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Prologue


Union Space Station (“The Wheel”)


Wednesday, June 17, 2195


PRISCILLA WAS SITTING in the Skyview, enjoying a grilled cheese, her notebook propped up on the table. But she wasn’t reading. The room-length portal had, as usual, stolen her attention. She was looking down at the Asian coast. Clusters of lights, like distant stars, sparkled in the night. Shanghai was down there somewhere, and Singapore and Calcutta.


“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” said a familiar voice. She looked up. Leon Carlson, one of the engineers, was smiling at her. “Mind if I join you?”


“Sure.” She glanced at the chair on the opposite side of the table, moved her notebook out of his way, and he sat down. “It’s good to see you again, Leon.”


The smile widened. “And you, Priscilla. How’s the training going? You do your qualification flight yet?”


“No, I’m still a few months away.”


“You must be looking forward to it.”


“More or less. Actually, it’s a little unnerving.”


“You’ll do fine.” He glanced out at the lights. “I’ve never been able to get used to it.”


“Me neither.” He was tall and blond with blue eyes. And he looked pretty good. She took another bite out of her sandwich while he ordered. “How long have you been up here, Leon?” she asked.


“Two years. I’m getting near the end of my assignment. They’ll be sending me back down to Toronto in a few weeks.”


She was sorry to hear it. “That’s home?”


“Yes. I—” His eyes locked on something behind her. He frowned, and a shadow crossed his face.


“Anything wrong?”


He shook his head. “No.”


She looked around. Three people were being seated at a table. A trim, formal-looking woman, and two guys, one middle-aged and overweight, the other tall, gray, and bent, with a neatly trimmed beard.


“Who are they?” she asked, keeping her voice down.


He hesitated. “The guy with the beard is one of those Kosmik yo-yos. He’s going out to Selika to help with killing everything off.”


“Oh.” She turned back to him. “You mean the terraforming operation.”


“That’s what I’m talking about. I was working on the Sydney Thompson yesterday. Getting it ready for the flight. There are seven of them going. I assume the other two are also part of the operation.”


“I get the impression you don’t approve of what they’re doing.”


“Priscilla, when they’re finished turning the atmosphere over, they’ll have killed everything on the planet.” His voice was getting loud. “They talk about creating a special place for us, but they’re taking down an entire world to do it.”


Priscilla didn’t like the idea very much either. But the experts were saying that Selika would be an ideal place for a colony. For a second Earth. The world was still undergoing severe problems with climate, global population was pushing its limits, and fanatics with bioweapons continued to leave a lot of people with a desire to retreat to somewhere else. Kosmik was denying the charges, insisting that the kill-off simply wasn’t happening, but adding that even if it was, it would be a price well worth paying for a backup world.


A staring contest developed between Leon and the two men. “But that’s okay,” Leon said, getting still louder. “As long as we have a place to hang out. That’s all that matters, right? If we have to butcher a lot of stuff, well, those things happen—”


She heard a chair move. (The chairs, of course were magnetized, to prevent their floating off the deck.) The fat guy had stood up. He was holding on to the table, but his eyes had narrowed, and he was showing teeth. He was bigger than she’d realized. A linebacker type.


“Don’t,” she told Leon, who was also getting to his feet. “Sit down.”


He ignored her. “You got a problem?” he asked the fat man.


The restaurant was about half-full, but they had everyone’s attention. The host was watching them nervously.


“You idiot,” said the fat man. “Years from now, people will be thanking us for what we’re doing.” He was standing his ground, challenging Leon to act. Or sit back down.


Priscilla got up. Her inclination was to put both hands on Leon’s chest to restrain him, but she’d have had to let go of the table to do that, not a good tactic in a near-zero-gee environment. “Please stop,” she said, speaking to both.


The host hurried over and assured everyone, including the two potential combatants, that everything was all right and he hoped it wouldn’t be necessary to call security.


Leon and the fat man continued to glare. The woman at the other table said something, and the man with the gray beard reached over, grabbed the fat man’s sleeve, and tugged him back into his seat. Some of the tension dissipated, and Leon also dropped back into his chair.


“The problem,” Leon said to her, still making no effort to keep his voice down, “is that people don’t know what’s going on.” He reached for her notebook. “May I borrow this?”


“Sure,” she said. “But go easy, okay?”


He brought up a forest scene. Trees were shrunken and desiccated. “This is Selika,” he said. And they weren’t really trees. Never had been. Not in the way Priscilla thought of trees. They were rather, or had been, an odd combination of animal and vegetable, large animated plants that had spread their leafy tendrils toward the sun when they were not swaying gently in the shifting winds. They weren’t beautiful in the manner of a pine or a eucalyptus. They were a bit too unsettling for that. In fact, although she didn’t like to admit it even to herself, they made her hair stand on end.


“They’re not dangerous,” Leon said. “There aren’t any flytraps on Selika. Or pitcher plants or anything like that. As far as we know, there’s no carnivorous vegetation of any kind.”


“I’m glad to hear it,” she said. But they were spooky all the same. She’d seen them before, of course. As virtuals. Their sheer animation was enough to rattle her.


“You should see Selika from orbit,” Leon continued. “The vegetation has all turned gray. It used to be a lush, green place. Now what they have would make you sick. The skies, when we first went there, were filled with bags and birds and capos. They’re now almost empty. Like the forest.”


She heard a struggle beginning behind her. And a woman’s frustrated voice: “For God’s sake, Bernie, sit.”


Then a male: “Let’s just get out of here.” Priscilla resisted the impulse to turn around.


Leon, of course, was watching them. “They’re leaving,” he said.


But there was a final round: The fat man, Bernie, took a step in their direction. “How the hell do you know anything, moron?” he said. “You ever been there? Or do you just watch HV?”


Leon stayed in his seat this time. “I’ve been there,” he said. “I built your operational center. Which I will regret for the rest of my life.”


Bernie’s companions marched him away and left the host looking both annoyed and relieved. As they went out the door, two guys arrived and began talking with one of the waiters. Presumably security.


The host joined the conference, but they took it outside.


“You know,” said Leon, “there were warnings. Kosmik knew in advance this would probably happen. There are several people doing research on an alternate method. But the corporates don’t want to wait.”


Priscilla nodded. “Too much money involved, I guess.”


“Yeah. We wouldn’t want Kosmik to lose its investment.”


