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This book is a work of fiction. All characters, places, events and situations are fictional. No real people, places, events or situations should be inferred.

NOTE

In my youth, Saturn had about a dozen moons, none interesting. Now, the ringed planet has more than eighty, none ordinary. Enceladus, Saturn’s sixth largest moon, is covered with ice and snow most of its year. Fly-by probes have observed geysers of water. Its atmosphere is thin, but is 91% water vapor. Only 148K miles away, the ringed planet dominates the sky. Its synchronous orbit and zero axial tilt keep Saturn stationary, warming the near half of the moon. Is there life below? Or upon the plains? Who knows? Logic says no, but when conditions do not support the development of life as we know it, nature might give a chance to life as we don’t know it.
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​​​Chapter 1   
Crash 
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Billy Casson erupted from freezing water and grabbed at a twisted metal strut. He choked and sputtered. He spat out water that tasted odd on his tongue, water heavily laden with strange minerals. Water in his environmental suit meant his helmet visor was either cracked or shattered. His eyes stung. Freed from the watery silence, his ears were assailed by shrieking sirens and jetting gases, by deafening groans and booms as the ship shook to pieces. He remembered flying off a catwalk while working with the gassing system.

The world convulsed around him. He lost his grip on the strut and plunged back into the dark, rising flood. He thrashed his arms and legs, searching for some hold in the darkness. Viscous clinging water and the dead weight of the suit, despite the lesser gravity, dragged him into the mottled gloom. Again he tasted heavy water freighted with unearthly salts and minerals.

He rose swiftly towards the surface, propelled not from below but lifted from above. He reached up and felt a hand clutching his suit’s storage hook. As he flew out of the water, he seized a warped railing and pulled himself onto a jutting maintenance platform.

He turned and saw Polinsky staring at him. As usual, a huge grin split the big Russian’s broad face. His eyes were crinkled with laugh lines. But he heard no laughter, only the sound of the ship dying around them.

Glacial air stung Casson’s face, confirming his fear of a broken visor. He now saw jagged shards around the rim. Big trouble, he knew. It would not be long before all heat seeped away and the atmosphere became unbreathable; unless, of course, the ship plunged to the bottom and he drowned. With Polinsky’s help, he could probably find another helmet in stores before the SS ExxonValero Musk Venture vanished into the unknown depths of Enceladus.

“Thanks, Chief!” He looked to the water bubbling just below them. “Hull’s breached, but the pressure is still holding the water back. For the moment.”

Polinsky’s grin remained fixed, his eyes staring.

“Polinsky?” Casson’s throat tightened. “Chief?”

The Russian’s head fell forward. His body tipped to the side, leaning against a panel of flickering lights.

Casson sighed. “Polinsky.”

He looked down. A sharp metal shaft jutted from the Russian’s chest. Straight through the heart. An instantaneous death, Casson thought. The spike must have pierced his suit from behind during the ship’s last convulsion.

“Even as you saved my life.” Casson’s voice was soft, barely a whisper. “Poor bastard. Poor unlucky bastard.”

The turbulent waters of Enceladus surged upward and a blast of numbing air struck Casson’s face.

He discarded his own shattered helmet and unlocked the seals on Polinsky’s. 

“Thanks again, Polinsky.”

The ship shuddered once more. Chief Engineer Polinsky slid forward on the transfixing rod, falling off the platform, into turbulent black water. With difficulty, Casson managed to hold onto the helmet.

He seated the helmet onto his suit and engaged the seals. For a dread moment, till new air gushed out the recycler, he smelled a dead man’s last breath. Will power kept him from retching. With the last of drop icy alien water evacuated he felt warm air caressing and revitalizing him.

He leaped toward a higher platform, attaining it easily in a gravity less than a tenth of Earth’s. With the ship going inexorably down, the only way to stay alive was to go up, to find an operating exit hatch above the ascending waterline.

Or a hull breach, he thought.

During that frenzied flight, he also had to find food and other supplies that would preserve his life on the surface. If he escaped the doomed ship with nothing more than his suit, his prospect for survival would be bleak.

But, he wondered, how long could he hope to stay alive even with supplies? It depended on how far they had gone off course, how far they were from Supply Cache Alpha.

“Thank god you—” 

Casson turned at the sudden sound.

The speaker stared at the stenciled name on the helmet.

“Casson, is that— Where’s Polinsky? Why do you have his helmet?”

“Mine was shattered in the crash.”

