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From the journals of Eric Young

One of these days, something unfortunate is going to happen to our dear Governor Jornion, and I just hope I’m there to see it. Ever since our arrival on Epsilon Eridani 2, Jornion has been running this place like he’s some kind of dictator. I seem to remember him being chosen by the powers that had been on Earth, but then what did they know? That was more than fifty years ago. They may have killed themselves off while we were in hibernation. It certainly wouldn’t surprise me, even if we had been improving the species.

Suffice it to say, traveling ten light years hasn’t necessarily improved people, especially not Gov. Hendrik Jornion. Maybe I’m being cynical. Maybe it would be better to say that politicians haven’t changed, but I don’t really think anyone ever expected they would.

On the other hand, Phineas and the other dolphins seem to love their new environment. It’s been a year since our arrival, and they’ve already begun to reproduce, unlike the humans. I worry that we’re going to have to start pulling eggs and sperm from the labs to keep the human line going. This shouldn’t be necessary for the dolphins, except to add some genetic variation to the gene pool.

It's almost impossible to believe that I’m on a planet that once held intelligent life. Unfortunately, we really haven’t learned much of anything about that race yet. The archaeology team hasn’t found anything that I would consider of great importance at the first site, although I’m sure they’d disagree with my interpretation of their findings. The only thing we can say for certain is that the Eridanians were an amphibious species. Their coastal cities rest half in the oceans and half out, and it’s clear that they were designed this way because the structures are designed to climb down the coral-like reefs where they need to.

The Eridanians seemed to have had a special reverence for geometry, or maybe art, or maybe it was both. Their cities are laid out in geometric patterns, very few of which are squares or rectangles. In addition, the cities are symmetrical. It’s a truly awe-inspiring sight. There are also very few tall buildings, almost none more than seven stories tall. The city is also small, as are all of the Eridanian cities. Apparently, they had a small population that could live spread out, much as twenty-first century Earth had become after the plagues.

The idea of learning something about an alien race was one of my main reasons for wanting to leave Earth, never to return again. It was second only to my desire to protect the dolphins from the exploitation they might face at the hands of people like Jornion.

I guess that will have to be it for now. Someone’s knocking. I’m sure it’s going to be Nate Howahkan. We have to take the probe back out to the Silent Sea. I’ll write more about that later.

Eric Young

Chief Marine Biologist

Epsilon Eridani 2
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Chapter 1
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“All readings normal,” Nathaniel Howahkan said in a cheerful voice, the one that always seemed to annoy everyone else.

“Now that’s a surprise,” Adam Neskins said, glaring at the bronze skinned Howahkan. Adam had never been able to figure out why Nate still wore his long hair in braids. It’s not like they were on the American plains in the 19th century. It seemed pretty pointless, just like these probe drops. “Were you really expecting to find something out of the ordinary?”

“Just hoping,” Eric chimed in from the prow of the boat where he was sitting with one foot gingerly kicking the deep blue water about. The air was warm and slightly humid, but very pleasant overall. The sun, Epsilon Eridani, was large in the sky, larger than the Sun ever was from Earth. Eric took a deep breath, enjoying the smell of the salt water. That smell at least was still quite similar to Earth.

Nate had a pretty good idea of what Adam was thinking, but it didn’t matter to him. Adam was far from his favorite person on the planet. Instead of letting the man bait him, Nate just stared back at the shoreline. He could barely make out their small city that had been built up alongside the Eridanian ruins. On the ridge to the east of the town, he could see the massive turbines that supplied much of the energy for their small colony. A mile to the north, he could just barely make out the hydroelectric plant that supplied the rest of their energy. Like the Earth that they’d left, they wouldn’t use fossil fuels on this planet. With a sigh, Nate turned his eyes back to the sea, and his mind back to job at hand.

Ever since they’d arrived on Epsilon Eridani 2, Nate, Adam, and Eric had been going out to various locations off the lush green shore to drop a probe into the water to see if they could find anything interesting. What they were really hoping to find was some clue as to why the planet had such severe wind and electrical storms, although none of them really thought that the oceans would hold the entire answer.

Many of the colonists felt that the storms were the only aspect of the planet that kept it from being a paradise. The three people on the boat, although mostly loving life on the new planet, felt it was not quite a paradise. Eric thought it was a bit too cool; Adam didn’t like the higher gravity; and Nate was still having trouble adjusting to the large sun, and the strange tricks it seemed to play on the colonists’ eyes, even though the psychologists said those illusions were all in their minds. It didn’t make them seem any less real.