“So why is it happening? What’s killing everything, do you know?”


“I’m not an expert, Priscilla. But, as I understand it, if you screw around with the atmosphere, change the oxygen-nitrogen balance even a little, you can expect consequences. They hired a lot of experts to explain how there’d be no problem, that the life-forms would be just fine.” He couldn’t restrain the bitterness. “And I helped them.”


“What about the colonists? I wouldn’t think they’ll want to live in a place where everything’s gone.”


“Hell,” he said, “they probably wouldn’t have liked the native life anyhow. They’ll bring their own German shepherds and house cats and oak trees and sycamores and hedges and never know the difference.”


PRISCILLA’S JOURNAL


I couldn’t help thinking about all those old science-fiction stories from the early years of the space age. There were always aliens showing up who wanted to kill everybody and take over the world. Turns out maybe, we are the aliens.


—June 17, 2195




Chapter 1


Tuesday, November 3, 2195


THE COPPERHEAD WAS floating through the fogs of transdimensional space, somewhere between Fomalhaut and Serenity Station, which is to say it was well off the more traveled routes. Priscilla Hutchins, the acting captain, was half-asleep in the pilot’s seat. The actual senior officer, Jake Loomis, had gone back to the passenger cabin, where he might have drifted off, or was maybe playing chess with Benny, the AI. Soft music drifted through the ship. The Three Kings doing “Heartbreak.”


Priscilla was vaguely aware of the humming and beeping of the electronics and the quiet flow of air through the vents. Then, suddenly, she wasn’t. The lights had gone out. And the ship bounced hard, as if it had been dropped into a storm-tossed sea. The displays were off, and the warning klaxon sounded. Power down.


“System failure,” said Benny, using the slightly modified tone that suggested he’d also suffered a cutback.


Emergency lights blinked on and cast an eerie glow across the bridge. The ship rocked and slowed and accelerated and rocked again. Then, within seconds, all sense of motion stopped. “Did we jump back out, Benny?” she asked.


“Affirmative.”


Jake’s voice came loud and subtly amused from the cabin: “Priscilla, what happened?”


She knew exactly what had happened. This was one more test on her qualification flight. There was no danger to the Copperhead. Nobody was at risk other than herself.


“Engines have shut down,” said Benny.


“Engines off,” she told Jake. “Power outage.”


The navigational display flickered back to life, and the stars blinked on. She couldn’t see anything through the ports, of course. They were all blocked by the heavy shielding that protected the Copperhead against radiation. They’d used it for Priscilla’s certification flight because the mission had included a visit to Palomus, which was located in the Wolf 359 system. Wolf 359 was a flare star. The shielding covered every piece of Plexiglas in the ship. The lander was also shielded.


Jake appeared at the hatch. “You okay, Priscilla?”


“I’m fine.” The misty transdimensional universe that provided shortcuts across the cosmos had vanished, replaced by the vast sweep of the Milky Way. “We’re back outside.” That would have been automatic. During a power failure, the drive unit was designed to return the vehicle to normal space. Otherwise, the ship risked being lost forever, with no chance of rescue. “Benny, is there an imminent threat?”


“Negative, Priscilla. Ship is secure.”


“Very good.” She turned to Jake, who was buckling down beside her. He was middle-aged, low-key, competent. His voice never showed emotion. Forbearance sometimes. Tolerance. But that was all. “You want me to send out a distress call?”


“Where would you send it, Priscilla?”


“Serenity is closest.” It would, of course, be a hyperspace transmission. The station would know within a few hours that they were in trouble.


“Good. No. Don’t send. Let’s assume you’ve done that. What’s next?”


THERE WASN’T ACTUALLY that much else to do. She asked Benny for details on the damage and was told where the problems lay and what needed to be done before restarting the engines. The electronics had gone out because the main feeding line had ruptured. She went down into the cargo hold, opened the access hatch, and explained to Jake how she would have managed the repairs. He asked a few questions, seemed satisfied with her replies, and they started back topside.


They were just emerging from the connecting shaft when Benny came back on the circuit. “Priscilla, we’re receiving a radio signal. Artificial.”


She looked at Jake. And smiled.


“No,” he said. “It’s not part of the exercise.”


That was hard to believe. But even though the ground rules allowed him to make stuff up, he was not permitted to lie about whether a given occurrence was a drill. “What’s it say, Benny?”


“I have not been able to make a determination. The signal, I suspect, is greatly weakened.”


It made no sense. There wouldn’t be anybody out here. They were light-years from everything.


While she hesitated, Jake took over. “Benny, can you get a fix on it?”


“Within limits, yes.”


“Where’s it coming from?”


“The nearest star in that direction, Captain, is Capua. But Capua is more than two hundred light-years away. It certainly did not originate there. Moreover, I believe the transmission is a broadcast signal. Not directional.”


“Okay,” said Jake. “What do you make of it, Priscilla?”


“No way an artificial radio signal’s going to travel two hundred light-years. Especially a broadcast.”


“Therefore—?”


“It’s a distress call. Somebody actually did what we’ve been rehearsing. Broke down and got thrown out into normal space.”


“So what do we do?”


“If the signal’s so deteriorated that we can’t read it—”


“—Yes?—”


“They’ve been out here a while and are probably beyond help.”


“Very good, Priscilla. Shall we make that assumption?”


She straightened her shoulders. “No, sir.”


“So what do you suggest?”


“Benny,” said Priscilla, “is the signal still coming in?”


“Yes, it is.”


“Any chance if we sit tight you’d be able to get a clear enough reading to tell us what it says?”


“Negative.”


Jake looked at her. “What do we do?”


“Find the source.”


TO DO THAT, they had to move. Get another angle. “Benny,” she said, “start engines. Prep for a jump. We want a seventy-degree angle on the transmission. Set for eighty million kilometers.”


“Starting engines, Priscilla.”


The drive unit would require about forty minutes before they could actually do the transdimensional insertion. So she sat back to wait. “You ever run into anything like this before?” she asked Jake.


“Once,” he said. “But it was an automated vehicle. No life-and-death issue. I’ve never seen one where there were actually people involved. I hope that’s not the case here.”


She brought up the signal. They could hear nothing but static. The routine racket produced by stars. With 1 or 2 percent left over from the Big Bang. That always blew her mind. “I wouldn’t want to get stuck out here,” she said.


“No, Priscilla, me neither.”


