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  For my brother, Michael




  







  

    

      Our most basic common link is that we all inhabit this planet. We all breathe the same air. We all cherish our children’s future. And we are all mortal.




      

        —Thomas Jefferson


      


    


  




  







  PART ONE




  Back to the Beginning




  

    

      If we open a quarrel between past and present, we shall find that we have lost the future.




      —Winston Churchill


    


  




  







  Outside




  When the metal helmet of the OneMan suit closed over Seth’s head, his ears popped. Sweat soaked his armpits and trickled down his sides. He’d performed only a few

  space walks before, and they didn’t get easier. During the last one he’d almost killed himself.




  “I’m not going to die,” Seth told himself for the twentieth time as he enabled the thrusters and checked his fuel and air levels. The flight prep took him twice as long as it

  should because he had to do everything with his clumsy left hand. His right hand was badly mangled; two of his fingers twisted into ugly, agonized knots. He turned up the oxygen in his breathing

  mixture to compensate for the awful pain.




  “If that Neanderthal can do a space walk, I can do it,” he said through gritted teeth, eyeing the empty housings for two OneMen, which must have been taken by Jake Pauley and his

  horrible little wife. She had been the one to set off the explosions that destroyed the Empyrean, then she broke her husband out of the brig and they must have come straight here to escape the

  dying ship in OneMen. She’d shown no remorse for leaving Seth trapped in the brig to die. If not for Waverly he would have.




  And to thank her he’d sent her all alone to the New Horizon—a snap decision that he already doubted. What was the alternative? Bowing and scraping to the people who had killed his

  father and destroyed his home ship? With his bad temper he’d get himself thrown in the brig, and he was damned if he was going to spend another minute of his life trapped like a rat. If he

  made it to the New Horizon and found a place to hide, he might be able to help Waverly, and maybe even do something to get back at Anne Mather.




  He engaged the thrusters on his suit and hovered over to the air lock. Once inside, he turned back for a last look at the Empyrean. The shuttle bay was cavernous, quiet, deserted. Already it

  felt like a ghost ship. How many had the Pauleys killed today?




  “Not the little kids. They’re okay,” he told himself, shaking his head against panic as he pressed the button to seal the air lock for the last time. The outer air-lock doors

  yawned wide to reveal the infinity of the open sky—black nothing carpeted with stars that seemed to rush away from him in a dizzying expansion.




  Seth eased the OneMan out of the air lock and engaged the thrusters. He had enough experience now that he knew what to expect and was able to slowly maneuver his craft up and over the hull. At

  first the skin of the Empyrean looked undisturbed, but up ahead he could see plumes of freezing gases escaping in a billowing stream. Toward the aft he saw a vast cloud of white gas trailing behind

  the ship to disappear in the dark, leaving thousands of miles of air and water vapor in a long line cutting through the nothingness. Beyond that lay the nebula they’d left behind months ago,

  pink and glowing, belching flashes of electrical charge at the fringes. Seth turned away from its menacing beauty.




  The New Horizon rose over the wound in the Empyrean like a deformed moon. Pieces of debris came into relief against the gray hull. Jagged bits of metal, pieces of furniture, plant matter, even a

  tractor—all fell away behind the ship with awesome speed. He turned toward the prow of the Empyrean to get ahead of the debris and gunned his thrusters.




  As he circled, he saw objects in the distance hovering over the Empyrean, strangely stationary. Seth used the telescope attachment in his helmet to get a better look: four New Horizon shuttles.

  The nearest shuttle’s cargo ramp was hanging open, and from inside came four OneMen, drifting out like fish.




  They were sending in rescue teams, Seth supposed. Or maybe they were looking for something that they wanted from the Empyrean cargo hold. He turned off his outer lights to make himself

  invisible, then scrolled through his radio frequencies until he heard voices.




  “God. The damage is . . . ,” a man was saying. “Why would anyone do such a thing?”




  An image of Jake Pauley’s demented face appeared in Seth’s mind—the weird smile, the heavy bones of his browridge, his grimy teeth.




  “That’s what I’m saying. This is useless,” another man said. “I don’t know why she sent us out here.”




  To pick over our bones, Seth thought. He was so angry that he wanted to ram them, sever their air hoses, knock them spinning into space.




  “I think she’s losing her grip. Did you see the way Dr. Carver was looking at her during services?”




  “This is an open channel, boys,” a male voice warned.




  They were silent for a few moments.




  “There are still a few missing kids,” said a woman. By her tone, Seth guessed she didn’t much like her companions. “I’m glad to help look for them.”




  “In an explosion like that? It’s amazing all of them didn’t die,” said a third man.




  “I guess we have to look for them,” said the first man, “if they’re just kids.”




  “Noble of you,” the woman said, and the other men laughed.




  Once they were out of view, Seth started toward the New Horizon again, this time less hurried. He had time. The ship wouldn’t leave behind its search teams, after all.




  Seth kept his eyes on the hull of the Empyrean as he moved. As long as he was near the large ship he didn’t feel so exposed, but when the hull of the Empyrean rolled away and the starscape

  widened before him, he gasped.




  “Did you hear that?” a woman said in his ear.




  Stupid! He was so stupid! He’d forgotten to turn off his radio. He flipped the switch, just as someone else said, “Feedback from the other team.”




  His heart galloped and he trembled in his suit. He couldn’t make a mistake like that, not ever again.




  His problem was exhaustion. He’d just finished a grueling journey through the dying Empyrean carrying Waverly on his back. Aside from his mangled hand, his brain was still sore from oxygen

  deprivation, and his thoughts were fuzzy. He needed to concentrate.




  He kicked the thrusters harder. The New Horizon was miles away; the sooner he closed the distance the better.




  Seth ran over the mental picture of the Empyrean schematics he’d spent his boyhood studying. There were small air locks for maintenance all over the ship—one of them had killed his

  mother, along with Waverly’s father, in what had been called an accident. The New Horizon was practically a replica of Seth’s home ship, so it shouldn’t be too hard to find an air

  lock in a seldom-traveled area.




