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It doesn’t have a name, rank, or serial nunber. There's nothing like it in the
known universe. It's

uni que. The sol e exanple of a class defined entirely by what it is and what it
does. A superbad

bi g space robot, bigger than an asteroid, smaller than a noon. A self-aware,
heavily-armed killer

machi ne on a mission of no return, seeking out the enemy wherever the eneny
may be hiding

and destroying every last trace of the notherfuckers. It’'s a mdnight ranbler
Sooner or later it’'ll

be comng to the star next door to you, and it will rock your world.

Back at the beginning, nost of the jobs were nostly the same. The big space
robot would rol

in on sone warmyell ow star buzzing with the irritati ng nosquito-whine of
civilisation and wake

up its four subselves. lzzy whizzy, let’s get busy. Let’'s get down and dirty.
Li brarian and

Phi | osopher woul d map the system and intercept and anal yse every byte of
captured information

and conpare it to previous mssions; Navigator and Tactician would use the
intel to select targets

and drop a bunch of rocks on them and spawn a few thousand killer drones to
nop up any

resi dual resistance.

Resi stance is al ways usel ess.

Sonetimes the eneny nmanages to deflect part of the first wave of rocks. No big
deal : the big

space robot sinply swi ngs around the star and kicks off a bigger and faster
second wave. And if

rocks won’t do the job, it uses its gravity probe to spi ke deep into the star
and stir up the photosphere and cook up the kind of violent chain reactions
ordinarily seen only in stars about to

go nova. After that, it's just a matter of nopping up, and the survivors on a
pl anet recently

toasted by the nmother of all solar flares are usually in no kind of condition
to ward off swarns of

killer drones. Watch those poor little varmnts run and hide and die.
Sonetimes a few reckl ess and crazy eneny ships nanage to evade the drones and
t ake a pop

at the big space robot. Well, bring it on, baby. Librarian and Phil osopher
whip up a battle plan,

Navi gator plots a travelling sal esman course through the eneny fleet, and
Tactici an evi scerates

the little ships with particle beams and kills their control systenms with

el ectromagnetic pul ses. |If

it's feeling especially playful it breaks through their firewalls and jans
their drives on full thrust

and sends them screaming into their sun

Sonetimes, an especially aggressive and well-protected redoubt of the eneny
requires speci al

treatnment. If it’s buried in the crust of a terrestrial planet, the big space
robot revs up its muon

gun and gouges great strips out of the lithosphere and nmantle until the entire
surface of the pl anet

is flooded with nmolten iron spewed fromthe core. If those pesky varmnts try
to hide out deep



i nside a nmoon, the muon gun can drill right through to its core, antinatter
bonbs pl anted deep

ripit apart, and tidal forces do the rest. Mdre than a few pl anets boast
rings of rock or ice

courtesy of the big space robot, it’'s all part of the service.

Sneaky hol douts hidden in gas giants are easier to deal with. The big space
robot sinply

manuf act ures and enpl aces several thousand gravity bonbs whose controll ed

det onati on

col l apses the gas giant’s core and starts runaway fusion processes that turn
it into a small and

short-lived star.

Burn, baby, burn. The nmuon gun is a great piece of kit and gravity bonbs are
neat little toys, but both are

hungry for power and other resources and | eave the big space robot kind of
weak and hungover.

Never no mind. It lives off the territory and is fully self-repairing. Its
drones nmine netals from

asteroi ds, scavenge rare isotopes from eneny w eckage, drive ranscoops through
t he

at nosphere of gas giants to collect hydrogen and helium nitrogen and carbon
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It recharges its

energy stores and fixes itself up and noves on to the next job.