There had been a few ships that had vanished over the years. Vehicles that simply went out somewhere and were never heard from again. It was, she supposed, inevitable. If you were going to travel to seriously remote places, you took your chances.


JUMP TECHNOLOGY WAS notoriously inexact. They jumped three more times to get readings on the signals.


Benny put a chart on the navigation display. He marked their initial position and drew a line from it indicating the direction from which the transmission had come. He showed their current location.


Jake brought some coffee back from the dispenser. “You want some?” he asked.


“No, thanks.”


“Sorry it’s taking so long,” said Benny. “It’s difficult to sort everything.”


“It’s okay, Benny. No hurry.”


“I think we have it now.”


Priscilla kept her eyes on the screen. They were able to establish the course and velocity of the radio source during a period of about six weeks during which it had been actively transmitting signals. After that, there was nothing. The system had shut down.


“Range,” said Benny, “is slightly more than nine light-years. Continue the vector for the balance of the nine years, and the source should presently be—”


He showed them.


“MAYBE SOMEBODY GOT to them,” said Jake. “Let’s hope.”


“So what do we do?”


“You’re the captain, Priscilla. Call it.”


She wondered momentarily if, despite Jake’s denial, the signal was a plant. Part of the exercise. Maybe they were testing her judgment. “Benny,” she said, “do we have a record of any lost ships nine years ago?”


“The Forscher,” he said. “It was last reported at Talios in the spring of ’86. Carrying an exobiologist and an actor. Started home and was never heard from again.”


An actor? Priscilla’s heart rate began to pick up. “Jake, that would be Dave Simmons.” The ultimate action-hero vid star turned explorer. Simmons had turned out to be even bigger than the characters he portrayed. He’d financed scientific missions, founded schools in remote places, once famously challenged the African dictator Kali Anka to have it out man-to-man. Anka had declined and been driven from the country a year later.


“The exobiologist was Paul Trelawney,” said Benny. Trelawney had won the Cassimir Award the year before. “And, of course, there would also have been a pilot.”


The ship had sent a movement report when it left Talios. A long search had yielded nothing. “Why would they send a radio transmission?” she asked, before answering her own question: “The hypercomm must have gone down.”


Jake nodded.


It was hard to imagine the tall, lantern-jawed Simmons dead. The guy had been the epitome of the leading man, in charge, indestructible, always one step ahead of events. One entertainment commentator had remarked that his loss had “reminded us all of our mortality.”


“So what are we going to do?” she asked.


“Make the call, Priscilla.”


“Okay. We make a report, and then head for Caliban, right? We can’t do anything for the Forscher, so we just give the Wheel what we have and continue the mission.”


He nodded. “That’s by the book.”


She read disapproval in his eyes. Maybe another test of her judgment. “Jake, there’s no possibility here of anyone’s life being endangered. So we report what we’ve found and get back to what we’re supposed to be doing.”


“On the other hand—” he said.


“On the other hand, what?”


“We’re close. And our mission isn’t under time constraints. We can go have a look and send back additional details.”


“Do we really want to do that?” Priscilla was thinking about the shape the Forscher’s captain and passengers would be in after nine years.


He straightened and looked down at her. “There’s a code, Priscilla. We owe it to them.”


“Okay.”


“We don’t leave people adrift out here if we can help it. It doesn’t matter what the book says. We go over to the Forscher and take a look at the situation.”


WHEN THEY ARRIVED in the vicinity of the radio source, they did not find the ship. What they saw instead was a lander. It was a Voltar II, a later model of which rested inside the Copperhead’s own launch bay. “I wonder what happened?” asked Priscilla.


Jake shrugged and looked at the scattered stars on the display. “It explains why they used a radio.”


“They had to abandon ship.” The lander didn’t have a hypercomm.


It looked undamaged. Its registry number, VC112, brightened when the Copperhead’s navigation lights fell on it. Its ports were dark although there was still enough power to cause a flicker in the fore and aft warning lamps as they drew near. Priscilla turned her forward lights on the vehicle.


The pilot’s seat was occupied.


Jake climbed out of his harness and opened the storage bin. He took out a set of air tanks, the Flickinger gear, and a jet pack. Then he looked at her.


She had an obligation to go with him. It shouldn’t have been a problem. She’d done EVAs in training. But she wasn’t excited about what they were going to find in the shuttle’s cabin. “I’m coming,” she said.


FLICKINGER FIELDS HAD long since replaced the cumbersome pressure suits. The generator provided an electronic shield against the vacuum. A passerby, had there been one, would have seen nothing like the astronauts of an earlier era. Rather, there were only two people wearing blue-and-silver uniforms.


They crossed to the shuttle and looked in through the ports. Only one body was visible. It was in the pilot’s seat. It appeared in much better condition than Priscilla would have expected after nine years. “The environment,” Jake explained. “In a case like this, you don’t get all the microbes and whatever else is involved in decomposition. A corpse is more likely to look a bit mummified.”


He opened the hatch, climbed into the air lock, and made room for her. She squeezed in beside him. She noticed he’d brought a laser. “Just in case,” he said. “You’re going aboard a vehicle that has very little power. You wouldn’t want to get trapped in the air lock.” He touched the control pad, and the outer hatch closed. Next, it should have begun to fill with air. But nothing happened.


“See what I mean?” He used the laser to cut a hole in the inner hatch. There was air pressure inside, and it quickly equalized. Then the hatch opened, and they floated into the cabin.


They turned on their wrist lamps. Jake went up front. Priscilla sniffed the air, told herself it was no problem, and joined him. She recognized the body immediately.


“Simmons,” they said simultaneously.


Priscilla stared. Somehow, even now, he was sprawled beneath the restraints in that easy charge-the-hill manner she knew so well. Good-bye, Dave, she thought. Growing up, she’d loved the guy. “What do you think happened?”


“We’ll have to wait for somebody to find the Forscher to be sure,” he said. “But whatever the breakdown was, it probably killed Kobayashi and Trelawney.” Fudoki Kobayashi had been the pilot. Jake shook his head. “Poor son of a bitch. Die out here, like this.”


“I’m surprised he didn’t end it,” said Priscilla. “He could have walked out of the air lock.”


“I suspect he kept hoping somebody would come. He’d sent out a distress call.”


“I guess so, Jake. But he must have known nobody would hear it for a long time.”