  He decided to try the storage bays toward the lower levels. They were far from the habitation levels, so it was unlikely he’d be seen, but if he needed, there’d be plenty of places

  to hide.




  Closing the distance between the two ships took almost an hour, even pushing his thrusters at maximum capacity. He heard only the hollow sound of his breath inside his helmet, and if he

  strained, he could hear the blood coursing through the veins in his ears. He entered a kind of trance, distant from the pain in his hand so that he could concentrate on keeping his course true.




  When the air lock in the storage bay came into sight, an alarm light from the OneMan’s guidance system warned him that he was going too fast. He gunned the reverse thrusters to slow

  himself, grimacing against the unpleasant pressure of the inertial force. The metal hull reared up before him, and he hit hard.




  Frantic, he shot out his magnetic arm to keep from bouncing away from the ship and clung to the controls, panting and shaking, waiting for his heart to stop racing. His entire body was

  trembling, though he felt paralyzed.




  “Last space walk ever,” he promised himself.




  He checked his air: only ten minutes left. He shouldn’t have turned up his oxygen after all. Another stupid mistake!




  He looked around for surveillance cameras on the outside of the ship, for surely he was in view of at least one of them. He found one about thirty yards away, but it was turned slightly away

  from him. There was a chance that he’d been observed on his approach, so he should hurry.




  Seth engaged the outer air-lock control and the door popped open. He guided his craft inside, and as soon as the air lock filled with air, took off his helmet. The inner door opened, and he

  drifted inside and set the OneMan down on the floor of the storage bay. He was surrounded by huge storage containers stacked to the ceiling—rows and rows of them, full of equipment and

  supplies for colonizing New Earth. The planned arrival on the planet was so many decades away, Seth doubted he’d live long enough to see it.




  He’d released most of the clamps sealing the suit along his chest when he heard voices.




  “Hey!” someone yelled. Four men ran toward him, carrying guns. They were about three hundred yards away, closing fast.




  Seth pulled at the last remaining clamp on his suit and, ignoring the pain in his hand, catapulted himself out of the lower portion of the OneMan and started running.




  He was winded almost immediately, but he wove between the room-size shipping containers, listening for footsteps and voices, which sounded close at first but soon faded away. Despite his

  physical exhaustion he had the advantage of youth and natural speed. Seth slipped through the door to the starboard outer stairwell and ran up several flights until he found the rain forest level.

  He dove into the velvety humid air. It was warm here, and it smelled beautiful. He sprinted down the path until he found a patch of large ferns growing under a teak tree and collapsed into them. He

  sprawled, listening, panting, wiping sweat from his brow with the back of his left hand. No one came. He was safe for now. But only for now.




  







  Return




  Waverly tried to focus on the familiarity of the pilot’s seat in the shuttle she flew, the comfort of the joystick in her hands, knowing this was likely to be the last

  time she’d ever fly a shuttle. If she kept her eyes on the control lights, she could pretend she would be coming back home soon. But then her gaze would drift to the rear vid screen, and

  she’d see the long, cluttered trail of vapor gushing from the Empyrean, and reality would come crashing back. No. It was over. The ship couldn’t be losing air like that and still

  survive. Her home was dead.




  There was only one place to go now: into her enemy’s control on the New Horizon.




  With one glance at Sarah in the copilot’s seat—her blank stare and the pallor underneath her freckles—Waverly knew her friend had gone into a kind of numb shock. Just like

  me, Waverly thought. The loss of the Empyrean was so devastating that she couldn’t take it in all at once. No more orchards, no more granaries, no more hallways filled with familiar

  faces, no more home.




  She was enraged to see the New Horizon so pristine, not a mark on her, lurking up ahead. Beneath that metal skin waited Anne Mather and all her blind followers. If I have to live there,

  she thought, I’ll lose my mind. The New Horizon air-lock doors were tiny in the distance, but they grew inexorably larger, and then suddenly they were huge enough to fit her craft,

  and they opened for her shuttle.




  “You’re taking it too fast,” Sarah said.




  Waverly was going too fast. She knew she was. “You think I should slow down?” Waverly asked, her voice muffled in her own ears. If I ram them, she thought, I

  could decompress the shuttle bay just like they did to the Empyrean, when all this began.




  “Are you thinking about. . . ?” Sarah’s jaw set with ugly menace, but the menace wasn’t for Waverly.




  Waverly didn’t answer.




  The com system crackled to life, and a tense woman’s voice said, “Empyrean shuttle, slow your approach.”




  But Waverly didn’t slow down. How many kids were on board her shuttle? Five? Ten? Probably every one of them would love to put a hole in the New Horizon, even if it meant dying.




  “The shuttle bay is full of young children,” the woman’s voice warned.




  The shuttle joystick waited between Waverly’s knees. To slow down, all she needed to do was pull back on it. It waited there, but she didn’t reach for it.




  “Waverly,” Sarah said. Waverly glanced at her friend and saw tears streaming down her face. “I’d do it if it was just us, you know I would, but. . .”




  “I know,” Waverly whispered, and she pulled back on the joystick. Both girls were pressed forward against their safety harnesses as the shuttle slowed for landing.




  When the inner air-lock doors opened for them, Waverly eased the shuttle onto the deck of the New Horizon. The landing gear connected with the metal floor, and a metallic snap reverberated

  through the shuttle bay. Someday Waverly might stand on a planet with nothing but sky overhead, no metal walls and ceilings trapping her with these people she hated. Forty-two years before we

  get there, she thought. I’ll never make it. Through the blast shield she saw Anne Mather crossing the huge bay, an armed escort trailing in two neat lines behind her. She

  frowned at Waverly as they drew near and crossed her arms to wait for the shuttle to empty out.




