrived.”

"'Something came up that we want to look into. All your fault, Ari."

"Me?What did | do?’

"Y ou can be such an inspiration a times. Don't give up on us. We might be back later.”



CHAPTER FORTY

Thefit was perfect. Superposing aline oriented with respect to north at an angle corresponding to
eleven o' clock on the conventiona Terran clock dia matched the direction of thelong Caifornian Gulf.
Rereading the pilot's notes in this context produced a course right up the center of it.

The next morning, Kya and Y orim presented their finding to the members of the previous day's
meeting who had decided to stay on—which meant most of them. But it wasin agenerd library and
conference facility on alower leve of the superstructure. Sherven had ended the occupetion by evicting
them from his office. Cassdlo disgppeared for awhile, leaving the othersin the throes of shifting their
attention to the Cdifornian Gulf area. One of the new facts to emerge was that there had indeed been
another Santa Cruz on the western coast of the northern continent, six hundred miles farther north from
the head of the Gulf. If they were on theright track, it followed that Providence would be somewhere
inland from it. However, theterrain in that direction was arugged region of high mountains giving way to
canyons and deserts on the far Sde, and the population centers had been virtualy annihilated in the fina
war. How to pinpoint alocation that had in dl likelihood been picked for concealment and then
camouflaged was a daunting prospect.

When Cassdlo returned later in the day, he called them together around one of the display consoles.
"Thishasonly just beenfiled,” heinformed them. "I didn't know about it myself until earlier today, when |
checked for anything new from the region.”

The screen showed a selection of shots of excavationsin adry, rocky location, dthough some of the
views showed water in the background. The excavations were centered around arising feature forming
part of aridge, and had uncovered portions of smooth, doping surfaces that |ooked decidedly unnatural.
They were evidently parts of apyramid form. The gpex had been uncovered.

Cassdlo went on, "It'sat ageological site known as Camp 27, on the eastern shore of that gulf about
hafway up." Helooked toward Kya and Y orim in the semicircle. "It has alaminated, metal-ribbed
gructure. Doesn't that sound familiar?”

They glanced at each other. The smilarity to the discharge attractor found near Triagon was obvious.
There had to be a connection. " Some kind of test prototype that they tried on Earth, before they built the
oneon Farsde?' Kya ventured.

"Could be," Y orim agreed.

"Now look at this," Casselo said. He activated another screen to show the map of the Californian
Gulf that Kyd and Y orim had introduced that morning. The pilot's notes gppeared in an inset. Cassdlo
recited them as he entered commands to add the detailsin sequence. "Eleven o'clock approach.” A red
line appeared to one side of the map, oriented at the sameinclination asthe lie of the Gulf. "Midway
between LaPaz . . ." A circle appeared, showing where the town had once stood on the eastern side
near thetip of the peninsula, "and the coast.” He moved the line horizontaly across until it was centered in
the position indicated. The Gulf narrowed toward the north. About halfway up, the coastline closing from
the east fell more-or-lessinto aignment with the red vector.



"Following the right-hand shore," Chown, who was among those present from yesterday, read from
the notes in the inset box.

"Yes," Cassdlo confirmed. "But now watch this. Heres the pyramid at Camp 27." A triangular icon
gppeared. Thered line danting upward at € even o'clock from the midpoint of the Gulf's mouth passed
right over it. "Coincidence?" Casselo asked. Murmurs of interest came from al sides.

Y orim turned to Kya with an astounded expression. They had probably seen the implication before
most of those present. It meant that the Camp 27 pyramid probably hadn't been some kind of prototype
at dl. Thefactswere morelikely the other way around: The construction on Luna had been the
prototype, to develop the technology before building the fina version down on Earth.

Cassdlo read the expressions on their faces. "Doesit mean what | think it means?' he asked. The
voices subsided as one by one the others realized there was more to this than everyone appreciated.
"Careto spdl it out for us, Kya?' Cassdlo invited.

"A discharge attractor right on the flight path." Kya glanced questioningly at Y orim. Y orim nodded.
Kyd explained, "It wasn't asmulator program to help loca supply pilotsfind Providence. It wasfor
training the crew who would bring everyone back. That's the descent path for a returning spacecraft.”

"Which helps explain what it was doing at Triagon,” Cassdlo said, nodding.

"The wording starts to make more sense that way,” Y orim said, reading the screen again. "Nobody
could have known who would be piloting the craft when it was time to come back. It would probably be
somebody who had never been there. Y ou wouldn't use place names or arbitrary conventions that might
change. Y ou'd base the directions on things that would be more permanent, like cardinal directions,
magor terrain features.. . ."

"LaPazisaplace name," Chown pointed out.

"Yes, but it dso says Tedting," Kyd said. "1 think Y orim could beright. If thisisfrom when they
were still developing the program, it could just be abit of loose terminology by somebody involvedin
tryingit out.”

Chown mulled, then rocked his head from side to sde. "Mm, well, okay, maybe.”

""Homing peak bearing' seems clearer now," Hiok, the planetary physicist said as he read over the
text. "It saysit checks asadirectional pointer. What does 5.778 mean?"

"The Terrans used athree-hundred-sixty-divison circle,” Chown murmured, half to himself.
Venusans did too, asit so happened. The number offered such a convenient choice of divisorsasto
make it an obvious circular messure.

"To four Sgnificant figures?' Casselo queried dubioudy.

"Can we be sure it means degrees?' Acilla Jyt asked. A short slencefél. Hiok pulled a sheet of
paper from a pile on the work top by where he was standing and leaned over it to begin scribbling
something.

Finaly, Y orim said thoughtfully, "A more universa circular measure would be radians—independent
of anyonées system of units.”

"That'sapossibility,” someone agreed.

"What arethey?' AcillaJyt asked.

"Two pi of themmakeacircle" Yorim said. "Engineer's unit. More convenient for lots of things. Fifty
seven point three degrees.”

lld,]lll

Cassdlo took out his phone and flipped it to compute mode. "Five point seven, seven eight. . . .
Fifty-seven point three. . . . " Herecited. "It works out at three hundred thirty-one degrees. Where would
they start from? North, rotating to the right?’

"Tryit,” Yorimsad.



Hiok did the subtraction mentaly. "That would put you twenty-nine degrees west of north." Even as
he said it, Casselo added a blue vector to the screen, starting from the same center point at the bottom of
the Gulf and angling up at twenty-nine degrees west of north. The divergence from the red line aready
there was barely discernible. Murmurs of astonishment came from around the group, with alow whistle
from somebodly.

"What do we have dong it?" Chown asked.

Casselo composed an input to access the survey files of physical terrain dataand display the major
pesks. Although the chain running to the west of the flight line, called the Sierras, contained many, the
line, surprisingly missed dl of them. The eyes gathered around the screen searched up and down its
length in bafflement. Then Kya said, "Up there, right at the top.” He had to step forward and point. At
the very top of the map, right on Casselo'sline just before it ran off the edge, an isolated peak stood out
conspicuoudy from the rdatively flat surrounding terrain. The Terran namefor it was Shadta.

Hiok blinked. "But that's got to be, what?. . ." He checked the scale. "It's something like thirteen
hundred miles north from the mouth of the Gulf."

"Nowhere near Santa Cruz," Chown said.

Yorim camein. "It doesn't haveto beif it's just adirectional beacon.” He thought for asecond
longer. "In fact, it could strengthen the case for this not being something they put together for local supply
pilots. | agree, you'd never seeit from an aircraft anywhere around Santa Cruz. But from long distance at
the dtitude of an incoming spacecraft, it would be an ideal marker. Short of aradio beacon, you couldn't
ask for anything better." Silence from al round greeted hiswords.

"Therésyour homing pesk," Cassdlo sad.

A number of lakeslay dong the path, dong with the Sites of othersidentified as having dried up.
None stood out as being of any great significance. Of course, there was aso the possibility that more had
vanished without trace.

Astothetwo "Markers' that the notes referred to, the genera fedling was that these were probably
peaks too, marking progress dong the descent path. But until the numbers associated with them could be
interpreted, little more could be said. Almost certainly they denoted distances, but there was no indication
of the unitsthey were expressed in. Unlike the case with circular measure, there was no common
gandard that immediately suggested itsdlf.

Acillachecked in dictionaries of Terran termsand discovered that "GZ" stood for Ground Zero.
Almogt certainly, it meant the location of Providenceitsdlf. It seemed unlikely that any prominent terrain
feature would be associated with asurviva cache that was intended to be kept secret. But it was
somewhere dong that line. If they could only make sense of the distances, they would haveit.