“Maybe. But he was an actor. Maybe he didn’t really understand how big it is out here. He got here in a few days. When that happens, you kind of lose the feel for the size of everything. Or maybe he didn’t know it wasn’t a hypercomm. Whatever it was, it doesn’t matter now.”


Maybe, she thought, he just wasn’t inclined to give up.


SOMETHING HAD BECOME stuck to one of the storage cabinets in the rear of the vehicle. It looked like a notebook. Priscilla removed it, opened it, touched the keypad. Nothing happened. “I think it needs charging.”


“We’ll take it back with us.”


“What do we do about Simmons?”


“We’ll put him in the deep freeze.” He released the restraints and took a last look around. Pulled the body free, which was of course easy in the zero gravity. “Nothing more for us to do here. Let’s go home.”


They crossed back to the Copperhead, and Priscilla called in the report. Then she connected the notebook to a power source. And began paging through.


“What’s it say?” asked Jake.


She frowned at it, scrolled through to the last entries: Whoever reads this: Get to Talios III by the last week of November.


And, the last line: Guess we bombed.


Jake leaned down, closer to the screen. “I guess they did.”


“Get to Talios by November? You think they were running an experiment of some kind?”


“Whatever,” said Jake. “It’s irrelevant now. That would be November nine years ago.”


“BENNY, SHOW US anything that deals with what happened to the ship.”


He put it on-screen: Simmons described the moment: He had been enjoying a quiet hour, reading the comic novel Last Man Out, which was not at all the kind of book she’d have expected. The voices of Trelawney and Kobayashi were just barely audible on the bridge. Then, in Simmons’s words, Everything came apart. There was a loud bang, screams, and darkness.


“Probably a power surge,” Jake said. “It would have knocked everything off-line. Including the AI.”


When Simmons got to Trelawney and Kobayashi, they were both dead on the bridge. Electrocuted. The backup lights had come on, and, of course, life support had been maintained. But other than that—


The hypercomm system either didn’t come back online, or Simmons didn’t know how to operate it manually. Normally, all that’s necessary is to give an instruction to the AI, but the AI was down also. Simmons decided his best chance was to use the shuttle radio, send out a distress call in case anybody was nearby, then come back and try to figure out how to work the hypercomm. But he thought the hull would reduce significantly the strength of the radio signal. So he got into the shuttle and launched.


As if things could not have gotten worse, the launch doors closed behind him and wouldn’t reopen.


It was hopeless. The last pages were filled with messages left for his two ex-wives, for his kids, and for friends and colleagues. There was no sign of self-pity. Frustration, yes. But if he was frightened, he didn’t leave any of it on the record. Incredibly, he remained the action hero so many had come to admire. Except this time, it didn’t end happily.


Get to Talios by the last week of November.


Guess we bombed.


Benny broke into her thoughts: “I think,” he said, “I’ve discovered what he’s referring to. About November.”


“And what’s that?” she asked.


“In the Talios system, they encountered an interstellar vehicle.”


“Too bad it wasn’t around when they broke down,” said Jake.


“You misunderstand me, Captain. It doesn’t seem to have been one of ours.”


JAKE AND PRISCILLA sat frozen while Benny explained. “They were on the surface, doing fieldwork, when their AI alerted them that they weren’t alone. She told them there was a spacecraft in the area that did not fit any known configuration. And that it was approaching.”


“My God,” said Jake.


“Do you want me to put the pertinent sections on-screen?”


The vehicle had been considerably larger than the Forscher. It was enormous. Probably three kilometers long, its hull black and smooth. They could see illuminated ports, including an area that had to be the bridge. We ran for the shuttle, Simmons wrote. Ten minutes after we got back inside the ship, they were on the radio. Strange-sounding voices. Not human. Nothing like us. But we responded. We said hello, and I’ll admit I used the friendliest tone I could come up with. They answered. One of them did. Don’t know what it said. Though it wasn’t hard to guess.


“You know,” said Jake, “there should be a complete record of this on the Forscher. Pictures, the radio transmissions, everything. We’re going to have to find the ship.”


“That won’t be easy out here,” said Priscilla.


She kept her eyes on the screen: During the course of the first day, the AIs learned to communicate with each other. Greetings back and forth. The alien vessel was an explorer from a distant place. Trelawney, apparently beside himself with exhilaration, pointed out that Forscher also meant “explorer.”


They got a quick reply: “There is little to do out here other than explore.”


The aliens had a sense of humor. And another question: “Would you allow us to visit your home world?”


Nobody on board the Forscher thought that would be a good idea. There was no way to know the intentions of the visitors. Above our grade level, Simmons commented. They didn’t dare reveal Earth’s location.


The visitors replied: We understand.


When Trelawney asked where they were from, they also showed reluctance, and would say only that they’d crossed the galaxy. We have come a great distance.


And the biologist gave the same response. We understand.


They talked for several days. Simmons and Trelawney both visited the alien vehicle. Apparently, Kobayashi passed on the opportunity. Several of the aliens came aboard the Forscher, after the pilot had arranged a trigger that would overload and blow the drive unit—which was to say everything—if a problem developed. “He doesn’t say what they looked like,” said Priscilla.


Jake shrugged. “The AI probably has all kinds of pictures. I wonder,” he continued, “if that’s what created the problem going home? Rigging the ship to explode, just in case? When he disconnected, Kobayashi may have overlooked something.”


“Could you do that to us?” asked Priscilla. “Rig us to explode?”


“It wouldn’t be that hard.”


After a week, it ended. The aliens were moving on. But, said Trelawney, we should arrange to meet again. Maybe, given some time, we can get permission to invite you to come to the home system. Though, to be honest, I think that may be unlikely. I suspect there would be political problems. But we have people who would very much want to meet you. It would be a start.


Simmons quoted one of the aliens: We would like that.


But how to do it?


Kobayashi pointed out that two of the planets in the Talios system, the fifth and sixth, would line up in the “near future.” “When they do,” he suggested, “perhaps we could arrange to be here with those who would like to take this farther.”


JAKE WAS GETTING frustrated. “Damn it,” he said. “Are they talking about a few weeks or what?”


“Apparently the Forscher never reported the incident. Or if they did, it was kept quiet. “


Benny broke in: “Simmons says that they decided to say nothing until they got home. They had time to do that and come back though he does not say how much time. But he and Trelawney agreed that a hypercomm report would only generate a rejection. That the politicians would want to keep clear of a meeting. Trelawney wanted to be there to fight for the meeting.”