  “There are no kids here,” Sarah said, fatalistic and flat. “They lied.”




  “I can’t do this,” Waverly said. She felt sticky with sweat and exhausted. She’d spent the last two hours trudging through the Empyrean as the ship died, enduring oxygen

  deprivation to rescue Seth until she’d collapsed completely. He’d saved her life, carrying her up endless flights of stairs to safety, and then he hadn’t even come with her on the

  shuttle! He’d abandoned her to face Anne Mather alone.




  “We have to leave sometime,” muttered Sarah from the copilot’s seat.




  “Will they take more eggs from us?” Waverly whispered.




  “No,” Sarah said, her upper lip rigid.




  The girls jumped in their seats when they heard the shuttle’s exit ramp extend onto the floor of the New Horizon. Waverly looked through a side porthole and saw her passengers trickling

  out of the shuttle, walking with jerking steps toward Mather and her sentries—the last of the kids to be evacuated off the Empyrean, looking dazed and traumatized.




  “Should we go?” Sarah asked Waverly. “Instead of making her come get us?”




  “Probably.” Waverly disliked the flaccid tone of her voice. She looked out the blast shield to find Mather watching her. “You go ahead,” Waverly said miserably, turning

  away from Mather to stare at her own cold hands.




  Sarah stood, her face set with stony courage, and left the cockpit.




  Waverly couldn’t make her legs move. She watched as Sarah, with her boyfriend, Randy, walked bravely out of the shuttle and across the gray metal floor, hands held over their heads. Two of

  Mather’s men patted them down for weapons, then led them away.




  Waverly took hold of the pilot’s joystick with both hands and imagined escaping into the void of space where she would choose a direction, punch the engines, and just go. She’d be

  alone, and safe, and no one could come after her. It would take her awhile to die, but if it got to be too much, she could just blow out an air lock and it would be over.




  If she wanted to do that, she should have thought of it sooner. And she didn’t want to do it. Not really. Not if there was a chance her mom was still alive.




  “Get up,” she told herself. “Go out there. Go find Mom.”




  But she didn’t. She couldn’t. Acid rose to the back of her throat and she swallowed. Her saliva tasted corrosive.




  She saw movement from the corner of her eye and looked out. Anne Mather had broken away from the group of guards. One of them started to follow, but she held a hand in his face and he stepped

  back into formation. He was vaguely familiar to Waverly from her time on the New Horizon, always in the background, behind Anne Mather, or off to the side. He was tall, with a bulbous, crooked

  nose, thinning gray-white hair, and the kind of heavy jaw that looked like it had been chunked out of a boulder. When he glanced up at Waverly, she looked away.




  She heard the scuff of footsteps on the floor behind her, but she didn’t turn around. She knew who it was. “No one is going to harm you, Waverly.”




  God, how Waverly hated that velvety tone! Mather wasn’t human. She was something manufactured, designed for manipulation. Waverly could smell her, that sickly sweet coconut smell that

  clung to the woman’s skin like grease. Waverly pressed her hand to the hollow of her gut.




  “Waverly, I want to start over with you.”




  “Take me to the brig,” Waverly said distantly. “I want to be with my mother.”




  “I have a better idea,” Mather said. Waverly heard the whisper of the woman’s clothing as she moved toward the copilot’s seat and sat down, leaning her elbow on the back

  of the chair. “Naturally I can’t leave you loose on the ship,” Mather said carefully. “But I could let you and your mother have one of the empty apartments. How would that

  be?”




  “Where did you take Sarah and Randy?”




  “Your friends are safe. They’ll be well treated.”




  “What did you do to Amanda?” Waverly asked. Amanda, the woman Waverly had lived with her first time on the New Horizon, had taken up arms against Mather and her guards to help

  Waverly escape the ship. Waverly had worried Mather might have thrown her in the brig, or worse. “Did you hurt her?”




  “For what?” Mather said with a disingenuous smirk. “You took her hostage. She had no choice but to help you escape. Isn’t that so?”




  Waverly studied Mather’s composed expression and saw the truth. Amanda had told a lie to protect herself and her unborn baby, and Anne Mather had chosen to believe her friend’s

  lie—or at least to pretend she believed. Mather was capable of loyalty, Waverly supposed, and even love, but that only made her crimes all the more monstrous.




  “Waverly.” Mather had the audacity to lean across the aisle and place a hand on Waverly’s knee. Waverly looked at it, seething, and Mather removed her hand before Waverly could

  claw the bones out of it. “What we did to you was wrong. Absolutely wrong. I knew it then and I acknowledge it now. I wish I could explain to you my mind-set.” Mather shook her head as

  she gathered her thoughts. “Every last woman on board this ship was premenopausal. We had to harvest your ova and make them pregnant as quickly as possible. If I’d tried to win you over

  first—”




  “Stop talking to me!” Waverly screamed at the top of her lungs. Instantly she heard heavy boots stomping up the ramp of the shuttle and into the cockpit. Two men squeezed themselves

  through the doorway, aiming their guns at Waverly. She ignored them. “You got your way. The Empyrean is destroyed and we’re all yours.”




  Saying these words finally broke her. Sobs shredded her, and she collapsed against her chair. Mather reached for her hands, but Waverly jerked away. She thought if that woman touched her again

  she might go crazy.




  “Waverly,” Mather pleaded. “I know how it looks, but I never ordered anyone to blow up the Empyrean. I’d never endanger the mission like that! Or children! Jacob and his

  wife acted alone.”




  “Stop talking to me,” Waverly said again, and she sagged. It was all hitting her now. Her home was gone. How many kids must have died? Where was Serafina, the deaf little girl she

  used to babysit? She wouldn’t have heard the explosions. She might never have known there was any danger! “Where are the kids? How many . . .” She gagged on the words, forced them

  out, “How many died?”




  “Very few,” Mather said. “Almost all of them were in the central bunker, waiting for word about their parents.”




