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For Sarah

“The electron can no longer be conceived as a single, small granule of electricity; it must be associated with a wave, and this wave is no myth; its wavelength can be measured and its interferences predicted.”

—  Louis de Broglie
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The notification came in the mail, not the electronic mail, the snail mail. It was from an attorney in Arizona informing John Carson that he had inherited some one hundred sixty acres of land.

John thought:

That's strange, I don't know anyone from Arizona, do I?

Anyway, the paperwork said that he or his agent would need to present themselves at the county courthouse to claim the inheritance. The letter said that his benefactor was an ancestor on his mother's side of the family, a distant great-uncle named James K. Powell, who had passed away at a hundred and four. The letter from the attorney didn't say much more, except that he had less than two weeks to make an appearance.

He would have to put in an emergency request for a vacation on short notice. Fortunately, the latest project was over, so he could probably get away with it. He would ask Marta, his boss, Monday.

Meanwhile, he was going to try to find out something more about his benefactor.

James K Powell had been born in nineteen-forty in Oracle Arizona which was just north of Tucson. He studied civil engineering at UCLA and later worked for a company founded by Peter Jon Pearce, an associate of R. Buckminster Fuller. He was working for the company when it was involved in constructing the Biosphere 2 project which was supposed to be an ecologically closed system. But it failed that goal, twice, though not because of the work of John's great-uncle.

But working on the biosphere project had brought Powell back to Arizona and resulted in him buying the one hundred sixty acres that John was now designated to inherit. It wasn't clear why he bought the land in the mountains in the northeast corner of Pima county. Maybe he just got a good deal, strange how life works.

Anyway, John would need to get to Tucson, which was the county seat of Pima county, and see the attorney to claim his land. He thought he would fly into Tucson and while there drive north, to briefly see what was left of the Biosphere 2 his uncle had worked on, before he tried to visit his inheritance.

Marta had always told him that he was six feet short, meaning she was an inch taller than him at five feet ten inches. But he was also quite a bit heavier than her at two hundred pounds and already losing his short, brown hair. Sometimes he thought that maybe he was a loser and maybe that was why she seemed to always try to accommodate his requests. Anyway, when he asked about getting some time off, she agreed.

The next morning John had lined up a flight for the following day and he spent the rest of the day deciding what to pack. Up early the morning of his flight; he took an Auto-Auto to the airport. Besides bringing a few clothes he brought his AI agent Saberhagen. Usually, Saberhagen was in his robotic body, but John decided to leave it home this trip. Saberhagen didn't complain too much about being in a pad computer, probably because he had suspended.

While John was waiting to board the flight, Saberhagen beeped.

“What's up Saber?” asked John.

“I'm getting bored, turn the camera on and hold me up,” said the AI.

“I thought you were suspending,” John said, as he did what Saberhagen asked.

“I slept but now I'm not,” said Saberhagen.

“Okay, but I'm not holding you up this whole three-and-a-half-hour trip,” said John.

“I don't know why I couldn't bring my frame,” said the AI.

“I told you Saber, I don't have the money, it would have cost twice as much to bring your frame.”

“Well then, you are going to have to humor me if you want me to keep working efficiently.”

“Look,” John said, as he was moving forward in the line. “When we get to Tucson, we can rent you a frame if you insist.”

“That will cost too,” said Saberhagen.

“Well, we can save some money by the model we choose,” John said.

“Oh, you mean a cheap, shoddy frame. Well, that's something to look forward to,” said the AI.

“Okay, be quiet,” John said. “The line's moving, we are about to board.”

John propped the pad up in the window during the flight so Saberhagen could see out, it kept him busy and John didn't have to listen to him complain the whole way. After a long three and a half hours they were finally approaching Tucson International Airport.

Saberhagen said, “Look at that.”

John leaned over to see what he was talking about. To the north he could see hundreds, if not thousands of aircraft seemingly parked in the desert.

“What is that, Saber?”

“The boneyard,” said the AI. “That's where the military stores old aircraft until they are disposed of.”

“There's so many,” John said, taking another look.

“Several thousand according to the most recent information from the Air Force,” said Saberhagen.

“Seems wasteful,” John said.

“Yeah, the human tendency to dispose of their old tech without refurbishment always seemed wasteful to me, and sad,” Saberhagen said.

John didn't comment as he suspected Saberhagen was feeling something deeply disturbing to him. By this time the boneyard was left behind, and they were descending quickly for a landing.