“Well,” said Priscilla, “it doesn’t matter now. It’s nine years ago. The aliens are long gone. And everybody’s dead on this side.”


Jake looked up from the screen. “So what do we do, Captain Hutchins?”


“File a report, hope they can find the Forscher, and get on with our own mission.”


“You’re not interested in going the rest of the way out to Talios?”


“Is that what you’re proposing?”


“Why not?”


“Jake.” She felt uncomfortable. Priscilla was used to running her life on schedules. “It’ll throw us way behind.”


“Sure it will. Think anybody will notice?”


TALIOS WAS A class G dwarf, about the same size as Sol, but younger by two billion years. According to the data charts, there were eleven planets in the system. Talios III had life-forms. And that was pretty much the extent of the available information.


Talios V and VI were where?


They needed several more days to track them down. Talios V was small and airless, eight hundred million kilometers from the sun, completing an orbit every twelve years. VI was a gas giant with an entourage of forty-some moons and a magnificent set of rings. It was just over twice as far out. “Orbital period thirty-one years,” said Benny. “They were lined up three and a half years ago.”


“So we’re a little late for the wedding,” said Priscilla.


Jake’s eyes closed. “Unfortunately, the groom never showed up at all.”


“Benny, when will V and VI line up again?” asked Priscilla. “Not that it matters.”


“Sixty-five years and a couple of months.”


“It’s a pity,” said Jake.


“You didn’t expect them to wait around, did you?”


“I wasn’t sure I wanted them to wait around.” It was the first time she’d seen him look uncertain. “Still—Well, let’s go take a look at Talios III.”


THE PLANET FLOATED serenely on the navigation display, but it was hard to believe it harbored life. It did have large blue oceans. White clouds drifted through the skies, and there was snow at the poles. But the continents, the landmasses, looked utterly desolate. No fleck of green appeared anywhere. Nothing moved across its bleak, flat plains.


“According to the database,” said Benny, “life got started here less than five hundred million years ago.”


“So it’s still in the oceans,” said Jake.


“That may be correct, Captain. In any case, you would not be able to detect its presence.”


“Too small?”


“Unicellular. It will be a long time before there’s anything down there that would be visible to the naked eye.”


“I wonder if they’ll ever figure out,” said Priscilla, “why life is so rare.”


Jake magnified the images. Large brown patches of land. River valleys. Mountain chains cutting across continents. All empty. “Hard to believe. What’ve we looked at now, hundreds of worlds with liquid water and stable suns? And just a handful are alive.”


“A century ago,” said Priscilla, “they thought that almost any biozone world was likely to produce living things.” She was thinking that this was why the meeting at this world had been so important. With life so rare, and advanced civilizations virtually nonexistent—Damn.


So close.


THERE WAS NOTHING to look at. From Priscilla’s perspective, they’d wasted time coming here. But she wasn’t going to argue the point with the guy who held her license in his hand. “Jake,” she said, “do you want to go into orbit?”


“Yes,” he said.


“How long do we plan to stay?”


“Not long.”


“Okay. What’s next?”


“Use your imagination, Priscilla.”


She laughed and raised her hands in confusion. “I’m not sure what you’re asking me to do, Jake.”


“Think about the situation. Look at it from the perspective of the aliens.”


She wanted to point out that aliens would probably not think like people. But she let it go. “How do you mean?”


“If you were in their place, and you’d come back here for a rendezvous with representatives from another technological species, something everybody knows is very rare, you’d expect them to show up, right?”


“Yes. Probably.”


“What would you do if they didn’t?”


She was thinking of the jilted bride. “They’d never see me again.”


He laughed. “Assume for a minute you’re rational.”


“I’m fairly rational.”


“All right then. Let’s say unemotional. The failure to show up could not have been personal. Maybe the other side is afraid. Or maybe something happened to delay them. What do you do?”


She exhaled. “I’d leave a note.”


“Now answer your own question: What next?”


“Benny,” she said. “Commence search for artificial satellite.”


“Excellent.” Jake looked pleased. “You’re going to be good at this yet, Priscilla.”


THE SATELLITE FOUND them. “Greetings,” it said. “We are sorry we missed you.”


Jake took over. “We are, too.”


“We hope there was no difficulty.”


“The people you talked to were lost in an accident. On the way home.”


“That saddens us. Please accept our—” It used an unfamiliar word.


“Thank you,” said Jake.


“We wish we could do more.”


“Are you perhaps still in the area? Is another meeting possible?”


“Unfortunately, not at this time. We are long gone, and will probably not return in the near future.”


“I’m sorry to hear it.”


“We also have regrets. We waited as long as we could. But there were limitations.”


“I understand. Perhaps, one day we will meet again.”


“I’m sure we will. Meantime, know that you have new friends. Farewell.”


They waited a few moments. Priscilla looked at the planetary images, at the clouds, at the oceans. Listened to the silence. “Do we want to take the satellite on board?”


“No.” He shook his head. “Leave it where it is. Take it home, and they’ll just put it in the Smithsonian. This is where it belongs.” He pointed at the control panel. “Meanwhile, Captain Hutchins, you have a report to file. And some deliveries to make.”


“Jake,” she said, “Simmons was wrong. He didn’t bomb. He went outside in the shuttle. That made all the difference.”


“I know.”


“I wish he’d known—”




Chapter 2


“PRISCILLA,” SAID JAKE, “let’s talk about our next assignment. We’ll be heading for Groombridge.”


Good, she thought. The last stop before they started home. She wondered what the problem, or problems, would be this time. Fuel leak, maybe? Avoiding collision with an asteroid? She was, of course, not informed in advance.


“We can get rolling when you’re ready,” he said. “Something you might want to think about—”


“Yes?”


“How you would handle a runaway engine? I’m giving you fair warning because—”


It was as far as he got before Benny broke in: “Captain Hutchins, we have an emergency message from Union.” He put it on-screen.


Copperhead, we have been warned that there may be an explosive device aboard the Gremlin, which is currently en route to Barton’s World at Lalande 21185. We do not have confirmation about the bomb. Nevertheless, until we can be certain, we will assume the threat is real. Proceed immediately to Lalande 21185 and render assistance. Acknowledge.