The next day, Cassdlo and Kya discussed the findings with Sherven. Sherven contacted the scientific
director of the Western North America Regional Base and requested alow-altitude aerial survey to be
carried out dong afifty-mile-wide corridor centered on aline running twenty-nine degree west of north
from the eastern edge of the Cdifornia Gulf, to whereit intersected the coastline far to the north.

Thefirgt significant result camein acouple of dayslater: another partly buried pyramid. It wasright
on the approach path near a place that had been called Y uma, on the Colorado River. From descriptions
and pictures sent through by a hastily despatched ground team, Kyal identified it tenteatively asa
secondary, backup attractor, alittle under two hundred miles downrange from the one at Camp 27. The
dimensions and generd scale of the setup suggested an incoming craft that was extremely large, arriving
from agreat distance, or both. This didn't sound like something making the relatively short hop back from
Luna. So maybe there had been somewhere dsein the Solar System that had changed beyond
recognition sncethetime of the Terrans after all.



CHAPTER FORTY-ONE

Eath!

It was asight that Zaam had thought he would never see. The legendary ancestra home of thetiny
residue of humanity that he had shepherded back after thelong exile of their kind. Itsform wasfamiliar
from images preserved and handed down through generations, but now it was really out there ahead of
the ship, shining blue and white againgt the background of stars—asif it had been waiting.

The attempt to live away from Earth had failed. Contact was lost. Mogt of the plants, the animals,
and the children died. For ahundred or more generations—nobody knew for sure—the colony clung on
the verge of extinction, unable to muster the will or the strength to rebuild the facilities necessary for
refurbishing the still-orbiting mother ship to make abid to return. Findly, Zaam's father was born, and he
had organized the manufacturing and re-equipping. Tears of joy and final release from the years of strain
tickled down the old man's cheeks. The promise that he had inherited was fulfilled. He had brought them
home.

Asthe ship drew closer, the swirls and stresks of color resolved into recognizable parts of continents
outlined between the clouds. Thelong, two-part American hemisphere, dthough changed alittlein places
was easlly identified, extending amost from poleto pole. West of it stretched the vast ocean occupying
amog half the planetary globe. A flyby followed by long turn into an eccentric closing orbit to shed
velocity brought the farther hemisphere into view, with its vast northern landmass and stubby
southern-pointing extension on the western sde. After the caustic wildernessin which the generations had
struggled and died, the bands of warmth and color adorning the disk from its green equatoria band to the
brilliant ice caps gpoke of life and vibrancy that none of the ship's occupants had ever in their lifetimes
been capable of imagining.

Despite objections from the others, Zaam ingsted on going down to the surface with the advance
party. He would let nothing deny him this moment. The lander detached from the mother ship and went
into an dmost polar descent orbit, coming in over the southern ice cap on anorth-bound trgjectory
skimming thetip of the southern American continent to the right. The computer projection showed their
course coming into dignment with the long, narrow gulf far to the north on the western coadt, till hidden
from direct view by the planet's curvature. " Disengage descent program,” Xoll, the commander on the
bridge deck ordered.

"Auto unlocked. Approach vector confirmed,” the Flight Officer responded.

It was up to Wirton now, tense and concentrating on his displays at the manua piloting sation. He
was the best, and had trained assiduoudy on the smulator for thistask. It had to beright first time. After
shedding its share of the excess charge accumulated through the voyage, the lander would not have the
reservesto regain orbit for another attempt. The others around the bridge watched and waited in a
slence broken only by the hum of power coursing through the structure and the swishing of air flowing
from the ventilator grilles. A display above the pilot's station showed the directions that had been
preserved since the time of the ancestors.



Figure 1
E= Echo Reflectors

The western American coast unrolled dowly ahead and below, the screen images enhanced from
long-range infra-red scans. The coastline to starboard receded to become athin, twisting neck joining the
two continents. Ahead, the target gulf crawled into Sight over the horizon. A superposed diding graticule
showed Wirton's fine course adjustments bringing their approach over the center point, bearing set on
5.778 radians. Telescopic and infra-red revealed a high mountain peak dead ahead at the limit of
visibility, standing white above surrounding plains. It had to be the homing target!

The mouth of the gulf rose up and opened out ahead. . . .



... dretching away like ablue carpet. Theimage insde Kya's al-round vison helmet was coming
from the agrid drone that he was remote-piloting from Explorer 6, making atest approach up the center
of the Gulf of California. Altitude twenty miles, descending, bearing set at twenty-nine degrees west of
north. The coastline closed dowly inward below from theright until it wasimmediately below, likea
finger pointing the way. Beyond the head of the gulf, the cloud-speckled, red-brown landscape
disappeared into haze. He intensified the image enhancement to reveal Shasta standing out dead ahead
like awhite beacon, radar-echo range currently reading eeven hundred fifty miles.

The Marker distances had made sense instantly when interpreted as fractions of the distance from the
mouth of the gulf to Shasta. The purpose of the test run wasto identify the Marker peaks from the
numbers given, by watching and scanning both sides of the descent path asthe drone madeitsrunin.

The Fight Engineer's voice came again. " Charge dump echo sgnature. Thirty miles, directly ahead.”
"Avallablewindow?' Xoll queried.

"Fifteen seconds™

"Descent profile?"

"Five percent high, within envelope.”

"Engage auto retro for saven seconds, then initiate discharge sequence.”

Outsdethe ship, tendrils of artificia lighting snaked groundward.

"Dumping charge. Sequence function postive.”

"Course report?'

"On vector," Wirton confirmed.

Zaam, ligtening from the side, released adow, quiet Sigh of relief. It seemed strange that the radio
bands should be so Silent.

Kya was over the Camp 27 pyramid.

"We have you on radar,” avoice said in his hemet, coming from somewhere below the drone. Y our
dtitudeisthirteen miles. Descent reads at point zero-three six." "Check," Kyal responded.

Cassdlo came through. He was following on an externd monitor in the sameroom asKyal, along
with Sherven, Y orim, and afew others. "The shoreline should pretty much stay with you for the next one
hundred ninety miles, bulging dightly to the left.”

"Gotit," Kya confirmed.

Hemadefind landfdl crossing the coast a nine miles dtitude, five hundred thirty-two miles after

passing over the base line a the mouth of the Gulf. A quick calculation showed the drone to be 0.384 of
the distance to Shasta. Right on!

Over the Yuma pyramid. It seemed odd that the two discharge attractors were not mentioned in the
pilot's notes. Maybe they hadn't been built at the time the smulator program was being devel oped.
Another possibility was that the purpose of the run that the notes described had been to test only for the
designated Markers.

"Y ou should be getting closeto the first Marker now," Casselo prompted.

The drone had just passed the halfway point to Shasta. The terrain below was rounded, featureless
desert. Othersin the lab were following views from the side-looking imagers tracking the east and west
skylines. Just asthe distance reading turned over at 0.577, one of the operators reported: " Significant
peek to theleft now.” Kya turned his head afraction, which caused the image ingde the helmet to shift
around. It showed adigtinct, isolated mountain standing up above otherwise unremarkabl e surroundings.



"I haveit on the map,” another voice camein. "Tagged as San Gorgonio. Seventy miles east of where
Los Angdeswas. That hasto beit.”

Aningant later the radar surveillance technician announced, " Enhanced echo from the east, directly
opposite. Looks like somekind of artificial reflector out there, mirroring the pesk.”

Everything was going smoothly. The next encouraging sSign would be if asimilar sequence repeated
for the second Marker, which from the pilot's notes should occur at a distance of 0.712.

It did. At exactly that point, the drone was abreast of apeak called Whitney that turned out to be the
highest in the Sierrarange. And once again, its position was mirrored by aradar reflector located
equidistant to the east. It meant that Ground Zero—the presumed location of Providence—should be
seventy miles ahead.

"We're on schedule dl theway," Kyd said into hishelmet mike. "What's the verdict?'
"Isthereany Sign of thislake?' Casselo asked.

"Not that we can see," someone following on the external monitor screens answered. Kya scanned
the landscape ahead in his hemet image. It was amontage of crumbling ridges and rocky canyons
interspersed with flats that could have been dried up lake beds.

"I'd say thisis about as well aswe're going to do from up here," he reported.
Sherven'svoice came over the circuit. "Go for it. Seeif you can find anything.”

It was dry, desolate country. The ruins of somekind of structures almost obliterated by sand passed
by to one side. Boulders and creek beds took shape, rushing out and flying by more quickly asthe drone
came down to surface-skimming height. Kyal eased up on speed. Quiet reigned in the room around him
as eyes searched the views coming in from the drone's cameras.

"Point seven,” the radar tech's voice said. "We're getting another Marker echo. Y ou should bein
visud range by now."