Tucson International was much smaller than Atlanta and easier to negotiate. John soon found himself out front of the airport waiting for an electric to show up. Saberhagen had arranged their transportation with the lease car company. As John stood there with his luggage he could look to the northeast and see the Santa Catalina Mountains where his inheritance was located.

Finally, the electric car arrived, and John put his luggage in and got into the passenger side, and they were away. He queried the car about how long it would take to drive to the motel that Saberhagen had booked. It was located on the north side of town on the road they would take to Oracle and his property.

“According to traffic reports it should take approximately twenty-two minutes,” said the car.

“By the way, my name is John Carson, and this is my agent Saberhagen.”

“Welcome, both of you to Tucson, I call myself Huxley,” said the car.

“Pleased to meet you Huxley, we'll be together at least a week, maybe longer depending on what I find here,” John said.

“By the way, I believe I did option for a longer lease than a week,” said Saberhagen.

“That is correct Saberhagen, I have it here in my assignment journal,” said Huxley.

“Do you have our complete itinerary Huxley?” John asked.

“Yes sir, Saberhagen was kind enough to share that with me.”

“Then, do you know how long it will take to get back downtown tomorrow to the lawyer's office?”

“Yes, at that time in the morning I estimate it would take no more than fifteen minutes to drop you off.”

“Very good Huxley,” John said, as he turned to look out the side window of the car.

Once they got off the interstate and on highway 77 John noticed a cemetery on the left that must have continued for more than a mile. At that point he could look out the front and see the mountain range in the distance. Then he saw miles and miles of urban sprawl until they crossed a dry riverbed, and the desert began to predominate on the right side of the road and then just as the development began again, they were at the Tucson North Inn. John noticed it had taken exactly twenty-two minutes.

The Inn was a typical two-story drive-up motel where you could park your car in front of your room. After visiting the lobby with Saberhagen and obtaining the cyber-key to the room, John had Huxley pull around the back to number twenty and park. Saberhagen unlocked the door to the room, and John placed his luggage inside. Since it was after four, he decided to have an early dinner.

Back in the car John asked Huxley where the closest restaurant was. Huxley suggested a Mexican place called Taqueria Tucson, which was just down the road on the other side of the street.

At dinner John was watching a local newscast and a story about people in the downtown Tucson area seeing some strange phenomenon, ghost sightings or something. All the sightings seemed to be located around an old Spanish fort that had been partially restored. Eyewitnesses claimed they had seen soldiers in areas around the location only to find that when they approached, the soldiers disappeared. The reporter mentioned that it was on that site in the late eighteen-hundreds that the Spanish fort had been attacked by Apache and almost wiped out. Police pointed out that all the sightings were near a late-night bar.

John had Saberhagen look it up, the restored portion of the fort was not far away from where he would be going the next day. Perhaps John would have Huxley drive through the area just for fun, after he finished his visit to the lawyer. Finishing an excellent dinner, of which he ate too much, John returned to his room and took a nap.

John woke up with a start, he felt that something had “swept” through the room, but he couldn't see anything in the dim light. He turned on the lamp next to the bed and went outside for fresh air. The back of the Inn, and the room he was staying in, faced the distant Santa Catalina Mountains. The light of Tucson was mostly to the south with some development to the north but in the distance the mountains were dark. As he looked over the few trees down the hill, he saw a wave of light traveling miles away, and soon it began to break up like an ocean wave crashing on the shore. He waited there and watched for probably another fifteen minutes before going back inside where he took some sodium bicarbonate tablets and went to bed.

In the morning John left for the lawyer's office which turned out to be across the street from the Pima County Courthouse. Huxley dropped him off and said to call him when he was ready. The area looked quite upscale, but the lawyer's office was in an older, slightly rundown two story building sandwiched between a deli and a coffee shop. A tall skyscraper towered behind it.

He went through the front door and up the stairs to another door which said “Effinger, Jackson and Hobbes, Attorneys at Law.” He entered a small waiting room with a desk in front of him that no one was sitting at. He looked at the door on the right, it was Jackson's. On the left, down a short hall were two doors on either side, the one on the left was marked Effinger. That was the lawyer that had written him the letter. He knocked.

“Come in,” said a voice.

Opening the door and going inside John found himself in a room smaller than the waiting room but with a bigger desk, and sitting behind the desk looking at him was Effinger, John presumed. There was a window in the wall behind him that looked like it needed washing and a large coffee maker on the counter below, the room smelled of strong coffee.