“But—”

“Polinsky pulled me out of the water, but got a piece of wreckage through the back. He saved my life. Twice.”

“So you took his helmet.”

Casson felt a surge of guilt, though he knew he had no reason. He had liked Polinsky. Everyone liked the Russian. He started to mutter some kind of garbled explanation of the situation, a justification of his own survival.

“I...I had to...no other—”

“Lucky you.”

He did not like her tone or expression. “I—”

“No time to mourn the dead,” Selena Kalikos said. “We have to find a way out.”

“There was nothing I could do for—”

“Shut up and get moving.”

“But I—”

“Move, or I’ll leave you. Got to keep going up.”

He nodded.

“Keep a look out for supplies.”

“And other survivors.”

“Yeah,” she said. “But priority one is escaping the ship and surviving, not getting ourselves killed looking for others. If someone is able to help us—move on their own and carry supplies—fine. Otherwise, leave them.”

Casson started to protest, but the woman was already gone, soaring upward. He followed almost immediately, not wanting to lose sight of her in the darkness and jetting gases. He did not know whether numbers would increase the odds of him surviving, but he knew he did not want to die alone. At the same time, though, he was not sure he wanted to die with Selena Kalikos, of all people.

During the journey up through the ship they were joined by a few others. He did not know who they were. They had to keep moving. He grabbed a couple of survival packs, one from the dead hands of Vi Listing, their communications officer. Though an explosion had obliterated most of the dour American’s body, the nametag on her suit was only charred. He had to pull hard to free the packs.

“There’s a way—” A scream cut off Ketteridge, at least Casson thought it sounded like the British nutritionist as he lost his footing. In an instant, he was gone, body vanishing into the blackness below.

“Get moving!” Kalikos used her words like a whip.

“I see a gap.”

“Hurry up!”

“Help me.”

“Outta my way!” 

“Orderly evacuation, people.” Major Wentworth’s voice cut through the radio chatter. “By the book, everyone.”

The British officer’s calm demeanor halted the frenzied babble, but did nothing to slow the frantic exodus from the survey ship. Desperation drove them upward with an urge no lemming had ever experienced.

Every time the ship shifted, Casson expected to follow poor Ketteridge into the rising waters, but, each time he held on. Others were not so lucky.

“A lock!” someone up ahead shouted.

“Open it.”

“No! No, see if it’s clear.”

“Misaki’s right. Check the sensor first.”

“Quick, get it open.”

“By the book, people, follow protocols.”

“It’s clear.”

“Clear of water. Okay.”

“Get the damn thing open!”

“Back, you fool.”

“Outta my way.”

“By the—”

“Activate the escape pod.”

“Out! Out everyone. Out!”

Suddenly fearful of being left behind, Casson surged up into the gas-shot darkness. He was tempted to lose the packs he had snagged, but he knew doing so would be tantamount to suicide. Besides, the extra kits would be bargaining chips among the other survivors for anything he might need but had not been lucky enough to grab.

Casson had been trailing Kalikos, staying as close to her as he could. No one got in her way. She was his battering ram through the other survivors. Somehow, though, he had been pushed back over and over, by one thing or another, till he found himself scrabbling along in last place.

In his mind’s eye, he saw the final survivor crawl into the escape pod airlock and the craft jettison from the sinking spaceship. Panicked into frenzied motion, he grabbed at the person in front of him, trying simultaneously to push him aside and climb over him.

“Hey now, stop that nonsense, Polin—” Dr Nestor took Casson’s arm, spun him against the wall and peered into the helmet. “Casson? Where the hell is Polinsky? What the hell are you doing with—”

Casson broke free and pushed the doctor hard. “Get the hell moving, you fool. There’s no time.”

“I want to know what—”

The ship swung back, throwing Nestor off balance. He tried to hold on, to keep from being flung back the way they had come up, but there was nothing to grab. He felt himself toppling, falling towards the yawning blackness.

Casson grabbed the doctor’s arm, pulling him to where he clutched the rung of an access ladder. Nestor pulled himself up.

“Thanks, Casson.”

“Come on, we’ve got to get out before we’re left.”

“But I still want—” Casson was gone. Struggling from handhold to handhold. Nestor hurried after.

Casson did not look to see if the doctor was following. If he did not, if he stood around wondering about a lot of nonsense that did not matter, that was his problem. He saved the man, just as Polinsky had saved him, so whatever debt incurred in the engineer’s death was paid in full. But there had been none, he told himself. Just survivor’s guilt. Get over it. There would be a lot of that going around.