Adam glared at Eric. He’d never made any attempt at hiding his dislike for the tall, muscular man, but then Eric had never been especially fond of Adam either. “How far has the probe descended,” Eric asked Nate, ignoring Adam’s glare.

“It’s at forty meters. Think I should drop it any lower?”

“Why not?” Eric answered, pulling his foot from the water and walking over to look at the readings on Nate’s screen; readings that clearly showed that they weren’t finding anything...again.

“Why not?” Adam agreed. “It gives us something to do while we’re out here.”

Eric and Nate smiled at each other, both understanding the meaning of Adam’s statement. He’d always felt he was the superior scientist, trying to pick out every mistake he could find in their work, but they knew deep down, he was afraid to talk to them, fearing his dreams and illusions might be shattered. If there was work to do, he could busy himself with the equipment, thus ignoring them, which they were both fine with.

“Why not?” Nate agreed. He ran his hand across the top of his chest, letting his hands linger for just a second on the scars just above the left nipples. The scars he’d endured during the Sun Dance just before he left Earth...more than fifty years earlier, Earth time at least. He always had to remind himself of the effects relativity had had on the colonists and on the planet they’d left behind. They weren’t much older than when they’d left, but everyone on Earth was fifty years older, and possibly gone. It was sobering whenever he thought about it.

*
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“Look at this,” Janet Edkinson shouted, her voice rising.

Her partner, Rebecca Jamieson looked around, but didn’t see Janet. She went from room to room in the “community meeting site” as they had decided to call the building for lack of anything better to call it. Finally, she found her in a small 3 meter by 3 meter room that looked like many of the other square rooms they had found throughout the building. Unlike the non-four sided rooms that were all different from one another throughout the building, most of the four-sided rooms were very similar. For a moment, she wished that she could ask the Eridanians why they’d designed their buildings like this, but that was impossible. The Eridanians were long gone.

Rebecca rushed into the room, nearly knocking down an ultrasonic drill and a 3-D imager in the process. She’d never heard Janet get excited about anything, and they’d been digging together ever since the colonists had arrived.

“What is it?” she asked, brushing dust from her jumpsuit in a useless effort. They were archaeologists; even if the machines did much of the work, they still had to get down and dirty on an almost daily occasion, and dust was inevitable.

Janet held up an object that looked like it was made out of something similar to plastic. On the face of the object was a representation of some sort of creature. It was carrying tools of some sort in two of its four arms. The other two “arms,” the top two, resembled a cross between a human arm, although quadruple jointed, and a dolphin flipper. The creature also seemed to have gills as well as two mouths, and two legs, which were represented in a way as to make it seem like they were both legs and flippers.

Rebecca stared for several seconds. “It’s an Eridanian, isn’t it?”

“What else could it be?” Janet answered, brushing her dark curls from the side of her plump face. “It’s obviously a tool maker, and it also appears to be amphibious.”

“Where’d you find it?”

“Right here,” Janet answered pointing into the small pit that she’d obviously been digging in. Rebecca preferred to let the machines do most of the digging, but Janet liked to get her own hands dirty as much as possible.

For more than a year, the two archaeologists, along with whatever help they could coax or bribe, had been digging in the alien city closest to the human habitat. This was the first time they’d found any indication as to what the species that had dwelt here had actually looked like.

The sense of accomplishment slowly left Rebecca. “I thought we’d already finished excavations here.” She glanced around the room, wondering why Janet would have come back to the room. Her small eyes with their slight epicanthic fold narrowed as she noticed that Janet had re-excavated a pit that Rebecca had dug earlier. She took a deep breath, trying to control her anger. She could feel her small frame starting to shake. She liked Janet, but the other woman always seemed to be second guessing her, and that bothered the smaller woman.

“Yeah, well, I just thought I wanted to take another look,” Janet answered. “I guess we missed this the first time through.”

“I guess so,” Rebecca said, scratching her profound chin. “Think we should take it to Jornion?”

“Hell no!” Janet said, pulling the eight inch piece of “plastic” closer to her chest. “We’ll wait until the next scientists’ meeting, and then we’ll let everyone know. If we take it to Jornion, he’ll claim that he told us to re-excavate the site, and try to steal our credit, and I’m not going to let him do that.”