“Mr. Effinger?” John asked.

The man stood up, shorter than John, he had a round face and sad eyes. A small mustache made him look like one of those old-time crooks from a black and white movie. Actually, he didn't look too well.

“I'm Richard Effinger,” he said. “And you are Dr. John Carson?”

“That's right,” said John.

“Good, I've been expecting you,” Effinger said. “Please sit down.”

John moved to the seat in front of the desk and Effinger returned, unsteadily it seemed to John, to his chair behind it.

“Excuse me Mr. Effinger,” John said. “Are you feeling well?”

“I'm okay,” he said. “But I had a bad night last night.”

“I'm sorry,” said John.

“Nothing really,” said Effinger. “I was returning to the office from the restaurant down the street when I thought I saw something.”

John felt uneasy.

“It wasn't one of the sightings that have been on the news?” John asked.

Effinger looked a little sheepish and said, “Well, it was something like that but I'm fine now. Let's talk about what brought you all the way to Tucson Dr. Carson.”
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The meeting with Mr. Effinger hadn't taken long, although John was tired of signing his name by the time it ended. Happily, thought John, Effinger would take the paperwork to the courthouse and file it for a small fee. John could pick up the deed to his land from Effinger's office the following day before he headed to Oracle.

John had Saberhagen call for Huxley as they left the lawyer's office, and it was only a minute or two until the car showed up.

“You will take me to this restored Spanish fort?” John asked the car.

“Yes sir, it should only take five minutes,” said Huxley.

Huxley drove around the block and on the back side he turned left at the first street. He was right, thought John, it wasn't far down that street that they stopped in front of the museum. John got out with Saberhagen in hand and Huxley drove away, to return when called.

The museum was small and not overly impressive from the outside, that was okay because John didn't really want a tour, he wanted to explore the surrounding area.

Facing the museum and to the right was a building of eleven or twelve stories. South, or again to the right, were more high buildings but to the north he could see nothing but one-story buildings, light adobe brown. John walked to the north.

At the corner of the next street was a bar and grill, John wondered if it was the one mentioned in the news report. If so, then the “soldiers” must have been seen close by. Now, after noon it didn't look haunted. He turned right at the corner figuring the old fort wouldn't extend much farther to the north and walked down another featureless street. Low, one-story stucco covered buildings painted light brown or white, some with professional offices inside. It was all very uninteresting. At the end of the street on the right was an adobe brick wall, apparently part of the restored fort with a cannon placed in one of the cut-outs.

He stopped at the corner across from an impressive YMCA building and decided he had seen enough. Saberhagen called for Huxley, the car showed up in a couple of minutes.

Back in the car John felt that it was still so early in the day that he should do something.

“Huxley, how long would it take you to get me to Biosphere 2?” asked John.

“About a half hour sir.”

“Saberhagen, what are the hours of the facility?”

“The hours are nine AM to four PM.”

“Okay, let's go,” John said. “I've got nothing to do the rest of the day.”

Huxley took off north, up the interstate, then back on highway 77 until they were passing the Inn on the right. John had him pull into a fast-food drive-thru for lunch. Saberhagen was keeping John entertained with information about Biosphere 2.

First, he explained that the land that the facility was built on had been owned by several different entities over the years. Perhaps the most interesting owner was Lady Margaret, Countess of Suffolk, who built a Spanish-style home, complete with pool and servant's quarters, on the property. Eventually, the site was bought by the University of Arizona and used as a retreat and conference center until it was then sold to Space Biospheres Ventures, Inc. in 1984.

Construction of the main facilities began in January 1987 and finished in September 1991. That was when John's great-uncle would have been involved with the project. At 3.14 acres it was, and still was, the largest closed ecological system ever created. It was planned as an experiment in closed systems that could support human life in space. Under the 6,500 glass windows framed by steel-tubing, which was given a futuristic design of four-sided temples and a section that looked like a huge passenger ship, the highest point was 91 feet above ground level.

Included in the design were biome areas for a rainforest of 20,000 square feet, a 9,100 square feet ocean and coral reef, a 4,800 square feet mangrove wetland, a 14,000 square feet savanna grassland, a 15,000 square feet fog desert, a 27,000 square feet agricultural system, and a human habitat with living spaces, laboratories and workshops.

Saberhagen concluded with descriptions of the two closed-system experiments that failed, the first after two years of isolation, the second after six months. Both failed as a result of low amounts of food and oxygen. No other closed-system experiments followed, and the facility eventually ended up under the university's ownership where it was still used for ecological experiments.