The ship shifted again, and two people ahead of Casson hurtled past him. He did not see a name on the first one, but he recognized the insignia on the suit—well, he thought, it was traditional for good captains to go down with their ships, so why not Captain Barring? The man had been a decent sort, for an officer, though a little too quick to judge based simply on the bad advice of others. The worst part of his death, at least to Casson in the heat of the moment, was that it left Wentworth in command.

Casson had been caught unawares when Barring flew past him, holding on for his own dear life, but he might have helped the second man. Only a couple of feet separated them as he passed. His arm wrapped securely around a support beam, his feet planted on the deck, he could have reached out and grabbed him. But fear held Casson more tightly than he held the beam.

He watched Father Clement plunge into the afterlife. He hoped there actually was one. The company chaplain was a good man, or had been. He always found time to talk to him, even when Casson assured him it was pointless.

Casson wished he had only seen the priest’s stenciled  name on the helmet or the chaplain’s symbol on the suit. The priest’s eyes through the visor seemed sad and his face was etched with disappointment. Not his fault, Casson knew, but he also knew he should have tried.

Then Casson found himself at an open airlock, pale blue light flooding in. He heard wind whistling out as the last of the atmosphere evacuated, the sound of water seething upward, threatening to engulf him. He saw someone heading out and Major Wentworth moving toward the lock.

“Wait! Wait! Don’t leave me.”

“Hurry up, Polin—” The executive officer frowned, but did not ask what Casson expected. “Anyone behind you?”

“The doctor.” Casson’s voice was almost a sob of relief. “Dr Nestor. I don’t know if anyone’s behind him, but I think not. Water is coming up fast.”

“All right, all right, get on through.” As Casson started into the airlock, Wentworth grabbed his arm. “We will talk about this later.”

Casson jerked his arm free, rushed through the air lock and down into the waiting emergency craft.

When his eyes adapted to the dim red glow, he was surprised to see only two others aboard. Dr Nestor tumbled in almost on Casson’s heels. Wentworth stepped through the lock, sealing it behind him.

“Miss Kalikos, start the jettison sequence.”

“Very good, Major.”

Nestor rushed forward. “We don’t have time. We’ll be sucked down with the ship. Jettison now!”

Wentworth grabbed the doctor’s shoulder and wrenched him back. “As you were, Doctor. Continue, Kalikos.”

“Aye...but...” The biologist hesitated.

“Miss Kalikos?”

“It’s just that I’m a little rusty on—”

“Take over, Mr Casson.”

“My god are you crazy?” Dr Nestor’s voice was almost an hysterical scream. “He’ll kill us all.”

Kalikos made room as Casson rushed to the panel. Only thirty hours earlier, with the swollen disc of Enceladus on every monitor, Polinsky had drilled the Engineering team on emergency protocols.

Casson paused as Polinsky’s laugh-frozen face flooded his memory. He remembered the others on his team, the men and women who considered Engineering Section the heart of the ship. All dead now, all claimed by the dim unfathomable waters of Enceladus. All but him. He alone survived, but not by the benevolence of Father Clement’s corporate divinity.

No, he thought, just dumb blind luck.

“Mr Casson!”

Casson’ ran through the separation protocols with a deft and rapid hand. It would have made Polinsky proud. He keyed in the last codes. The SS ExxonValero Musk Venture reared back, a final death throe.

When Casson hit the command button, the loud bangs of the separation charges silenced the noises of panic. For an instant, the craft leveled, then dropped. 

The four others in the craft moaned as one.

Casson pulled himself into the pilot chair. Restraints activated but he ignored them. He glanced at the readings and ran through the engine activation steps. 

As gravity and inertia fields cut in, four screens flashed to life before him. The aft view showed a flared metallic fin vanishing beneath indigo water, the final vestige of the Musk Venture. A big damn coffin, he thought, ferrying Captain Barring, Father Clement, Polinsky and thirty-two other poor souls to the bottom of Enceladus’ unknown sea.

Port and starboard revealed shorelines of ice and rock, with pale escarpments rising further on. Beyond them, dim mountains soared against a sky of artic blue.

Casson barely felt the ship splash down, did not hear the cries of relief. He was entirely focused on the bow monitor. The rugged shore was the same, but looming huge in the pale sky was the vast ringed sphere of Saturn.

Kronos, Polinsky had called it, the Lord of Time.

Casson licked his lips. The alien seas of Enceladus were still in his mouth.