Kyal didn't need to be told. He could aready see it—a deep canyon ahead, skirting the base of a
mountain to the right that formed the end of aridge. Theinterior of the canyon would only be visble from
overhead. He circled the drone to the right and around, coming in again on alow, dow run from west to
eadt, following the canyon line.

Ahead, the canyon turned northward bel ow the mountain. It was gouged between steep wallson
both sides. Between them, terraces of rock dabs flanked anarrower, inner gorge that looked like a
dried-up creek, giving way to mounds of scrubby sand and boulders at the bases of both the canyon's
walls, but higher dong the south side. In severa places, thelines of shapesthat were not natural
protruded. Although they had been long corroding and disintegrating, Kya was till able to make out
some of them as the remnants of machinery and artificia congtructions.

Thelander had settled among the sand flatsamile or so short of the indicated zero point. Zaam
walked from there with the advance party toward the base of the mountain. The sensation of being
outside under an open sky, surrounded by trees and formations of natural rock, and breathing naturd air
again wasawonder in itsalf. Above, the golden Sun of Earth seemed to welcome them home with its
radiance.

They came to the southern rim of a canyon. Below, aimost as the records from old described, they
saw afast-flowing river channeled between rocky shelves, flowing from abend northward to their right,
below the mountain. Excitement rose. If thiswasindeed the location of the entrance to
Providence—which would be below the mountain, there was no sign that it had been found. The
roadway serving it had been removed after it was seded.

After some exploring around, two of the crew members from the lander found away leading down
the side of the canyon. From thefloor, Xoll consulted the plans again and looked up a where the
concealed entrance should be, with the mountain risng behind. All that they could see appeared to be



featurelessrock.
One of the officerslooked at Xoll with aworried expression. "Isthisredlly the place?" he asked.
"The sign should be around here somewhere," Xoll replied. Once again, groups dispersed from the
party to search among the rocks. Within minutes, ajubilant shout came from one of the same two who
had found the path down. The others hurried over to converge around the place where they were
standing. Carved into the rock, recessed benegth an overhanging sill, was the symbol for Providence,
passed down from the long-gone builders:

Xoall turned and clasped both Zaam's hands while the rest of the party looked on. "Y ou did it, Zaam."
The commander's voice choked as he struggled to fight down hisemotions. "After al our doubts and our
complaining. But just like your father, you never wavered. Y ou brought us back."

Circling dowly out again above the flats to the south, Kya was able to pick out the outlines and remains
of severa other objects congtructions. Here and there were traces of what might have been theline of a
former road. From orbit it would easily have passed as just another piece of eroded devastation from the
war of long ago.

He brought the drone back over the canyon again. The northern wall seemed to be intact and unbroken.
Hefollowed the line of mounds and rock fals on the southern side to the point where the canyon turned
north. Just visible behind the scrub topping the sand mounds was the top of what looked like an opening.
Kyad brought the drone down to a point high among the mounds. If the opening extended down to the
rock shelf below the sand, it would be pretty sizeable. The edge that Kyal could see was weathered but
looked too straight to be natura. He increased power again and nudged the drone to adifferent angle,
revealing asquared corner a one end. The sun was to the south, putting that side of the canyonin
shadow, S0 he was unable to make out anything inside. He cut the drone's engine, shut down its contrals,
and removed the remote piloting helmet that he was wearing. The others around him were dready closing
around and showering him with congratulations. A screen above the room displayed the completed flight
plan.

"l think weve arrived,” Kyd told them. "We won't find out anything more now until we go there.”



CHAPTER FORTY-TWO

With thelocation of Providence findly established, the possibility offered itself of now being ableto
identify, or find the former site of, the mysterious"High Lake." The Terran records showed that there had
indeed been alake not far to the north. But it had been called Mono Lake. It was Elundi, downin
Rhombus, who eventudly tracked down how the confusion had arisen.

In Terran English, the prefix "mono” meant one of something, in other words, something that was
rare. "Rare" was aso used in adifferent sense to describe a condition of being thinly dispersed, aswith
theair of the upper atmosphere. As a consequence, atrandator back on Venus who was not very
experienced had mistaken the word as meaning "high," and used the VVenusian equivaent accordingly.
Hence, had arisen the misdirection to Lake Titicaca, which had seemed to corroborate the first guess of
Providence being located in southern America

A team was sent by hdlicopter from the Regiona Base to investigate the places where radar echoes
from east of the flight path had marked the right-hand side of the approach lane converging on Shasta
They found the sources to be metaized reflector surfaces carved into rock features at the appropriate
places and anglesto mirror the locations of the two Marker peaks bounding the lane on the west.

Another party traveled overland to Providence itsdlf. The opening that Kyal had found in the south
canyon wall was, as he had surmised, the top of an entrance. It opened to atunnd that led beneeath the
mountai n overlooking the canyon, which turned out indeed to be where the Providence surviva cache
was located. Theinterior was vast, excavated to accommodate the huge stock of materids, tools, and
equipment that had raised doubts about the intended repository being Triagon. The strange thing,
however, was that most of the inventory was gill there, crated and packaged in preservatives and
unused. If the place had been found and opened up by survivors of the war, why would they not have
availed themsalves of everything that wasto be had? On the other hand, if it had remained undisturbed
until the evacuees or their descendants returned to reclaim it in the manner intended, it appeared that they
hed stayed only briefly. If so, why, and where had they gone? Just when it seemed that answers had
started coming together, nothing was making sense again. Kya, Y orim, and Cassalo decided it wastime
to go down and have alook at Providence for themselves.

Lorili looked at Kyd and Y orim despairingly. "It'sthe same aslast time, only the other way around,”
shetold them. "No sooner have | gotten myself posted up to Explorer, than you're going back down to
Earth. If youretrying to get rid of me, Kyal, it would befar easier to just say s0." They wereinthe
docking bay area, waiting to board the shuttle that Casselo had organi zed to take them down to the
Western North AmericaRegiona Base. Lorili had come to see them off.

Kya grinned. "It should only befor afew days—aweek a most. Y ou've enough going on to keep
you and Mirine busy anyway."
Lorili had long recovered and was back to her normal self. That was more than could be said for

Jenyn. Far from healing without complications as had been expected, he had developed some kind of an
infection involving fever and delirium. The latest report described purple blotches bresking out on hisface



and upper body, which was something new to the Venusian physicians. Tests conducted so far on the
affected cdlls gave conflicting results, but some of the data at |east were consistent with an infectious
agent. The doctors had seen nothing like it before. Their guess was that Jenyn had picked up something
from the scalpd that had pierced his ssomach, which Lorili had been using earlier to dissect the Terran
corpses. Jenyn had taken it from a sterilizer in the clean rooms at the rear of the [aboratory where he had
entered. The areawas normally kept at a small under-pressure to maintain aflow of air inward from the
surroundings.

The likely culprit, then, was thought to be some ancient Terran micro-organism that had been carried
to Triagon long ago and managed to survive since then in adormant state under the ultra-cold, totally
derile, lunar conditions. If so, it might help explain the Sixty-eight Terran corpses that had been found in
the Rear Annexe—undamaged physicaly but removed and isolated from the main complex. On top of
their own planned schedule of work, Lorili and MIrine were going through the results of their Terran gene
and protein sequencing studies for possible corroboration and hopefully more information on the agent
responsible.

"| think, if the truth were known, we're just being cowards and sneaking away at theright time,” Kyal
sad.

"How do you mean?' Lorili asked.

"All kinds of people back home have found out about Providence aready—museums of Terran
artifacts, colleges, callectors. . . . Were being deluged with inquiries. Poor Filagyusisgoing to haveto
ded withit."

"I'm surprised he didn't decide to come dong too,” Y orim said. "Doesn't he ever get tired of being
cooped up aboard Explorer ?'

"Oh, confidentidly, | think that's being taken care of," Cassdo said. "Pidrie, hiswife, isdown there at
the moment—somewhere in southern Europe, | think. She's been touring around different partsfor a
whilenow."

"What'sgoing on?" Kyal asked.

"Checking out likely areasfor ahome. From some of the things Fil's said, | wouldn't be surprised if
they're thinking of retiring here. It's surprisng how many people are. There are somefinelittle
communities springing up al over. A lot of people who come out here just don't seem to want to go back
to Venus once they're used to it. Families are moving out to join them.”

"Mdlios Chown was saying there's going to be ahuge migration thisway over the next fifty years,”
Kyd remarked.

"Y ou know, I've sometimes thought the samething,” Lorili told them. She sighed.”But | honestly
couldn't see many of my folks uprooting. They gt in their foggy towns, breathing sulfur fumes and
surrounded by swamps. Y ou try to tell them about cool climates and clear skies, but they just can't
pictureit. Some of theimages of Terran citiesthat I've seen werelike. . . | don't know. Fairylands. Do
you think Earth might be like that again one day?"