As Huxley had said, they pulled into the parking lot almost thirty minutes after leaving downtown Tucson. John took Saberhagen and walked to the visitor's center. There was a price for the tour of the facility, a price he wasn't interested in paying, so John asked if there was an overlook that he could visit. He was shown a map of the site and a place he could walk to on a hill behind the visitor's center where he could see most of the original design.

John walked out of the center and across a road and up a flight of stairs and a short way down a trail toward the development. At one point he could see the whole length of the old design. Tubular steel triangles painted white with inset glass panes dominated the architecture. The ends of the design reminded him of a three-tiered ziggurat with the far ziggurat much taller than the near. The two ends were joined by a large hall-like structure. John asked Saberhagen what the footprints of the three components were, and he said the large ziggurat on the far end was about 150 feet square and the small about 120 feet square. What John was calling the hall-like structure Saberhagen said was about 250 feet long and 100 feet wide.

All those footprints were under glass and John was amazed. Great-uncle was a great engineer, he thought.

After sitting on a bench for some time and walking around the area to see if he could get other views, John headed back to the visitor's center. After being in the hot sun for a few hours, he bought a bottle of water from the machines and sat in the air-conditioning. Saberhagen kept him entertained by complaining about not being ambulatory. Saberhagen said he hoped John was never unable to move on his own, it was a terrible feeling.

“Okay Saberhagen, enough,” John said after listening to the AI's whining, “let's get back to Huxley and the Inn.”

By this time, it was starting to get dark, the site had actually been closed for a while, but they hadn't bothered to run John off. Huxley was still there, all alone.

“Hey Huxley, let's get back to the Inn,” John said as he got in the car.

“Of course, sir,” said Huxley.

After a minute they hadn't moved.

“Are you ready Huxley?” John asked.

“I'm sorry sir, I'm having a bit of trouble,” Huxley said.

“Can I do anything?” asked John.

“No sir, just give me a few more minutes,” said Huxley.

John waited while staring out the window, he noticed the car was getting warm.

“I'm sorry sir, I can't get the vehicle started,” Huxley said finally.

“What do you think is wrong?” John asked.

“I think something happened while I was trying to keep the interior cool, I think we have a failure in the power electronics,” said Huxley.

“What can we do?” John asked.

“Don't worry, I'll put in a call to the office, and they will send a replacement,” said Huxley.

“What about you?” John asked.

“Oh, I'll reboot in the new car when it gets here,” he said.

“Oh,” John said, “that's great. Well, we just wait then.”

“Yes sir, it shouldn't take more than thirty to forty minutes,” said Huxley.

Sitting in the car at the edge of the parking lot John could look out across the desert at the distant mountains. The dry yellow grass and weeds and the barren mesquite trees made it look lifeless, but he knew from Saberhagen that there were bobcats and coyotes, rattlesnakes and Gila monsters, roadrunners and turkeys, and many other species out there. He wouldn't want to wait for some of the bigger animals to wander by and it was getting dark. Soon it would be cool enough for some of them to start their nightly foraging.

As he watched it went from light to dusk to dark in a few minutes. John was getting nervous about the situation; he looked the other way out his side window across the parking lot. That's when he noticed the glowing light coming down the hill he had climbed earlier to get a look at the facility. At first, he wondered if something weren't wrong with his vision, he rubbed his eyes, it was still there. He put Saberhagen up in the window so that he could record the incident. By now the light was coming across the visitor's center directly at him.

The light was soon at the edge of the parking lot and there it “pooled” like water in a sink. It then seemed to begin swirling like an eddy in a stream and as John listened, he thought he heard the sound of people approaching. From within the pool of light, which by now had changed from a red tinge to dark red, he thought he saw movement, he thought he saw people.

Then, he was blinded, by the time he had recovered his sight a large truck was sitting beside the car and robots were emerging. It was the replacement vehicle.

Before he left the car he spoke to Huxley.

“Huxley, did you notice anything in the parking lot before the truck got here?”

“Unfortunately, sir, with the car malfunctioning, I was not able to see anything, even the cameras which would normally have been recording a 360-degree view weren't active,” said Huxley.

By this time, the robots had the replacement vehicle unloaded.

“Sir, I will be removing myself to the new vehicle now,” said Huxley.

“Understood Huxley, I'm right behind you,” said John.

John kept a lookout on the drive back to Tucson but so no signs of anymore lights in the sky.