Priscilla glanced at Jake, who nodded. “Okay, Benny,” she said, “set course. Let’s move. Acknowledge and let them know we’re on our way.”


“Acknowledging message, Priscilla.”


She checked the numbers. Just getting to the system would require thirty hours. The transmission was already four days old. “Not good,” she said. “How do we help? You know anything about bombs?”


“I think we’ll settle for an evacuation. Get everybody away from the ship and let the experts deal with it. If it hasn’t gone off already.”


Priscilla was shaking her head. “What kind of lunatic would put a bomb on an interstellar?”


Jake sighed. “They’ve been getting threats for a while now.”


“You mean because of the terraforming?”


“A lot of people are outraged about Selika.”


She took a deep breath. “Incredible. Well, whatever the bosses are thinking, this isn’t the best way to respond. They had to know we wouldn’t receive the transmission within a reasonable time frame. Why didn’t they send somebody from the station?”


“They probably would have,” said Jake, “if they’d had anyone available.”


JAKE LISTENED AS they increased power flow to the engines. “Adjusting course,” said Benny. The Copperhead swung slowly toward Lalande and began to accelerate. He put a graphic of the system on the auxiliary display. He hadn’t been there for several years. Lalande was a red dwarf, about half as massive as Sol, with six known planets. Barton’s was the second, a living world orbiting at a range of one hundred million kilometers.


Barton’s had an ordinary moon, sterile, airless, cold. There was, however, a second satellite that was not a natural object at all. It was a monument, a four-kilometer-wide ring with a pair of crossbars. The centerpiece, the object that made the monument truly spectacular, was held in place by the crossbars. It was a massive diamond, about a third the size of the ring.


It was the second of the Grand Monuments to be discovered, an event which, twenty years earlier, had stunned the world. The first of the monuments, of course, had been found on Iapetus. Everyone had assumed that the Iapetus sculpture was unique, a solitary piece of art left thousands of years ago on a remote Saturnian moon for reasons no one could imagine. Whatever its purpose might have been, it had changed the human perspective for all time. And it had required almost a century and a half before we’d learned how wrong we’d been. Since then, twelve more of the monuments, each a unique figure, had been found.


“You think that’s why the Gremlin was going there?” asked Priscilla. “To see the monument?”


“I can’t imagine any other reason,” he said.


“Have you ever seen it? The Lalande Monument?”


“A long time ago. It’s spectacular.” He put it on the display. The central diamond glittered in the sunlight. “They think it was made out of an asteroid.”


“When I was about twelve,” Priscilla said, “my class was given a virtual ride around it.”


“That must have gotten everybody pretty excited.”


She laughed. “I decided I wanted to go out there one day and touch it.”


THEY SLIPPED INTO transdimensional space, bound for Lalande. All sense of movement stopped, and the cold gray fog enveloped them. They moved through the mist like a ship at sea. Occasionally, when he’d been alone under these conditions, Jake had turned off all the lights. The result was absolute darkness. There was no source of illumination whatever outside. Put the navigation lights on, and you were passing slowly through a constant fog whose density never varied. It was, he thought, as close as you could get to hell in the real world, a place where nothing ever changed, where nothing ever happened.


LIBRARY ENTRY


One cannot look at the images of these ancient monuments without wondering, why? They are scattered around star systems with a kind of haphazard glee, left in places where, their creators surely knew, no one was ever likely to see them. They are magnificent pieces of art, the silver pyramid orbiting a terrestrial—though lifeless—world in the Sirius system, the black cluster of crystal spheres and cones rising out of the snows at the south pole of Armis V, the great transparent Cube at Arcturus. The sculpted figure, believed to be a self-portrait, on Iapetus.


Akim Shenoba, in his prizewinning analysis, “Symbiotica,” argues that mental development necessarily implies an appreciation for art, a passion for mathematics, a need to know how one came to exist. The Great Monuments, he thinks, demonstrate an angry reaction, an act of defiance, by a single species against an empty universe. He tells us that their existence implies that minds, wherever they are found, will be similar. That, in the end, there will be no true aliens.


I respectfully disagree.


I cannot imagine humans writing symphonies they suspect would never be played. Novels that would never be read. Or wandering around the Orion Arm, leaving titanic sculptures that no one would ever see.


—Soli Chung, Lost in Time, 2194




Chapter 3


THE RIDE TO Lalande 21185 took a long thirty hours. Priscilla got no sleep to speak of and developed a seething anger that the authorities at Union hadn’t told them more. How did they know there was a bomb? How many people were on board the Gremlin? Had they succeeded in warning the pilot?


“Relax,” Jake told her. “We can’t do anything until we get there. There’s a decent chance it’s all a false alarm anyhow. Consider it part of the certification process. If you get your license, there’ll be other emergencies. Nothing matters more than how you respond when things go wrong.”


She got the message.


PRISCILLA HAD SPENT the morning reading while Jake watched a romantic comedy with himself in the starring role. Then they decided to do a virtual tour of the pyramids, which evolved into a round of the game That’s My Mummy. They were near the end when Benny froze it and sounded a few notes from “Love in the Dark” to gain their attention. “Captain Hutchins,” he said, “we are five minutes from transiting back into normal space.”


Priscilla had cornered Jake’s Egyptologist and was about to finish him off. “Give up?” she asked.


“His prospects aren’t good, are they?” He shrugged, threw up his hands, and switched the system off. They started for the bridge. Tawny, a cat they’d rescued earlier in the flight, appeared from somewhere and began following her. She paused to gather her into her arms. “You guys have really bonded, haven’t you?” said Jake.


“She likes to keep an eye on me.”


They took their seats, Priscilla still functioning as pilot. “Two minutes,” said Benny. Jake hoped they’d surface reasonably close to Barton’s World.


“You ever do a rescue before, Jake?” she asked.


“Not like this. Pulled a couple of guys out of a ground station once on the Leopard Moon.”


“Sirius,” she said.


“Very good.”


“One minute,” said Benny.


The Leopard Moon had derived its name from a darkened area that, if one had an active imagination, looked like a leopard. Or maybe a tiger. Take your pick. Its picture had reminded Priscilla of the Horsehead Nebula, which she’d often seen at the Drake Institute, where her father had worked. She’d loved going into one of the observation rooms, where Daddy would switch on the stars and ask what she wanted to see. And she’d tell him and sit there in her chair, apparently afloat in the night, surrounded by the vast shining clouds, the Horsehead and the Eagle and the Flame and the Cat’s Eye, all almost close enough to touch. It was where she’d fallen in love with the sky.