"I don't know. It'sathought, isn't it?" Casselo agreed.

"But then they had dl thosewars" Yorim put in.

"I know," Lorili said. "lsn't it crazy? In aworld filled with everything they could ask for. But theré's
not reason why that should have to be the same again.”

A cdl tone came from Cassalo'sjacket pocket. "Excuse me." Hetook out his phone. "Hello. Borgan
Cassdlohere. .. "

Kyd moved closer to Lorili dong the seet. They only had afew minutes|eft. What she had just said
about Earth echoed alot of hisown sentiments that he hadn't redlized he felt. He put ahand on hers
reassuringly. She looked up a him and smiled.

"It won't belong,” he said in avoice not meant for carrying. "I'll call you tonight, after we get there."



"| was hoping you would."

He paused for an ingtant. "About living on Earth. . . . It wouldn't have to be a case of finding your
way on your own, you know." Y orim did asuperb job of leaving them to it by getting up and sauntering
over to sudy the flight information displayed next to the boarding gate.

It took Lorili asecond or two to register what Kya was saying. Shelooked at him disbelievingly.
"Y ou mean you too?'

"Uh-huh. One day, maybe. Who knows?"'
"Us?...Areyousaying?. .. Youredly meanit?'
"It's something we could talk about, anyway."

Lorili'seyeshad brightened. "That would be.. . . just wonderful." She emitted a short, Spontaneous
laugh, asif it were too much to believe. "Whereabouts would you have in mind?"

Kyal affected agroan. "Now you're rushing me aready. I've no idea. Maybe we should have sent
you on thetour with Pidrie."

"No chance. She'sthe Director'swife. | have ajob to do.”
"There. And you expect meto know. As| said, it's something we can talk about. Okay?"

She smiled happily and whispered. "Okay." Kyd gave her had asqueeze. Cassalo had finished
taking hiscdll.

"That was Amingas Quarles down at the Regiona Base," heinformed them as Y orim came
wandering nonchalantly back. "They'll have a chopper waiting at the landing area to take us straight out to
Providence. So we should be there some time this afternoon.”

"Not wasting any time," Y orim commented.
"Word'sout. It's generating alot of interest,” Casselo said.
"Who's Quarles?' Kyal asked.

"Anold friend of minewho's based at Regional. Runsthe geology section. Y oull like him, Y orim.
He's been getting some life into the place, turning it into more of atown. It's going to be another
Rhombus. He's already been out to Providence.

"What's the climate like there—in western North America?' Lorili asked.

Cassdo bunched hismouth. "Oh . . . dry and sunny, pleasantly mild. Everything from coast to high
mountainsin acouple of hundred miles. It was athriving areawith the Terrans.”

"And got bombed flat for it,” Yorim said.

"You'refishing dready,” Kya murmured to Lorili out of the corner of hismouth. Shebit her lipwitha
smilebut didn't deny it. "What does Director Sherven'swife find to do with hersaf when sheishere?’ she
asked Cassdlo instead.

"Growsthings, gpparently. She's becoming an expert on Terran plants. Fil saystheir cabin over in
Staff Quarterslookslike arain forest. She's got a domesticated feline there too.”

"What kind'sthat?' Y orim asked.

"Likethe one Mirinewastelling you we had in the labs down in Rhombus," Lorili said. "Smal and
fluffy; big eyes and whiskers; claws; pointed ears.”

"Oh, Ludifer. Right."
"Canwe have one?’ Lorili asked Kyd. Herolled hiseyes.
"What does Lucifer mean?' Cassdo inquired.

"One of the old Terran gods, or something,” Lorili said. "It wasal Nostreny's fault. It used to hang
around the trash cans at the back of the kitchens, and he started feeding it. Then it adopted us."

A man wearing acrew tunic emerged from the gate and came over to them. "Ready to board a your
leisure, gentlemen,” heinformed them. "Well be closing the door in fifteen minutes.™



"Well, might aswell get comfortable,” Cassdlo said, risng. The othersdid likewise.

"And I've got things to be getting back to,” Lorili said. Then, to Kya, "Tak to you soon?’

"Youvegotit."

"Any news on the westher at Regiona?' Casselo asked the crewman.

"Dry, sunny, and mild, | believe.

Cassdlo spread his hands gppedlingly at the others asif he were waiting for applause.

Lorili's phone sounded just as they began to move. Kya hung back while she stopped to answer,
leaving Casselo and Y orim to follow the crewman through the gate. He stayed out of her personal space
while shetalked, |etting his gaze wander casudly over the surroundings, but noticed her expresson
growing more grave.

"What?" he asked, when she finally snapped the unit shut and looked back at him.

"That was Mirine caling from thelab. The doctor from the Medical Wing hasjust been on. Jenynis
deteriorating rapidly. They don't think he'sgoing to makeit."

"I see" Kya kept hisvoice neutral. From what he knew, Lorili should have no redl reason to shed
tears over it. But on the other hand, he supposed, it was a person that she had known and been close to
once. It said alot for her humanity that she should show some concern.

"And therésmore,” Lorili said. "Mirine has been comparing some odd DNA sequences that the lab
sent over with ones we obtained from the Terran corpses. She says they match.”

Kyd frowned. It had caught him when his mind was on other things, and the significance waan't
immediately gpparent.

"This has never been found in Venusians before," Lorili explained. " The structure suggests some kind
of virus. But if s, it'san extremely unusua kind of virus that somehow gets transcribed into the host
DNA."

"You mean likearetrovirus?' Kya said. He was familiar with that much at least.

"Similar genetics. But retroviruses are passengers. They're not cytopathic like lytic viruses—cell
killers. They're mode of reproduction isfrom mother to child, which meansthe host hasto liveto
reproductive maturity. If aviruslikethat killed itshogt, it wouldn't be viable." Lorili shook her head. Her
face had alook of disbdieving horror. "But thisoneishighly lethd. What that saysisthat it couldn't have
arisen naturaly. It had to have been manufactured deliberately. Do you seen what that means?. . ."

CHAPTER FORTY-THREE

Amingas Quarles was a big man with ragged, graying, hair, hisface weathered and tanned from years
of field work under the Terran sun. But his stride was il robust as he led the way from where the
helicopter had landed on the open ground above the south side of the canyon. The areawas already
cluttered with amiscdlany of STOL aircraft and vehiclesthat had arrived overland, dongside which
portable cabins and tents were springing up aong the canyon rim. Preliminary digging here and there had



turned up afew remnants of vehicles, machinery and structures that seemed to indicate it as having been
the scene of some kind of activity. Whether it had been due to survivors from the war or returning
evacuees wouldn't be know without more detailed studies and dating tests.

"Was there any trace of aship anywhere?' Kyal asked curioudy, asthey stood looking around
before moving on down.

"No, nothing likethat," Quarlestold him. "Not so far, anyway."

They followed atrail between rocks and parked vehiclesto the canyon rim. Work partieswith picks
and shovels were widening a path down to the floor, where asmall earth-moving machine had penetrated
and was clear away more of the mounds of debris and sand filling the tunnd entrance. "If thisplaceis
going to be properly explored and opened up, the next thing we'll need will be a decent access road up
to the south-side rim," Quarlestold them as they made their way carefully down. "Makes me wonder
how they got dl that stuff down therein thefirst place. Maybe theré's another way in someplace.”

"They'd have erased any pointerstoit,” Kya said. "Itslocation was secret.”

Asthefirg viewsfrom the drone had showed, there were a so remains of machinery and equipment
scattered about the canyon floor, some of which had been further uncovered by exploratory digging.
Therewaslittle evidence of the site being developed into aworking center for further expangonin the
way that would be expected of returning migrants—or at least returning migrants who had stayed any
length of time. On the other had, if it had been war survivors who found the place, why hadn't they
cleaned it out? Either way, ariddle remained.

Asthey approached the entrance, Quarles hated in front of aniche in the rock formed beneath a
protruding sill above, and gestured. Carved in arecess, worn and smoothed by the winds of ages, but
gtill recognizable, was the katek-like Terran icon that stood for Providence.

What was | eft of the two massive steel doors that had once closed the tunnel entrance were now
lying partly unearthed outside, twisted and corroded. The entrance itself was framed by beams of
concrete, tilted and broken on one side to reved heavy internd reinforcement bars. The ted frame that
had held the doors was recessed back ten feet or so from the line of the canyon wall, which suggested
that originally they might have been concealed by an outer covering of naturd rock. Like the doors, the
frame was torn and buckled, the rock surround in front of it gouged into irregular hollows.