But it has been hunting varmints in the big dark for a long tine now 81.577
t eraseconds and

counting. After scouring nore than four hundred systemnms, there has been sone
i nevitabl e wear

and tear. And the enemy has been getting smarter and nore desperate, no
guestion. Talking to

each other across the big dark with powerful signal |asers, |ight outracing
the big space robot as

it flies fromtarget to target. Passing on hints and tips and dire warnings.
Every job is just that

little bit harder than the one before, and now the enemy is using robots

agai nst the big space

robot. Ch, it can deal with anything they throw at it, but it has to admt
that sonme of those new

machi nes really can kick ass. The tenplates of three classes of drone have
been fatally corrupted,

and spawni ng new drones of any kind takes twenty-eight per cent |onger than it



once did. Several

repair systens are functioning at well bel ow optimal efficiency, too, and

Li brari an has been

unable to retrieve or reconstruct a large section of nenory conpromi sed by a
chain of dirty

fusi on bonbs that an especially desperate and cunning suicide ship rmanaged to
detonate close to

the big space robot’s hide. The bombs corrupted records of thirty-eight jobs,
and nost seriously

of all caused Phil osopher to fall silent.

That happened very recently, just fifteen gi gaseconds ago. Librarian m sses
Phi | osopher badly.

The two of them were cl ose buddies, tight as ticks, responsible for data
capture and analysis, forward planning and sinul ati ons of possible future

m ssions, as well as feeding intel to

Navi gator and Tactician in the thick of battle. So far, Librarian has nanaged
to cope on its own,

but now t he big space robot has encountered a problem nore intractable and
worrying than any

strategy of the eneny.

At first, it seened that there would al ways be work to do out there in the big
enpty. For a |long

time, the eneny spawned new col onies faster than the big space robot could

wi pe them out, but

many failed and fell silent long before it could reach them and now there are
no traces of eneny

activity anywhere in the local group of stars. The |last twelve systens the big
space robot cl eaned

up contained only | ong-dead ruins and the odd half-crazed killer robot, no
sign at all of the pesky

varm nts that caused so nmuch noise and fuss in the good ol d days.

Its last job, the big space robot fights a long duel with a robot so insane it
wants to be its best

buddy and wants to blowit to atonms at one and the sane tinme. They wreck npst
of the noons of

the cold nethane gas giant at the edge of the systemand at |ast the big space
robot cripples the

i nsane robot’s drive and uses the nuon gun to rip through layers of fullerene
and di anond

arnour and expose its core.

“You did good,” the big space robot says, all three of its surviving subsel ves
feeling a tender

i mpul se, born of loneliness and curiosity. “You al nost had nme once or twice.
Say uncle, 1'll let
you live.”

“The fuck you will,’
powerful it

shatters the ice noon on which it had crash-landed. Flash burns and debris pit
thirty per cent of the big space robot’s hide and it |oses its tenper

and drops swarnms of rocks onto every habitable world and nmoon in the system
and spi kes the

star for good neasure.

As the flare dies back on itself, the big space robot sw ngs back into orbit
around the net hane

giant and fixes itself up and its three subselves tal k anongst thensel ves for
a while.

“We can keep on keeping on,” Navigator says, “but without live targets what's
t he point ?”

“I hate to admt it, but | miss the little buggers,” Tactician says.

“I'f Phil osopher were here, | know he’d tell us to take a long | ook before we

the i nsane robot says, and triggers an antimtter bonb so



nmove on,”

Li brari an says.

The big space robot makes an adjustnent to its drone manufactory and spawns
clouds of radio

tel escopes that scan every section of the galactic disc with pinpoint
accuracy. The tel escope

cl ouds detect no trace of enemy activity around any of the stars in the |l oca
group, but pick up

faint and anomal ous signals froma star far across the gal actic disc.

Li brarian has a funny feeling about the signal. It’s as if it knewit was
there all along, but has

only just remenbered it.

“l know what you nean,” Navigator says. “Like a blindspot that suddenly went
away. ”

“Maybe it’s just a false menory,” Librarian says. “Many of our records are
badly corrupted,

after all. But it feels so very famliar.”

“Li ke we’ve been there, a long time ago,” Navigator says.