  Waverly could imagine them huddled in groups on the bunks, holding hands, waiting for Sarek to come in from Central Command to tell them their parents had been found on the New Horizon and their

  families would be whole again. When will we learn to stop hoping?




  “Come on,” Mather said. “Let’s get you settled.”




  Mather reached again to take her hand, but Waverly ignored her and got up from her seat. The guards backed up the aisle of the shuttle, keeping their guns trained on her as she walked down the

  spiral staircase to the cargo hold, then down the ramp where the rest of the guards were waiting.




  They walked her through the corridors of the New Horizon in a parade with Mather and Waverly at the head, followed by a small army of men. They met no one. Waverly supposed they’d cleared

  this part of the ship to deal with the Empyrean evacuees. As they walked, the big guard massaged the wooden grip on his gun, crushing his teeth together as though he were chewing on something that

  angered him. Unlike the other guards, who wore plain tunics, he had a gold insignia on his shoulder in the shape of a dove. Waverly had no idea what it meant, but she knew he must have some

  authority.




  “Here,” Mather said to Waverly, indicating an apartment door in the middle of the hallway. “We’ll have guards outside round the clock.”




  “So I’m under house arrest?”




  “Until we know what we’re dealing with,” Mather said with a nod.




  “Where is my mother?” Waverly asked.




  “Inside,” Mather said and went to the keypad to unlock the door.




  The door slid open, and there was Regina Marshall standing in the living room, emaciated and grayed but whole and alive, and she opened her arms to Waverly, who ran to her.




  “Mom!” Waverly sobbed and couldn’t say any more.




  “I’m here, honey,” Regina Marshall said. She combed her fingers through Waverly’s hair. “Your hair got long!”




  Waverly tried to smile, but her face dissolved into tears.




  “Oh, there now, Waverly, everything is fine!” Waverly leaned into her mother, letting herself be held up. It felt good to be a kid again, so amazingly wonderful to have her mother

  take care of her. She hadn’t realized how much she missed this.




  “What a beautiful sight!” Anne Mather exclaimed from behind Waverly.




  Waverly whirled, furious.




  “Thank you so much, Pastor Mather,” Waverly’s mother said with a serene smile. “We’re so grateful.”




  “Grateful!” Waverly sputtered. “Mom!”




  “You two have a lot to talk about, I’m sure,” Mather said with a smile for Regina Marshall. “I’ll leave you to it. You have a stocked refrigerator.”




  “That’s wonderful,” Regina said. “Thank you.”




  Anne Mather backed out of the room, saintly eyes averted.




  When they were finally alone, Waverly studied her mother. Regina met her daughter’s gaze uncertainly, as though she were eager to please but wasn’t sure how. “You know who that

  is, right, Mom?”




  “That’s Pastor Mather,” Regina said with a strange pride. “Who would have thought a woman would captain a ship like the Empyrean?”




  “We’re on the New Horizon, Mom. She led the attack on the Empyrean,” Waverly said. She felt faint.




  “That was a rescue mission,” Regina said, shaking her head as though she were clearing up some minor point.




  “No, Mom, it was an attack.”




  “Oh, Waverly,” Regina tsked.




  “That woman attacked the Empyrean and kidnapped me and all the rest of the girls! Most of the crew died in that attack!” Her mother’s eyes trained on Waverly’s lips, as

  though she were learning a lesson by rote. “She’s kept you and the rest of the parents on this ship for months, holding you hostage—”




  Regina interrupted with a knowing chuckle. “You’re seeing all this in a very negative light, dear.”




  “Mom!” Waverly stared at her mother, horrified.




  Regina started toward the kitchen, smiling as though enjoying some pleasant daydream. “Pastor Mather explained the whole thing,” Regina said as she turned on the kitchen light.

  “It was all a misunderstanding.”




  “Did the Pastor tell you how she drugged me and harvested my eggs to make babies for her crew? The other girls, too!” Waverly pressed a hand against her abdomen, feeling the surgical

  scars under her thumb like wires. “Mom?”




  Regina did not seem to hear her.




  The apartment had the same layout as the home Waverly and her mother had shared on the Empyrean, and the kitchen was identical down to the blue and yellow color scheme, but there were no baskets

  on the countertop, no scratches on the table from when Waverly was a toddler, no handwoven place mats, no scuffmarks on the floor.




  Regina opened the refrigerator and looked inside. “Oh! There’s a chicken! And fresh herbs. I’ll make a roast for supper, sound good?”




  “The Empyrean has been destroyed, Mom,” Waverly said. “Our whole lives, up in smoke.”




  “Nonsense,” Regina said with a patronizing smile as she turned back to the refrigerator, rooting through the basket of herbs. “Those are things, Waverly.”




  Regina hummed an old song Waverly remembered from childhood, a faraway look in her eyes as she carried the food to the countertop. Regina carefully set the chicken right on the counter, then

  arranged onions and potatoes in a circle around it as though designing a still life. She appeared unsure what to do with the bunch of fresh parsley she held in her hand and considered for a moment

  before placing it parallel to the edge of the countertop, tilting her head as she nudged the stems into order with her fingertip.




  “What did they do to you?” Waverly whispered. “You’re acting so—”




  “How would you like me to act?” Regina said, bemused. “I think I’ll make a nice spice rub.”




  Eyes fastened to her mother’s face, Waverly crept closer and studied her. Had she been drugged? “Don’t you have any questions for me, Mom?” Waverly asked.




  “How’s Kieran?” Regina asked as she ground up garlic, sage, and rosemary with a stone pestle and mortar. The familiar aromas inundated the room with memories of home. Waverly

  limped to the table against the wall and collapsed into a chair.




  “I don’t know. Mather has him,” Waverly said, only now realizing how much danger Kieran might be in. She wished she could get a message to him.




  “He was always such a wonderful boy,” Regina said. “I’m sure he’s just fine.”




  “Yeah,” Waverly said miserably. “Everything’s great.”