Rebecca thought about protesting, but she knew Janet was right; Jornion would try to take the credit for everything that everyone on the planet was doing, just because he was the governor. That was just the type of person that he was. “Let’s see if we missed anything else.”

“That wouldn’t be proper archaeological practice. We wouldn’t be sampling the site.”

“So what,” Rebecca snapped. “This is big.”

“I know,” Janet said with a smile. “I was just kidding.” She was obviously oblivious to the other woman’s anger.

*
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The water was a little cooler, gravity was a little stronger, and the light seemed a strange color, but Phineas didn’t care. His echolocation worked at a longer range here than it ever had on Earth, and that made up for all of the strange differences he and his pod had had to adjust to.

He sent off a series of echoes, just to prove it to himself. He was pleased when they returned the image of a brass fish, a five foot long fish-like creature so named because of its color. The humans had named it, and Phineas had never really been impressed with their ability to name objects.

For example, he thought the naming of their colony New Terra was ridiculous, and horribly uncreative. Humans had a tendency to cling to the old, and were usually very resistant to change. Dolphins were different, they adapted. Of course, Phineas also knew that he and the rest of his pod had been specially bred for intelligence, as well as genetically altered to facilitate even faster learning. But most importantly, he knew their basic behaviors hadn’t been altered.

To prove it, he shot to the surface, breaking free of the water, and doing a backflip before splashing back in. Then he began tail walking for ten meters. Phineas was very happy on Epsilon Eridani 2...or on New Terra, if he had to call it that. It didn’t matter to him. He was happy, and that was all that was important.

The rest of the pod was off hunting, but he didn’t care at the moment. They were due to return within half an hour, and Phineas knew they’d be back right on time. They always were. For now, he just wanted to swim and play, enjoying himself as much as he could before the humans wanted him to do another mundane job for them.

Not all of the jobs were boring. The ones Eric came up with were usually fun, but when Adam Neskins or Gov. Jornion wanted him to do something, it was always a job that the humans could have sent a robot probe to do. Phineas resented that kind of insult. Dolphins shouldn’t be used to do a machine’s work. He dove another five meters deeper before bending his tail in the dolphin equivalent of a shrug. It was beyond his control, so what could he do?

“I’m going to play chess with Francis,” he called in the clicks and whistles of the Delphin language before swimming away to find Francis Korvylenko, New Terra’s liaison officer, whatever that was supposed to mean, and the best chess player Phineas had ever met.

*
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“We should wait at least a week or two,” Gov. Hendrik Jornion said without turning away from the panoramic window of his office. He was too busy watching the strange sun cross the sky. Like most of the colonists, he hadn’t yet adjusted to the large globe; besides, he was annoyed with his company and didn’t want to have to listen to her anymore.

“If we wait any longer, you could jeopardize your position,” Theresa Leblanc said, glaring at the older man’s back. She wasn’t sure why Earth had sent a sixty year old man to run the colony. Experience didn’t matter much in this hellhole they’d been thrust into. Strength of will was what mattered, and the only strength Gov. Jornion had was the strength she gave him.

Jornion turned from the window and smiled. It was a wary and crooked smile. Letting out a short chuckle, he said, “Tell me, Theresa, whose position are you really worried about? Mine or yours?”

Theresa turned several shades of red as her mood washed from embarrassment to anger. Her sharp, but rather plain features contorted with each new emotion. Jornion enjoyed the whole show. He always liked to watch his tall, thin, overbearing aide become irritated with him. It was one of the few pleasures left to him, and he tried to enjoy it as often as he could. Maybe it was time for a new aide, he thought, and not for the first time, but change could be difficult, and he liked the control he had over Theresa.

Just as Theresa was starting to regain her composure, he smiled, knowing she was readying her next retort because of her mannerisms. She started trying to brush the bangs from her eyes, even though her hair was too short for her bangs to hang down into her face. He suppressed a chuckle.

“Theresa, please,” Jornion said as the first sound was forming in her throat. “Now is not the time to change the scientific assignments. We don’t have the people to take on the assignments you want, and besides, we haven’t finished the important work yet.”

Theresa stared at the old man, realizing that he really didn’t look that old. He might have been sixty, but he had a tan face that was only slightly lined by age, and it was obvious that he worked out on a regular basis, as he had the body of a thirty year old. Of course, much of it could have been genetic engineering, she thought.

Shaking her head to get rid of the thoughts that were coming to her, she tried to come up with a new argument. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. What was the man thinking, was all her brain kept repeating. Three of the colony’s scientists spent nearly every day sitting in a boat collecting readings of nothing. What good was that doing the colony?