"The way in seemsto have been jammed," Quarles said, waving asthey passed through. "Maybe by
geologicd distortion. Whoever opened the place up had to use explosives.”

"It sounds like people who knew what they were looking for, and exactly whereto look," Casselo
commented.

The tunnd beyond, lit by temporary lamps strung aong the roof, was wide enough and high enough
to dlow the passage of fairly large vehicles, and had araised walkway running behind arall on oneside.
Anair pipelinethat the Venusian engineers had brought in for ventilation farther insde ran dong thefloor.
Despiteits regularly spaced buttresses of thick meta ribbing, the tunnd wasvisibly canted in places. At
one point it had suffered afal that had been dug through and shored with props and cross-members
aufficiently to walk through, but the passage would have to be enlarged before anything sizeable could be
brought out.

They emerged from the tunndl through another set of doorsinto a pace that had corridors leading off
to the sides and an even broader gallery extending away ahead of them with large doors spaced at
intervals dong both sides. "Where do you want to start?" Quarles asked them.

"What isthere?' Cassdo asked back in turn.

"Those doors going away in front there are the storage vaults," Quarles answered. "They werethe
most readily ble from the entrance tunndl. But clearing away through the caved-in part of the
tunnel back there took time, so we haven't gotten around to exploring dl of the placeyet. There are
elevatorsin those side chambers—not working yet, but there are sairstoo. Weve got acouple of levels
bel ow where we are now fitted out and supplied for accommodation. So whoever it was who found the



place had a guest house ready for them on arriva. | guessthat's what it was designed that way for."

"Soundslike Triagon al over again,” Y orim commented.

Kya wasthinking the samething. "A lot bigger, though" hereplied.

Quarleswent on, "And then up above, we've got what seem to be control roomsfor services and so
on, and admin offices. That's the most recent part to be found—we didn't know there were any stairs
going up until thismorning. Everybody thought it wasjust mountain. They were dlill fitting lights up there
when | |eft for Regional to come and pick you people up.”

"Let's have alook at the stuff in the vaultsfirgt," Casselo decided. "Then we can go up and see what
you're people are finding in the control rooms. I've seen dormitories and canteens before.”

llFi r.E.II

It wasdl far vaster than Triagon. Most of the contents of the vaults by far were still packed away in
crates and canigtersfor preservation. But after the fragmented oddments that until now had been dl there
wasto try and build a picture from of the lost world, the small part that had been opened up was enough
to cause amazement. There were engines and generators, pumps, lifting gear taken out of grease packing
in seded containers, dl cleaned, gleaming, and looking asif they had just been manufactured. Along with
them were dl manner of tools, agricultura implements, accessories, and fastenings.

The hal adjoining contained congtruction machinery, wel-drilling equipment, earth diggersand
scrapers, along with bays of fuel drums, maintenance fluids, and parts. Some technicians had even
managed to get aland tractor started and were taking turns at gingerly trying to figure out how to driveit
inaclear section of the service gdllery outsde the vault. "Therésasmall fleet of trucksand all-terrain
carsfarther along that way,” Quarles said, waving an arm. "We could make good use of them oursdvesif
we can get them going. There are never enough vehicles a Regiond for what you want." The whole place
was atrove of Terran culture that would keep the archeol ogists and techno-historians busy for years.

The phone clipped to Quarless belt sounded. He answered it. "Hello, Emmis.” In an aside he
muttered, "Our man upstairsin the control room," and then louder, "What's up?”

"I'm told that you're back," avoice from the phone replied.

"Right. Have been for awhile, in fact. I'm down in the warehouse with Borgan Cassslo and histwo
friendsfrom Explorer, showing them what weve got so far.”

"| think you need to get up here,” Emmissaid.
"That sounds ominous.”
"Not so much ominous. Impossible.”

"We'd just about finished aquick, once-over tour." Quarlesraised his eyebrows at the others and
inclined his head to indicate the direction back out from the vault that they werein. "What isit?" he asked
into the phone as they began moving.

"Youll haveto come and see. I'm il not surel believeit.”

"Where do wefind you, Emmis?'

"Takethe stairs past the elevator on your left as you come out from thewide gallery. Two levelsup
from the entrance tunnd, theré's an exit door with aTerran E onit. Go through, follow the corridor right,
through some double doors, and it's one of the roomsto your left. The Terran characters E-18 are
painted on acolumn outside, but I'll have someone watching for you at the door.”

"We're on our way now. . .." They came out into the wide gdlery, immediatdly flattening themselves
againg thewadl asthe latest novice driver hurtled by in the Terran agriculturd tractor, followed by
alarmed shouts from behind for him to dow down and steer away from thewall. "Just about,” Casselo
added shakily. They resumed waking.

"What happened?' Emisss voice squawked from the phone.
"It doesn't matter—it's over now," Casselo answered shakily.



They passed by the group who had been experimenting with the tractor. " Sorry about that,” one of
them offered, looking ashade sheepish. "It was hisfirg try." They weredl fairly young
looking—yprobably technicians and work-force hel pers having fun.

"Well, it was very nearly our last,” Casselo said. ™Y ou'd better leave any more of that until they've got
the tunnel opened up and can have the whole of the outside to break your necksin.”

"Er, yes. .. dr. Sorry. Hey, guys, we'd better cut it our for now. . . ."

Cassdlo resumed talking to Emmis. "Did they turn up anything new at the end of the main gdlery? We
didn't quite get to where the lightsend.”

"There's another elevator there. It looks asif it'sfor freight. | don't know yet where it goesto. Weve
located stairs leading down but |eft them for later. Onething a atime, eh, Amingas?'

"Try telling Sherven that sometimes,” Casselo muittered as they walked.

Quarleswent on, "Oh, and Master Reen here aso wondered the same thing as you did and asked if
we've found any trace of aship, if onelanded here."

"I don't think theres any mystery about that now," Emmisreplied. "Yes, I'm pretty sure now that
there was a ship. But no, we won't find any trace of it here now. Infact, | can tell you whereit went. . . .
Oh, excuse me, Amingas. | haveto attend to something here. Well seeyou in afew minutes.”

They cameto the end of the gallery and turned I €eft, past an elevator door and some partitioned
spaces. A door beyond gave accessto a metd-railed saircase, and two flights up brought them to the
door marked E. Going through into the corridor and turning right, they could dready seeagirl in
coverdlswaiting outside one of the doorsfarther dong. Sheled them into abrightly lit room looking
something like the Decoding Lab a Triagon with counter tops and display pands, and severd desk-like
work spaces along the far Sde, where Quarlesintroduced Emmis. He was ruddy faced with curly ginger
hair, and was standing in front of atable at the far end, among asmal mixed group of figuresin coverdls
and work smocks. On the table was a solidly constructed rectangular metal box about the Size of an
officefile cabinet drawer. Thelid, lying to one side, and the exposed seating around the top showed it
had been designed to be sedled for along, long time. At the back of the room, behind the table, athick
door in a concrete surround stood open, revealing more boxes, unopened, held in severa vertical racks.
Whereas the unopened boxesin the racks al looked the same the one on the table was of a different
design, gray in color, while dl the others were blue, and somewhat larger. It looked asif it didn't belong
to the set—asif it had perhaps been added | ater.

Looking strangely bewildered, Emmis neglected the customary introductions of his companions, but
instead indicated an assortment of documents, bound books, and charts lying on the table around the
opened box. They were made of a smooth, shiny materia that could have been foil or some kind of
dense polymer. Their sheen in the light, and the wet streaks and drops over the table top showed they
hed been contained in afluid.

"We opened the one that |ooked different,” Emmissaid. "It seemsto be somekind of . . . 'time
capsule,’ records |eft for posterity.” Helooked over the itemsasif a alossto know whereto begin, then
picked the top sheet off asmal wad. Holding it up, herecited, "We have no way of knowing if these
wordswill ever beread. We arethe last humansleft dive, asfar aswe can tdll, anywhere. . . ."

Whilethe arrivals stared at him in mute protest, he stopped reading and waved at another document.
"They were struck by a sicknessthat broke out soon after they arrived. There are several dozen bodies
buried somewhere around outside. The victims suffered some kind of madness accompanied by purple
facid scars, and it wasinevitably fatd. Their doctors had never seen it before.”

Kyd gared at him increduloudy. Those were the same symptoms that had afflicted Jenyn, dueto a
dormant virus carried by the corpses from Triagon. Its presence here would explain why whoever
opened up Providence hadn't made full use of the machines and the provisonsthat it contained. Because
they couldn't say—and they could take only asmal portion of it al with them.