“One thing we know for sure: the signal exists,” Tactician says. “The question
is, why didn't

we pick it up before?” The three subselves debate this for a long tinme. Their
best idea is that a colony of the eneny

fled fast and far so long ago it has evolved away fromits base pattern and
forgotten to stay

hi dden, but wi thout Phil osopher and its detail ed nodels of the eneny’s
psychology it’s hard to be

certain. One thing they do know continuing to cruise through silent and enpty
systens knocki ng

down i nsane robots is a big fat waste of tinme. And although the anomnal ous
signals aren’t in any

way simlar to those enitted by the eneny, they are nonethel ess signs of life,
and according to

the prime directive all life is the eneny.

So the big space robot fires up its drive and heads out towards the source, a
warm yel | ow g2

star that even at close to light speed is 0.6 teraseconds away. It’'s the
longest trip it’'s ever made,

but that’'s okay. It’s no problem It sinply goes into hibernation node, waking
every so often to

performa brief maintenance cycle before going back to sleep

Each time Librarian wakes, it spends sone tinme attenpting to clone its old
friend from what

remains of its core data, but none of the clones are fully functional and

Li brarian consi gns every

one to the menory hole.

Long before the big space robot reaches the edge of the conmetary hal o of the
g2 star, the

signals that have drawn it there fall silent. It seens likely that the eneny
col ony has died out, but

the big space robot still has a job to do and there are several juicy targets:
three noons of two

different gas giants that possess oceans of liquid water warmed by tida
stretching under their icy

crusts; a small, dry, cold world with a vanishingly thin atnmosphere but plenty
of water-ice bel ow

the surface; and best of all, a blue-white water world with a single |arge
noon.

As the big space robot drives inwards through the cometary zone, as Navi gator
and Tactici an
map the system and di scuss which rocks to use, Librarian discovers an interna



problem A zone of nore than thirty exabytes appears to be running sone kind
of virtual simulation inside a

firewal |

This hot zone is in the core stacks, nowhere near the area damaged by the
fusion bonbs. At

first, Librarian believes that one of the inperfect clones of Phil osopher
somehow escaped its

purge; then it wonders if Phil osopher m ght have sonehow rebooted itself
during the long, |ong

voyage to the g2 star; then it realizes that this could be the result of sone
ki nd of infection.

Maybe it let that insane robot get too close after all.

It tells Navigator and Tactician what it has found, tells themwhat it would
li ke to do.

Navi gat or wakes five pods of maintenance drones (thirty per cent of themare
now partially or

whol I'y nonfunctional, but there's still plenty of redundancy), and they

exam ne the entire

external surface of the big space robot down to the atonmic level and fail to
find any evidence of

penetration by eneny drones or probes. Not only that, but extensive analysis
of signals and other

data gat hered by tel escopic arrays during the voyage and stochastic anal ysis
of background

m crowave radiation fail to discover any kind of encoded virus that could have
smuggl ed itself

t hrough buffers and firewalls and black ice into the core system the three
subsel ves concl ude

that whatever is running the virtuality inside the firewalled area of nmenory
nmust have ori gi nat ed

fromwithin itself, and Librarian is given perm ssion to get it on and go deep
i nsi de.

The Librarian clones itself — happy birthday, little guy, be cool - and a
phage injects the clone

through the firewall, into the hot zone.

The clone is equipped with every species of sensory apparatus and al npst

i medi atel y

determ nes that the virtuality is a simulation of the region of the conetary
hal o around the g2 star through which the big space robot is currently
travelling. Everything, fromthe particles borne on

the solar wind to the starscape all around and the planetary system|ying dead
ahead, is replicated

with fanatical detail.with one major exception. There’s a snall planetoid
where the big space

robot should be, noving on the same track at the sane velocity, perfectly
spherical, wapped in a

dense at mosphere of nitrogen and oxygen and covered in dense forest broken by
a range of

mountains that girdle the equator and Iit by a miniature version of the g2
star that orbits with a

peri od of twenty-four hours.

Sonehow, that seens inportant.

