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Jensen paused
at the top of the ridge, sleet blasting across his visor plate.

Damn it,
he thought. The old bastard's slowed us down too much.

Fetterly and
Jasper were already at the wreck, stroking it, poking it. Kids. Too
green to know any better. They hadn't seen real carnage yet.

Jensen looked
ahead to where he wished Eden Base was.

Shilcock came
up beside him. "Sun's too low."

"We can still
make it if the Professor can keep up."

"Might have to
carry him. He doesn't seem to want what's coming."

"Well he's
gonna get it."

"We should
shelter in the wreck overnight."

"No. Press on.
Eden's just over the next ridge."

"But basha, we
have the supplies. Better to do the rest in the morning. In the
light."

"That piece of
junk isn't gonna help us. We keep moving."

Shilcock
switched to the command channel. "Come on, basha, we'll never make
it! We still got hours ahead of us. The Shearers'll tear us to
shreds!"

Just standing
here in a direct line of sight to the wreck the whispers were
stronger, more insistent. Shilcock was right, of course. But if
Shilcock could hear the voices, he'd push on too, and Shearers be
damned.

Shilcock said,
"Look basha, I got a map, and I know a place that can be sealed.
We'll be safe from Shearers."

Jensen switched
to command. "How the fuck you got that?"

"Can't say.
Know a guy. Been all over that rust bucket. Brought back a few
souvenirs. Told me all about it."

"Isn't all that
Top Level?"

"Our little
secret, basha."

Kapteyn still
hadn't reached the top of the ridge. She was more helping the old
creep to walk than restraining him.

Jensen sighed,
and switched back to the common channel. "We're not gonna make it
to Eden tonight. Dark is coming in ten, and we need shelter. This
relic is going to have to be it."

Fetterly and
Jasper fived.

Shilcock
transmitted the map, and Jensen looked at his arm display.

"The sealable
room is here. Not too far in."

"You're sure
you can seal the room? You've never been in there, right?"

"Right, but,
you know, like I said. I know a guy."

"You can seal
it for sure?"

"Yes, basha. I
heard about it a billion times."

"Scout ahead.
I'll help Kapteyn with the old guy."

"Yes, basha."
Shilcock skipped down the slope, and he, Fetterly and Jasper
stepped into the alien shadow and out of sight.

Did the whisper
change?

Jensen turned
to the old bastard, hanging on to Kapteyn like an invalid, as if he
was a poor misunderstood senior, not a predator or a criminal.
"Come on, Professor." Jensen grabbed Clarke's other arm and once
they got him over the ridge it was easier, going downhill.
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