“Land us on the flat stretch ahead.” Wentworth patted him on the shoulder. “Good job, Mr Casson.”

Casson headed in, but never took his gaze off Kronos, the god who castrated his father and ate his children.
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​Chapter 2   
Five on Ice
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Major Wentworth was obviously irked, but he was good at not letting it show. It helped he had only two speaking modes: a soul-withering blast when lives were in impending danger and a frosty clip for everything else. He understood the survivors were still in shock over the loss of the ship and their crewmates, but they had a duty to the company, him and themselves to hold it all together.

“Listen up, people.” Frosty.

Casson leaned back in his chair. It was good to be free of the suit. He picked up the helmet and started scraping at the stenciled name with the sharp end of a wire crimper.

“Your attention, please.” Again, frosty.

Casson continued scraping at the stencil, but raised his gaze. Wentworth stood in the center of the shelter that had once been the emergency pod. Eventually, he knew, it would be dismantled and cannibalized, most of it abandoned on the shore of this summer sea, if what he suspected was true, but that was for the future. Nestor and Kalikos sat off to one side going over some maps they had found in the craft.

“Miss Kalikos, Dr Nestor, if you do not mind.” Not just frosty, but brittle, like a thin sheet of solid hydrogen.

They both looked up.

Wentworth looked around. “Where is Miss Nakamura?”

The doctor and the biologist also looked around. The three of them turned their gazes towards Casson. He set the helmet down.

“Outside, sir,” Casson said. “She went out.”

“You didn’t stop her?”

“I did not see any reason to, sir.”

“All right, well, no one should be off by themselves at this time,” Wentworth said. “Go get her.”

Casson reached for the communicator.

“No, Mr Casson, I asked you to get her, not call her,” the executive officer said. “Please be quick about it. This is terra incognita and possibly dangerous.”

Nestor raised his eyebrows. “Why, there’s no life here.” He looked to Kalikos. “Is there?”

“Well, we don’t yet—”

“Also, we need to set our plans into motion about what to do next,” Wentworth said

“Our plans?” Nestor passed a map to Kalikos and stood. “We only have one plan. Stay put and wait to be rescued.”

“A ship will pick us up in a day or two, right?”

“No, probably not.” Wentworth turned to Casson. “Why are you still here, Mr Casson?”

The engineer donned his environmental suit, pulled on the helmet and went to the airlock. He felt their gazes hot upon his back. He had scraped off most of Polinsky’s name, but the helmet would always be his in their eyes. He entered the airlock, sealed the hatch and waited three seconds for the air to cycle out. As he stepped into the artic blue day, he disengaged his general communication circuit.

He stood still for a moment, ensuring the fusion pack was still powering pumps and providing heat. He heard the soft sigh of oxygen being separated from the ambient water vapor, mixed with trace elements and passed through filters. Satisfied, he looked around.

Misaki Nakamura stood upon the shore looking across the waters. The sea was placid, without wave or tide. There was nothing to mark the destruction of the Musk Venture or the loss of thirty-five souls. Without heat from the ship’s QD engines, the ice on the shore was reaching outward again.

He held back, not wanting to intrude upon her thoughts. The major could wait a little longer to reveal his grand plan for surviving, though he already knew what it had to be. Nestor’s idea to stay put was not a bad one. With the escape pod supplies and what they had snagged on the way out, five people could wait a month for a rescue ship. That is, if a ship was coming in a month. That might be a problem.

The only other option, as far as Casson could see, was setting out for Supply Cache Alpha. He had no idea how far off the cache was, but even fifty miles in this frozen hell would make Robert Falcon Scott’s disastrous 862 mile trek across Antarctica in 1913 seem like a summer stroll. Initially, he thought it his only choice, but that was before gaining four companions and the escape pod’s resources.

Now, all they had to do was wait a month, six weeks if they stretched out rations. Even being cooped up with the others for such a long time was better than dying on the ice, marginally. Of course, that assumed a ship would be sent right away, that it could locate them in the wastes, and that it would arrive in time to find more than five corpses.

If they had clear-cut knowledge of impending rescue, they could afford to wait. If not, taking a chance on Supply Cache Alpha was their best option, even if it was a gamble. There, they would find everything needed to wait out a ship, no matter how long it took for ExxonValero or the UNEA to set the wheels into motion. Hell, he thought, with all the equipment and supplies cached by company robots a year earlier, the five of them could homestead the moon.

Not an ideal neighborhood, but better than being dead. The problem was, the longer they delayed starting out, the greater their chance of failure. It was a closing window. Eventually, the window would slam shut and the choice would be dying in the shelter or dying enroute.