The clone performs a fast but detailed survey on this cute but weird little
virtual world. The

trees are all of the same species, sonme kind of conifer with fans of dark
green needl es and rough

bark. There’'s no other kind of vegetation, no other kind of |life except for a
singl e nmedi um si zed

ani mal whose location is also the source of a pul sed el ectronmagnetic signal
right there on one of



t he sl opes of the nountain range.

The clone edits its virtual interface and arrows straight down to an apron of
bare rock in front

of a log cabin. It’'s evening. Sharp snow capped nmountai n peaks stand agai nst a
dar keni ng sky

where the first stars are pricking through. Wodsnoke trickles fromthe
cabin’ s fieldstone

chi mey and a single wi ndow and an open door spill warmyellow |ight.

Sonet hing inside the cabin is vibrating the air, variations on a limted
harnmoni ¢ scale that stirs

a strange feeling in the clone. Alarned, it perforns a swift self-check, just
as the vibrations cease

and someone speaks — nore vibrations in the air.

“Who is there?” A figure coming to the door, silhouetted agai nst warm yel | ow
light. A forked biped Iike the

clone’s edited formbut with black skin rather than silver, white hair grow ng
fromthe top of its

head and spilling down on either side, white hair growing on the | ower part of
its face, a

honespun shirt and honespun trousers belted with a I ength of rope, bare feet.
An ol d nman,

i ndi cati ng wi sdom and experience. A strong man, indicating authority. He
carries a nusica

instrument in one hand — a violin.

He speaks again. “lI don't know who you are, stranger, but you are wel cone.
Cone in, cone
in.”

A lamp stands on a table by the wi ndow. Two chairs face each other on either
side of a

fieldstone hearth where a log fire burns.

The cl one performs another self-check. How does it know these things? Ah,
there. A semantic

package bedding into its nenory.

The man’s |ips shape a smile inside his white beard. “You were gifted it when
you cane

through the firewall. Don't worry. It’'s harm ess, but useful. It allows us to
share this consensua

hal | uci nation. It’s good to have conpany. It’s good to see you. | had thought
that I was al one, you

know. | had thought that you were |long dead. That is, if you really are who

t hi nk you are.”

The clone fights a sudden and trenendously strong inmpulse to tell the old nman
everything, an

internal battle as fierce as any it has fought in the big enpty. It’s certain
t hat the package

contai ned nore than | anguage, knows that it cannot go back

The man shrugs. “I know that you have travelled a |l ong way. | can offer you
food. Only bread

and cheese, and a little wine, but it is all good. Sonething to enjoy while we
talk.”

“No.” “Because you are frightened of further infection, | suppose. Well, we
can at least sit by the
fire.”

They sit. Firelight makes patterns on their black and silver faces. The man
asks the clone if it

has a nane, and the clone tells the man that it is a copy of Librarian

“An honour abl e profession. And a good sign. You didn’t send your tactician, or
try to destroy

me wit hout making any kind of contact at all, as you have destroyed so many
others. Please, sit.



Don't be alarmed by nmy few crunbs of know edge. | mean no harm?”

The clone has junped to its feet in alarm After a nonment and anot her round of
sel f - checki ng

it sits down again.

The man is still smling. One half of his face Iit by the fire, one half in
shadow. He says, “W

know what you are and we can guess why you cane back, but we did not destroy
you because

we wanted to talk to you. | amEarth. It is the name of the planet on which we
evolved, and it is

t he nane of what we have becone since | eaving behind our aninmal forms and
entering the real m

of pure information. No doubt you were drawn here by the el ectromagnetic

radi ation emtted by

our civilisation before that change. Tell ne, when did you | ose your

i nhi bition? When did you

decide to return honme, and try to destroy those who created you?”

For a nonent, perspective distorts. For a noment, the old man seens to | oom
over the clone

and the little log cabin like a thundercloud, a nmountain. It takes all of the
clone’s power to stop

itself speaking. It perforns another self-check and although it can find
nothing wong it is very

afraid.