  







  Damage




  “What have you done with my crew?” Kieran demanded when Anne Mather came back into her office. He was still tied up on her chaise, guarded by an armed man who

  watched him with flinty eyes. “Where’s Waverly?”




  “I’ll show you.” Anne Mather held up the com screen for him. His eyesight was still spotty from the bright flashing explosions on the Empyrean that had blinded him through the

  porthole, but he could make out the dim images of Waverly and her mother. Regina was standing at the stove, stirring a pot, and Waverly was sitting slumped at the table. “I want you to

  understand that I’m true to my word,” Mather said. “I said no harm would come to her, and I meant it.”




  “So you’re letting the kids be with their parents?”




  Anne Mather turned to Kieran’s mother, Lena, who sat primly in a chair in front of Mather’s desk, a bland smile creasing her face. “Those we can trust, like Regina Marshall and

  your mother.”




  “How dare you speak of trust?” Kieran snarled.




  Mather blinked mechanically. “Kieran, I did not order Jacob Pauley and his wife to plant bombs on the Empyrean. I would never do that.”




  “You tried to destroy the Empyrean before!” Kieran spat. “You caused a nuclear meltdown in your first attack. You almost killed everyone on the ship!”




  “Now, Kieran,” his mother said disapprovingly. “We’re guests here.”




  Kieran couldn’t even bring himself to look at her.




  “The Empyrean’s reactor failure was an accident,” Mather said.




  “You’re lying,” Kieran said coldly. He wriggled his hands in their restraints, trying to get more blood into his numb fingers.




  “You look uncomfortable,” Mather said and nodded at the guard standing by the door. “Untie him.”




  “He tried to choke you,” the man said, but he knelt to untie Kieran’s wrists.




  “My legs, too,” Kieran said, massaging his hands. “I want to see the Empyrean.”




  Mather nodded at the guard, who untied the cord around Kieran’s ankles.




  Kieran staggered to the porthole and stared out, aghast. The Empyrean was a ruin. A gash half the length of its hull gaped into the black sky, running from the shuttle bay, through the

  habitation levels, the schools, the family gardens, the corn and wheat granaries, the fish hatchery, to end at the lower levels, and the brig, where Seth had been trapped.




  So he’s dead, Kieran thought, surprised to feel so much hurt over the end of his old enemy. He’d grown up with Seth, after all.




  “Do you have a count of survivors yet?” he asked, his voice unrecognizable in his own ears.




  “I have a list of missing persons, if you’d like to see it.” She pushed the list at him. “It’s remarkable more lives weren’t lost.”




  Kieran picked up the paper and read: Arthur Dietrich, Tobin Ames, Sarek Hassan, Austen Hand, Philip Grieg . . . His dear friends.




  “They might be trapped!” Kieran sucked in air, choked on his words. “You have to find them!”




  “I’ve got several teams searching the ship, Kieran. If anyone is there, he or she will be found.” She smiled reassuringly, but he heard a hesitation in her voice.




  “What?”




  Her face fell. “They’ve searched all the areas where people are likely to have survived. They’re just not there.”




  “They have to be. Sarek was in Central Command and Arthur was on Waverly’s shuttle, on the way back from trying to rescue our parents! He wasn’t even on the Empyrean

  when the bombs went off! He’d have gone straight to Central Command to help Sarek with the evacuation. Tobin and Philip were in the infirmary . . . They were nowhere near the

  bombs!”




  “The bombs we can see from here,” Mather corrected him. “The infirmary lost power soon after the explosions. They’d have been totally cut off from the com system

  and life support. My crew is checking, but right now their survival looks doubtful. And the two boys in Central Command—Arthur and Sarek, was it?—could they have tried to rescue someone

  else? Perhaps they were trying to get to the infirmary to help and got caught in a depressurized compartment.”




  Kieran closed his mouth. If anyone was likely to get himself killed doing something heroic, it would be those two. And Tobin and Austen would have stayed with the sick ones in the infirmary,

  unable to ask for help. They probably waited too long, trying to keep their mothers and little Philip and the rest of them alive.




  He turned to the porthole again and watched his bleeding ship. I did this, he thought bitterly. I was acting Captain. I should have protected them. But he’d failed, and

  now his friends were gone, along with the only world he’d ever known. He couldn’t make himself believe it, even though the Empyrean was dying right in front of him.




  “I think you need a rest, am I right?” Anne Mather said, the picture of concern. To Kieran’s mother, she said, “I’ve found a beautiful outer apartment for you to

  enjoy Usually these coveted apartments are occupied by senior staff—”




  “Hey!” Kieran cut in, disgusted. “I want to see my crew, now.”




  “It’s late, Kieran,” Mather said. “The young ones are getting ready for bed.”




  “Tomorrow, then,” Kieran said, digging his heels in for a fight.




  To Kieran’s surprise, Mather nodded. “I’ll contact the host families and arrange for something soon. Now let me show you to your quarters,” she said with a sweeping

  gesture toward the door.




  Kieran looked at her warily. She wants something from me, he realized. Mather ushered his mother down the corridor, making pleasant conversation. He had no choice but to follow.




  







  First Things




  The first thing is not to get caught, Seth told himself as he pressed his body into the soft rain forest soil, cradling his mangled hand on his chest. He pressed the

  back of his head into the ground beneath him. It was spongy with moss, moist with dew, and it accepted his aching limbs lovingly. The air was heavy and close like a blanket. He closed his eyes, and

  when he tried to open them again, they felt stuck together with sleep. Maybe I should just rest, he told himself. This is as safe a place as any.




  He was drifting off when an alarm blared through the bay, making the ferns over his face tremble. It was a single loud blast, like a clarion call, so different from the repetitive bursts on the

  Empyrean. A tinny voice came over the loudspeaker: “Attention: Inform Central Command immediately if you see an unaccompanied young man.”