“Very well, sir,” she finally managed to say. It wasn’t the response she really wanted, but she knew it was the one that would best serve her purposes for the moment. “We’ll just wait a while.”

“Thank you, Theresa,” he said, motioning towards the door. “Now, if you don’t mind...I have a lot of work to do.”

Theresa nodded and left, trying not to slam the hard plastic door on her way out.

Once she was gone, Jornion walked back to the window, smiling. One more person brought into line. Soon he would have the whole team playing like an orchestra around him. Only they’d be playing his symphony. His smile broadened, but his eyes grew dark. He knew that some of the instruments were going to need a little more fine tuning, but maybe fine tuning wasn’t the right phrase. He sometimes felt like his entire woodwind section was playing without reeds. In time, he'd have everyone doing exactly what he wanted. They had to do things his way. There was no choice, and he had to make sure they all understood this.

*
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Eric stood up from the prow of the boat and stretched. He loved being on the water, but these days were sometimes rough on his back. He’d much rather be swimming with the dolphins right about now.

Adam was doing his best to ignore Eric, like he always did. He stared towards the shore, wondering how Theresa’s meeting with the governor was going. She had to get him off this assignment. In general, Adam didn’t like people. He could tolerate Theresa, mostly because they were dating, but he had a special disdain for Eric and Nate, and being stuck with them day after day was too much for him to take.

Nate, on the other hand, didn’t notice what either of the other men were doing. He was just staring at the instruments that were suddenly going mad. “What the...?” he said, his voice cracking.

The tone of his voice brought the other two away from their thoughts.

“You guys better look at this,” he said with a slight quiver in his voice. “I’m getting all kinds of strange electro-chemical readings. They’re not like anything I’ve ever seen before.”

Adam walked over and stared at the monitors. He had no clue what they were looking at, and that bothered him. Just as Eric got to the monitor, it went dead.

“What the hell?” Nate exclaimed.

“Bring the probe up,” Eric ordered Adam who just stared at him.

“It’s probably just a malfunction,” Adam said, unable to keep the disdain out of his voice.

“Adam, bring it up now!”

Adam looked at Nate who only shrugged his shoulders. Neither man had seen Eric this agitated unless it was something that had to do with the dolphins.

Adam slowly walked over, and pushed the button for the automatic wench. It only took thirty seconds for the line to feed back onto the boat, but it was an intolerable thirty seconds for all of them. Eric paced and wrung his hands, and his agitation was giving the others the jitters.

“What the hell?” Nate again said when the end of the line came onto the boat and there was no probe.

“Call the dolphins,” Eric ordered.

“Do we have to bring them into this?” Adam asked. He hated the dolphins, thinking their part of the mission was absurd. There was nothing a dolphin could do that a human probe couldn’t do better. No one else agreed with him, except Theresa Leblanc, and maybe Gov. Jornion. Certainly Nate and Eric wouldn’t agree with him.

“Call them!” Eric shouted.

*
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Phineas squealed and clicked in Delphin as Francis Korvylenko began to place the virtual reality imager onto Phineas’ head. “Don’t bring your queen out so early this time,” the translator said.

Francis smiled. It was a pleasant expression. He was a man with a jovial face. He was tall and thin and heavily muscled with sharply defined features and curly hair that he couldn’t seem to keep his hands out of. His face was unlined, looking like it had never seen a day of grief in his life. “You just keep your eyes on your knights,” Francis answered. The two had been enjoying chess games ever since Francis had taught Phineas how to play two months before they left Earth. They had now played more than one hundred games together, and until two months ago, Francis had won almost every one of them, but recently, Phineas had begun to win more than he lost. This was something that would have embarrassed most humans, but Francis saw it as a tribute to his own skill as a teacher.

The virtual reality board was set up above the pool Francis used to talk with the dolphins when they were having difficulties with the humans, or with each other. Phineas, who was white this time, was about to make his first move when an urgent call came through the waters: “We need dolphins at the survey boat immediately.”

Phineas knew that was where Eric and Nate were. “Sorry, Francis. I guess we’ll have to put off the next swallowing for a while.”

Francis smiled and nodded. The dolphins’ strange manner of speech was always entertaining to him. He reached into the water and pulled the imager from Phineas’ head. “Good hunting,” he told the large bottlenose. It was the Delphin way of wishing someone good luck.