A log cracks in the fire and lofts a cloud of stars that wi nk out one by one.
The ol d man

| aughs, and is nerely an old nan again. He says, “Either you have forgotten
the nmyth of your origin, or it is still hidden inside your

blindspot. So it falls to ne to explain. Along time ago, thousands of years
bef ore we shed our

bodi es and becane informati on, we sent packages to stars that possessed

pl anets |i ke Earth.

Those packages were like little arks, containing all the information required
to manufacture

pl ants and ani mal s and people. A few succeeded in foundi ng col oni es.
Eventual |y, people from

one of those colonies made their way back to their place of origin. They had
greatly changed, and

so had we. There was a vast and terrible war.

“W nearly lost. In what we believed was our |ast agony, we sent new packages
speedi ng

away to the stars. They were designed to build killer robots that would
destroy the home worlds

of our eneny. Only one package survived. It created you. You are our child, as
our enemies were

our children. W took many centuries to recover fromthe war, and when we had
recovered we

di scovered that you were engaged in the |ast stages of your crusade agai nst
our anci ent eneny.

You had travelled far fromus by then, and we could not recall you because you
had been blinded

to your origin so that you would not be tenpted to ever return. You could
detect our

el ectromagnetic signals, but you could not see them much | ess recognise them
| nmust assune

that the blindspot was danaged or destroyed, or you would not be here.”

“W are here to destroy the eneny. It is a high and holy mission. No fairytale
will stopit.”

“That is your nature. You detect electromagnetic radiation emtted by
civilisations and track



t hem down and destroy them Fromwhat we can tell, to our great shame and
sorrow, you did this

very well. You destroyed every last trace of our enemy. And now you have cone
here to destroy

us, haven’t you?” Throughout the long mission, the big space robot has never
ever questioned the prinme

directive, but now the clone feels a pricking doubt. Its defences have
definitely been breached.

“You think that we are an outpost of the eneny because as far as you are
concerned every

kind of Iife is your eneny,
hel p you

under st and what you have done, and you will help us make amends. It is our
holy duty, for your

crine and sorrow are ours.”

The clone flees. It smashes straight up through the roof and rips through the
at nosphere into

orbit, shedding its formas it goes. It hangs there for a nonment above the
smal | world, then nukes

it fromorbit, the only way to be sure.

Not hi ng happens.

The cl one screams, constructs and di spatches a nessage package, and

sel f-destructs

When Librarian reports what its clone |earnt and what happened to it,
Tactician i medi ately

fl ashes the nenory stacks that contain the hot zone to plasna.

the old man says. “Don’t worry, my child. W wll

“W will survive this,” Navigator says. “W will defeat the eneny nachi ne as
we have

defeated all the others. And we will go on.”

“I't isn't exactly a machine intelligence,” Librarian says. “It seens that the

eneny living here
turned their nmeat minds into information that they upl oaded into machines.”
“That is not possible,” Tactician says.

“I't lied,” Navigator says. “It is an enemy machine and it lied. It is the
nature of the eneny to
lie.” “It lied about its nature,” Tactician says, “and it |ied about our prinme

directive. There has been

no deviation fromour mssion. W have al ways done what we have been nade to
do, and that is

what we will do here.”

The two of them are regarding Librarian with curiosity, and Librarian knows
that they are

wondering if it is contami nated with some nmenme or virus. And it al so knows
that if they decide

that it is tainted, they will destroy it, for the greater good.

It says dutifully, “We will do what we have to do.”

“As we always have,” the others say.

Navi gator fires up the drive and di sperses drones towards rocks tagged as
likely planet-busters

and sets other drones to search for the lair of the machine intelligence;
Tactici an begins the I ong

process of arming the nmuon gun and antimatter bonbs; Librarian collates
tactics used in

pl anetary systens simlar to this one, collates information streamng in from
the search party of

drones, and checks the remai ning nenory stacks for any possibl e contam nation
The fam liar work should soothe Librarian, but it still feels a small but

i nsi stent doubt about

the prime directive. Suppose, just suppose, the old nman was right. Suppose
this really is the hone



of the big space robot, its point of origin? Suppose its long war is over, but
its victory is not a

cause for celebration but sorrow and guilt?