The Place of Death.



Emmis had said yes, there had been a ship. So they had returned. And he knew where they had
gone.

Kyd drew across abound folder lying beside the wad of sheets that Emmis had read from, and
turned it over. On the cover was embossed the Terran icon for Providence: Two straight lines converging
upward to the left, with apair of bars bridging the angle between them. The Venusian symbol of good
fortune and homecoming.

Heturned his head toward Y orim, who was also staring at the icon with astrange look. "There's our
katek, Yorim," Kya murmured. Their eyes met disbelievingly. He knew that the same thought was going
through Y orim's mind too.

They had seen the same form only recently somewhere else. The two sides of alanding corridor
converging on the mountain caled Shasta, barred by two approach Markers. How could this ancient
sgn, preserved by the Terrans who had braved unknown trials and dangers to come homefindly to
Earth, have become asymbol dating back to the earliest times of Venusian history, standing for those
same things? Not by coincidence, surely. There was only one way.

Cassdlo was giving Emmis apuzzled look. "I thought you said on the phone that you've only just
found thisplace," he said. "What are you reading? How could you have gotten that much trandated
aready?| mean . . . who trandated it?"

In answer, Emmisturned around the sheet he was till holding and did it acrossthetable. Three pairs
of eyes gared at it in mute befuddlement. Some of the letter forms and spellings were quaintly odd, and
Emmis had chested alittlein hisrendering of the wording. But it was readily recognizable for what it was,
even to anon-scholar. Simply, the question of trandation didn't arise. There was no need for any. The
documents carefully stored and preserved by the last humans to depart from Earth were written in one of
the earliest didects of Venusian.

CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR

Earth was dead. At leadt, al human life had long ago ended. Asfar as could be ascertained from the
conditions observed from the orbiting mother ship, it must have happened not long after the migrants from
Terminus departed. And now their descendants had returned to find only that Earth was till lethal for
humans. Many of the party who landed and opened up the cache of supplies at Providence that they
thought would provide them anew beginning soon succumbed to the sickness before it was recognized
asthe same sickness that had prevented their ancestors from returning to Earth long before.

Those down on the surface who were still unaffected couldn't remain there. But neither could any of
them remain indefinitely in orbit. And there could be no going back to the world they had findly mustered
their last reserves of strength and resourcefulnessto get away from. They had dready learned thet it was
impossibleto grow and flourish there.

But a strange quirk of fate gave them one other, dender chance. For whatever reason, it seemed that
the time scaesthat their ancient Terran ancestors had based their geologica and planetary scienceson
had been in error. Long-range instrument measurements and observations from the mother ship showed



that the planet Venus was dready exhibiting recognizably Earth-like properties. It was till hot and
inhospitable there, and if they could makeiit, life would surely be rough and perilous with few pleasures or
comfortsto relieve the hardships. But were they not all descendants of the ultimate in human survivability?
In any case, they couldn't stay where they were, and there was nowhere else for them to go.

Using materias from the stores at Providence and with specia equipment and engineers sent downin
asmadler, chemicaly driven shuttle, they improvised launch and recharging facilitiesfor lifting the surface
lander back to orbit. They took with them what they could from Providence that |ooked like being the
most useful. Therest, they left behind to the winds and the sands, and to time. Xoll tried to joke wryly
that somebody might find it and be able to use it one day. The others were too weary even to smile. How
could such athing ever be possible? But they left arecord of their passing here, of who they were, and
their story. So the universe wouldn't Smply carry on evermore existing, asif they had never been.

After burying thelast of those who had died and lifting off successfully, they remained separated in
orbit for aquarantine period to make sure they were carrying no more incubating cases of the disease.
Then, with dl the survivorsfinaly back together again aboard the mother ship, Zaam marshaled his
followers and exhorted them to make the last, supreme effort.

CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE

Inwhat proved, with macabre appropriatenessto be their ultimate achievement in more senses than
one, the Terrans created genetically vectored virusesthat could be targeted against specific ethnic and
racid groups, and turned them loose. But something went wrong. The different strains somehow mutated
and interacted—exactly how would probably never be known—and al human life on Earth perished asa
consequence.

And s0, what had seemed to be Sherven's far-flung theory turned out correct after al: The Terrans
had migrated to another star system. Their own account found at Providence confirmed it. They called
their new world "Eden,”" after amythicd idyllic relm in early Terran fable, which perhapstold of the
touching hopesthey had for their future there. But the name wasiill-chosen. The colony was not vigblein
the long term, and in the end their descendants came back.

It was true that dthough tiny in numbers, the community created on lunar Farsdein the form of the
Terminus program had concentrated some of the most potent talents of the race. But even so, the
revelation was stunning, adding anew order of magnitude to the picture the Venusians had aready
formed of what Terran resilience and tenacity had been capable of . Exactly how the migration had come
to take theform it had was unclear, since the records | eft by the descendants who eventualy made the
voyage back were fragmentary in that respect. They gave the impression that conditions at Eden had
been too arduousfor the earlier generations to pay much attention to past matters, and much of the
historical detail had been logt. It could have been that the technical enterprise evidenced by the structures
on Farsde had been concelved as a contingency escape plan of interstellar dimensionsfrom the
beginning, in case such ameasure should become necessary. Possibly, it had been improvised in
desperation asthe only available expedient from the prior work on unmanned probes when it was
redlized that Earth was uninhabitable. Either way, there was nowhere e'sein the Solar System to go.



But only for the time being, maybe.

Perhapsthe supremeirony wasthat if they had held out long enough where they were, they, or
amogt certainly their descendants of within ageneration or two, could probably have returned to Earth
safely. But the people selected for evacuation to Terminus had not been of akind characterigtically
disposed to stting and waiting. Impatience and an impulse to bring about some kind of action now had
been atrait of the stronger-minded Terranstoo.

After further studies of the viral sequences obtained from the Triagon corpses, and post-mortem
andysis of the agent that had infected Jenyn, the Venusian scientists concluded that without human hosts
to perpetuate the strain, the population of synthetic viruses would have been reduced by natura biological
processes and died out fairly rapidly. It was possible that aless virulent mutant strain might have found a
lodgement in some Terran primate species, but unlike the origina synthetic virusthat had been targeted at
humans it would have been susceptible to natura immunologica suppression, and in the end the result
would have been the same.

But there was one place on Earth where a dormant residue of the original virulent form could remain
and be unaffected. By opening up the sealed environment of Providence, the returnees had reectivated a
remnant that had existed there ever since those earlier times, and been infected just as had Jenyn by the
resdue preserved in the freeze-fried corpses a Triagon. The rest of the world out there al around them
hed in al probability long ago eradicated al traces of it. After dl, that Earth that they had returned to was
the same one that VVenusians were living on today, with the same kind of biosphere, and it was clean.

But they hadn't known. The chronicles from Providence described how they saw the same sickness
that had wiped out everyone on Earth and found its way to L una breaking out among those who had
landed. It wasn't asituation that permitted the luxury of time for extensive testing and deliberation in the
way the Venusians could afford. They had to assume the wordt, that it was il out there, everywhere. So
they took what they could and got themselves back up off the surface before everyone was infected.

And what were they to do then? By rights there should have been nothing | eft open to them.

Y et through afluke that none of them had expected, there was one possibility. The fina entry in the
records recovered at Providence told as much as had been known and decided when the craft that had
landed there lifted off to rgoin its orbiting mother ship. The conditions that long-range observation and
measurements from the ship had detected on VVenus did not seem to be as the models handed down from
the sciences of former days predicted. It was cooler, with atmospheric characteristics and chemistry that
appeared compatible with alivable environment, and it had acquired arespectable axial spin. Therewas
no mention of the presence of Froile—which answered the question of how much its capture had
contributed: effectively none. It was the result of electrical effects, as'Y orim and most of the Venusian
astronomers had maintained.

What it must have taken for that |ast remaining handful to make the effort after al they had been
through, most Venusians were thankful they would probably never know. But that side of Terransthat
inspired awe had gtill been there. Whatever it had taken, they had risen to it, and had made that effort.
And the result was Venusians reading their story today, still speaking alanguage that was closer to the
words it had been written in than theirswas to that of their distant ancestors who had migrated to Eden.

Aswdl asminimal stocks from Providence, they took with them livestock and plants from Earth that
they hoped they would be able to introduce. This explained the presence on Venus of organismswith the
quadribasic form of DNA, and the paradox of why they seemed to be more advanced as agroup than
the hexabasi ¢ types, which were more widespread and should have afforded a greater potentia for
flexibility and complexity. In away that Lorili's hypothesis had anticipated, the hexabasics were native,
and had evolved to adegree that was gppropriate to the present conditions on Venus, the
quadribasics—which included Venusians—were imported Terran varieties and their descendants, from
an older, more mature world.