  Seth heard a quick intake of breath from someone close by.




  “Poor thing!” said a woman off to Seth’s right. Seth dared to shift his head to peer through the undergrowth. He couldn’t see the speakers’ faces, but he saw a

  petite woman’s brown hands about fifteen feet away. She had a basket over her arm, and it was full of star fruit and papaya. He couldn’t see the man. “They’re searching for

  him like a common criminal.”




  “He might be a criminal, Maya,” the man said. “He must be up to something if he didn’t come with the rest of the survivors.”




  “He’s just a kid, Anthony!”




  “I know,” the man said, his tone softened.




  “Poor boy,” the woman said sorrowfully. “He must be so afraid.”




  Am I afraid? Seth wondered. He was suddenly aware of his laboring heart, his dry mouth and jangled limbs.




  The conversation between the man and woman subsided. Seth knew he was well concealed, but he felt pinned by their proximity. He heard the door he’d come through open and the sound of heavy

  boots on the path—at least four or five people, moving fast.




  “Have you seen a stranger today?” asked a man, his tone forceful.




  “No,” said the man called Anthony. “Nobody came through here.”




  “Really? Because we’ve got video of a fugitive entering the rain forest bay.”




  Seth kicked himself. Of course they’d have video of him coming here! How could he have forgotten that?




  I’m tired, that’s how, he thought grimly. Can’t think straight.




  “Well, Thomas, we haven’t seen him,” Maya said.




  “Are you sure?”




  “What is that supposed to mean?” she asked. Seth squinted through the brush and saw her cross her arms.




  “I haven’t seen you at services for the past few Sundays,” the man said. “That doesn’t exactly vouch for your attitude.”




  “There’s no reason to attend services anymore,” she said. “Not when the Pastor is such a hypocrite.”




  “Maya!” Anthony cried.




  “What?” she said. “This is a free society, isn’t it?”




  “The Pastor deserves your respect,” said the man she’d called Thomas. Seth heard a footstep, and now the man was blocking Seth’s view of the woman. He wore a black

  jumpsuit with a utility belt, and there was an insignia on his shoulder that looked like a dove. “I suggest you keep your thoughts private.”




  “Is that a threat?” Maya asked.




  Thomas took another menacing step toward Maya, and finally Anthony spoke. “Everyone is edgy right now. With the explosion on the Empyrean? Thomas? We’re all just edgy.”




  “You should control her better,” Thomas said from between gritted teeth.




  Maya made an outraged squawk, but Anthony spoke over her. “We’ll let you know if we see anything. Okay?”




  “I’ll know if you’re keeping secrets,” Thomas said.




  “It won’t work, what you’re doing.” Maya stomped a little foot on the ground. “You can’t control people with fear for long.”




  “You don’t listen well,” Thomas said.




  A second guard, shorter and stockier, said, “We’re getting off track, here, Tom.”




  After a pause, Thomas said, “Close off the exits and call up more men.”




  Seth was trapped already!




  Perhaps not yet, if he left before the exits were sealed.




  His hand throbbed, but he set his teeth against the pain. He listened to their fading voices as the men spread out, headed for the various exits. He tried to make a mental map of the rain forest

  bay on the Empyrean, which would be identical to this ship. There were six doors total. There hadn’t been enough guards to cover all those doors. If he moved now, he might still get out. It

  was inevitable the couple would see him, but that was better than getting caught by the guards. Bracing himself on his good hand, he stood up quickly and shot off through the foliage, running as

  fast as his tired body could go.




  “Did you see that?” he heard Maya ask as he sped away through the dense growth, trying to make his way toward the port-side stairwell. He jumped over the root of a banyan tree, but

  another root caught his toe and he hit the ground with terrific force. He rolled onto his broken hand and screamed.




  Footsteps approached. Seth felt a hand on his back, and when he looked up, he saw the man named Anthony crouched over him.




  “What are you doing here?” Anthony whispered. “They’re looking for you.”




  Seth was in too much pain to speak. The man looked at Seth’s hand and leaned over him to whisper, “You need to get to the infirmary.”




  “No! Please!” Seth managed to say through shudders of shock.




  Lighter footsteps stumbled into the clearing, and the woman Maya put a cool hand to his forehead. She was pretty, with the caramel skin and the lovely full lips of an African woman. She saw his

  hand and winced. That’s when Seth noticed the bone of his pinkie finger poking through a small puncture in his skin. Purple blood pumped out through the wound in time with his wild heartbeat.

  He nearly fainted.




  “Maya!” someone barked. Whoever it was sounded much too close.




  Maya stood quickly and ran toward the voice. “Yah!”




  “What was that sound?” It was the man she’d called Thomas. Seth could tell by his imperious tone.




  “Anthony tripped,” Maya said.




  Anthony held up his palms, telling Seth to stay put. Quickly, he grabbed some garden shears from the basket of fruit and used them to make a hole in the knee of his pants. Before Seth could

  react, Anthony jabbed the sharp end of the shears into his skin and pressed the cut with his fingertips, forcing it to bleed. In seconds he rubbed the blood into the fabric of his pants, then

  patted dirt all over himself and stood up. He limped toward where Maya and Thomas were talking, arms raised. “I fell onto my garden shears!” he said, shaking his head.

  “Stupid.”




  “You two know the penalties for lying to the Justice of the Peace.”




  Seth lay perfectly still between two large tree roots, silently absorbing the agony of his ruined hand, breathing as quietly as possible.




  “Of course,” Anthony said breathlessly. “Thomas, you know me. I’m not going to make trouble.”




  This was met with terse silence until Maya finally broke it. “God! Thomas! The suspicion on this ship is going to tear us all apart! Anthony is a good man! He doesn’t deserve

  this!”




  Thomas still said nothing.




  “Come on, Anthony,” Maya said, exasperated. “Let’s get you to the infirmary.”




  “Okay,” Anthony said shakily.