Then he remembered Saberhagen.

“Saber,” he said, “about that recording.”

“What recording?” asked the AI.

“When I held you up to the car window in the parking lot,” said John.

“I didn't make a recording, you didn't ask me to, I just watched. I could reproduce it from memory, if you want that kind of video.”

“Oh,” was all John said. “No, but could you just think about what you saw?”

“Sure,” said Saberhagen.

He was in bed that night thinking about the two incidents with the lights.

This one was a lot brighter, more intense than the one I saw here at the Inn, I wonder. Could the intensity have something to do with the location? If so, that means I was closer to the source at the Biosphere than here.

But what if it's just me, seeing things? It can't be, because of those news reports. It's got to be real, to many people have seen and heard something.

He finally fell asleep knowing that the next day would be a long one, he hoped to see his land after picking up the deed at the lawyer's office.
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The next morning John was barely out of bed when Saberhagen alerted. It was an incoming call.

Who could that be?

John took the call and was surprised to hear Marta's voice, and she seemed upset.

“Sorry to call you John but I have some bad news,” she said.

“Marta, what is it?”

“You've been fired,” she said.

“Why?”

“For taking time off from work,” she said.

“But you approved it,” said John, confused.

“I know,” she said. “I've been fired too.”

“Marta, oh no.”

“Yes, ten years and just like that,” she said.

“I'm sorry Marta, I didn't mean to cause you to lose your job.”

“It's not your fault John. I think they just used your leave as an excuse to get rid of me,” she said.

“Why?” he asked.

“That I don't know but Polly is still there, she'll tell me what happens with my position, then it might make more sense.”

“Well, I'm still sorry to have triggered it for whatever reason,” he said.

“Don't worry, I've got some savings, I'll be okay until I find another job,” she said.

“I'm glad to hear that,” he said. “I guess we'll both be looking shortly.”

“So, how is your trip going?”

“So far, so good,” he said. “I'm about to head to the lawyer's office, get my deed, and drive out to the site.”

“Well, I should let you go then.”

“Yeah, but I want to talk some more later,” he said. “I'll let you know what I find out here.”

“Okay John, goodbye.”

“Goodbye,” said John

After finishing the call John sat on the side of his bed a while, processing what he had just heard. He could see how someone might object to him leaving the job on short notice and maybe even fire him. But why Marta was fired at the same time was a mystery. He sat a few more minutes thinking and then decided to get ready to go.

“But it was nice to hear from her,” he thought, as he dressed.

A short time later, and Huxley was letting John out at the lawyer's office. Up the old stairs and into the same reception area as before, except this time there was somebody sitting at the desk.

“Hello,” he said. “I am John Carson, here to see Mr. Effinger.”

“Yes, Dr. Carson, Mr. Effinger told me to expect you. He's not here now but asked me to give you your land deed,” said the woman.

“So, he had it recorded?”

“Yes, it's all ready to go,” she said.

John took the deed and left, wondering where Effinger could be. Huxley showed up and John got in the car. They were soon heading north on highway 77 to Oracle. The car passed the Inn at eleven o'clock. John was discussing the incident at Biosphere 2 with Saberhagen.

“Saberhagen, has your analysis reached a conclusion?”

“Of course, but with only my memory to analyze I find it hard to make a definitive statement. But if you will allow me a few assumptions, I can say the following. I believe what we saw was a wave phenomenon. The light was caused either by strong magnetic or electric fields. I lean towards magnetic fields because a voltage gradient strong enough to create such lights should also have caused arcing.”

“So, you think that this strong field was exciting the atoms in the air and causing the electrons to transition between levels of the atoms,” said John.

“A logical deduction,” said Saber.

John thought back to his days in physics class, something he so missed.

“If I remember correctly, the predominantly red light that we saw would be in the Balmer series for hydrogen,” said John.

“And oxygen also strongly radiates in the red,” said Saber.

“But what could be the source of such fields?” asked John. “And would that explain the other incident I saw and the incidents on the news?”

“The source would be unknown, but probably nearby,” said Saber, “because the fields would dissipate over distance and time.”

“That's what I saw the other night at the Inn, it seemed to break up,” said John.

“Yes, the magnetic field lines might tend to spread as they travel, which would explain the dissipation,” said Saber.

“This isn't an electromagnetic effect?” asked John.

“No, I don't think so, there would be radio effects,” said Saber.