Phineas squealed once before diving under the water and heading towards the boat with amazing speed.

Once in the open water, Phineas sent off an echo to see what other dolphins were on their way to Eric’s boat. He was pleased to get echoes back from Long Fins and Squealer. Matron Pacifica had decided to send his two favorite dolphins. He wasn’t happy, however, to get an echo back from Shark Lover, the only dolphin to have been driven from the pod. He was obviously looking for a way to get back in the good graces of Matron Pacifica. Phineas was determined to not let that happen.

Shark Lover was a disgrace. That wasn’t his real name, but it was the name they gave him because of how he behaved. There had been many days when he’d acted like a primitive, starting fights, trying to steal mates, and generally behaving like an unevolved dolphin. Phineas had a number of scars, like most dolphins, but the majority of them had come at the teeth of Shark Lover.

It became so bad that the pod had to cast him out, mostly at Phineas’ urging. He didn’t want to fight with the primitive anymore, and besides, Phineas had too much pride to be made to look like a fool. Was pride a result of human involvement in dolphin evolution? Phineas put the thought out of his mind. There’d be time to think about that later.

He was the first to reach the boat and was quickly informed of the situation.

“Don’t dive until the others get here,” Eric said to him.

“Don’t worry, Eric,” he squealed for the translator. “I wouldn’t do anything stupid. Someone has to be around to play with you.”

Eric blushed as both men looked at him. “You know how dolphins like to play,” Eric said. “It’s nothing like what you’re thinking.”

“He hasn’t let me do anything yet,” Phineas said before diving. Suddenly he resurfaced. “Or so he thinks.” He dove again, leaving Eric standing at the side of the boat looking into the water, not wanting to turn around and face the other two men.

“You’ve both been in the water with them. Haven’t you ever noticed how they like to rub against you, no matter yours or their gender?”

Both men stared at him, hoping he didn’t mean what they thought he meant, as Phineas resurfaced and squealed a dolphin equivalent of laughter.

“Sex is a kind of way for dolphins to say hello,” Eric continued. “And when they’re in the water with humans, they just want to say hi.”

Both men made a silent vow to themselves to stay out of the water from then on. Eric just laughed. “It’s really not a big deal,” he said.

Phineas squealed in agitation, “What’s taking the others so long?”

Eric tried scanning the water, knowing that Phineas’ echolocation would be better for finding the other dolphins. He didn’t see anything. “Just be patient,” he said. “They’re on their way.”

Phineas squealed up into the ultrasonic, then said, “But they’re taking too long.”

“Don’t dive,” Eric said. “We don’t know what might be down there.”

Phineas blew water from his blowhole. What could possibly be down there, he thought, before bending his tail in a shrug and diving. Why wait for the others?

“Phineas, no,” Eric shouted, but the dolphin ignored him.

*
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“Nothing!” Janet exclaimed, tossing a clod of dirt at the wall.

“Were you honestly expecting to find more?” Rebecca asked her. She’d never seen the stocky woman so agitated. Janet was usually quiet and reserved, never one to show a great deal of emotion, but today she was different. Rebecca had seen her excited and now irritated, although it was sort of difficult to differentiate the two emotions based solely on expression. Janet’s face had turned red, and she’d begun to scowl with both emotions.

“I guess I was just hoping,” she said with a heavy sigh. “We’ve been looking for so long...and I guess now that we’ve found something, I was just hoping to solve the whole puzzle.”

“Patience,” Rebecca said with a smile. In the excitement of the re-excavation, Rebecca had forgotten her earlier anger.

“Why are you two back in this room?” a voice suddenly asked from the doorway of the “community meeting site.” Both women looked at the doorway in surprise. They were almost always left alone by everyone who they hadn’t recruited to help, and they were both very unhappy to see Theresa Leblanc frowning at them.

“I had a hunch we might find something else in here,” Janet offered as an explanation. It didn’t sound good to her, and she doubted that it would sound believable to Theresa. Janet might have been able to describe Theresa with numerous pejoratives, but stupid wasn’t one of them.

“And did you?” There was no mistaking the skepticism in her voice.

“No,” Janet answered, looking away from Theresa, who just continued to stare at Janet. It was not a pleasant look.

“Looks like you’ve been doing a lot of work,” Theresa said, “For not finding anything...”

Janet shrugged. “We actually work hard, Theresa.”

Several shades of red passed across Theresa’s face before she regained her composure. “Not sure what that’s supposed to mean, Janet, but I do more than my fair share to help this colony.”