  Seth heard the two of them moving off toward the port-side exit. The big man didn’t make a sound. He’s listening for me, Seth thought, and he tried to hold his breath.




  Thomas’s walkie-talkie squawked, and a man’s voice said, “Thomas, we’ve got tracks over here you should look at.”




  “I’ll be right there,” Thomas said, but he still didn’t move.




  Moments passed. Seth heard tentative footsteps picking through the brush toward him, and he braced himself. But suddenly, across the room, two gunshots rang out.




  “What’s going on?” Thomas shouted.




  “Don saw something!” called a third guard. Thomas took off running toward the sound of the shots, leaving Seth trembling with relief, wedged between two snaking banyan roots.




  He lay still, he didn’t know for how long, trying to think what to do. He’d obviously missed his escape window, and now discovery was inevitable. Already he’d let Waverly down,

  but now he wondered what he’d thought he’d be able to do for her. Rescue her from the evil witch like some knight in shining armor? Idiot. Idiot. Idiot.




  He didn’t hear the footsteps until they were nearly on top of him. He looked up to see black pants and two white hands holding a gun across a robust chest. The guard crouched over Seth,

  the muzzle of his gun pointed at the ceiling. It was the stocky guard he’d seen before, a man of fifty-some years, with gray hair at his temples, speckled stubble across his jaw, and light

  brown eyes that seemed somehow kind. “Can you walk?” the guard whispered.




  Seth stared at him.




  “We have two minutes before my commanding officer figures out I’ve left my post. Can. You. Walk.”




  Seth nodded.




  “Get up. Keep your head down. And be quiet.”




  







  The Doctor




  After a couple days alone with her mother, Waverly wanted to run away from the jumpy way Regina’s hands fluttered when she worked at her small loom, or the way she smiled

  at Waverly with twitching lips when the two made eye contact. Far into the first night, Waverly had questioned her mother about the conditions of her imprisonment, but she gave only half answers

  that never added up to why she seemed so hollowed out. Today, Waverly avoided her, spending more time in her room hiding under blankets, trying not to think about Seth, the way he’d kissed

  her so deeply, so sweetly, and the way he’d left her all alone. Where was he? How could he abandon her here after the way she’d risked her life to save him?




  It didn’t matter that it seemed relatively safe here; she couldn’t feel safe. Something had been done to her mother, something horrible. Waverly knew it.




  When someone finally rang the doorbell, Waverly bounded up from her bed. She didn’t know what she hoped for—Seth?—but as she ran into the living room she realized she

  didn’t want to hide anymore. She had to do something to help her mom.




  “Delivery!” her mother said, excited. A roly-poly woman came in pushing a cart full of more chicken, baskets of freshly picked turnips, parsnips, carrots, kale, salad greens, and two

  loaves of fresh wheat bread.




  “Hey!” Waverly said to the small woman. “I want to know what’s been done to my mother!” The guard posted outside the apartment scoffed, and she glanced at him

  through the open doorway. He was shaking his balding head, grinning. She ignored him, knowing better than to try appealing to one of Mather’s men.




  “Please.” Waverly reached for the woman’s plump hand. “Couldn’t you just ask a doctor to come look at her?”




  The woman slapped her hand away. “Doubt it.”




  “Waverly,” Regina cooed. “I feel fine.”




  “You need to see a doctor,” Waverly insisted. To the scowling little woman she said, “Can’t you give the infirmary a message?”




  “No messages,” the woman said over her shoulder as she entered the kitchen. She pulled a browned apple pie from the center rack on the cart and set it on the counter.




  “Wonderful!” Regina exclaimed and went into the kitchen to help put away the food. Waverly watched them puttering, feeling helpless and lost.




  A voice from the doorway made her jump. “Waverly Marshall?”




  She turned to see a strikingly handsome man leaning on the doorframe. He had coffee-colored hair, olive-toned skin, and intriguing eyes. At first his irises looked black until he held her gaze,

  and then she saw they were a deep navy blue. He smiled, showing two rows of gleaming teeth, though one of his incisors was slightly chipped, a defect that only made him more masculine. He was

  dressed in a plain blue shirt that complemented his eyes, gray pants, and leather boots. Everything about him was composed, careful, and lovely to look at.




  She tried to stand up taller. “Who are you?”




  “I’m Jared Carver. Feel like going for a walk? Someone wants to meet you.”




  “Who?”




  “A friend,” he said.




  “Someone from the Empyrean?” she asked, hopeful.




  “No, but I can give you news of them if you like.”




  Waverly glanced back at her mother, who was absorbed in putting away the food.




  “Your mother will be quite safe here,” the man said with a sweet smile.




  Waverly studied him. His friendly composure didn’t seem completely trustworthy. If Mather wants to kill me, she could do it anytime, Waverly thought. I might as well see if I

  can find anything out. She called to her mother, “Mom. I’m going out!”




  “All right,” Regina called, not a speck of concern in her voice. The old Regina Marshall would never have let Waverly out of her sight in a place like this.




  Waverly walked past Mather’s guard, who stood at attention now, his mocking grin wiped from his fleshy face. The handsome man—what had he called himself? Jared Carver?—led

  Waverly down empty, quiet corridors. She looked around, listening for signs of life, but there was no one around. On the Empyrean, people were always complaining about noise. She remembered the

  near constant classical music her neighbors, the Moreaus, used to play, blaring Brahms or Mahler so that the entire hallway buzzed with it. They’d been childless, and with a pang she realized

  they must be dead with no one to mourn them. She ducked her head, overcome with sadness, but quickly straightened up when she noticed the man looking at her.




  “You okay?” he asked gently.




  “It’s so quiet here,” she said. “Like no one lives here.”




  “Pastor Mather is keeping you and your mother isolated for the time being,” the man said. “You’re restricted to uninhabited areas of the ship.”




  “What did she do with the people who lived here?”




  “This wing has always been empty. Due to our infertility we have a much smaller population than the ship designers anticipated.”