Tawny was wearing her magnetic booties. Priscilla put her on the deck. She’d have felt more comfortable restraining the animal during maneuvers if she could hold on to her. But it wasn’t really a problem. Tawny was good at reacting to the unexpected.


“Activating,” said Benny. The lights dimmed, and everything went briefly out of focus. Then the navigation display showed a starry sky. “Transition complete,” Benny said.


“Okay. Scan for the Gremlin.”


“Roger that, Captain.”


“Also, see if you can locate Barton’s World and put it on the display.”


They were moving slightly under twenty thousand kilometers per hour, relative to the sun. That seemed to be a standard rate when a ship emerged from hyperspace. It didn’t matter how slowly or quickly you were moving when you jumped in; you always came out at approximately the same velocity.


Jake looked at the mike. She nodded. “Benny,” he said, “let’s try to talk to them. Go to broadcast mode.”


“Done.”


He signaled for her to take over.


“Gremlin,” she said, “this is the Copperhead. Do you read?” They sat for a moment, hoping to get lucky, hoping for a quick response. But except for static, the radio remained silent.


“I have Barton’s position,” said Benny. “Range is a bit less than 750,000 kilometers.”


“Not bad,” said Jake. It was probably as close as they could have hoped for.


The seconds ticked off.


Jake was saying something about how it would help if they could make the jump system more accurate, but Priscilla was watching the time, not paying attention.


And they got a reply: “Copperhead, this is the Gremlin. We are in orbit around Barton’s World. Code five. Repeat, code five.” The response had come in at forty-seven seconds.


“What’s the status of the bomb?” she asked.


While they waited for the reply, Jake took a deep breath. “We got one break,” he said. “That’s Joshua Miller. He’s the right guy to have in charge.”


“Glad to hear it,” said Priscilla. “Let’s hope we can get him out of there.” The clock counted off the seconds again. The signal crossed to the Gremlin, and the reply started back.


Benny broke in: “Switching to directional transmission.”


“Good. Set intercept course. Let’s move.”


“Captain, I have Barton’s World on the scopes. The signal is coming from that direction.”


“Copperhead,” said Miller, “the bomb exploded thirty-two hours ago. Took out the engines. Fortunately, no casualties. But we are at Barton’s World in a failing orbit. Repeat, failing orbit. Estimate twelve to thirteen hours before we go down.”


They angled to starboard, assuming a new course. “Benny,” said Priscilla, “how long to get there?”


“If we had sufficient fuel to sustain acceleration and braking, we could make it in approximately six hours.”


“I’m not interested in theoreticals. Give me a practical estimate. How long to get there and still have some fuel left?”


“Twelve hours, with prudent fuel expenditure.”


“Gremlin,” said Priscilla, “how reliable is your estimate?” She sat with her jaw propped on her fist, waiting for the response. Jake sat quietly, watching.


“Copperhead, the estimate looks good.”


“All right, Gremlin. We’ll be there in ten hours.”


“I was suggesting twelve hours,” said Benny.


“Burn some fuel. Do it in ten.” Jake nodded agreement. “Make it happen, Benny.”


He leaned in and took the mike. “Josh,” he said. “This is Loomis. How many people do you have on board?”


They waited. Then: “Hello, Jake. Glad you’re here. We have twelve total.”


Twelve? Priscilla glanced up at the overhead air duct. No way their life support could handle that.


Jake took a deep breath. “I thought you were hauling cargo.”


“That was the original plan, Jake. But we got pressed into service to run a tour.”


“Okay, Josh. We’ll see you in a bit.” He stared at the display, which showed the relative positions of Barton’s and the Copperhead. “Benny, we’ll start acceleration in four minutes.”


“Yes, Jake.”


“Priscilla, if you need to do anything, this would be a good time.”


PRISCILLA HIT THE washroom, then checked on Tawny. They’d put her in what they now referred to as her acceleration closet, where the blanket and sheets would protect her. She meowed when the door opened. Let me out.


Priscilla wanted to give her a hug but was afraid she’d get loose. “We’ll do a couple of breaks along the way, Tawny,” she said. “But for now, you’re going to be stuck in there.”


Meow.


She had a plastic bag with kernels and a slit that allowed her to get at them. Her water was in a flexible plastic bottle. With a soft nozzle. Priscilla secured an imager to the inside wall so she could keep an eye on the animal. “See you later, pal.” She sighed and returned to the bridge. Jake was waiting. She slipped into her seat and told Benny to move out.


The acceleration pushed her back.


She put Tawny on the auxiliary screen. The cat was pressed against the back side of the closet. The blanket and sheets seemed to be providing sufficient cushioning. But she did not look happy.


“Incoming,” said Benny. “From Union.” He put it on-screen.


Copperhead, we have just received a code five from the Gremlin. They’ve suffered loss of power and are currently in a failing orbit around Barton’s World. We’re not sure how long they can maintain orbit. Best estimate three days from this transmission. Acknowledge.


It was well over two days old.


“Josh,” Jake said. “I assume another ship is coming?”


Priscilla closed her eyes and just concentrated on breathing while she waited for the answer. Benny asked if she was okay.


“Yes,” she said.


Then, finally, Josh: “Yes. The Thompson’s en route. Coming in from Ross 128. Should be insystem in about thirty hours.”


PRISCILLA’S JOURNAL


We can’t move very much. We’re at 2g acceleration, so all we can do is sit here and watch the instrument panel and try to breathe. It’s too much effort even to talk, and my eyes are getting pushed back into my head. Heartbeat is up. I’d sleep if I could, but I’m wide-awake. Every once in a while, Jake tries to relieve things with a joke, but at the moment, nothing seems funny. And it doesn’t help that I can’t hear him very well because it’s hard to do anything more than mumble.


We take a four-minute break from the acceleration every once in a while.


(Written during one of the breaks.)


—November 16, 2195




Chapter 4


“LOCKING IN BARTON’S World on the forward scope,” said Benny. “Full mag.”


It was a misty disk, mostly dark because it was facing away from the sun.


Priscilla looked over at Jake. “How do you put a bomb on an interstellar?”


“It would be pretty difficult unless you’re one of the techs with access. Or the pilot.”


“Priscilla,” said Benny, “it’s time to go to cruise.”