He realized Nakamura had turned, was staring at him.

“They are all dead,” Nakamura said.

He keyed his local radio circuit. “We’re not.”

“We will be.”

“Don’t talk like that, Professor Nakamura.”

“You’re Mr Casson, of...”

“Engineering.”

“Oh, yes.” She turned back to the re-freezing sea.

He stood by her, not looking at anything, just staring.

“How many?” she asked.

“Five.”

“Five out of forty.” She was silent a moment. “Eight to one odds. Are you a betting man, Mr Casson?”

“Call me Billy,” he said. “And no, I’m not. Gambling is for suckers. You gamble, you lose. There is no such thing as a sure bet. The house always wins.”

“Space travel is nothing but a gamble, like waking up every morning or driving on the autoways,” she said. “Life is all about numbers. When your number is up...”

“Major Wentworth wants you to come in,” Casson said. “He sent me to get you.”

“Why, Billy?”

“He said it may be dangerous out here.”

“Is it?”

“I don’t know, Professor,” he said. “I’m just an engineer. Like you, all I know is numbers. I know that five is better than one when it comes to surviving.”

“One is the loneliest number.”

Casson laughed.

She turned toward him with a quizzical expression.

“Sorry, I’m not laughing at you, Professor Nakamura,” he said. “It’s from an old song, that line. My grandfather told me it was the truest thing anyone ever said, that it would be true till the end of time.”

“Till the end of time.” She turned just her head, gazing at vast, ringed Saturn filling the icy vault of the sky. “To the Greeks it was destructive Kronos, Lord of Time.”

“Yeah, that’s what Chief Polinsky told me.”

“Yes, Anton said...” For the first time, she noticed the remains of the lettering on the helmet. “What...”

“It is not a long story, but it’s a painful one, and one for another time,” he said. “We should go inside, Profess—”

“Please call me Misaki.”

“All right...Misaki.”

Such a shift in attitude, a tiny admission of familiarity, was difficult for him. Social divisions between the eleven crew members, the four officers and twenty-five academics were insurmountable. While officers and mission specialists counted themselves more or less equal, crew members were inferior to both, unable to meet on any level not allowed by company policy or ship rules. Workers knew their places, and Casson always kept his place out of the light.

“We’d better hurry along,” he said into the silence. “The XO is in charge now.”

She looked back to the sea. “Captain Barring?”

“He died,” Casson said. “The ship shifted just before he made it to the escape hatch and...” Again, Casson saw the captain hurtle past him, thought about whether he really had been out of reach, then saw Father Clement’s disappointed expression. “They...he died.”

“He was a good man.”

He took her arm. Through the glove, through the hard cover of her suit, he seemed to feel the soft vulnerability of the woman inside. She resisted, but eventually gave in to his gentle insistence.

“It looks like it is about to fall upon us, does it not?”

He looked above the shelter. “It’s less than a hundred-fifty thousand miles from Enceladus, but it certainly won’t come crashing down on us.”

She nodded.

Shock, he thought. She had probably lost a lot of friends when the ship went down. He missed Polinsky. He thought about what she might have left unsaid. Chief Engineer was a step ahead of Assistant Engineer, but not near enough to the command or scientific ratings to allow casual association. So, if Nakamura and Polinsky were...

Nakamura stopped so suddenly his hand slid off her arm and he nearly fell. He regained his balance. She was not looking toward their goal or up to the looming orb of Saturn. Instead, she stared off to the left, her eyes wide, her mouth open and quivering, her face devoid of all color.

He followed her gaze. A low, rocky knoll rose near the shelter, glistening with streaks of bluish ice. Beyond it was a narrow inlet, ice and rock sloping down to the sea, but he saw nothing of interest.

“What is it, Professor?”

She looked to him, then back to the knoll.

“Professor Nakamura?”

“Captain Barring?”

“Yes, he’s dead,” he said. “I...I told you that.”

“But...”

“Remember? I told you he died.”

She pointed toward the knoll. “But, I saw him.”

“No, that’s not possible.”

“He stood there watching us.” She shook her head. “He stood upon that rise, hands on his hips, looking at us with cold white eyes.”

“I saw Captain Barring fall into the rising water. There was no way to catch...to rescue him, no way for him to escape before the ship sank to the bottom.”

“But he might have—”

“Even if he managed to find his way out, he could not reach the surface. The suits are not designed to—”

“He was not wearing his environmental suit.”