What happened after then had to befilled in by conjecture, but it seemed that their travails had il
not yet ended. Even the chance to rebuild from such dender beginnings amid the harshness of Venuss



swamps and lavafields was denied. Before the exhausted and bewildered arrivals could even consolidate
intheir new, hogtile environment, Froile gppeared in the sky above them, bringing convulsions and
climatic upheava to complete the ruin of thelast shreds of their civilization that they had managed to save.
They reverted to a primitiveness from which it had taken centuriesto recover, losing dl traces and
memory of their originsin the process. Only versions of those events enshrined in mythical form had
survived to be passed down from what present-day V enusians had thought were the earliest days of their
race. The pardld to the far more devastating catastrophes reconstructed as having taken place in the
Terrans own early history was obvious and sombering. What set the two epochs of happenings apart,
other than the difference in severity, wasthat the forefathers of the Venusians—being products of an
advanced scientific culture themsdves, whatever e se they might have lost—hadn't taken recoursein the
vengeance and judgment of supernatural godsto explain them.

The first inclination among the Venusian researchers was to accept the capture of Froile a just such a
moment as one of those unfortunate coincidences that nature seemsto come up with from timeto timeto
test the mettle of its creations. However, further caculations on long-range spacecraft € ectromagnetics
by Kyd and Y orim, in conjunction with information gained from the Providence records about the craft
that had made the voyage from Eden, suggested that there might have been rather moreto it than just
coincidence. Kya was aways suspicious of coincidences anyway.

Anincoming vessdl from another star system could acquire an enormous electrica potentid
difference with respect to anything local in the Solar System. The builders of Providence had provided a
primary discharge attractor at Camp 27 and downrange backup a Y uma, but such provisions could only
be based on guesses of what would be required, not on whatever the returning ship had actualy
experienced. And even if the guesses had been close, &fter al that time there could have been no
guarantee that the constructions built in response to them till existed.

A copy of the narrative from the craft that had made the landing at Providence talked about
"dumping" theresidual charge when they were on their find approach. Searching back further turned up
the log of the mother ship that had made the voyage back from Eden. Its course into the Solar System
had been on the far side of the Sun from where Earth was at the time, crossing the interior of Earth's
orbit. On the way, it had tracked and course-matched to an orbiting minor body that it had coupled to
eectricaly and shed alarge part of the extraneous charge accumulated in the interstellar medium. The
interaction would dso involve transferring much of the ship'sincoming momentum, which would have
perturbed the receiving body's path. Sengtive nonlinear dynamics were involved, meaning thet its new
direction could have been just about anything, and for the likely ranges of velocity and massthat such an
body would possess, the imparted velocity change came out in the order of severa hundred to maybe a
couple of thousand miles per hour—modest enough, and with the possibility of added dectrical effects
arising from its acquired charge, to make a capture scenario by Venus plausible. The ship'slog described
the object as "elongated and knobby."

Their error over the virus might have been the supreme irony, but thiswasthe final one. Having
abandoned Earth to make that one last effort, and left behind them most of what had been provided to
help toward making a fresh sart, they themsel ves had aready set in motion the destruction of whatever
fragile toe-hold on Venus that they would be able to establish.

| had been there dl dong, but wrapped in terms that had caused generations of Venusiansto read it
as meaning anything except exactly what it said. "The Legend of the Wanderers," Lorili recalled, when
Kyd told her about the latest findings. "How did it go, again? The ancestors of long ago, who didn't like
the ways of the world, went to the end of it. It got abit garbled there, didn't it? The 'end' that it talked
about was Terminus. And then they left to go and live on the Sun. Wdll, not on the Sun, but at another
sun, | suppose. And wasn't there something about rising from the dead?”

"Some versons say that," Kya agreed. "But the more usud lineisthat they came eventudly to the
Place Of Death but escaped from it. We know now where that was. Providence." He went on, "When
they returned, The Wanderers had annoyed the loca inhabitants by frightening their dog awvay. So when



they caught it again, they made it their watchdog in the sky, to make sure the Wanderers stayed home
fromthenon.”

"And Froile was born out of hurricanes and floods, when the sky fell, and the seas moved over the
land," Lorili completed.

It al fitted.

CHAPTER FORTY-SI X

Kyd and Lorili stood by the window wall of Sherven's office. Beyond the glass, exterior parts of
Explorer 6 stood out as geometric shapes of reflected Earthlight againgt the dowly moving sarfield.
Sherven and Casdllo werein front of the curved desk with its Side pand, sharing the view. Y orim and
Mirine were there too, stlanding on the far side of the room, where screensflickered and glowed in the
battery of displays dongside the arch leading through to the conference area.

Below the superstructure, the Melthor Jorg was docked once more. The time had cometo go
home. Locating Providence had proved to be ashort-lived task, and its further exploration was now in
other hands. Kya had aprogram of professona commitmentsto attend to following the later
developments, and L orili needed to tidy up family matters. They would return after being married on
Venus. Their home, they had decided, would be in on the western coast of North America, somewhere
near the rapidly growing town that the Regiond Base was transforming itself into, and dready referred to
unofficidly by its Terran place name: Pasadena. And if Lorili was going back, it was only natural that her
assstant since the early days should be going too. At least, that was what Mirine said. Y orim and Mirine
hadn't announced any definite plans, but the genera feding among the otherswasthat Kya and Y orim
were as inseparable as the two women, and it wouldn't be very long before the four found themselvesin
close proximity agan.

In the meantime, Cassalo would be returning to Rhombus after his sojourn on Explorer 6. Sherven
was making no secret that he was wrapping up officia duties and would soon be retiring to southern
Europe. Thisdidn't mean an end to hisinvolvement with scientific matters concerning the Terrans, but on
the contrary, a shedding of adminigtrative responsibilitiesin order to be able to devote more of histimeto
them. Although they would al doubtless continue to communicate and meet from time to time over the
years ahead, the moment was poignant in marking the end of an extraordinarily fruitful period of
discovery from which they had al drawn, and to which they had contributed in that peculiar, mutudly
enhancing rapport that can be generated by unusudly crestive people working closely together. It was
the kind of experience that graced the lives of afew privileged people perhaps once, and for most, never
aadl.

The Venusthat they would be going back to had undergone its own experience of transformation and
redlization too. The hardline following of the Progressive movement had wilted; at the sametime, the
traditional merit-focused establishment was broadening its stance and committing to re-examining some
of itswayswith aview to providing morein the way of helping hands toward the needy, or smply
unlucky. The reactions from both sides were an expresson of the universa horror that had come with the
redlization of whét the extinction of the Terransimplied.



Compared to Venus, the Terrans had been given agarden. But the knowledge that they had amassed
through centuries of effort and dedication in developing their sciences and their industries, that could have
carried them outward to plant other gardens among the starsin the ways some of them had dreamed,
they had turned instead to their main preoccupation of destruction and killing. Aggression and ahistory of
"settling” differences by organized violence—it never settled anything—had been the culprit. Venusians
heard the same readiness to resort to force in the demands of the Progressive extremists. And the
accessories had been the Terran hierarchies of power by which the few commanded the obedience and
labors of the many. Venusians saw beginnings of the same thing in the ingtitutionaized favoritism and
privilege that were gppearing in their own governing system. On both counts, they were resolved not to
emulate the ways that had brought about the downfal of the Terrans.

"It must say alot for the people up in the mother ship that they not only waited, but sent down help,”
Lorili sad. They were recapitulating on some of the outcomes from it dl—away of prolonging the
moment before the two departing couples | eft to join the waiting ship.

Sherven rubbed his chin. "Oh, | don't know that they could have done differently. Could you? After
they'd been together al that time through the long voyage back?"

"And from what | read of it, that elder, Zaam, doesn't seem like the kind they would lightly have
abandoned,” Casselo agreed. "He was the one who got them there."

Sherven moved to the window and stood looking out with his hands clasped behind his back. Below,
the bulk of the Melthor Jorg hung against the backdrop of void,

lit up by the lights of supply craft and service platforms preparing the ship for its departure.

"So it turnsout after al that we areindeed the Terrans direct descendants,” he said. "The reason
we're not comfortable on Venusisthat it isn't reedy for our kind yet.” Kya caught Lorili's eye and gave
her an gpproving nod. She smiled but didn't say anything. Sherven went on, "Where Terrans came from
inturnisan open question. | till think it's pretty clear that by its very nature and laws, the universeis
preprogrammed to produce air-breathing, oxygen-fueled, carbon-based life on aqueous planets, very
much like oursalves, wherever the conditions are right. How it came to be that way, and why, only Vizek
knows. | don't believe this Terran fable of unguided matter being able to organizeitsalf in such ways
mindlesdy, for no reason. In denying the universeits soul, the Terrans denied their own. That was what
made them what they were, and what ultimately brought them to the kind of end that befell them."