Janet glared at Rebecca, but she refused to turn towards Theresa.

Rebecca suddenly smiled, “How’d your meeting with Jornion go?”

Theresa frowned for a second, but only a second. She quickly regained her look of complete control. “Just as I’d hoped,” she answered. “Well, I don’t want to keep you from your work.”

Both women watched her walk away. Once she was out of hearing range, both women let out a sigh. “I owe you one,” Janet said.

“Good,” Rebecca said, her smile growing wider. “How about you stay and clean up? I’ve got a date tonight.”

“No problem,” Janet answered, looking dismally at the pits.

Rebecca climbed out of the pit she’d been working in, and walked away, whistling quietly while thinking of the evening to come. Janet watched her leave, shaking her head. “Lucky Rebecca,” she mumbled to herself.

She collapsed back on herself as she looked around, realizing just how much cleaning up there was to do. Oh well, there was nothing better to do with the evening.

*
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Phineas found the waters to be warmer than he would have expected, but there was nothing strange below the boat, and there was no sign of the probe. He dove as far as he dared, but found nothing, not even a behemoth. Nothing. He began to re-surface when he heard the identity echo of Long Fins from above. He paused in his swim for a few seconds. Long Fins was his favorite female in the pod, and he couldn’t help but feel a slight arousal when he realized how proud she’d be of him if he could learn something. He decided to stay under a little longer.

He suddenly felt a strange sensation in his tail. It was the same sensation he felt when there was a behemoth nearby, or the same feeling he used to feel on Earth when there had been sharks nearby. He spun around, but sensed nothing. The feeling was still there however, so he sent off more intense echoes, but nothing came back to him.

Nothing came back to him! From the south, there were no echoes returning, but there was a reef not more than half a mile from him, but nothing returned. He swam in a quick circle and sent off another series of echoes. Nothing!

“Phineas, what is it?” The call was from Long Fins, but he didn’t respond. There was something to the south. He couldn’t see it or sense it, but he knew it was there. He couldn’t detect anything, and he knew that meant there had to be something there.

The water suddenly cooled to a temperature that he would have expected, so he sent off another series of echoes. This time, the echoes of the reef to the south came back to him. It was then that he realized that his lungs were burning from lack of oxygen. He shot to the surface, shaking his head violently once he was above the water, and gasping for air.

“Phineas, what did you see?” It was Eric’s voice being translated into Delphin that he was hearing.

“Nothing.”

“Did you detect anything?” Eric asked.

“No.” He had no idea why he was lying. He just knew he had to. Of course, it wasn’t really a lie. He hadn’t detected anything, not one damn thing.

Just then, Shark Lover swam up to the boat. Without thinking, Phineas lunged at him, dragging rows of teeth along the smaller dolphin’s dorsal fin. It made Phineas feel better.

“Phineas, stop!” It was Long Fins’ echoes.

Phineas just swam away from Shark Lover, away from the boat, away from the shore, away from the impossible lack of echoes he’d experienced. Phineas just swam.

Interlude

From the journals of Eric Young

I don’t even know how to begin to describe the events of the last few days. For a while, I thought that Phineas had suddenly gone mad, which scared the hell out of me because I always felt that Phineas was probably the most sane being in the entire colonization team.

He was gone for two days after his bizarre behavior at the boat. When he came back, he told me that the reefs had been giving off strange echoes, probably because of thermal differences in the water. None of the other dolphins have reported this in the days since, but maybe it’s true. I have to believe it’s true. The idea of Phineas going over the edge isn’t a pleasant one.

The archaeology team has apparently found something. Rebecca told me the other day that it’s big, but neither of them will say anything more than that. They just keep telling us to wait until the scientists’ meeting. That would be in a few hours from now, and I can hardly wait.

I can’t help but wonder if it’s more than a coincidence that they made their first discovery the same day we lost the probe, and the same day that Phineas seemed to lose his mind. Probably just my mind wishing there was a connection. I’ve always had a tendency to find connections, even when there aren’t any.

Jornion and Leblanc apparently aren’t speaking to each other at the moment. Now, if we could just get Adam to stop talking to Theresa, we all could probably sleep better. Of course, when the governor and his aide aren’t speaking, it makes running this colony a difficult chore. They don’t care though. They’re bred from the same stock that gave the Earth its great bureaucracies. Their own political futures are all that matter to them, but what does that matter on a colony world?
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