  She nodded, looking at her shoes and their slow, plodding steps. Of course. Even the Empyrean had many empty apartments.




  “Where are the other kids?” she asked.




  “They’re safe, I assure you,” he said. They turned a corner, passing a maintenance closet with the door hanging open. A cloud of ammonia hovered around the doorway, and Waverly

  rubbed at her stinging nose. “The Pastor wants to move forward to a peaceful future for all,” Jared was saying. “Right now she’s concentrating on healing wounds. At

  least,” he added with a smirk, “that’s the story.”




  “When can I see my friends?” she asked, choosing to ignore his odd slip.




  “Not right away. After what happened the last time, I’m sure the Pastor is going to be cautious. Especially with a fugitive on board.”




  “Fugitive?” Waverly asked, her heart leaping. Seth! He’d made it!




  The man hesitated. “A young man came aboard in a OneMan. Any idea who?”




  She shrugged. “No.”




  The man gave a half turn but said nothing as he pressed the call button for the elevator.




  In silence, they rode to the administrative level of the ship, and when the doors opened, Waverly was surrounded by people. Men and women in the uniforms of deck officers, guards, engineers,

  horticulturalists—all the different types of workers needed to keep the New Horizon running. Most of them brushed right by Waverly and Jared without a glance, but a few looked at her with

  surprise, and one woman glared at her. Jared passed what would be the Central Council chamber. The door hung open and she could see the domed glass ceiling of the chamber, just like on the

  Empyrean, and the same oval table, the same cushioned chairs around it. Until several days ago, she’d been a member of the Central Council on the Empyrean, steering straight for disaster

  without even knowing it. Jared walked two doors past the chamber, knocked on an office door, and waited until a rattling voice called, “Enter.”




  Jared opened the door to a cavelike room, long and narrow, swathed in shadows. At the end of it, sitting in a dim circle of light, was a small, decrepit person, fingers woven together on top of

  a leather blotter resting on an ornate oak desk. Waverly couldn’t be sure if this was a man or a woman—age had stripped away all signs of gender. The back of the leather chair hovered

  over the tiny person like a pair of dark wings, and when . . . she? he? it? . . . smiled, wrinkles rearranged themselves to make room for an overwide mouth and unnaturally white, square teeth,

  giving the impression of an otherworldly creature.




  “Dr. Wesley Carver,” Jared said with a bow, “I present Waverly Marshall.”




  So he was a man. Waverly recognized what was so strange about him: He was far, far older than anyone she’d ever met. The oldest person on the Empyrean had been Captain Jones, and

  he’d been sixty-five at the time of the attack. When the mission launched, no one older than twenty-five had been allowed to board the ships, or at least that’s what everyone had said.

  For the sake of the mission, the crews had been chosen for their robust health, intelligence, skills, and a capacity for longevity. Yet this person, this man, might have been eighty, he might have

  been one hundred. Waverly had no experience from which to judge.




  Tentatively, Waverly stepped into the room. The walls were lined with hundreds of leather-bound volumes. She glanced at some of the titles: The Prince by Machiavelli, The Art of

  War by Sun Tzu, Histories by Herodotus, Thus Spake Zarathustra by Nietzsche.




  “Are you a reader?” the doctor asked with a smile.




  Waverly stood before the desk, watchful. “Novels,” she said breathlessly.




  He rubbed a hand over sparse white hair and indicated the overstuffed leather chair to Waverly’s left. “Sit.”




  Waverly lowered herself into it. She glanced behind her, expecting to see Jared standing there, but he’d silently left the room.




  “You ought to try philosophy,” the old man said. “Nothing excites the mind like a good bit of logic.”




  Waverly didn’t reply. She felt too out of her element. There was nothing this decrepit person could do to hurt her physically, yet she felt afraid.




  “You’re not one for small talk,” the man said, nodding approvingly as he pressed a button at the edge of his desk. “Let me get you something to drink.”




  The door opened behind her and Jared carried in a silver tea service. Ornate scrollwork covered the teacups in the twisting shapes of grapevines. The teapot looked to be made from ancient

  porcelain, and it was painted with a scene from antiquity—water nymphs lazing by a pool, centaurs carving their arrows.




  “Regency period, I believe,” the doctor said, watching her. “Quite rare.”




  The guard, if that’s what he was, poured a cup of tea for her. She accepted it quietly and watched as he dunked a biscuit into the old man’s tea and handed it to him before padding

  back out the door.




  “You have an appreciation for old Earth things, judging from what we were able to learn from your mother,” said the old man. “You like historical novels, isn’t that

  so?”




  She squirmed to have this person know anything about her. “I suppose.”




  “Don’t say ‘I suppose.’ It makes you sound wishy-washy. ‘Yes’ or ‘no’ is best.”




  Waverly took a slow sip of tea, then set the cup and saucer on his desk.




  “I’ve called you here, Waverly, because you have shown mettle. I am a person who appreciates mettle. It is so rare a thing. Most people are simpering heaps of nerves.” He

  smacked his lips distastefully. “You’re a smart girl. But I wonder if you’ve noticed that Anne Mather’s light is fading.”




  This got her attention. She looked at the man, tried to read him, but he was inscrutable in the way he grinned, one eye larger than the other, lips glistening with spittle.




  “Few people know instinctively how to wield power,” he said, tenting his fingertips together. “I saw that quality in Anne, and I must admit, she was able to sustain it much

  longer than I’d foreseen. But you . . .” He settled his elbows on his chair, making his shoulders into points. “You, Waverly show promise.”




  Waverly’s mouth went dry, and she picked up her teacup to wet her tongue.




  “I saw the way you seized control of the room during services before you made your escape. That speech you made? You turned the tables on Anne in about four minutes, do you realize

  that?” He laughed gleefully. “She’s had to defend herself ever since. You have made things difficult, but that was a master stroke.”
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