Sherven turned from the window to face the others again, preading his arms sdeways along the
ledge behind him. "So let's, for amoment, consider some of the degper implicationsthat pertain to us
directly. Many Venusians have admired what they perceived asthe Terran spirit of self-assertiveness and
their refusal to submit to injustices. Those are noble thoughts, and let's not belittle them. But | would urge
an dement of caution in taking their praises of themsalvestoo literdly, because we know that they
habitualy distorted redlity to a degree we would find untenable when it suited their purpose.” Heran his
gaze briefly over the listening faces. "But having said that, | have to agree that thereés a part of the
heritage we owe to them that makes me proud.”

Nobody interrupted. Their faces were solemn. Kyal redlized that Sherven was spesking for al of
them. He had never expressed positive sentiments regarding the Terrans before.

Sherven continued, "We seem to be amore stable version of what they were: more disposed to
cooperate than to compete; to defend weakness rather than exploit it; mutually supportive, where they
were adversarial. And | think there are good reasons why this should be so. Consider the two selection
processes that occurred to produce very different populations. The Terrans were descended from the
few who survived its early catastrophes and itsterrors, which they interpreted as the wrath of
supernatura beings who judged human actions. Hence emerged aworld driven by brutdity,
ferociousness, and cunning, semming from irrationd beliefsin gods. The result was thousands of years of
bloodstained history, culminating in the use of horrific wegponsthat al but wiped them out." Sherven
gaveadight shrug. "Wdll, asfar as Earth was concerned, they did wipe themsdvesout.”



"But by this quirk that we now know about, a handful were saved to go through the sagathat we
have no doubt only glimpsed. They aso congtituted a selection from which aworld would devel op, but
thistime aworld of avery different kind. For one thing, these were not technologically primitive likethe
early Terranswho gazed up, terrified, at the events and apparitionsfilling their skies. Their linewas from
what had been asocialy sdlected dlite to begin with, who went on to found a starfaring colony that
endured, even if it was unable to flourish and spread. When they suffered the lesser calamity caused by
Froile, they may havelogt their technology and history, but they retained enough rationdity not to be
carried away by notions of magical gods dispensing retribution. Thus, they avoided the fear and
supergtition which lay a the root of so much evil on Earth.

"And second, instead of resorting to conflict and rivary to seize what they could of was left, they
brought to their situation the tradition of a spacefaring community and colonizing venture, where the
crucia qualities were cooperation and the ability to contribute—the values of life that the Venus we see
today represents.”

"And which will flourish on Earth too one day,” Casselo said. He glanced at the clock display above
the screens and then pointedly at Sherven. It wastime. Sherven nodded.

He came forward from the window and moved from one to another of the four who were leaving,
clasping the shoulders of each with both hands as a gesture of farewell. "A safe and a pleasant journey to
you," hetold them. "Y ou have al played an invauable part in work here that will never be forgotten. |
look forward to the day when we will be able to welcome you back.”

"It won't belong,” Kya said. "And thank you for everything too, Director.”

"A lifethat adds one brick to making the world a better place than you found it isalife that was
worth living," Sherven told them dl. "Remember that we represent aunique and precious combination
that the Terrans contributed to, but which they could never have equaled. That iswhy the recent trends
back home disturbed me. Our culture has no room for the kind of divisiveness among oursalves that
destroyed Earth. We have experience of governing our affairsin waysthat they never knew. | believe we
will command the wisdom to make things succeed thistime, by working in combination instead of in
conflict. That'sasit should be, and hasto be. The Universe is vast and dangerous, as our ancestors who
tried to live a Eden discovered. Living well and securdly with it will demand the best that al of ushaveto
offer. Let ususe our heritage wisdly. One day, we will go back to the stars. And thistimeit will beto
dtay. It'sadebt that we oweto those last children of Earth, who came herelong ago.”

CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN

They sat in the midships cabin on C-Deck of the Melthor Jorg, watching the disk of Earth thewall
display screen, shrinking dowly and looking like amottled blue-and-white marble. 1ts moon was partly
visible behind, like abright bump on one side.

The paint on the cabin wallswas new, and the floor had been resurfaced. It seemed long ago that
Kyd had sat here with Y orim on these same sedts, surrounded by a different circle of faces, looking at
the same view. But it had been growing larger then. So much had happened since. Then, it had been an
enigmatic world of unanswered questions, tragedy, and mystery. There would dways be unansvered



questions; but now it felt familiar, and in away, friendly. It would be good to see Venus again, Kya
thought, but he was dready looking forward to the day when they would return. The future Scientific
Director designated as Sherven's successor was aready talking about developing Lunaas a construction
center and experimenta facility for long-range space exploration technology. There would be much to
do.

Y orim spoke from where he was sprawled in one of the chairsto the side, next to Mirine. "So what's
first on everyone'slist of thingsto do back home?"

Kyal looked at Lorili, shrugged, and made aface. "I hadn't really made alist. Weve been too busy.
What's on yours?'

Y orim waved ahand vaguely, asif hewereraisng animaginary glass. "Oh.. . . look up the old faces.
See what's new in the neighborhood. Stay away from politics." He didn't seem to have any clear ideas
ather. Kya watched hisface, till taking in the screen. The look in his eyes seemed wistful. Kyal could
amogt read histhoughts: picturing M editerranean beaches and ancient pyramids under blues skies,
ganding solid and immutable in the sun. He smiled faintly and felt inwardly reassured. Y orim would be
coming back.

"Well, onething you haveto do ismeet my folks,” Mirinetold him. "They say they're organizing abig
welcome home party. Our family has gresat parties.”

"Sounds good to me," Y orim said neutraly.

"Do yo redlize we've never been anywhere we could dance yet? And Kya saysyoure aterrific
dancer.”

"Hedid?' Yorim stared across. Kya remained expressionless and kept his gaze averted. Lorili
snickered to hersdlf.

"What's that place you were telling me about in Rhombus that had lots of parties and abar, and
dancing?' Kyad asked Lorili.

"The Magic Carpet?’

"That's the one. Amingas Quarleswasteling me they're going to open something likethat in
Pasadena”

"Oh, there are going to be dl kinds of places opening up there," Y orim said.

"Next to alake" Kya went on. "And they'll have adining room over the water, with boats. They
think the lake might be abomb crater that goes dl the way back to the Terran war."

"A bar. That soundslike agood idea." Y orim looked more interested. "We're going to have
something like twelve weeks to get through again. Fancy checking out the place up on E-Deck, and
seaing if it'still the same? Remember that Korbisanian cocktail the guy used to mix on theway out? |
wonder if hesdill there."

"Youremaking methirgy. I'll try one," Mirinesaid.
Y orim unfolded from the chair and sat up. "That settlesit then.”

Kyd wasn't in ahurry. He and Lorili hadn't had amoment aone dl day. Twelve weeks was twelve
weeks. "You carry on,” hetold them. "WEell catch up.”

Y orim stood and hel ped Mirineto her feet. " See you there, then,” he said. Asthey moved away, he
sad to Mirine, "You know, if weve got al thistime on the way back, you ought to think about writing a
piece for the magazines about those Terran corpses. . . ."

Kyd sghed luxurioudy relaxed back in his chair.
"Nicetobedoneat last?" Lorili said.

"It'sniceto have friendstoo. But sometimes. . ." Heleft it unfinished. Lorili shifted closer and rested
her head againgt his shoulder. "Mm, you sméll nice," hetold her.

"A scent that | got when we were in Europe. They makeit in one of the settlementsthere. Plants that



you don't see on Venus. They need lots of sun. And were so much closer toit. Funny, isn't it.”

Something bright and metallic hanging from Lorili's neck was resting on the arm between their chairs.
Kyd reached with ahand and turned it over. "Y our mother will be pleased,” he said. " Still wearing your
katek."

"Of course. Look at the good fortune that it brought me."

Kyd studied it absently. Two converging lines spanned by apair of bars. A sign from avanished
world, that had once meant Providence. The landing approach of an incoming spacecraft. "And it
worked for her too," he said. "It's bringing you back going home."

Lorili lifted the katek from hisfingers, looked at it for amoment, and then took his hand. She turned

her head and gazed at theimage of Earth, still shining on the screen. "No, it will have worked when we
come back again together, Kyd," shetold him softly. "That's our home now. It dwayswas."