“Okay,” she said. “Do it.”


Benny shut down the thrusters. It was like having a heavy weight lifted off her chest. “Gotta do that again sometime,” she said.


Joshua called from the Gremlin: “We see you.”


“Better let me do this,” said Jake.


Priscilla nodded.


“Josh,” he said. “Who are your passengers?”


“High-school girls, Jake. They’re from the Middle East. They’ve all won science awards. This was supposed to be their prize, a flight to the Lalande Monument. Oh, and there’s a teacher.”


Jake closed his eyes. “Where’d the bomb come from? Any idea?”


Priscilla listened to the faint whisper of moving air and the occasional bleep of the electronics.


Then Joshua was back: “If I’d known that, we’d never have left port. It was low yield. Just enough to take out the engines. The Gremlin has been hauling supplies for one of Kosmik’s terraforming operations.” Jake growled something about the antiterraformers. “It looks as if somebody just wanted to disable us. And send a message. But the mission was changed at the last minute, and we were pressed into service when the tour ship that was supposed to carry these students didn’t pass the maintenance inspection. Whoever put the bomb on board discovered what had happened, apparently didn’t want to risk killing a bunch of high-school kids, and called in a warning. That’s how they found out.”


“We have a problem,” said Jake.


“I can guess,” Joshua said. “You can’t support twelve more people, right?”


“That’s correct.”


“That was the first thing I looked at when I heard you were on the way. But if the Thompson gets in reasonably close on its jump, we should be able to make everything work.”


“Most of his passengers are teens,” said Priscilla. “They won’t use as much oxygen as adults, will they?”


“In fact,” Jake said, “they’ll use more. Kids breathe deeper, or something.”


“So what the hell are we going to do?”


“Don’t panic, okay?” Jake’s voice was cold. “No matter what happens, stay calm.”


“I’m not panicking.”


“Good.”


“Benny,” she said, “how many can we take on board?”


“The maximum we can support, Captain, including you and Captain Loomis, would be ten. No more than that. Assuming everyone breathes normally.”


Priscilla turned frightened eyes on Jake. “That means we have to leave four of them? To go down when the Gremlin falls out of orbit?”


Jake shook his head. “The Thompson’s due here in, what, another day or so? We just have to buy some time.”


“How do you suggest we do that?”


“The Gremlin should have a lander. We can put a couple people in their lander and launch it. Then bring the rest of them over here and put two more in ours. That should work fine, as long as the Thompson gets here reasonably quickly.”


“Oh. Sure,” she said. “I wasn’t thinking.”


“Why don’t you ask him about the lander?”


She took a deep breath and called over. “Josh, this is Priscilla Hutchins. I’m working with Jake. Do you have a lander?”


“Yes. But it was damaged in the explosion, Priscilla.”


“Would we be able to use it?”


“Not without causing another explosion.”


She looked back at Jake. “That shoots that idea.” Her training hadn’t incorporated anything like this. “Barton’s is a living world, isn’t it? Is there any chance we could just get them out and take them down in our lander? To the surface?”


“Unfortunately not, Priscilla,” said Benny. “The atmospheric mix here isn’t breathable.”


“There’s still a way out,” Jake said. “We can support three people in our lander for about nineteen hours. That’s a little tight, but we should be okay.”


“That still leaves one unaccounted for.”


“We’ll have to squeeze one more on board. It’ll be a strain on life support, but we should be able to manage until the Thompson gets here.”


JOSHUA SENT PICTURES of the students, a group shot of them at the spaceport just before they boarded the shuttle, another photo of them gathered around a guy in a pilot’s uniform. Everybody was smiling. One of the girls was a blonde. Joshua stood in the middle, in his silver-and-blue uniform. She’d seen him several times in the Cockpit and Skyview. He was a big guy with a loud laugh, one of those people who thought he could do anything.


There was also the teacher, identified as Shahlah, the daughter of Jamal Touma, who was the sponsor of the program. She was about Priscilla’s age. Attractive. “This is the first year for the award,” said Joshua. “It’s to be an annual grant, and Shahlah wanted to be present. She’s apparently the person who persuaded her father to make it all happen. The award. The ride to Lalande. The whole game.”


THE GREMLIN WAS a Delta-class freighter. It had a reputation for reliability, and it had become a favorite carrier for Kosmik. Its hull, steel gray with an oversized cabin, was imprinted with the Kosmik logo, a hawk carrying a scroll.


The ship gleamed briefly in the light from the distant sun, then disappeared across the terminator into the nightside of Barton’s World. “Benny,” said Priscilla, “how long do you estimate it can remain in orbit?”


“Two and a half hours. I would say three at most.”


Barton’s World looked remarkably terrestrial. Big continents with long mountain chains, lush green forests, wide oceans, and snowcapped poles with large, white, fur-bearing animals. Enormous lizardlike creatures prowled jungles and plains. “What’s wrong with the atmosphere?” she asked.


Jake passed the question to Benny. “Too much carbon dioxide. And only about half of the requisite amount of oxygen. Biologists believe that something killed off early life-forms that absorbed carbon dioxide. The local equivalent of plankton. Oxygen concentrations dropped to half, carbon dioxide concentrations rose, and forests spread. That pushed the temperatures up, and the oceans warmed. The result was to drive the carbon dioxide out of the ocean and into the sky, where it became a fixture. Unbreathable.” He paused. “I can go into a detailed explanation if you wish.”


“That’s okay,” said Jake. “Thank you.”


Priscilla had already turned him off.


“All right.” Jake pointed at the display. “Let’s concentrate on getting lined up with the Gremlin.”


TAWNY WAS OUT of the closet, and Priscilla was waiting as the Gremlin came around the rim of the planet, back into the sunlight. Shahlah appeared on-screen and delivered a tight smile. “Welcome to Barton’s World, Priscilla,” she said. She was gorgeous. The photo hadn’t done her justice.


The kids cheered when they looked outside and saw the Copperhead. Then the captain appeared. The all-right-I’ve-got-it attitude she remembered from the Cockpit was down a notch. “We’re glad to see you guys,” he said.


Priscilla nodded. “Glad to be here. We ready to start, Captain?”


“Sooner the better. One thing, by the way: The kids don’t know we’re going down. They’ve been told they’re being moved to other ships because of the engine damage. I haven’t gone into any additional detail.”
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