“What?”

“He wore his dress whites.”

“But that—”

“As he did at the boarding ceremony,” she said, her voice small and papery. “That day he welcomed us aboard at the Syrtis Major spaceyards.” She paused. “On Mars, so long...so long ago...but it was only...”

“It is not possible to survive without an environmental suit, you know that.”

“Yes, I know, but...”

“The temperature is well below freezing.”

“Yes, I know.”

“Your lungs would instantly crystallize if you tried to breathe the air here.” He glanced at the empty knoll. “Even though the atmosphere of Enceladus is ninety percent water vapor, there is no free oxygen.”

“Yes, I know, Billy but...” She started to unfasten the seals on her helmet.

“No, no, no, don’t do that.” He pushed her hands away, then pinioned her wrists to her sides. She stopped struggling almost immediately. After a moment, he said, “No more of that kind of stuff, Misaki. Hear?”

“Yes.” Her voice was barely audible. “I am sorry. He wanted me to come and I thought...” She sighed. “No, it is not possible, is it?”

“It’s okay. We’ve all been through a lot.”

“But I was sure I saw—”

“Come on, we need to get back,” he said. “You know how Major Wentworth is. He doesn’t like to be kept waiting. And he’s probably right about it being dangerous out here alone. It’s an unknown world.”

She nodded and moved forward.

Casson thought about telling Wentworth what she said she had seen, what she had tried to do, but decided not to, at least not for the time being. Grief and shock could make a person see things. As far as her trying to remove the helmet, he did not believe it was a suicide attempt. She did not know what she was doing, that was all. He did not think she was suicidal, but scientists, overall, were capricious and flighty, with only a tenuous grasp of real world issues, at least in his experience. She had lost a lot of friends. Probably. Well, at any rate, more than he had.

Again, he tasted alien salts and minerals.

An impression of movement out the corner of his eye made him glance back to the knoll. Polinsky stood there, his arms crossed. A metal bar protruded from the center of his chest. He wore work overalls, not an environmental suit. His eyes were nestled among laugh lines, but the eyes were white. His broad face was split by a huge grin..

Casson blinked.

The knoll was vacant.

“Billy?”

“Let’s get inside.”

Approaching the airlock, they heard a faint sound. Like a hunter’s horn, Casson thought, though he knew not why. It began on a low quavering note, then rose to a thin haunting tone, finally descending into silence.

“What was that?”

Casson shook his head. “We better get inside.”

* * *

[image: ]


“Could it have been the wind, do you think, Mr Casson?” Major Wentworth asked. “The atmosphere may be thin, but it is mostly water vapor. It would conduct sound fairly well, and the composition might cause acoustic anomalies.”

“No, sir, it did not sound like wind,” Casson replied. “I am familiar with all types of wind and—”

“Are you really?”

“Yes, sir.” He did not like the major’s frosty tone. “I am an experienced mountain climber.” He noted Wentworth’s supercilious eyebrow. “It’s a hobby, sir. I’ve climbed most of the major peaks, including Everest, twice, and Olympus Mons, once. Wind does not produce that sound profile.”

“So, what are you suggesting, Mr Casson?”

“I am not suggesting anything, sir, only reporting what we heard, and stating that it was not the wind.”

Wentworth turned to Nakamura. “Miss Naka—”

“Professor.”

“Yes, of course,” he said. “My apology. Do you concur with Mr Casson’s conclusion, Professor Nakamura?”

“I know mathematics, Major Wentworth, not weather, but it did not seem like a natural sound,” she said. “Rather, it conformed to a definite sinusoidal structure, which, as you know, does not exist in nature in a pure form.”

Wentworth pursed his lips. “Artificial?”

“Yes, Major, it could be.”

“Mechanical?”

Nakamura frowned. “Possibly, but some animals create infrasound that closely mimics the pure sine form.”

“Yes, whales and peacocks and the such,” Kalikos said, “but that’s on Earth, not here.”

Wentworth looked to the biologist. “Is there any life on Enceladus capable of making such sounds?”

Kalikos blasted a frustrated sigh and shrugged. “Have you read the abstracts of the initial robotic surveys?”

“Enlighten us,” he said. “Please.”

She leaned back, interlacing her fingers behind her head. “Samples of sub-ice water revealed microscopic life forms. They are not based on organic carbon but on quantum water, a special liquid-phase state of matter, a complex heterogenic form characterized by the domain organization of metastable polymorphous structures in a cryo-saline environment.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