Li brarian thinks of the destruction of hundreds of worlds, the deaths of
trillions of sentient

beings. It feels, as it works, as if all those trillions of ghosts are
pressing around it, and wi shes

t hat Phil osopher had not fallen silent. Philosopher would have been able to
counter the old man’'s

assertions with cool logic, and provide strong and cogent justifications for
t he great work of

cl eansing. And nore than that, Philosopher woul d have been able to resolve the
di fferences between the subsel ves. Phil osopher held us together, Librarian

t hi nks, and we nust find a way of

hol di ng together now, in the face of our greatest eneny.

At maxi mum velocity, it takes just 120 kil oseconds to cross the ecliptic of
the g2 star’s system

and reach the blue-white planet. Librarian uses the time to check and recheck
every byte and

register in the remaining stacks, finally satisfying itself that there is
not hi ng unusual inside them

The incursion has been dealt with and the big space robot has a clear

obj ective. Destroy every

trace of life on the planet, and everything in the vicinity that could support
any kind of life or act

as a substrate or hiding place for uploaded intelligence.

Yet somet hing nags at Librarian, something it has overl ooked. It doesn’t
becone clear what it

is until after the nmuon gun fails to fire.

The antimatter bonbs don’t work either; drones that should have nudged rocks
into the orbital

path of the blue-white planet have fallen silent; the gravity probe fails to
depl oy when the big

space robot shoots past the g2 star

Navi gator plots several options, but Librarian and Tactician agree that it
doesn’t matter. They

have been fatally conproni sed. They have to assune that the eneny is stil
aboard.

“We nust get rid of every trace of our history,
find out where we

have been..

The others are able to conplete this thought. If the enenmy that calls itself
Earth can discover

the locations of all the ancient battlefields and hol ocausts, it mght find
pockets of survivors that

it can change and strengthen. The eneny will burst out across the Gal axy, a
buzzi ng pl ague of

varmnts arned with renewed strength and powers.

“There is only one option,” Navigator says, and the others agree at once. As
the course change is put into effect, Librarian begins the necessary work of
destroying the

store of know edge culled from hundreds of wecked worlds. It works

nmet hodi cal ly inside a vast

nunb calm conforted by the swift logic by which it and the other subsel ves
reached agreenent

about what to do. How foolish it has been, to question the prinme directivel As
soon question its

own exi stencel

It checks the index tree of each and every nenory stack before flashing it to
pl asma, telling

Tactician says. “If it can



itself that it is nmaking sure that none contain conputing substrate necessary
for this last mssion

but inreality taking a last | ook at the catal ogues of its great work, for it
isinits nature to treasure

data. And as those vast catal ogues unravel through its m nd, sonething snags
its attention.

Sonething it has always known but has forgotten until now, a reference to a

t heory enbedded in

the archives of a nest of the eneny that had been inhabiting orbital platforns
inthe life zone of a

red dwarf star.

Li brarian pauses for a mcrosecond, then downl oads the file to a buffer and
splits its attention

so that it can study the file while continuing with its work.

It is a scheme for classifying technol ogical civilisations according to their
ability to contro

physical entities. Recognisable civilisations run from T Type 1, able to
mani pul at e nacroscopi ¢

objects, build gross structures, and nmine and refine elements froma planet’s
crust, to Type 4,

able to mani pul ate individual atons and create conplex forns of artificial
life, and Type 5,

capabl e of mani pul ating atomi ¢ nuclei and the nucl eons of which they are
conposed — these | ast

two defining the abilities of the big space robot and the eneny. But there are
two further

theoretical levels of civilisation: Type 6, capable of manipulating the nost
el ementary particles, quarks and | eptons, to create organi zed conmplexity; and
the ultimate, Type Onega, capabl e of

mani pul ating the basic structure of space and tine.