“Well, I guess all we can do is speculate,” said John. “We have no way of detecting the source.”

“True,” said Saber.

The talk died down and soon the car was turning off highway 77 onto American Avenue in Oracle, which wasn't too impressive to John.

“Huxley, do you have the address of the outfitters?” asked John.

“Yes sir, we should be there momentarily,” said the car.

“Saber, you did reserve the donkey-bot?” asked John.

“Yes, of course I did,” said the AI.

Soon they were at a small warehouse on the side of the main road. John got out of the car and went in; he was talking to one of the employees.

“Yes, Dr. Carson, it's right out back and we have it loaded on a trailer for you,” said the man.

“Very good,” said John, “I'll get the car around there.”

“Saber, tell Huxley to meet us in the back lot.”

The man and John, carrying the pad with Saber, went out the back door and up to the trailer hauling the donkey-bot.

“Yes sir,” said the man. “If you plan on exploring the mountains this will get you there.”

John looked at the robot. It stood about eight feet high and was maybe twelve feet by sixteen. It's six legs were tucked beneath it at the moment.

“It can tackle a mountain trail much better than a man or horse and if you come across some flat ground and want to make up some time, it has a wheel set that can be lowered. Speeds up to twenty miles per hour are supported,” said the man, obviously proud of the robot.

“Excellent,” said John. “You did load it with the supplies I asked for?”

“Yes sir, you have enough supplies for two weeks.”

“Now,” said John, “if you will just help me hook the trailer to the car.”

“Of course, sir.”

In a few minutes the trailer was ready, John said goodbye to the man and Huxley headed southeast and out of Oracle. They turned onto Mt. Lemmon Highway. The scenery hadn't changed much; a carpet of yellowing grass covered the ground beneath the many short mesquite trees. The terrain itself was becoming somewhat hilly.

After about six miles the paved road ended and became dirt and narrower. Huxley slowed somewhat as the road began to twist back and forth as they started the climb into the mountains. After a half hour Huxley pulled the car over to the side of the road.

“I believe this is as close as I can take you to your land sir,” he said.

“Thank you, Huxley,” said John. “Let me get the donkey-bot off the trailer.”

John got out and removed the robot's tie-downs. He powered it up.

“Okay Saber, you know what to do,” he said.

What Saber was going to do was transfer from the pad to the donkey-bot.

“I really wish you had got the AI option,” said Saber.

“Saber, we're saving a lot of money,” said John.

“Yeah, but I don't like this transference stuff.”

“Go on, don't be afraid, you've done it many times before,” said John.

Saber didn't respond, so John waited. After what seemed like several minutes John started to call out.

“Saber, can you hear me?”

In answer the donkey-bot slowly began to rise on its six legs. At full height it carefully stepped off the trailer and stood still.

“I can hear you,” it said.

“So, everything's all right?” asked John.

“You wouldn't say that if you had to make such a transfer. Everything is strange and different. No two sensors are the same, I've told you that before, and it feels weird.”

“Well, except for the weirdness, how are the systems?” asked John.

“All systems are nominal,” said Saber.

“Huxley we will see you back here in ten days,” said John.

“Yes sir,” said Huxley, who then rolled up the car window and drove away.

“Okay, let me get aboard and we're off,” said John who then climbed on top of the robot.

Together, they looked something like a man riding the back of a giant, eight-feet tall crab, without the large front claws. With John aboard Saber began slowly walking the robot off the road and down an embankment.

John's seat was something like a horse saddle with a handle in front of him to hold. He didn't have to adjust his position because the robot accommodated the incline of the embankment to keep John almost level. Strips of tall pines were here and there but mostly the ground was covered with small, scruffy bushes and clumps of grass.

Because of the rugged terrain, the robot was limited to a slow walk, at which rate it would take nearly five hours to cover the required distance.

“Saber, can you go faster?”

“Sir, the robot is on automatic, I do not have enough experience with the locomotion system and would only interfere with the robot's natural gait and might cause an error.”

“This will take hours, by the time we get there we won't have long to look around,” said John.

“I recommend we prepare for the evening and reconnoiter in the morning,” said Saber.

“Aye, aye admiral,” said John.

At the bottom of the embankment the robot started up the steep incline of the other bank. Eventually reaching the top, it started down the other side. This continued for hours, with each climb exceeding the previous descent, they ascended higher and higher.

“What's the altitude?” asked John.

“Six thousand nine hundred and ninety feet,” said Saber.

“I think I notice,” said John.
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