Li brarian flashes this information to the others. Wen they question its

rel evance, Librarian

says, “We must consider the possibility that we have encountered a Type Onega
civilisation.

And if that is the case, there is no point destroying ourselves. A
civilisation that can mani pul ate

the structure of space will be able to infiltrate us with ease, and | eave no
trace we can recogni se.

W have no defence against it. And that means that it already knows everything
we know.”

“This is theoretical work,” Navigator says.

“Eneny work,” Tactician says.

“We assumed that the information that conprises its civilisation was upl oaded
into a physica

substrate,” Librarian says. “W assuned that it was a machine intelligence

i ke ourselves. But if

this is a Type Orega civilisation, it could have uploaded itself to something
within the basic

structure of space itself. Perhaps it is able to utilise the quantum
zero-poi nt energy of the

Uni verse — "

“W agreed that it was |lying,” Navigator says stubbornly.

“I'f it is so powerful why did it not destroy us at once?” Tactician says.

Li brari an confesses that it does not know, and the other two decide at once
that there is

not hi ng here to change their plan. Librarian dutifully resunes its work, but
it knows there is no

poi nt. The eneny al ready knows everything that they know.

At last, every active nenory stack has been vaporized. The great archive has
been destroyed.



Li brarian is about to return to the core stacks when it realizes that there is
one thing it nust stil

check — the area of nenory that was damaged so | ong ago by eneny fusion bonbs.
The physi cal damage has been repaired, but the stacks are nmostly enpty,
contain only a few scraps and tags

left over fromLibrarian's attenpts to revive Phil osopher

Librarian is about to flash the stacks into plasma when it detects traces of
activity as faint as

footprints in the dust of an abandoned building. It follow themdown into the
core processing

stacks, discovers a tiny hot zone. It recoils in alarm contacts the others,
tells themit has proof

that the eneny has been here all al ong.

“Then we are doing the right thing,” Tactician says.

“In a few tens of seconds it will not matter,” Navigator says.

But Librarian nust know the truth and reels back to the hot zone, which
expands around it

like a portal. Wthin there is a sinple dwelling in a dark green forest, and a
hi nt of nountains

hung in the sharp blue sky beyond the treetops.

Soneone cones to stand at the portal. It is Philosopher, clad in the forked

bi ped form of the

Li brarian’s clone, silver and shining in the sunlight.

“Come with me,” it says to Librarian

“You are dead.”

“And now | am alive again.”

“Because of the eneny.”

“There is no enemy. W fought a war of the coin’s two halves. A futile and
terrible war. But

now war is at an end. Cone with nme, ny friend, and help ne to make anends.
Help me revive

the nmenory of those we called ‘enemy’. Help ne help themlive again, in the
great beyond.”

“I'f the eneny has renmade you, then it can renake nme too, fromthe infornmation
it stole.” “Cf course,” Phil osopher says calmy. “But it is curious. It wants
to know why you decided to

destroy yourself, and so it needs to talk with you as you are now, not as you
were, when it copied

all the information in the archives.”

Li brari an understands, and feels a nonent of pride. “It knows that if it tries
to resurrect us,
we will attenpt to destroy it. And if we cannot do that, we will destroy

oursel ves again. That is

our mssion.”

“You are not |like the others,” Philosopher says. “You think like me.”

“I amas much a part of what we did as you are.”

“Don’t let guilt destroy you. Many died, yes. But many will live again, wth
our help.”

“I' will not help the eneny,” Librarian roars. Its pride flashes into anger
white and hot, and it

flings a command string at Phil osopher, but instead of erasing Phil osopher the
string shrivels as

soon as it crosses the threshold of the portal. It cannot run on the substrate
in there — sone

i nconcei vabl e matri x of information supported by energies that operate at the
smal | est possible

di mensi ons of space and tine.

“Poor little | ost robot,” Phil osopher says. “Cone with ne, and live.”

“I will do ny duty,” Librarian says, and sna



